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To the muggs, past, present, and future—and
the greatest Variety mugg of them all, Sime,

whose book this really is.



Take-A-Bow Dept.

*
This is one book that was not written—it was rewritten. And
often.

Compressing a rich and vibrant half century of show biz into
230,000 words called for a skilled assist from Jules Archer, who or-
ganized the vast material for us; the patience and understanding
of a couple of hep editors such as Bill Raney and Ted Amussen; and
one or two Seeing Eye Dogs who helped us wade through 50 years’
accumulation of disa and data. There were times when the authors’
notes to themselves reminded them of the old Hollywood wheeze:
“Never mind producing the script, just shoot the footnotes and we've
got enough for a serial!”

It was difficult for us to be completely objective about show biz
and Variety because of the personality of its fabulous founder, Sime
Silverman. That is why the book is part theatrical history and part
biography.

Weritten in Varietyese, Show Biz: From Vaude to Video is intended
to be breezy and gay as well as informative.

ABEL GREEN
JOE LAURIE, JR.

New York City
September, 1951
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SIIES' SQUARE,

«

Sime Silverman, founder-editor-publisher of Variety, died Sep-
tember 22, 1933. For almost 20 years now, usually on an Indian
summer day, on the Wednesday nearest that date (Variety muggs’
day off, following press day) a strange pilgrimage of showmen, from
Broadway to Hollywood, from Jimmy Durante to Mary Margaret
McBride, travels to Brooklyn’s Salem Fields, to the Silverman
mausoleum.

It’s strange in many ways because, through the years, men and
women who probably never pay the same reverence to their im-
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Sime’s Square xiv

mediate families take time out from highly tensioned, busy schedules
for this annual reunion in memory of the most unusual Variety mugg
of them all. A list of these “pilgrims” would constitute a Who’s Who
of all the Seven Lively Arts.

Sime was so the personification of Broadway that Mayor Jimmy
Walker was serious in wanting to rename that triangle from 46th
to 47th Streets, known as Duffy Square, Sime’s Square. Time maga-
zine observed in 1934 that Wilfred John Funk named the 10 modern
Americans who have done most to keep American jargon alive. Sime
headed the list, followed by Mencken, T. A. (Tad) Dorgan, Walter
Winchell, Bugs Baer, Ring Lardner, Damon Runyon, Gelett Burgess,
George Ade, and Gene Buck.

Through the paper he founded and styled, Sime’s impact is in-
delible, durable, deathless. The journalistic pattern of Variety as it
approaches its half-century mark continues to be unique not only
in American journalism but in world-wide impact. As Hollywood
pix, Broadway legit, Yankee jazz, and the U. S. brand of radio-T-V
spreads to all the world capitals, American show biz is best mirrored
by and through Variezy.

In the tradition of the great American journalists to whom he has
been frequently compared, Sime was most articulate through his
paper. He shied from public attention even within his immediate
show biz orbit, even going to Havana and Mexico in 1931 with his
wife Hattie to avoid publicity on the occasion of Variety’s Silver
Anniversary. This was the first time Sime left U. S. shores. Hattie
was an inveterate globetrotter, but Sime never yenned to go abroad.
Broadway was his home, his work, and his playground

Sime remains indelible in memory to the surviving show biz vet-
erans—the originals or scions of the Loews, Zukors, Schencks,
Warners, Balabans, Zanucks, Goetzes, Selznicks, Mayers, Blum-
bergs, Kennedys, Aylesworths, Shuberts, Hammersteins, and the
host of personalities such as Berlin, Cantor, Jolson, Benny, Hope,
Allen, Jessel, Fairbanks, Chaplm, Pickford, Durante, Winchell—for
his vigorous, forthright aggressiveness.

He didn’t like vaudeville tycoons pushing actors around. He didn’t
like unthinking actors led and hoodwinked by professional organiz-
ers. Variety’s championing of the rank-and-file worker in the theatre,
from stagehand to star, is a historic and a continuing credo of the
paper. He abhorred dishonesty. By his forthrightness he set a cardinal
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rule for his staffers’ professional and private lives: If you tell the
truth even the people who don’t like it must respect you.

Sime hated phonies and could spot one as quick as the FBI. He
also hated scavenger sheets. In the era of Town Topics which, by
blind items, pecked away at socialites and finally expired of its own
chicanery, there was a pseudo-theatrical sheet called Broadway Brevi-
ties, edited by Steve Clow. Not as “raw” was still another sheet, Zi#'s
Weekly, sired by Carl F. Zittel which met its just desserts, being the
carbon-copy weakly that it was.

This man, for whom Variety continues a vibrant, evergreen monu-
ment, was destined for greatness among show biz people. Born May
19, 1873, in Cortland, New York, reared in Syracuse, Sime was stage-
struck from youth. Possessed of an unusual mathematical mind, a
heritage from his father’s private banking business which he spurned,
thus alienating all family sympathy and economic support, he hung
around Syracuse theatres. When his father, Louis Silverman, owner
of the Fidelity Bank, a loan institution at 140 Nassau Street, New
York City, brought Sime to the Big Town in 1898 as an appraiser,
he rebelled at the calling. Instead he somehow got to know Leander
Richardson, theatrical commentator on the New York Morning
Telegraph, through Joshua Lowe, Richardson’s secretary. It’s not
generally known that Sime’s journalistic career first started on Dasly
America. This short-lived newspaper was founded in 1903 by George
Graham Rice, owner of a race track tipster service, in pique against
the Telegraph, and its boss, Blakely Hall.

Rice retaliated by taking Richardson as his ace. Lowe, his secretary,
remembered Sime’s ambitions when it became necessary to establish
a counterpart column in the new paper, and through them Sime got
into newspaper work. Though no hero worshiper, Sime always re-
spected Richardson in the same way he respected Elbert Hubbard and
Napoleon, his two favorite heroes.

Sime became The Man In the Third Row, a signature identified
solely with him on Daily America, and never on the Telegraph, as
is Broadway legend. When he subsequently got a job on the Tele-
graph, he used a house signature “Robert Speare.” Sime’s glory was
short-lived. Darly America was dissolved when Blakely Hall made
peace with George Graham Rice; the latter returned his ads to the
Telegraph and Richardson returned to the paper. Hall took back a
couple of turf writers, but Sime was laid off. Despite this—and his
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father’s banking business—he remained a familiar figure above Union
Square, then the rialto.

Sime finally connected with the Telegraph. While the paper was
still under Blakely Hall’s direction, Lewis had put on B. C. Hart as
advertising solicitor. Hall complained that he couldn’t get ads for
the Lewis Publishing Company “if the notices ran wild.” An un-
written rule was that any act that regularly advertised in the special
(Sunday) issues, or that took a Christmas ad, was a “good” act.

Sime had heard of the rule but it didn’t mean a thing to him—
at least, not for the moment—in his eagerness to land on the Tele-
graph. Despite that he started off in his characteristic hit-'em-hard
style. His bosses raved and frothed for the first couple of weeks and
Sime knew that his persistence could mean his job any edition.

For historians, therefore, it’s as much to the credit of a knock-
about comedy team, Redford & Winchester, as anything else, that
Variety came to be. The team squawked to the paper about Sime’s
panning notice. In those days it was considered justifiable for an
actor to rebuke a critic, and mild mayhem was a popular outdoor
sport along the rialto. On a vaudeville trade paper it was particularly
justifiable, as Redford & Winchester had placed a Christmas ad in
the Telegraph. They canceled their ad, and Sime lost his job.

Thus, Sime startéd Variety December 16, 1905, on a lot of nerve
and $1,500 cash. The $1,500 was borrowed from his father-in-law,
Alderman George Freeman of Syracuse. It contained 16 pages and
sold for a nickel. Sime had the vision not to call his paper Vaude-
ville or any other name that might limit its scope, and settled on
Variety which he thought embraced all phases of show biz. Legend
has it that while dining in Pabst’s Casino in Harlem with his bride,
Hattie doodled on the tablecloth and created the fancy flourishing
“V” that distinguishes the Variety trademark today.

During the first 25 years running gags in Sime’s columns were that
“Variety never went to press, it went to the cleaners,” “the sheriff
was as permanent on the premises as the typewriters.” It took virtu-
ally a quarter of a century for the paper to get into the black and
Sime so recorded it in a memorable editorial: “For the first time in
24 years Variety got out of debt in 1929. May it keep out. Some years
ago it was said on this page that when Variety paid of, if ever, it
would be told. Here 'tis.” With the same open-book nonchalance, the -
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Literati department apprised all that “With this note Sid Silverman
will learn he is now 50 per cent owner of Variety.” Similarly, Sime
inducted the present editor one summer day in 1933 shortly before his
death by pointing to his desk and telling him, simply, “You sit there,
Abel.”

At one time Variety muggs found themselves tripling on three
papers—T he Clipper, The Times Square Daily, and Variety. Only
an acute loyalty and deep-rooted affection for their chief mugg could
have compelled such devotion.

Sime bought The Clipper in 1923 from Leo Feist, who had used
it as a mouthpiece for his song publications, to build it into a spe-
cialized outdoor newspaper as competition to The Billboard. Later
he dissolved it—at a personal loss of $120,000, largely through his
benevolence to the small mugg stockholders.

In founding The Times Square Daily, which was a gag sheet and
forerunner of today’s Broadway gossip column, he set the pattern
for what became the present Daily Variety in 1933.

The paper’s first Annual Radio Directory, a separate hard-covered
book numbering 1100 pages, appeared in 1937, and while the 4 an-
nuals publishcd thereafter were successful, they were scrapped as
consummg too much time and effort. The bcst features continue
regularly in the parent weekly.

Variety’s first two-room office was on 38th Street, just below the
old Casino and across the hall from Charles Dillingham. Later, when
Oscar Hammerstein built his Hammerstein’s Victoria above 42d
Street, Sime moved beyond it, to 45th and Broadway Later, learn-
ing that Madame Frances, a theatrical couturiére, was moving to
Fifth Avenue and that Loew’s State Theatre’s stage entrance would
be approximately next door to 154 West 46th Street, Sime made a
deal with her and Variety got its own building, which it still occu-
pies. West 46th Street between Broadway and Sixth Avenue is known
far and wide as Variety Street. (Certainly no Variety mugg ever
calls it Avenue of the Americas.)

More theatrical history emanated from the fifth floor on top of
~ Variety’s present office building than from many another theatrical
tycoon skull-practice session. Top names in show biz gathered up-
stairs for Sime’s advice, interspersed with a drink. The top floor was
the champ free speakeasy in America. The initiates had their own
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keys, but none came who didn’t see the upstairs light which meant
that Sime was holding forth. The Old Boy had a special key made
for Jimmy Walker. Walter Winchell and Mark Hellinger had keys.
Winchell even wrote his notices for the Graphic in the Variety office.
The ice chest was always full of food and drink, and a specially
locked compartment contained chilled vintages for particular femme
company. When business was bad in the joints around town, it was
said, “Sime must be staging one of his brawls.” They were not large
but they did take certain key spenders out of circulation.

An impressive figure, Sime Silverman was 5’ 10%4” in height,
weighed 210 pounds, dressed expensively but unostentatiously, and was
most memorable for his bow ties, generally solid brown or green in
color, and an unruly curly forelock. He had a good head of gray hair,
always wore brown suits sans vests, specially made shoes costing
$50-$60 (with a special arch support), a brown gabardine trench coat
and brown slouch hat to match; no breast pocket handkerchief, no
boutonniere. His prime personal extravagance was very fine linen,
oversized handkerchiefs.

He was a one-fit man and hated even that. A tailor would come to
his office or home, take his measurements, and that was that. His
shirts were silk and expensive, always with detached collar of match-
ing cloth. He took little or no exercise but looked physically fit, sans
paunch, despite his irregular eating and drinking habits. The hacking
coughs through the years were ascribed to the strong cigarettes to
which he was addicted. At first none of us thought the cough was
serious, but with the years occasionally one of us would observe, “One
day we'll find the Old Boy keeled over up there,” pointing to the
“throne” as the elevated platform with his desk was called.

His favorite Christmas present was a $20 gold piece, which he
distributed to the office wives, girl friends, cops, doormen, and waiters.
He was also a quarter jingler. Every morning the bookkeeper sent
down $10-$20 worth of two-bit pieces. Despite his seasonal penchant
for $20 gold pieces, Sime hated Xmas cards and deprecated the “Xmas
bonus” idea. He practiced a more realistic Yuletide spirit by putting
it on a 52-week good living wage basis. He discouraged Xmas “loot”
for himself, unless really personal. But despite his admonitions, loot
arrived and his private secretary, Betty Brown (who is still with the
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paper), or the office boys often inherited the crates of fruit and the
like. He shoveled hundreds of Xmas cards into the wastebasket un-
opened, but when told that one contained a business check, he in-
structed Betty to open them for subscriptions or checks; otherwise,
into the basket as before.

He was also a complete martinet. You could have been out with
him the night before, or just come back from lunch with him, but
while you were in the office there was no palsy-walsy stuff with any-
one, including his son, Sid, on whom he was even tougher.

To be fired at least once by Sime was par for the course. Abel made
par. Apparently his coming to work at two and three p.m., despite
the late speakeasy coverage, was too much for Sime. He rarely held
mass office meetings, and he was not the traditional Front Page
editor. His “I think” suggestion was more potent than a “You do it
this way.” But when he did stage a meeting, it was a lulu. Abel was
“it” one time in an intra-office political wrangle which prompted him
to say, “Well, if you feel that way about it, Mr. Silverman, I'll re-
sign.” He was quick to bark, “That’s not necessary,” indicating that
the intent of the general bawl-out was psychological for morale and
was now water under the bridge. Later that day he copyread one
of Abel’s stories and on his way out told him he was making it the
No. 1 lead!

More often known as “Mr. Sime” around town to headliners and
headwaiters alike, he abhorred formality within the office. Once he
barked to Abel, “Cut out the Mister stuff. It's Sime!” To which he
meekly replied, “Yes, Mr. Silverman.”

Sime had inherent showmanship without flamboyance. His pen-
chant for transmuting the argot of the circus, the tanbark, Tin Pan
Alley, the stage and the screen, the Broadwayite and nitery hound
into a common language found ready response within show biz.
So did the original green cover on Variety. A holdover from those
days is Variety’s green stationery and the green cover used on the
anniversary number. A green neon Variety once blazed over Times
Square, in front of 1534 Broadway, now the present site of Loew’s
State Theatre Bldg. His same showmanship commanded a BRyant
1534 telephone number. Then, when other publications went in for
kindred ballyhooey, Sime cooled and his staffers thereafter have let
the paper’s contents be its best advertisement. At 25¢ a copy Variety
feels it must give the reader plenty of value.
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His round table at the Hotel Astor was a glorified listening post,
an extraordinary editorial vantage point. In those days the Astor’s
Hunting Room was the showmen’s crossroads, a composite of the
Hollywood and Beverly Hills Brown Derbies, Romanoff’s and
Chasen’s, the Pump Room in Chicago, the Stork, 21, Toots Shor’s,
Lindy’s, the Waldorf men’s bar, and the Oak Room of the Plaza
in New York. Any time the Astor’s laundry couldn’t add up over
$27,000,000 off certain tablecloths, it was a sign show biz was bad.

Sime garnered more news in a lunch period than his entire staff
in a day. The side pockets of his coat were his newsgathering depots.
In the right pocket he kept a small 2-x-4-inch pad and a stub of a
pencil. The left was for the single-word reminders which keyed im-
portant stories for him later. “Metpix” meant that a trend in filmusi-
cals with Metropolitan Opera stars was brewing. “Zanuck Schenck
10/1” meant that Zanuck and Schenck were merging their 2oth
Century Films Corporation with Fox Films on a 10-1 stock exchange
basis. It’s the same system Variety’s reporters still pursue when a
pad and pencil can scare an informant into clamming up.

Sime was devoted to his mother, who was the Fannie Ward of the
Silverman family and who loved poker to her death when she was
in her nineties. Sime visited her regularly and got a bang out of her
letters to him signed, “Your loving mother Rachel.”

Sarah Loucks, the mammy of the Silverman home, was a soft
touch for Sime. She always had folding money and somehow knew
whether to disburse $200, $300, or $400 to him. Sime always sent it
to her by messenger the next day.

He was adamant about having stewed tomatoes for lunch (actually
brunch many times) “because it’s anti-acid and good for you after
drinking,” he’d counsel. Plain garden spinach was his other favorite
vegetable.

If any of the office wives were physically run down he’d send over
Guinness’ Stout or Bass Ale as a builder-upper. If a staffer left on
vacation Sime’s parting word was, “Be sure to wire or lemme know
if you need anything.” “Anything,” of course, meant money. )

His impatience with stupid office boys was legendary. “Go up-
stairs and get your money!” he’d .snap when some unbright kid
didn’t know what he was doing. He scared the hell out of them all
the time. One time he gave a kid $10. “Go out and buy me a hat.”
Luckily the kid knew enough to ask the men what size and shade
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they thought Sime wore. He brought it back, Sime put it on with-
out looking up from his typewriter, grunted, “Keep the change,”
and continued as if he'd only sent him out for a pack of cigarettes.

Conversely, he’d do the darndest things for an office boy he thought
looked peaked, upsetting Hattie and Sid at their Thousand Islands
summer place. The office boy would suddenly find himself trans-
planted into a new world via a note from Sime. As Sid put it, “A kid
would pop in at the Islands with the statement, ‘Mr. Silverman sent
me up.’ There’d be a note from the Old Boy, ‘Dear Sid: This is Eddie
McCaffrey who needs a rest, so take care of him for a couple weeks.’
I had to drop everything and take care of him. That was the Old
Boy’s way of making sure the kid got a vacation. Two weeks later
the kid was just as apt to be fired for something the Old Boy didn't
like.”

Above everything else, Variety was Sime’s mistress. Next to the
paper and show biz, his deepest affections were for his son and his
staff, the Variety muggs. The first is natural, the latter unique in a
publisher’s relations with newspapermen. Variety'’s staff turnover in
all the offices (New York, Hollywood, Chicago, Washington, and
London) has been relatively small. Variety’s string correspondents
have often expressed themselves that they like “knocking ourselves
out for Variety” because they can speak freer than on the large dailies.

At the time a drunken actor took a shot at Sime through the
Variety window he was cautioned that “perhaps Sid had better carry
a billy.” Sime laughed, “A man has been assigned to me, so don’t
worry.” But the bodyguard was not from the West 47th St. Police
Station. He was on Sime’s personal payroll and his job was to keep
an eye more on Sid than Sime.

Their relationship was Broadway legend. Underneath the hard-
bitten exterior of Variety’s No. 1 mugg was an affection for his only
son which was unique without being sticky. He indulged him but
didn’t spoil him. If Sid was uncertain he would ask the Old Boy,
“because I could never cross him.” This applied to the time Sid
thought maybe he had promised the Old Boy not to drink until he
was 21. At a St. John’s Manlius Military Academy function—where
Sid was enrolled—Sid phoned Sime to tell him he was taking a drink
but wanted to put himself on record that he wasn't breaking any
pledge.

It wasn’t until around the time Sid was 17 or 18 that the significance
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of religion asserted itself. St. John’s had compulsory chapel. Sime
told Sid, “Absorb what you want from chapel. It won’t hurt you and
the rest doesn’t matter.”

Sime set up charge accounts for Sid at Reisenweber’s, Maxim’s,
Rector’s, Healy’s, the Golden Glades, the Plantation, Bustonaby’s,
and Shanley’s but the boy never abused them. Sime was known for
seeking unobtrusive tables but the only time he asked for the No. 1
table at Reisenweber’s was on Sid’s first date with the musical-comedy
dancer, Marie Saxon.

Marie’s death in 1941, at 37, preceded Sid’s at 51 in 1950. Their son,
Syd, now 19 and a Princeton undergraduate, has inherited Variety’s
dominant ownership. Equal minority shares were willed by Sime
to business manager Harold Erichs and the present editor.

Sime really reached the peak of his hard playing and hard working
in the Roaring Twenties. He maintained a fleet of three cars, all open
jobs. Sid was more aesthetic in his cars, ranging from the Mercer of his
Manlius days to an imported Isotta-Fraschini. (The same liking for
fancy motors shows in young Syd.) Two sets of Negro chauffeurs
always stood by. Sime gave them enough time to catch up on their
sleep, and drove them as hard as he drove himself as he paid them
well. Personally, he was a poor driver, with a murderous sense of
direction, particularly when it came to pseudo-short cuts.

At the end of a hard day’s work, he would signal two or three
staffers and ask, “Got a date for tonight?” Few, if any, ever did have
a date when Sime signaled for an excursion to Texas Guinan’s or
Westchester roadhouses. A born gambler, Sime lived the full life,
gambling on himself and his personal judgment. Often he was wrong,
mostly he was right. He thought he was right in spurning insurance
actuaries, saying, “If a company is willing to bet on my life, why
shouldn’t I bet on it?” Yet he counseled his son and Harold Erichs
and Abel Green to load up on insurance.

Gambling on himself, he may be said to have lost the percentage
of life’s span when he died at 6o, yet Dr. J. W. Amey, his long-time
friend and physician, observed, “Sime died at 120—he lived two
full lives.”

When he went out, Sime never brought his own liquor. The road-
houses and niteries always saw that he and his boys and girls drank
the best in the house. He was a fabulous check-grabber and a good
tipper without being ostentatious.
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He was a Scotch-and-Perrier man. Although he had never been
to France, he knew that the source gaz naturelle, which distinguishes
the French spa’s eau du Perrier, was the best mixer. The Perrier im-
porters asked, “Who is this man Silverman who is doing such a
terrific job for us in all the places by requesting Perrier?” He spurned
their offer of complimentary cases but approved being billed at whole-
sale prices for the caseloads that went to his home, his friends, and
the famed “top floor” of the Variety building.

He would chide us, as he did others, for cocktails and “all those
fancy drinks . . . you'll find you'll travel best on Scotch as you get
older.” He was right.

After roadhousing he’d bring us home for a nightcap and maybe
watermelon, which, like stewed tomatoes, he felt was a great anti-
dote to a rugged evening of drinking. He would always bawl out
Sarah for being awake then. Looking alert and spic and span in her
snow-white cap, she would say, “Well, Mr. Sime, I thought maybe
you wouldn’t know where to find the watermelon which is nice and
cold tonight.”

Sime didn’t die at his desk. He died at the Ambassador Hotel in
Los Angeles where he had gone the last two winters of his life to
regain his health there and on the desert in Palm Springs.

That which was Sime was best summed up, strangely enough, by
Steve Clow, ex-publisher of the blackmail sheet, Broadway Brevities.
Clow was finally committed to Atlanta for using the mails to defraud.
It was typical of Sime, who undoubtedly never regretted seeing Clow
knocked out, not to kick a fellow when he was down. Clow, on the
q:t., got regular financial aid from Sime while in prison. When he
got out, Sime put him to work handling galleys and doing other
innocuous chores in order to help him to possible rehabilitation.

Once Clow and I were alone in the office. He pointed to the plat-
form containing Sime’s desk and said, “You wanna know who's the
only real Christian I know, Abel? It’s that lovable Jew bastard up
there on that throne!”






PPPPPPP

VALDE SOCAD
190 - 1915






Bubbling Crucible

«

When the curtain rose on 2oth-century entertainment,
Variety was five years late in getting to its seat. One rainy afternoon
in December, it sauntered down the aisle of Broadway, nothing in
its pockets except hands. Coolly trampling on powerful toes in the
front row, Variety lifted a bored eyebrow at each scowl, threat, kick
and goose. Finally it sat down to review, and influence, the greatest
show on earth—Show Business.

Show business, in the hoopla years 1905-1913, largely meant vaude-
ville, whose king was Benjamin Franklin Keith. Two distinct
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noises could be heard during the Keith dynasty. One was the ever-
livelier bounce of silver at the box office. The second was the back-
stage thud of rivals’ heads as they fell under the agile sword of
Keith’s lord high executioner, Edward F. Albee.

There was frenzied bidding on the talent auction block. Deter-
mined challengers of the Keith-Albee empire, such as William
Morris, Klaw & Erlanger, the Shuberts, Martin Beck and Marcus
Loew, offered astronomical salaries to corner the star market. Nou-
veaux riches headliners began buying Stutz Bearcats, gilt-edged
bonds, and $150-to-$§go0-an-acre homesites in Freeport, Long Island.

The tug of war between theatre giants provided an embarrass-
ment of riches for the bewildered but delighted public. Wooed with
super-theatres, lavish productions and star-studded bills, it found
such seduction irresistible. Theatre-going changed from a Saturday
night event to a fixed American habit—two and three times a week.

Tony Pastor, last of the gemiitlich showmen, had made vaude-
ville respectable “for ladies and gentlemen” before his death in 1910.
Incidentally, he died with very little personal fortune as against the
estates left by other vaudeville tycoons. Now that Americans were
going in for shows more frequently than baths, B. F. Keith deloused
vaude further—“for women and children.” Face scrubbed clean,
satin bows in its hair, vaudeville could no longer be scorned as the
saloon strumpet of yesteryear. The new skyrocket whooshed up so
fast that stars of the legitimate stage, who formerly looked down
their classic profiles at “vohdville,” sought engagements with the
two-a-day. In time divinities like Sarah Bernhardt and Lily Langtry
were sharing bills with wirewalkers, contortionists, dog acts and
midgets.

A 1910 nose-count showed America knee-deep in 2,000 smalltime
hinterland theatres. Vaudeville toppers quickly plucked these plums
for their flowering circuits. So many two-a-day chains flourished
that one actor, booked for a circuit he had never heard of, asked his
agent, “What is it? Smalltime, medium smalltime, big smalltime,
little big time, medium big time or big time?” Just how big “little
big time” could be was demonstrated by Charles F. Kohl, kingpin
of the midwest Kohl & Castle circuit, who, when he died in 1910,
left $7,000,000, all uninflated.

Variety reported “blah b. 0.” only once during this golden age,
when show business felt the pinch of the financial panir in 1907. But
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after a short-lived depression, audiences sought the usual catharsis
in laughter and thrills. Vaudeville, 1908-1913, was “socko.”

In those unsophisticated days the corn was very green. Actors laid
them in the aisles with such sparkling chestnuts as: “I sent my wife
to the Thousand Islands for a vacation—a week on each island.” . . .
“Are oysters healthy? I never heard them complain.” . . . “You can
drive a horse to drink but a pencil must be lead.” Parodies of pop-
ular songs, “coon-shouting,” and any gag employing false teeth or
hair, a wooden leg or a mother-in-law, panicked the house.

Sensationalism was an equally important keynote of the period.
Every producer twisted himself into knots trying to offer more bi-
zarre attractions than his rival. There was an epidemic of epidermis
acts presenting Salomé and seven shedding veils, forerunner of the
latter-day Sally Rand and Gypsy Rose Lee. Willie Hammerstein
booked freaks from halfmen-halfwomen to gun molls. Audiences
of the day were invited to goggle at Evelyn Nesbit, love angle of
the Thaw murder case, and gasp at Annette Kellerman, in the first
one-piece bathingsuit, diving into a tank.

In 1904 not a single nickelodeon sullied the land. But three years
later, over 2,000,000 people a day, one-third of them children, were
jamming into movie shows. Early nickelodeons were simply con-
verted stores seating 299 (theatres seating 300 or more required an
amusement license), and running from 12 to 18 shows daily.

By 1909 movies had become a firstclass headache to veteran
branches of show business. One legit road company touring New
England revealed sadly that its baggage bill in one town was more
than its boxoffice receipts. One-night stands all over the country
(at 75¢ and $1 admissions) crumpled in the face of cheaper movie
opposition.

Most vaudeville magnates quickly added pix to their bills. Reluc-
tant dragons who despised this newfangled threat to flesh enter-
tainment were rapidly forced to their knees by public demand.

The years 1905-1913 were Gold Rush days, for show business,
with eager pioneers staking claims in what they hoped would prove
the biggest lodes. Each frantic week spawned a new form, style or
combination of entertainment. Spoiled by so much courting, the
public was dangerously fickle—today you had ’em, tomorrow you
didn'. Producers, in what time remained between feuds among
themselves, flung fortunes into theatrical experiments. Actors—
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many of them the Hollywood and radio headliners of today—had
thousands of stages on which to rub off their raw edges and de
velop style.

The whole era was a period of glittering showmanship and gaudy
showplaces, in a tradition later to be revived with such triumph by
Roxy. But for every dazzling blueprint that came to life, 20
“ink-and-paper theatres” were washed off hotel dining-room table
cloths. In 1911 Variety announced, “The biggest amphitheatre of its
kind ever contemplated for indoors will be erected by the New York
Central Railroad on top of its immense new Grand Central Station,
now building. It is planned to accommodate all exhibitions, sporting
events or circuses.”

But no elephant ever did shake the ceiling above Track 32.

rowdyism and racial libels In those days America
was peeling off old restraints, right down to its woolen underwear.
Skirts were climbing to an accompaniment of whistles. Stuffed birds
rode gayly on umbrella-sized hats. Men of distinction wore peg-top
pants, two-toned button shoes and spats. The waltz and two-step
were gradually pushed off the dance floor by the ragtime tempo of
sexy dances like the turkey trot, grizzly bear, bunny hug and the
maxixe:

So many millions of Americans were new to theatregoing in the
years 1905-1913 that it took a long while before they could be dis-
ciplined into the decorous role of an audience. The “Colonial clap”
(audience counting out a performer in applause unison) and boos
(forerunner of the “Bronx cheer” which was born at the National
Theatre in the Bronx, New York)—earmarks of today’s rugged
fight fans—were stock expressions of audience disapproval in the
youth of vaudeville.

“Rowdyism Must Stop!” thundered Variety in 1907. “Although
one of the most select vaudeville theatres in the city, Percy G. Wil-
liams’ Colonial holds terror to all artists playing there at the Mon-
day matinee. Among the first audience of the week is a crowd of
young roughs, who are accompanied by young women, nearly as
badly behaved. . . . On the slightest provocation, hissing, cat-calls
and the ‘clapping’ of hands will follow, ‘breaking up’ any act on the
stage at the time. . . . Last Monday a special officer was placed in
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the theatre with instructions to watch out for the miscreants, and
treat them as they deserved when found.”

The stage of that era mirrored its audiences with remarkable fi-
delity. At first when Irish, German, Italian, Jewish and other immi-
grants poured through the gates of Ellis Island, each nationality
had its stock prototype on the stage, usually portrayed at the level
of the lowest common denominator. Thus Irish characters wore
ear-to-ear chin beards, called sluggers or gallaways, carried dinner
pails, drank whiskey from hip-bottle flasks, jigged and never spoke
without saying “begorra.” Stock Germans with padded stomachs
wore chin whiskers, blond wigs, small brown derbys, checkered
trousers, big shoes, fancy vests with heavy watchchains, and mur-
dered the English language.

An interesting change took place. As each immigrant minority
prospered during the boom years before World War 1, it achieved
a new economic and social dignity. It no longer cared to laugh at
itself, or to have other nationalities laugh at it. Protests began to
be heard from the most influential citizens of each minority, as in
1907, when the rabbis and priests of Cleveland united in condemn-
ing Jewish: and Irish stage comics, threatening reprisals if show
business did not withdraw these insulting portrayals.

Irish societies, increasingly more sensitive, hissed off the Russell
Brothers and their “Irish Servant Girl” act at Hammerstein’s. The
Hibernian Society staged a riot when “McFadden’s Flats” was per-
formed. In San Francisco, when an actress named Pitkin depicted
an Irish character drinking beer out of a can in “The Belle of Ave-
aue A,” she was driven off the stage with a shower of rotten eggs.

Such protests were not unfruitful. Gradually each burlesque Irish-
man, Jew, German, and Italian gave way on the stage to the “neat”
comic—one well-dressed and attractive, who relied on his wit and
talent for laughter and applause. Retaining a careful bit of the old
brogue or dialect, he was much more popular than he had ever been
in his slapstick impersonation.

(It is an interesting parallel that protests against burlesque dialect
were registered in more recent times against radio comedians. There
is accented nationalism the world over. Today there are no longer
Mexican villains in films, in deference to good neighborliness and
an eye on the rich tourist business south of the border. Comics like
Groucho Marx joined columnist Walter Winchell’s tirade against



Bubbling Crucible 8

Lapidus, Sambo (Negro) and kindred dialects, while protago-
nists of dialectic humor, such as Harry Hershfield and Peter Donald
(of the “Can You Top This?” radio program) contended that hu-
mor in dialect, brogue or other accents, if wholesome, and purpose-
ful for locale or native appreciation, was not offensive. So did the
co-author of this book who also made a point in Variety that per-
haps the most dialectically used and abused nationals were the Scots
and the Swedes, who have never complained, to which Groucho
Marx—like Winchell—countered that “the Sandy McPhersons and
the Yonny Yohnsons were not a minority being subjected to oppres-
sion, restriction, segregation or persecution.”)

that foreign toueh  Then as now, “Great European Art-
ists”—many neither great, nor European, nor artists—enjoyed a
popular vogue on the theory that anything “imported” was far su-
perior to the domestic brand. Americans were not the only audience
afflicted with astigmatism. At the same time that “Great English
Artists” were making a hit in New York, “Great American Artists”
were knocking them dead in London in those pre-1913 days.

Any American actor with a foreign tour under his belt found
his stock boosted at home. When he checked into a hotel without
Continental labels to distinguish his luggage, he was obviously
“small time.” One shrewd printer of the day did a magnificent
. business selling home copies of European baggage stickers to all
Americans on the road who wanted to create an impression.

Another cherished foible of audiences was the “obvious” superi-
ority of the Negro dancer. It was unquestioned folklore that Ne-
groes were born hoofing on the levee to the strumming of banjos.
Consequently, many a second-rate sepia dancer was accorded a
thunderous reception, which he encouraged by a great show of self-
enjoyment, while first-rate white dancers, with less ability to “sell
it,” were allowed to limp off to faint applause. There were, of course,
a few outstanding Negro hoofers in that era but not until the latter-
day Bill (Bojangles) Robinson, John W. Buck (Buck & Bubbles),
the Nicholas Brothers, Tip, Tap & Toe, the 3 Step Brothers, and
the like, did the real Harlem legmania assert itself.

Although comedy found the quickest response in audience moods,
pathos was not without its rewards. To be pathetic, an actor used
a gold-painted, high class chair, on which he placed one foot, as the
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orchestra would strike up “Hearts and Flowers.” Turning up his
coat collar, and with a sad amber or blue spotlight on him, he
would dejectedly recite some immortal classic concerning a mongrel
dog, a pal that went back on you, a lost sweetheart, the kid’s last
fight, a dying baby, or the old folks at home. It never failed to whip
out the handkerchiefs.

the salomé eraze  The phoniest craze of all to hit show
business was the Salomé dance. When New York went Salomé-mad,
the nation followed. Maude Allen started it in London vaudeville,
and it was brought to New York by Gertrude Hoffman. Vaude-
ville’s leading female stars, including Eva Tanguay, either turned to
Salomé acts, or incorporated the routine into their turns. Audiences
were hit in the face with Salomé for something like five years, and
loved it!

Reformers tore their hair. In Pittsburgh, when a dancer named
Miss Deyo did Salomé for the Joe Weber Company, the WCTU
passed a resolution calling upon all of its members to pray for one
solid week for the soul of this lost woman. Astute publicity agents
engineered the arrest of many a Salomé, with subsequent b.o.
benefits. Some communities were genuinely hostile to the phenome-
non. Yonkers audiences hooted Mille. Froelich off the stage when
she tossed them some Salomé in 1908. Fully 150 theatre managers
in Ohio, West Virginia, Pennsylvania and Kentucky tabooed the
dance. But long before John the Baptist’s prop head was forced to
garner dust, Salomé had garnered a fortune.

A sizeable percentage of early audiences had less interest in the
theatre as an entertainment palace than as a classroom. Immigrants
went to vaudeville and the movies to learn how to speak English.
As a subtitle flashed across the screen, or a vaudeville comedian de-
livered a wisecrack, they poked elbows into progeny beside them
and demanded, “What means this?” Loyal to odorous neighbor-
hood theatres, they were suspicious of ornate showplaces which
often charged identical prices. Besides, they were at home with an
unwashed, haphazardly dressed audience that munched apples and
sandwiches while enjoying the show.

More so in those days than these, audiences sought their own
levels.
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pre-1910 wisecracks Show business, never more than
a polished reflection of the ordinary people of its time, took much
of its color, tone, slang and humor from its audiences who, in turn,
borrowed the verbal currency of show business. Slangsters of 1908
were very gay when they wisecracked, “Make a noise like a hoop
and roll away,” introduced by vaudeville’s Bert Leslie who also
inspired that class-A repartee, “Get under the sink with the rest of
the pipes.”

Some years later Alf Grant gave a classic example of the slang
in vogue among show people of that day when asked if he had seen
a certain actor. “Sure,” he replied, “I saw him standing on Hope
Island (in front of the Palace) on the waffle iron (subway grating
on sidewalk) about ten minutes ago. He walked down Cripple
Creek (47th Street, hangout for idle musicians) with a couple of
turtles (laid-off actors, basking in the sun) headed for the Water
Hole (Automat).”

Broadway was a lusty playground without cover charge, curfew
or columnist (except “The Skirt” on Variety) to tell tales on who
was seen celebrating at Rector’s, Shanley’s, Brown’s, Churchill’s,
Bustonaby’s or Keen’s Chop House.

[“The Skirt” incidentally, was Hattie (Mrs. Sime) Silverman, wife
of the paper’s publisher. She did a unique gossip and fashion col-
umn. It was true journalistic pioneering for the present-day Hop-
pers and Parsons, not to mention the general Broadway-Hollywood
chatter. Done with an “inside stuff” outlook, The Skirt’s nod on
who was “the best dressed woman” of the week, whether at the
Palace, in musical comedy or one of the lobster palaces, was a sort
of sartorial Oscar.]

Broadway’s side streets were brightened by singing waiters, resur-
rected from the old Paris cafe and Western saloon idea. Working
for “throw money,” the take was divided—or was supposed to be—
evenly among entertainers and musicians at the end of the night.
But more than one ingenious, tray-toting ballad singer hit upon the
idea of surreptitiously collecting donations at the tables, and sound-
proofing his pants pockets with sawdust to allay the suspicions of his
comrades. (Today most nightclub hat-check girls wear costumes
without pockets.)

Actors went in for smoking saxophone-sized kalabash pipes and
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driving elongated automobiles. Martin Beck was arrested for speed-
ing 18 miles an hour within New York City’s limits in 1907.
Daredevil actor Sidney Grant took a 300-mile auto trip, and was
widely acclaimed as a pioneer, despite skeptics who refused to credit
the news.

When burlesque producer Al Reeves bought a new car in 1912,
Variety although obviously impressed, wrote facetiously: “Have you
seen it? It passed up Longacre Square Tuesday. Even the baseball
fans were hushed in awe. It’s a limousine built along the general
lines of a Queen Anne cottage, with latticed windows and every-
thing flossy except a tennis court in the front yard. It anchored in
front of the Columbia Theatre about noon and was surrounded by
a crowd all day.”

Some years later Carter De Haven and Flora Parker went Reeves
one better by fixing up their car as a cottage on wheels, with win-
dows bearing flower boxes and grass mats on the running boards.
Tab show owner A. B. Marcus made heads turn about this time
with his black-and-white checkerboard car.

Managers, too, went in for fancy baubles, comparable to the ac-
tresses with their flashy clothes. Big yellow diamonds were usually
associated with the come-lately-just-struck-it-rich impresario. Be-
sides, the “ice” was always hockable. Al Woods, for many genera-
tions the prime exponent of melodrama on Broadway, was particu-
larly partial to a lurid “headlight” in his tie. Once, on a late and
lonely night, in a Times Square side-street, he suspected two loiterers
were about to waylay him. The resourceful Woods, instead of hast-
ening his gait, approached them directly and offered to sell them
the diamond “for a couple of bucks; I got no place to sleep.” The
potential foodpads chased him away as a phoney with a phoney dia-
mond who would rook them for two or three dollars. Sid Grauman,
the great California showman and impresario, recounted shortly
before his death in March 1950, how he, too, thought a couple of
guys on the Sunset Strip might have waylaid him. Thinking fast,
Grauman turned up his collar, pulled his hat down, hunched over
rather pathetically, put copies of the Los Angeles Examiner and
Times under his arm, and pretended to be a newspaper hawker, and
thus outwitted the suspicious characters.

Show people were in the forefront of the new interest in aviation.
As early as 1906, Fields and Wooley—not W. C. Fields—were play-
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ing a comedy act in a prop airship. Houdini, in England, was win-
ning headlines by jumping out of airplanes. Ralph Johnstone, a
bike rider in vaudeville, held the altitude record of 7,303 feet in
a Wright plane when he was killed in an air accident in 19710.
Stunt man Claude Graham-White collected $29,500 for 12 days’
flying, all cash prizes in a Boston air meet, after which Keith
booked him to appear at popular prices for one afternoon, flying a
Bleriot monoplane and Franum biplane over Squantum Field.
Grahame-White’s piéce de résistance was shutting off his motor at
1,000 feet and gliding to earth. Grahame-White in later years mar-
ried vaudeville headliner Ethel Levey, ex-wife of George M. Cohan.

inflaming nontipping actors  Theatre fires were a
persistent, dreaded tragedy. One of the worst blazes occurred in
1908 when the Rhodes Theatre at Boyerton, Pennsylvania, burned
to the ground with 169 patrons killed in the tragedy. Stricter fire
laws followed, giving birth to a juicy new racket.

In some cities, especially Chicago, after the Iroquois Theatre fire,
in 1903 the fire inspector would test an act’s curtain drop by apply-
ing a blowtorch. No curtain of that, or this day, could be zAat fire-re-
sistant. Stagehands, who were more than nodding acquaintances of
the inspector, would then blandly offer to “fireproof” the drop with
some salt solution—for a consideration. The helpless act either paid
this blackmail, or was not allowed to use the drop.

Stagehands also had interesting ways of enforcing their unwritten
law of the footlights that actors must tip them. When actors didn’t
—and many could scarcely afford to—sandbags had a habit of falling
down from the flies, scoring near-misses; trunks were broken; and
everything somehow went wrong with the act, especially if it used
stage props.

When a nontipping act left for its next booking, its trunks were
marked with some mysterious chalk cipher—in the fashion of hobo
code—which passed the word on to the stagehands in the next town.

Percy Williams tried to stop the practice by raising the salaries of
stagehands in all his theatres. But even this couldn’t smash a tradi-
tion so firmly entrenched that it exists to this day.

Another lucrative racket of the 1906 era was ticket speculation.
Dozens of parasites operated openly in front of theatres with hit
shows. Hammerstein’s finally put up a sign warning the public that
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tickets bought from speculators would not be honored at the door.
Another producer hit upon the idea of sealing tickets in special en-
velopes as they were sold at the box office. To be valid, tickets had
to be presented at the door in unopened envelopes.

These noble efforts to combat the evils of speculation received due
and laudable publicity—which is what Hammerstein and the other
producers were after. It is true that they sincerely wished to elimi-
nate these unauthorized middlemen. But not because they wished to
protect the public from being fleeced. It was purely a question of
who would fleece the public—and the showmen saw no reason to
let outsiders. cut in on this racket. So they put their own “au-
thorized” speculators out front. One of them, working with Willie
Hammerstein, became famous later on. His name was Morris Gest,
later the producer of such Broadway successes as The Miracle and
Chauve-Souris.

Ticket speculators, and “ice” to b.o. treasurers, came to more
heinous spotlighting in 1920, and even more so in 1949, when dozens
of ticket brokers lost their licenses and a more stringent system for
policing the scalpers was established. Shows like South Pacific, Kiss
Me Kate, Detective Story and Mister Roberts caused New York’s
Commissioner of Investigations John M. Murtagh to summon the
big and small Broadway managers, box office men and ticket agents
to City Hall for probing. It resulted in a stricter code being set up.
It also caused Oscar Hammerstein 2d and Richard Rodgers, the co-
authors and co-producers of Sowth Pacific, to express themselves
that “the show just isn’t that good, that everybody must want to see
it at one and the same time and pay such fantastic premiums for a
pair of $6 tickets.” (They were getting $40 to $60 a pair, and some-
times more.)

Soutn Pacific soon became a symbol of the problems attendant to
seeing a hit. Cracks like “it was easier for the GIs to take the South
Pacific than to get into South Pacific” were typical. A pal of Ham-
merstein’s phoned, “Ockie, I just must get a pair for your show for
my wedding night.” Hammerstein assured his friend, “Of course,
for such a sentimental occasion I'll see that you get my or Dick’s or
Pinza’s or Mary Martin’s house seats. Don’t worry. When is. the an-
niversary?” “You don’t understand,” said the pal, “When you get
me a pair for South Pacific that’s the night I'll get married!”

(Incidentally, the usage of the term “ice” to box office men revived
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the derivation of the euphonism. It stems from political funds for
“Incidental Campaign Expenses.”)

blue laws  The churches of America, hard hit by the growing
competition of the theatre, made sure that most of 19o5-1913 was
blanketed under Sunday Concert, or blue, laws. These laws allowed
singing or reciting, but no sketches, dancing, acrobatics or vaudeville
which “reflected upon the sanctity of the day of rest.” In most cities,
however, a very lax interpretation of these laws was customary.

In New York, for example, much depended upon the extent of
grease in the palms of police captains and inspectors. At the Olympia
on 14th St, formerly the old Tony Pastor’s, Sunday acts
were strictly bound by all the taboos, including a ban on the use of
makeup. Across the street at the Dewey Theatre, partly owned by
one of New York’s politicos, “Big Tim” Sullivan, the Sunday show
was no different from the weekday version. The blue laws were a
gravy train which no reformers’ blasts could shake for more than a
few weeks during which graft was suspended—but not ended.

In 1907 New York’s Mayor George B. McClellan decided to order
strict enforcement of the laws. All theatres promptly closed in pro-
test. Restaurants were crowded, streets overflowed with New-York-
ers who had no place to go. Broadway itself was deserted. After a
few weeks of this, blistering public protest forced Mayor McClellan
to call off his dogs. Producer Percy Williams sued the city to win
greater freedom under the Sunday Concert laws. To Broadway’s
jubilation, the State Supreme Court gave him the verdict.

Another fighter against blue Sundays was a Yonkers theatre man-
ager, Henry Meyers, who unfurled his banners by giving free Sun-
day performances. The program included a 4o-minute monolog by
manager Meyers on the inalienable rights of American citizens,
which evoked tumultuous applause from the cuffo customers.

Indianapolis outwitted its Sunday laws, and slyly cut the ground
from beneath church opposition, by admitting patrons “free.” The
managers guarded the exits with men carrying baskets, “soliciting”
money for charity benefits as the audience filed out.

What clergyman could argue with that?
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Absolutely Free—One Baby!

x

A producer might slap his wife around, bash his infant son on
the skull, or gouge his best friend’s eyes, but never would he risk
the blow to his reputation of “bad showmanship.” Actually, there
weren'’t any bad showmen—not for long, anyhow.

Willie Hammerstein scored a triumph of 1907 showmanship when
he arranged for the arrest of Gertrude Hoffman, who was writhing
a mild form of the eternal Salomé for him. The judge helped the
Hammerstein box office considerably by warning the dancer to wear
ankle-length tights, and appointing a matron to examine her cos-
tumes at every show.

In 1909 Martin Beck installed 15-piece orchestras in all the Orph-
eumn theatres on his vaudeville circuit to dignify his bills with a
very classy overture. He also gave his pitmen strict orders not to
stop playing in the middle of the exit march, while people were
still in the theatre. Aware of the disenchantment of plodding
through a silent, empty house, he commanded, “Play the last per-
son out!”

Marcus Loew put a picture of himself on chewing gum wrappers,
with a guarantee to jaw-waggers of its 5¢ rebate value at any Loew
house. To sell more intermission lemonade, he lured 1911 audiences
to the rear of his American Roof Theatre with luxurious gardens,
complete with potted plants, running vines, a bamboo arbor, and a
wooden deck for a view of the Hudson River and New Jersey. All
that, and vaudeville too, at a popular price scale of 25¢-50¢-75¢! To-
day Radio City and the Empire State Building collect 70¢-$1.20 for
the skyline view alone.

One small-time theatre showman cooked up a sensational scheme
to bolster flabby Monday night business. On that night, he adver-
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tised, the theatre would give away—absolutely free—one baby. His
publicity man saw to it that the police were properly agitated. When
they rushed to the theatre to prevent this sacrilege, the manager
baffled them by explaining that it was perfectly all right—“the moth-
er doesn’t object.” The house was packed on Monday. And the
showman lived up to his promise by giving away a baby pig!

how giveaways started A minor skirmish of showman-
ship took place between entrepreneurs Percy Williams and F. F.
Proctor in 190s. Proctor introduced the first intermission in a popu-
lar-priced New York City vaudeville theatre at his 58th Street show-
place, lending an air of distinction to his bills. Actually, it served as
a “chaser” to clear the house of patrons sitting through two shows,
and helped boost candy sales in the lobby. Proctor also gave away
dolls to girls at matinees, and ash trays to men on Monday nights.
(Since then popcorn and candy sales have become more of a profit
item to some theatres than the basic show, reaching the degree that
film distributors demanded, but never got, a percentage of the side-
income, arguing, not without some justification, that since the pic-
tures stimulated the sale of cokes, chocolate bars and popcorn, they
were entitled to a pro rata. Chains like National Theatres, compris-
ing Fox-West Coast Theatres and other regional subdivisions in the
Rocky Mountain and midwest areas, according to Charles P. Skour-
as, president of the giant circuit of cinemas, have made profits into
the millions from popcorn and the like.)

When Williams opened his Colonial Theatre on Broadway at 63d
Street, he borrowed the intermission idea. But he added a million-
dollar touch by serving tea to the audience during that intermission.
Thereupon Proctor promptly surpassed that by also having the tea
served—by “genuine Geisha girls!”

Hurtig & Seamon combined vaudeville and delicatessen in 1g07.
The audience was handed neatly printed cards advising that a lunch
counter in the rear of the Metropolis Roof would serve pigs knuckles,
cold jelly and potato salad for a quarter. There was a 20-minute in-
termission as theatregoers satisfied the inner man to the lively sere-
nade of Joe Ali and his musicians.

Klaw & Erlanger foreshadowed the elaborate lobbies of the Roxy
and Radio City Music Hall that same year when they decorated
their New York Theatre with fine sculpture and paintings they had
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borrowed from the Augustin Daly collection. E. F. Albee later
copied the idea for his de luxe showplaces, such as the Palace in
Cleveland, Keith’s Memorial in Boston, and the Albee Theatre, in
Brooklyn. He fancied himself an art connoisseur but was taken in
for plenty.

Manager Max Faetkenheur, of the Cleveland Hippodrome, in-
troduced special “automobile boxes” in 1907 for the convenience of
patrons who stopped in from auto trips, dressed in touring clothes—
goggles, caps, veils, gloves and dusters. The boxes allowed them to
see the stage without the embarrassment of being on exhibit to the
audience.

The manager of New York’s Dewey Theatre made a shrewd bid
for summer business in 1908. He advertised proudly that there were
fully 25—Ccount 'em—electric fans inside his theatre, making it the
coolest show in the city.

Adolph Marks set a record of personal cxplontauon in 1908 when
John J. Murdock opened his Olympia Music Hall in Chicago. Marks
sent flowers for the lobby—flowers which made Ais name dwart
every offering beside it. His gift was a vast flower bed, fully 32 feet
long and 3 feet wide, in the vein of the floral extravagances of the
Cicero gangsters.

the most fabulous hammerstein If E. F. Albec owned
the body of vaudeville, Willie Hammerstein owned its heart and
soul. No showman better exemplified the times than the father of
Oscar Hammerstéin 2d. With the passing of Tony Pastor, living
symbol of vaudeville of his era, the two-a-day took its color from
- Willie Hammerstein until World War 1.

Hammerstein’s Victoria was built by Willie’s equally famous fa-
ther, Oscar I, on the world’s busiest corner, Broadway and 42d
Street. It became the greatest, most colorful vaudeville theatre to
thrive under the administrations of McKinley, Roosevelt, Taft and
Wilson. It finally shut down in 1915, after 17 booming years
under the shrewd management of Willie. The Victoria grossed over
$20,000,000, earning Hammerstein a clear profit of $5,000,000.

No manager of his time, before or after, ever won the headlines
that Willie Hammerstein inspired with his lively showmanship. The
lobby of the Victoria, where he sat in a crooked chair surrounded by
his cronies—actors, press agents, playwrights, managers, wine sales-
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men, vaudeville agents, bookers, gamblers and screwballs—was his
only office. Price of admission to this golden circle was a talent for
being funny or “interesting.” Tales of the Hammerstein clique are
Broadway legend.

It was Willie who inaugurated the “freak” act in vaudeville. He
booked all the prominent fighters, wrestlers, bicycle and running
champions. He played the killers and near-killers. When two at-
tractive girls, Lillian Graham and Ethel Conrad, placed bullets in
the leg of W. E. D. Stokes, a social registerite, Hammerstein went
their bail. While the case was still coining lurid headlines, he billed
the ladies at the Victoria as “The Shooting Stars.” Their inability to
sing, dance or act being highly immaterial, they packed the house to
the rafters. Asked what he thought of the ladies’ act, noted monolo-
gist James Thornton opined, “They’ll have to ksl! someone to get
another week.”

So many lady sharpshooters took their bow at Hammerstein’s that
every pawnshop gun sold to a woman practically carried the guar-
antee of a week’s booking. Outstanding pistol-packin’ mamas who
played the Victoria were Nan Patterson, who received a $500 book-
ing after wounding her boy friend, and Florence Carman, wife of a
Long Island doctor, who shot one of her husband’s femme patients
at the lady’s home. Florence’s contribution to show business was a
touching rendition of the song, “Baby Shoes.”

the cherry sisters Then there were the Cherry Sisters
whom Willie-billed at Hammerstein’s as “America’s Worst Act,”
spreading a net in front of the stage to catch the vegetables and hen
fruit tossed from the audience. It’s a show biz tradition to this day
to term a nadir act “a road company of the Cherry Sisters.”

(Some years later, when the Hearst columnist, Arthur (Bugs)
Baer, essayed a vaudeville flyer, he wired his pals at the Friars Club,
from Cleveland: “Opened today. I didn’t know the Cherry Sisters
had a brother.”)

There was Lady Francis Hope, née May Yohe, who was once
booked into the New York Theatre to sing a few songs and show
the famous $100,000 Hope diamond. Willie hired her for $1,500 a
week, providing her husband, Lord Francis Hope, would just stand
in the lobby of Hammerstein’s and pose. Years later, when bad
times befell her, and there was no Hope (via the divorce court),
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Willie booked her as plain May Yohe at $75 a week. In more recent
times, Evalyn Walsh MacLean, the late Washington, D. C. news-
paper publisher, owned the Hope diamond.

from dr. cook to phoney dancers In the grotesque
gallery of Hammerstein celebrities there were even polar explorers
like the famous Dr. Cook, who delivered a discourse for Willie
twice a day at $1,000 a week. He found the North Pole much warm-
er than the critical Victoria audience, which also chilled Bessie De-
Voie, a lady in the headlines through her collection of love letters
from multimillionaire Frank Gould.

“Countess” Swirsky jammed in the customers for Willie with a
“classical” dance at $750 a week that had them guffawing derisively.
The sensation for one entire summer was “Shekla, the Court Magi-
cian to the Shah of Persia.” He was a Hindu whom Willie had
found playing in a small London music hall. He conceived the idea
of a new hoax and dispatched Morris Gest to Europe. Gest dressed
him i la a titled Persian—at the least the Willie Hammerstein idea
of Damascus nobility—hired a retinue of “native” servants who were
more indigenous to the Soho, Whitechapel and Limehouse of Lon-
don than the Dardanelles, and brought him across the Atlantic with
a hoopla reception for benefit chiefly of the ship news reporters.

There was a “farewell” appearance for Carmencita, dancing idol
of the gay blades of 1894. This was one of Hammerstein’s most re-
markable tours des force, inasmuch as Carmencita had been dead
for six years when she appeared at the Victoria. It was, of course, an
impostor who had been an obscure chorus girl next door at the Bel-
asco only a few months before. Willie sent her to Europe, and ar-
ranged for cables back home to report her glowing “success.” Then
he re-imported her for the Victoria, and her reappearance made
headlines. Dead or alive, if you were a great name you played Ham-
merstein’s.

His flair for sensationalism—ably abetted by such fertile press
agents as Abe Levy, Ann Marble, Nellie Revell, John Pollock, Joe
Flynn and the ubiquitous Morris Gest—assured loyal patrons of
Hammerstein’s Victoria that they need not leave their seats for a
closeup of every headline and trend of the period. In truth, any
Hammerstein bill was practically a living newspaper of the more
sensational news items.
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When the Apache craze swept across the Atlantic, its first ap-
pearance was at Hammerstein’s. After Will Rock had hurled Maude
Fulton—later to click as a playwright—from stage pillar to post,
audiences shrilly protested this shockingly unchivalrous demonstra-
tion. But they came back to shudder some more. Rock and Fulton,
incidentally, had been rushed into the Victoria to beat the French
originators to the American market.

A choice morsel of forbidden fruit was Hammerstein’s booking of
an excommunicated minister, the Rev. Alexander Irvine, in a
sketch called “The Rector of St. Judes.” It contained two “hells,”
one “damn,” and a generous dose of socialist propaganda for good
measure.

One of Hammerstein’s biggest successes was Gertrude Hoffman,
whom he persuaded to try the inevitable Salomé. He sent her to
London to study Maude Allen’s gyrations in the role at the Palace
Music Hall. Upon her return, Miss Hoffman faced the objection of
Willie’s father: “But I've just engaged Mary Garden to sing Salomé
at my opera house. We can’t have two Hammerstein Salomés!”

Once the carriage trade had its fill of the polite version, however,
Miss Hoffman was permitted to appear at the Victoria in “A Vision
of Salomé.” It was also a vision at the box office—22 solid
weeks, a record run. If, as the late Channing Pollock once declared,
Willie buile Hammerstein’s into an institution, he made quite sure
that it wasn’t an institution for the blind.

evelyn nesbit top b.o.  The greatest Hammerstein money-
maker of all was ex-chorine Evelyn Nesbit, whose playboy husband
Harry K. Thaw murdered architect Stanford White to “protect the
purity of the wives and the homes of America,” it says here. The
murder occurred atop the old Madison Square Roof Garden at a
performance of Mlle. Champagne, a very weak vintage distilled by
Edgar Allen Woolf. Woolf's mother happened to be present the
night that Thaw ventilated White. She made a quite natural as-
sumption and cried, “My God—they’ve shot my son!”

As a result of the sensational publicity, Evelyn Nesbit was too
hot for even Willie Hammerstein to touch immediately, so he sent
her to Europe to cool off. When he finally brought her back to
the Victoria, an incredible publicity break accompanied her first
week’s appearance.
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Harry Thaw, who had been committed to Matawan for insanity,
escaped. Willie promptly saw to it, of course, that Evelyn “feared
for her life.” He won a uniformed detail of police to guard her day
and night, and the dancer became the most talked-about woman of
1913. Willie was uncharitably accused by envious rivals of having
actually engineered Thaw’s coincidental escape.

F. F. Proctor tried to steal some of Hammerstein’s thunder by
dickering with the owner of the escape car to exhibit the Packard
at his Fifth Avenue Theatre. But the owner would not even allow
the car to be photographed without cash being laid on the line.
Miss Nesbit earned $3,500 a week, and Hammerstein made an $30,-
000 profit on her 8-week engagement, despite the star’s petulant in-
sistence that he change her billing from “Mrs. Thaw” to her maiden
name. _

Often mixed in with the man with the 17-foot beard, cows and
beautiful milkmaids, armless and legless freaks and other miscellany
that trod the boards at the Victoria was really fine talent which
might have blossomed unseen but for the shrewd eye of Willie. One
of these was a dancer named Radha, who was a $750 a week flop at
Proctor’s 23d Street. Hammerstein hired her a few years after that
appearance, put his publicity battery to work for her, and paid her
$2,000 a week for doing almost the same dance at the Victoria. She

became one of America’s greatest exponents of the dance—as Ruth
St. Denis.

harems, giants and suffragettes Hammerstein was at
his best when perpetrating a gigantic fraud. The case of Abdul Ka-
dar, Court Artist of the Turkish Sultan, and his three wives, was
classic. Abdul was the inspiration of Willis at a time when Turkey
was in the limelight with rumors of a Turkish revolution. Morris
Gest was dispatched to Europe with orders to get a Turk with three
wives, or reasonable facsimile. At a small variety house in Lucerne,
Switzerland, Gest saw an artist named Adolph Schneider who did
quick oil sketches on the stage. Schneider, Gest discovered with de-
light, was traveling with his wife, daughter and sister-in-law. A deal
was quickly consummated. Gest took Abdul Kadar (nee Schneider)
and his three “wives” to Adrianople to be outfitted with a Turkish
wardrobe, vocabulary and demeanor. En route to New York with
his harem, the Court Artist of the Turkish Sultan played in Paris
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and created a sensation. The imminence of their visit to New York
was cabled, winning headlines.

On board ship, when passengers asked them any questions, Abdul
and his wives would sink to their knees and pray to Allah. It made
quite an impression, and spared them any possible slip in answer-
ing. Willie Hammerstein helped stir up more news by complaining
to the immigration authorities under an assumed name. Abdul and
his wives were detained at Ellis Island, while the official status of the
wives was determined in Washington.

Willie finally put up a bond guaranteeing that the Turks would
leave our shores in good time, without becoming a burden on the
taxpayers, and sent them to the Waldorf-Astoria, where he made
sure they would be refused accommodations. Reporters and pho-
tographers trailed the troupe around, with their 40 pieces of bag-
gage, from one big hotel to another, as all refused to allow the Turk
with three wives to sign the register.

Willie finally permitted Abdul and his harem to retire to the
furnished apartment, which he had for them all the time.

When “the Court Artist” finally appeared at Hammerstein’s, his
three “wives” accompanied him on the stage, doing nothing except
remove the sketches when they were finished. Little Adolph Schnei-
der, his wife, daughter and sister-in-law were a sensation for many
weeks, after which they bought a home in Atlantic City, and lived
there for many years on the profits earned during their engagement
by the amazing Willie.

Anything in the public eye was grist for the Hammerstein mill. In
1912 he put his shoulder enthusiastically to the wheel of woman
suffrage. Setting aside a Woman’s Suffragette Week at the Victoria,
he allowed speeches to be made outside the theatre. Buttons and
flowers were peddled for the cause to the audience. Onstage, Fola La
Follette, daughter of the famous Wisconsin senator, spoke for 15
minutes with one hundred women in white dresses standing be-
hind her. Willie gave them an impressive orchestral entrance to the
tune of “Battle Cry of Freedom.” The box office suffered badly that
week, but Willie didn’t care. He'd won another publicity bonanza.

Possibly nothing characterized Willie Hammerstein better than
two methods he used to exploit the public’s gullibility during hot
weather. To induce customers to cool off in his theatre, he placed a
thermometer in his lobby which supposedly indicated the interior
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temperature—except that it rested upon an exposed cake of solid ice.
A blackboard recorded 70° on the hottest day and, to convince any
skeptics, the message: “If you don’t believe it—look at the thermom-
eter!”

Then when convinced customers entered the elevator that took
them up to the roof garden, they became acutely conscious of the
sweltering weather. Willie ingeniously heated the elevator, so that
when it finally dumped the customers out on the roof, the perspir-
ing customers imagined that it was cooler up there.

hammerstein the first  Any Hammerstein saga would be
fragmentary without at least a bare mention of the equally astonish-
ing exploits of the senior Hammerstein, Oscar I, who made theatri-
cal history with a deskless office, a bookless bookkeeper, a reversible
plug hat, a gold-headed cane, a big cigar and a Van Dyke beard.
Oscar I was the kind of man who would bet $100 that he could write
a complete opera in 24 hours. He did exactly that, producing The
Kohinoor Diamond with his own words and music. It flopped with
a sickening, expensive thud—but Oscar proudly collected his $100.

The first American Hammerstein emigrated from Berlin at the
age of fifteen to become first a cigar-maker, then the nation’s great-
est impresario of grand opera. Oscar I built the Harlem Opera
House, the Columbia, the Manhattan Opera House, the Olympia,
the Belasco (now the Republic)—the present Belasco on West 44th
Street, opened many years later—the Victoria, and opera houses in
Philadelphia, Chicago, Boston and London. Yet frequently Willie
had to shove a $5 bill into the empty pocket of his father, to whom
making money was a pastime; handling it a nuisance.

In 1910 the elder Hammerstein inaugurated a 24-act vaudeville
show at the Manhattan Opera House, the first and only three-ring
vaudeville bill. There were three “dumb” (nontalking) acts per-
forming at the same time—a cycling turn, a cartoonist and wire-
walking act. The show lasted from %:30 to 11:50 P.M., when a film
closed the bill. A stunned audience, groaning with headache, eye-
ache and festive indigestion, turned thumbs-down.

Oscar Hammerstein’s Olympia, later known as the New York
Theatre, was the talk of the town when the great showman first un-
veiled it. For a 50¢ admission, he gave New Yorkers a combination
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theatre, music hall, roof garden, Oriental cafe, smoking room, bil-
liard room and lounge.

But it was his son Willie who lingers longest, most fondly, in the
memory of old-timers. Actors loved to play the “Corner,” as they
called the Victoria, which was to its heyday what the Palace later be-
came to big-time vaudeville.

L Is for Lauder

x

In 1905 Bill (Bojangles) Robinson was teamed with an actor
named Cooper in a comedy, song and dance routine called “Look-
ing for Hannah.” Willie and Eugene Howard withdrew two-thirds
of the assets from an act named “The Messenger Boy Trio,” and be-
gan their career that lasted more than a third of a century. Leo
Carrillo, self-styled “Only Chinese Dialect Comedian,” further dem-
onstrated his dexterity by drawing cartoons for Variety on back-
stage politics. His views, and Variety’s, were typified in a cartoon
showing Eliza (vaudeville actors) pursued across the ice by blood-
hounds (vaudeville managers). As a sideline Carillo drew sketches
of actors’ specialties, a crude type of proof against any imitators. He
also sketched lobby displays.

Buster Keaton, spotted by Variety as a coming headliner, was part
of The Three Keatons. New York’s Gerry Society, which kept chil-
dren under 16 off the stage, didn’t know Keaton was a minor
when he appeared at Proctor’s 23d Street in 1905. Four years later he
thumbed his nose at them with an ad in Variety: “Today I Am a
Theatrical Man—Goodbye, Mr. Gerry!”

Charlie Chaplin, fresh from England as a minor comedian with a
troupe who played “A Night In a Music Hall,” was another bud-
ding talent for whom Variety signified a bright future. By 1910
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Chaplin was chief comic in an act called “Karno’s Wow Wows” at
the Colonial.

Yet in 1913, when Alf Reeves sent Variety a photo of the cast in
his Karno’s Company, he didn’t bother to identify Chaplin in the
accompanying credits. Two years later Chaplin was the idol of the
nation.

the astaires amd jolsom  Fred Astaire and his sister,
Adele, barred from the New York stage because they were under-
age, were kid hoofers out west in 1906 vaudeville, billed as “Juvenile
Artists, presenting an electric (sic) musical toe dancing novelty.”
Jesse Lasky, who once trod the boards in a blackface cornet act
with his sister, was a Chicago manager that year for William Morris.

When Al Jolson, up-and-coming, appeared at the Fifth Avenue
Theatre (N.Y.) in 1909, Variety’s reviewer, Sime, was surprised into
reporting, “Haven’t seen a demonstration for a single act, or any
act for that matter, as was given Al Jolson.”

After the mammy singer rejoined Lew Dockstader’s Minstrels,
he was next to closing in the olio of the show, wearing evening
clothes which Variety noted as “taupe shade.” This spot was for-
merly reserved for Dockstader himself, but the minstrel veteran
yielded because the ovation for Jolson was so tremendous that no-
body could follow him.

Jolson’s star rose so rapidly that by 1912 he was giving those fa-
mous Sunday-night performances for show people at New York’s
Winter Garden. Called upon from the audience, he would take off
his collar and tie onstage, declare, “This is just like playing pino-
chle,” and hold his audiences with song and patter for a full hour.

The Shuberts paid him a bonus of $10,000 in 1913 to sign with
them for seven years. He had started with them at $250 a week, was
getting $1,000 a week and a 35-week-per-year guarantee, and at
the expiration of his new contract, in 1920, would be earning $2,000
a week. And to prove his growing drawing power, when Honey-
moon Express closed in 1913, he signed for a week at the Brighton
Theatre for—and the Shuberts groaned—$2,500 a week!

Almost 40 years later, a kid named Larry Parks “brought Jolson
back” in the Columbia film, The Jolson Story, which revived a wave
of songs Jolson sang to fame.
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w. ¢. fields, eantor, brice The late W. C. Fields,
who had been tossing Indian clubs in London, announced his re-
turn to America in 1909 in a Variety ad that had a black-mourning
border. He was so highly regarded in show business that the great
Sarah Bernhardt, whose 1912 contract with Martin Beck stipulated
no animal acts or acrobats would be allowed on the bill with her,
also honored Fields by making him the first and only juggler she
ever permitted to appear on the same bill with her. The great Bern-
hardt played with him at the Palace in 1913, Fields coming on in the
third spot.

Eddie Cantor, in 1910, was an unknown stooging a comedy bit
for Bedini & Arthur in a burlesque of Madame X called “Madame
10” at Hammerstein’s. His first ad appeared in Variety in 1912, to
announce “ “The Kid Kabaret,’ with Eddie Cantor.”

Fanny Brice, fresh from burlesque, became an overnight sensation
with her songs, “Lovie Joe” and “Grizzly Bear,” in the Ziegfeld
Follies of 1910. Leon Errol was bruising Stella Chatelaine in a rag
dance with the “Jersey Lillies” Burlesque Company. Irving Berlin
appeared in a Boston show called Up and Down Broadway. When
Klaw & Erlanger featured Edna Wallace Hopper in Philadelphia, a
printed slip in the program gave hasty added credit to her pianist
for the songs she sang. His name was Jerome D. Kern.

In 1912 The (Three) Marx Brothers were doing an act with 19
actors in the cast, called “Mister Green’s Reception.” That year
Variety featured an ad by Salisbury & Benny, the latter half of the
act billing himself later that year as “Ben Benny, the Fiddlin’ Kid.”
His fiddle is still serving him in good stead, but meantime he had
changed the name to Jack Benny in order not to be confused with
Ben Bernie.

Boston authorities, looking around for something to forbid in
1912, selected an actress in the Shubert play, The Never Homes.
Reason: she was under age. Her name was Helen Hayes.

mae west’s redolent s.a. Another lady singled out
for attention in 1912 was an actress playing the Model Theatre in
Philadelphia. The ad plugging her act read: “She does a muscle
dance in a sitting position. It is all in the way she does it, and her
way is all her own.” The performer sang a song called “Rag Rag
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Rag,” and would accompany it with some interesting movements
while seated in a chair.

Her name was Mae West. She was a sensation even then. In 1912
she was getting into the public eye and making it blink. When she
appeared with the Vera Violette show in New Haven, the Yale un-
dergraduates attempted to tear down the house. And not from rage.

Sime reviewed her act when she went on alone at Hammerstein’s.
“There’s enough of the act just now to pass,” he suggested, “if Miss
West can be taught how to ‘get’ an audience. (Sic!) She’s one of
the many freak persons on the vaudeville stage where freakishness
often carries more weight than talent, but Miss West should be
coached to deliver the full value of her personality.”

Mae might have misinterpreted those last few words of Variety’s
advice. When she appeared later at the American Roof with the
Gerard Boys, she wore a trick dress with a strap that broke easily,
delivering the full value of her personality. The manager of the
Roof would yell, “Don’t you realize I've got a family audience?”
Mae would calmly shrug and insist she couldn’t help it when her
strap broke. Variety summed up the matter gently by declaring,
“The gal was always making a dress adjustment.”

leonard, dressler, guinan, tanguay  Before Bing
Crosby thought of tricking lyrics with “buh-buh-buh-boo,” minstrel-
man Eddie Leonard was panicking audiences as early as 1891 with a
“wah-wah” style of singing—“One morn-orn-ing whan-an the morn-
orning wahah break-ahn-ing. . . .” Like Jolson, whose style was not
entirely uninfluenced by Leonard, he was told by his minstrel boss
to cut it out because it “sounded foolish.”

But Leonard was still stopping the show with it well after the
turn of the century. When he took endless encores in “Roly Boly
Eyes,” telling the patrons, “Eddie is shoh glad to still be with you,”
Variety’s Jack Lait chided him as “the Chinese philosopher—On
Too Long, Bow Too Long.”

Marie Dressler, later to win world renown with Wallace Beery
in Min and Bill and Tugboat Annie roles on the screen, was al-
ready one of the few actresses of the time with both a great reputa-
tion and social standing. She was the guest of Mrs. Woodrow Wil-
son at the summer White House in 1913, and the President’s family
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accepted an invitation to the Dressler villa. “Miss Dressler,” com-
mented Variety, “has a big society following.”

Texas Guinan, firebrand hostess of the Golden 20s, first came to
the attention of her “suckers” in 1908 when she was featured in an
act called “The Gibson Girl,” in which she displayed her figure and
dispensed a song or two. The following year she inaugurated the
stunt of singing from a basket over the audience, rhapsodizing such
noble lyric sentiments as “Pansies Bring Thoughts of You.” By
1913 she was one of the stars of The Passing Show. Her ads in
Variety offered her own “Marvelous New Treatment for Fat Folks.”
A picture of herself in dazzling costume was captioned, “God’s Mas-
terpiece and the Most Fascinating Actress in America.” Miss Gui-
nan testified: “Mr. Shubert, on account of my glorious new figure,
made me the star of The Passing Show—and mind you, this very
same manager had said I was doomed to oblivion just a short time
before when I tipped the scales at 204 pounds. . . .” In 1913 the Post
Office prosecuted the promoter of the fat reducer to which Texas
had lent her name.

Eva Tanguay, the Betty Hutton of her time, electrified audiences
with the spectacle of a very beautiful, talented singer, clowning
hoydenishly, showing her legs and ridiculing herself. Her salary
shot from $250 to $2,500 a week as she sang herself to fame with
numbers written specially for her—“Give An Imitation of Eva,”
“I Can’t Help It,” “Egotistical Eva,” “Whistle and Help Me Along,”
(all Blanche Merrill songs) and her most famous hit, “I Don’t
Care.”

(Miss Tanguay once risked her reputation by singing on Loew’s
National Theatre’s amateur night in 1910, under the pseudonym,
Lillian Doom. She was a great hit, incognito. Bert Williams, who
tried the same stunt, failed dismally. Similarly, Gloria Swanson,
at the height of her screen career, flunked a screen test, dressed in
a blonde wig. Other stars like George M. Cohan and Willie Collier
risked amateur night appearances, as a favor to Joe Schenck, then
g-m. of Loew’s Theatres—but not incognito. Will Mahoney essayed
it at the Regent, but under an assumed name, was recognized gen-
erally by the audience, and did a solid half-hour act.)

In 1913 Miss Tanguay told Variety readers, “Our season with
cyclonic vaudeville has commenced wonderfully well on the road,
and from what I hear that is the place to be in vaudeville just now.
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Inside information—the way to attract business is to have an attrac-
tion.” This was by way of reprisal to the United Booking Ofhce,
which refused to pay her the $3,000 she asked. Miss Tanguay earned
more than she had asked by touring with her own road show.

Among the great actresses of the time who oscillated between
America and the Continent was “The Divine Sarah,” Sarah Bern-
hardt. In 1911, when she concluded her second “farewell tour” of
the United States, after five years’ absence, her 284 performances
in legit netted her $1,000,000. In 1912, opening at Chicago’s Majestic
Theatre for Martin Beck, the first week’s gross was $25,000 and
speculators were selling $1 seats for $3.

Back again in 1913, she opened in New York at the Palace, which
raised its prices to $1.50 and $2. Many show people consider that.it
was this engagement—on May g—which “put the Palace on the
map.” Earlier that year Bernhardt was in a slight auto accident
in California while en route to the theatre. The Los Angeles Times
carried a report to the effect that, when rescued by another car,
she rode in the lap of a strange man, “and she enjoyed it.”

The outraged Sarah took a huge ad in Variety, a replica of bills
she ordered posted all over Los Angeles, which read: “OPEN
LETTER to the Public. An article appeared Thursday morning

. . entitled, ‘And She Enjoyed It,” and is unsigned. But I hereby
declare that it has been written by a Liar and a Coward. Sarah Bern-
hardt.” The Orpheum people for whom she was playing hastily
ordered all these bills posted over.

After her great contemporary, Lillian Russell, condescended to
step down from legit to vaudeville in 1905, Variety caustically com-
mented, “The former favorite ‘has went’ to Europe. Lillian didn’t
want to go especially, but the disappointment of ‘falling down’ in
vaudeville was too much for the fair one to endure. On the other
side, amid balmy lands, a little thing like that may be forgotten.”

theatrieal royalty  Lily Langtry (The Jersey Lily) started
a tradition in 1907 when she asked the manager of her theatre to
lay a carpet from her dressing room to the stage, to keep the hems
of her dresses clean. The carpet happened to be red. Shortly after-
ward, Anna Held made the same demand. From then on managers
had their hands full with temperamental stars who wouldn’t leave
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their dressing rooms without this tribute to theatrical royalty. Thus
derived the saying, “Roll out the red carpet.”

Will Rogers was on the way up in 1906 when he became the
added attraction for the “New York Stars Burlesque Co.” Booked
for Philadelphia, the company staged a parade of four horses, 10
men with banners announcing Rogers’ appearance, and finally Will
himself on horseback. Three hours later the theatre was sold out,
a week in advance—or so he advertised in Variety.

When Rogers introduced his new act in 1911, he told his audi-
ence: “I've been getting away with this junk for so long that I
thought you would get wise to me sooner or later, so I went and
dug up a little new stuff with which to bunk you for a few more
years.” Variety summed up the new act in which the cowboy imi-
tated Fred Stone by stating: “Rogers is a surprise when he starts
dancing, and gets away with it big.”

lauder’s american invasion  Producer after producer
tried to lure Harry Lauder away from England. Despite the fact
that he was being paid much less, in 1907, the canny Scot singer
declined an offer of $1,500 a week in vaudeville. He declared he
could not afford to risk his future bookings abroad by the chance of
a failure in America, where it was possible the people would not
appreciate his peculiar style.

Lauder finally succumbed to the blandishments of booking agent
Clifford C. Fischer of the H. B. Marinelli office, on behalf of Klaw
& Erlanger, and signed for a short tour at $2,500 weekly. He ap-
peared later for William Morris, who paid him $3,000, and his Lon-
don managers an extra $1,000 “royalties,” at the American Music
Hall in New York City in 1go8. The theatre was so packed that
campstools were placed onstage behind him. Over 300 patrons paid
$1.50 each to look at Lauder’s back.

His tour of America, in his own roadshow under William Morris
management, set new vaudeville records everywhere. Philadelphia
paid $5,000 for two performances; Detroit, $6,000; Chicago, $18,000
for six shows; and in Toronto, Lauder played to a $7,200 house in
one day. He refused to perform on Sundays, insisting that the
audiences he played to were religious. In later years he did work
on Sunday for war benefits.

So inspired was the Lauder name by 1911 that when he was late
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in getting through quarantine, in a return trip to America, one
audience at the Manhattan Opera House waited until past mid-
night. Lauder showed up at 12:30 a.M. and entertained his patient
admirers until 2:20 aM.

Lauder was carning $4,000 a week in 1913, which he insisted be
paid in three $1,000 bills, one $500 note and the rest in small cur-
rency. Yet, canny Scotsman though he was, his integrity was a thing
of wonder. When he was ill that year, and compelled to miss a few
performances, he returned $3,000 to William Morris, stating that this
represented money he hadn’t earned and didn’t want.

Playing for Morris with his own vaudeville show at the Casino
Theatre, New York, in 1913, Lauder went on to new and greater
heights—grossing $23,000 in one week. Yet, odd as it seemed at the
time, this most successful artist of the era had actually been hooted
off the stage in Glasgow three years earlier by Scotsmen who dis-
liked him personally. There was no special reason for this other
than a local ornery attitude, possibly born of the fact that Lauder
was tasting the richest fruits of life and the national economic tem-
per was such that it resented his international acclaim.

english thrushes and franece’s chanteuse This
was also the heyday of English songbirds who warbled “smart”
double-entendre songs and slightly suggestive parodies. Vesta Vic-
toria was the rage until she was supplanted in popularity by Alice
Lloyd in 1907. The songs that swept Miss Lloyd to fame were
“Stockings On the Line,” “Never Introduce Your Bloke to Your
Lady Friend,” and “Who You Lookin’ At?”

A later foreign importation by the Shuberts for the Winter Gar-
den was France’s Irene Bordoni in 1912. Engaged as a singer, she
was cast instead in a pantomime dance with Agoust, which Variety
described as N.S.G. Many years later she became a vaudeville and
musical comedy star.

Sophie Tucker, in later years to be billed as “The Last of The
Red-Hot Mammas,” was appearing in Pittsburgh with the “Gay
Masqueraders,” in 1908, after heeding Tony Pastor’s advice to aban-
don blackface. Blossom Seeley, another “red hot mamma,” was
coon-shouting “Put Your Arms Around Me, Honey,” telling Negro
dialect stories, and lustily hoofing a new rag dance called “Doing
the Todelo” out in San Francisco.
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eltinge, cook, wynn, and save  One of the most pe-
culiar vaudeville sensations of 1907 was Julian Eltinge, the female
impersonator, whose Salomé was one of the best. “Eltinge’s act is
extremely high class,” opined Variety, “which probably accounts for
his popularity; and as a club and private entertainer he undoubtedly
plays more private shows than any other vaudevillian in America.”

When Eltinge appeared with Harry Lauder in 1910, his applause
eclipsed that of the great Scot himself. He was a hit for years, easily
the No. 1 female impersonator. Eltinge also clicked in pictures. A
canny showman, he never took his bows by stripping his wig and
thanking his audience in a studied basso profundo voice. Eltinge
had long since been presold by a staged fight in a 42d St. and gth
Avenue saloon when he “cleaned up the joint” because some drunk
made aspersions about female impersonators. Eltinge was one of the
few players whose name graced a Broadway legit theatre in his life-
time, along with Maxine Elliott, Ethel Barrymore, Al Jolson (now
the Century), or the deceased Arnold Daly and Richard Mansfield.
In the main, managerial names like Belasco, Woods, Harris, Cohan
(although he was an actor-manager), Erlanger, Cort, Shubert
adorned the marquees unless it was a neutral billing like the Globe,
Lyceum, or Majestic.

Joe Cook, Ed Wynn and Jimmy Savo were among the funny men
of the day who later became big musical comedy names. Cook ad-
vertised his vaudeville act in Variety, 1909: “Master of All Trades.
Introducing in a 15-minute act, juggling, unicycling, magic, hand
balancing, ragtime piano and violin playing, dancing, globe rolling,
wirewalking, talking and cartooning. Something original in each
line—soME ENTERTAINMENT.”

Jimmy Savo’s ad, a year later, read: “savo—juccLEr. Juggling
everything from a feather to an automobile.” Ed Wynn, already a
name in vaudeville, came further into the limelight by stealing the
show from its star, Harry Kelly, in the 1910 production, Deacon
and the Lady.

call of the films in 1910 The movies were begin-
ning to claim some of Broadway’s favorites. Trixie Friganza and
Blanche Ring were among the vaudeville stars signed up by Cam-
eraphone in 1908 to do their acts for the screen. In Newark, Clara
Mathes was presenting Camille as it had never been done before.
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She used a Pathe film starring herself for the first two acts. Then
the movie sheet went up, and she hurried onstage to finish dying
in person. '

Two of the best-liked male dancers of the period were Fred Stone
and Pat Rooney. Skigie (Sid Silverman), the g-year-old son of Vari-
ety’s editor and publisher, reviewing Rooney’s act “The New Bell-
boy” in 1907, recorded for posterity: “Nearly everyone in the show
could dance, but I didn’t care for any of them except Pat Rooney
and his wife, Marion Bent. They are the best in the business, and
Pat looks like a real bellboy, and he sticks his finger in the coffee
pot and says, ‘Is it hot enough?’”

The era saw the split-up of one famous comedy team, Weber &
Fields, in 1906 (although later reunited abortively) and the union
of another, Gallagher & Shean, in 1910. Basically burlesque comedi-
ans, Ed Gallagher and Al Shean were destined to split and reunite
for their greatest success, singing Bryan Foy’s “Mr. Gallagher &
Mr. Shean” doggerel in the Ziegfeld Follies. Both are now dead,
along with Joe Weber and Lew Fields. Al Shean, uncle of Groucho
Marx and fréres, was the last to go. When Weber & Fields went
their separate ways, the New York Sun’s dramatic critic, John Cor-
bin, asked hollowly, “Is low comedy doomed?” Abbott & Costello
and Martin & Lewis gave the answer in a future era. .

Although eclipsed by the rising comet of vaudeville, the legitimate
stage was still thriving and producing great theatrical figures. Be-
tween 1905 and 1913 Broadway audiences acclaimed such stars as
Nazimova, Mrs. Fiske, John Drew, Richard Mansfield, John and
Lionel Barrymore, Otis Skinner, Fay Templeton, Billie Burke, El-
len Terry, E. H. Sothern, Julia Marlowe, Ethel Barrymore, Maude
Adams, George Arliss, Douglas Fairbanks, Maxine Elliott, De-
Wolf Hopper, Eddie Foy, Alice Brady, David Warfield, Willie
Collier, Jane Cowl, Elsie Janis and Laurette Taylor.

1910 salaries—but nntaxed! Variety shed an inter-
esting light on the financial aspects of stardom in 1910 when it
published a list of the highest weekly salaries in show business.
Gertrude Hoffman (with a big company) led the field with $3,000,
followed by Eva Tanguay (alone) with $2,500. A hypnotist named
J. Robert Pauline was high up with $2,000; Annette Kellerman (the
1910 version of Esther Williams and Eleanor Holm), Julian Eltinge,
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Alice Lloyd and the Gus Edwards (“School Days”) Song Revue
drew $1,500 each.

Elbert Hubbard, after making a hit in vaudeville in Chicago,
abruptly ended his vaudeville career in Cincinnati when a gallery
heckler angered him into leaving the stage and going home for
good. Hubbard was in the $1,250 bracket at the time, as was the
movies’ Fatty Arbuckle who faded into obscurity years later after
an unfortunate mess of notoriety attendant to a morals charge. Lio-
nel Barrymore reflected legitimate stage salaries with $850, and in
the $500 category were Pat Rooney, Fred Niblo (later to become
a famous movie director), James J. Morton and Joe Welch.

The year 1912 saw Albertina Rasch, later to dominate the ballet
field of musical comedy, doing a vaudeville act with her girls called
“Le Ballet Classique.” At the Brighton Beach (N.Y.) Theatre a
new act was stopped by the Gerry Society—“Eddie Foy and His 7
Little Foys.” The Society finally gave the Foy children permission,
and Eddie Foy continued to convulse audiences by gazing at the kids,
then assuring the audience, “If I lived in Flatbush, it would be a
city.”

Two interesting ads appeared in the Variety of 1913. The first was
a full-page ad by the great singing comedienne Irene Franklin and
Burton Green, her pianist-husband. The ad consisted of nothing
but their names in giant black type. What made it unusual was that
they were the first to print these oversized calling cards on the front
cover of Variety.

When Gertrude Hoffman’s new show opened that year at the
Lyric Theatre in Philadelphia, her ad was replete with the new
slang of the day, referring to the girls in the show as “chickens,”
“squabs” and “broilers.”

“The merry chirping of our chickens from the ‘Gay White Way’,”
it said roguishly, “is in no way disturbed by the sad cackle of passé
old hens.” Which was by way of reprisal to those who considered
Miss Hoffman’s show rather fowl.

But it didn’t lay an egg, either.
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They Did It First

3
If there is nothing new under the sun, there is certainly nothing
new in show business. The “innovations” of each era, including our
own, are invariably derivations from a past heritage. What we term
“new” is simply fresh mayonnaise on old potato salad.

Before the first radio commercial ever plagued an ear, the eyes of
1905 audiences were outraged by vaudeville curtains plastered with
screaming ads. A huckster named Lee Lash painted these, collect-
ing from advertisers, and giving the curtains free to theatre man-
agers, who promised to exhibit them for a certain number of turns.

Before the day of mammoth indoor ice shows, entertainment on
ice was offered by two vaudeville ice skaters, Earle Reynolds and
Romain King. As early as 1906 these performers froze the ice blocks
on which they performed by a secret formula. King declared that
his secret would revolutionize the entire artificial ice business.

Not too long ago, when the late comedian, Joe Penner rode to
prominence on a catch-phrase, “Wanna buy a duck?” he might
have had in mind the example of Al Reeves, who plagued 1906
sensibilities with a similar slogan, “Give me credit, boys!” That line
and two banjos are carved on the tombstone of the man who also
gave Broadway its first burlesque show without a blonde in it (a
woeful failure, incidentally). Other catchphrase originators were
Frank Fogarty (“Am I right, boys?”) and the Dancing Brittons
who would accentuate trick steps by asking the gallery, “How’s
that?” Jolson’s “You ain’t heard nothin’ yet!” and Ted Lewis’ “Is
everybody happy?” later became trademarks. The male half of The
Kemps popularized “Oh ILady, Lady!” as a catchphrase; Sam Sid-
man, the burlesque comedian, would exclaim “Hot Dawg!”; Bert
Lahr’s “gahng, gahng, gahng” is as identified with him as Lea is
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with Perrins; Joe Laurie, Jr. & Aleen Bronson popularized “let-
ergo!”; and J. Francis Dooley & Corinne Sales made “Will yer,
Jim?” famed wherever there was a vaudeville theatre.

Before Gene Krupa and others agitated the drum into a solo in-
strument for fanatical hepcats, their spiritual ancestor (inspired in
turn, no doubt, by tribal tub-thumpers) was the drummer in Anna
Held’s show Miss Innocence. During a stage wait he announced
the curtain with a roll of drums—but the curtain refused to go up.
After several unsuccessful cues, he finally broke out into a rash of
drumming. This solo made such an immediate hit that it stayed as
part of the show.

The Lambeth Walk captured the American imagination on stage
and dance floors about 1938. This “sensationally new” song and
dance was performed, under the same name, by Daphne Pollard,
sister of the movie Keystone cop, Snub Pollard, in 190g.

The Hawaiian craze had its origin in 1910, with Toots Paka as
its chief exponent. With her was a guitar player who produced a
weird, exotic tone from his instrument by laying it across his lap
and pressing on the strings with a piece of metal. He carried this
metal with him, and refused to show it to curious vaudevillians who
tried everything to get a peep at it.

One day an actor succeeded in getting the Hawaiian guitag player
drunk and learned the secret of his metal piece. In one year there were
more guitar players producing weird, exotic tones than could be ac-
commodated in Madison Square Garden. And music stores were
selling the metal gadget to amateur guitar players by the thousands.

double-talk, dance marathons, amateuar nights
Contemporary entertainers who “introduced” double-talk as clever
comedy have only to consult a 1910 Variety to find an ad by Collins
& Hawley which read: “We have never narrasprafed and wafused
and weir comfed when we dimffd but we never bever flivver.”

The first marathon dance was staged by the famous Coast show-
man (the late) Sid Grauman (owner of Hollywood’s Grauman’s
and Chinese Egyptian theatres) in San Francisco in 1g910. Dancers
were not allowed to leave the floor, a handicap which led to some
peculiar dancing postures. Three weeks later Grauman put on an-
other one, which was stopped after 15 hours on the recommendation
of doctors in attendance.
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After Miner’s copied the ideas from English music halls, the first
vaudeville house in New York to imitate burlesque in offering ama-
teur nights was Keeney’s in 19os. Prizes totaled $20 in cash. Later
variations of “give im the hook,” which finally refined the old ama-
teur night out of existence, included carrying ill-fated performers off
in a stretcher and squirting them with seltzer bottles. H. C. (for
Henry Clay) Miner originated the hook for acts that flopped and is
also credited for creating amateur nites. Years later Major Edward
J. Bowes, utilizing the wider medium of the radio for amateur op-
portunity contests, used the gong in lieu of the hook. Arthur God-
frey, even more recently, gives them jobs instead of money although,
for a time, the touring Bowes Amateur Units employed some radio
“winners” and, more often, “professional amateurs,” or mediocre
talent which, under the aura of trying to break in, took on new
semblance and new values. Ted Mack’s television talent quests result
in job opportunities and ditto Horace Heidt with his sundry na-
tional amateur contests via radio and personal appearances.

bert williams—firsts  Among more firsts, Bert Williams,
famous half of Williams & Walker, was the first to break loose from
the standard formula of colored acts—the chicken-stealing, crap-
shootin’, gin-guzzlin’, razor-totin’, no-account. He was also the
first Negro entertainer, since the early 1890’s, to appear in an all-
white show before ofay Southern audiences, taking pains to avoid
provoking any incidents in public. In later years, when he traveled
with the Ziegfeld Follies, he stayed at the best hotels, under the
generally friendly aegis of either Flo Ziegfeld, Will Rogers, Eddie
Cantor, Marilyn Miller or Fanny Brice. But Williams always insisted
on coming in the back way and not embarrass the managements.
A 1950 variation of this is the “Equity hotels” which Actors Equity
Association aligned as an “approved” roster of hostelries across the
country where Negro or white talent would not be embarrassed.

Another leading colored team of the time, Cole & Johnson, en-
hanced the dignity of the stage Negro of 1909 by doing their act.in
full-dress suits, an example soon followed by white monologists.
Johnson & Dean were another colored team who dressed their act
immaculately, he in tails and she in decolleté. They were the first
to do the cakewalk.

Another first for Bert Williams is the fact that he is the first (and
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only) Negro to be buried with white Masons. His St. Cecil’s Lodge,
N. Y. City, got special permission from his lodge in Scotland.

In 1905 the first animated, off-diamond replica of a World Series
was set up in the old Madison Square Garden. It visually reported
play-by-play developments through the use of lights on a miniature
field. Box-office apathy did not discourage the Manhattan Theatre
from trying the experiment again in 1907, nor still others through
the years, until radio and television turned the trick more vividly.

battle of billing Klaw & Erlanger were the first produc-
ers in the legitimate theatre to wipe out bickering between stars by
listing them on the program in the order of appearance, instead of
prominence.

William Gane introduced the first (and last) All-Automatic Min-
strels at the Manhattan Theatre in 1908. Outside of one live inter-
locutor, all the minstrels were dummies with gramophones con-
cealed inside, telling jokes and singing songs upon cue. Real min-
strel shows of those days were still going strong—Frank Dumont’s
Minstrels in Philadelphia were in their 54th consecutive season.

Advertising in the sky made its debut in 1908. A box-kite was
flown into the Broadway sky, carrying a dummy on a trapeze and a
banner advertising a show.

Modern night clubs were prophesied in 1907 when agent Jack
Levy induced restaurateurs to present a few acts of vaudeville after
show hours. These eateries soon became known as supper clubs, in
the era of the “lobster palace,” which gave way eventually to the
speakeasy of Prohibition, and today’s niteries.

As early as 1905 the public read its first cigarette testimonials by
stars, when Fatty Arbuckle, comedian Harry Bulger and dramatic
star John Mason extolled in ads the virtues of Murads. A first theatre
oasis was Hammerstein’s! Like the Sherry’s bar of today in the
Metropolitan Opera House, he served drinks at intermission in the
balcony of his Victoria. The less tony downtown burleskeries, like
Miner’s and the London, served beer in the audience during inter-
mission.

One of the most inspired ideas of 1906 occurred to George Huber
when he transformed East New York’s Zip’s Casino to the Music
Hall. He installed a beer room for men, and a nursery with cots
where mothers could leave children while they enjoyed the show
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in rare peace, prototype of today’s soundproof baby “cry rooms” in
the deluxe movie palaces. Theatregoers of 1907 were offered the first
special booth at which to buy reserved seats by Keith’s in Boston.
The first split skirt was darmgly worn in 1907 by English songstress
Chummie La Mara, whose singing was immaterial.

The first vampire slunk across the boards in 1910, when Katherine
Kaelred sizzled fatal sex appeal in Robert Hillard’s play, 4 Fool
There Was, anticipating the movies’ Theda Bara and Louise Glaum.
Equally electrifying was Dr. Herman the Great, king spark of
vaudeville’s sudden flurry of electricity acts, who lighted bulbs with
his teeth and sent flashes out of his fingertips.

What was claimed to be the first revolving stage in the United
States, enabling five scenes to be set at once, spun in 1910 at the
Liberty Theatre in Oakland, Calif.

The first showplace catering to an all-Negro audience appeared
that year with the opening of the New Palace at 51st Street and 7th
Avenue, New York City.

In 1912 W. C. Fields claimed to be originator of a comic bit for
bows—walking off stage as the curtain rose, and coming back as it
hurtled down. Joe Jackson, the tramp bike comedian, did the same
bit, so did many other acts. Fields, as a matter of fact, claimed
originality for many things which he didn’t originate such as the
“family Ford” (Tate’s Motoring act first did so), the golf game (also
Tate’s), and others.

more famous firsts The first act to be financed by an
airplane company was “The Fly Girl” in 1913, featuring Berenetta
Miller, the only woman in the United States of that year with an
aviator’s license. She flew for the Moisant Aeroplane Company in
one of their models.

That year George Rector introduced afternoon teas, from four to
six, at Rector’s, which set the style for Broadway in the era of thé
dansantes and the professional society dancer.

And that year a California theatre advertised the first—and only
—"“Hot and Cold Vaudeville.” When the California weather was not
raining orange juice, the shows were given in an open “airdrome.”
When the California weather turned “unusual” the show went on
under cover. In actuality, the airdrome pioneered what is known to-
day as the drive-in. A standing vaudeville gag for acts playing com-
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bination policy theatres (vaudfilm) was that they "couldn’t play at
the airdome because someone had their wash on the line.”

those phoney feuds  Pseudo-feuds of contemporary show
biz, like Jack Benny versus Fred Allen, Bob Hope-Bing Crosby,
Walter Winchell and the late Ben Bernie, have paid off handsomely
in laughs and Hooperatings. They paid off in 1909, too. Two vaude-
ville acts, Gray & Graham and the Four Musical Cates, utilized
paid ads and all the free publicity they could wangle, to duel over
who had the world’s largest saxophone. Sharpshooting acts, dancers
and magicians all challenged each other in Variety’s ad columns,
each claiming supremacy—“the best,” and “the only and only.”
Frequently they would post fantastic money: “$1,000 to anyone who
can duplicate our trick” was a familiar come on.

In 1913 even Variety columnists—Polin Mary and Tommy Gray

‘—crossed words in verbal pseudocombat. Journalistic duels like
Pegler-Winchell, Pegler-Pearson, Winchell-Time and Life, Win-
chell-O. O. MclIntyre and F. P. A.-Bugs Baer, later became com-
mon occurrences.

Quiz programs today give away fabulous prizes (donated sur-le-
cuff for equally fabulous publicity), and movies arrange deals with
firms who want their products flashed on the screen. Whenever you
hear a radio script name-dropping the brand of some liquor, wash-
ing machine, hat, resort, airline, and the like, there is a generous
payoff in merchandise and services in many quarters. Industrial
shorts, in later years, got to paying’ exhibitors so much per thou-
sand of film fans (the “circulation™) to keep the name of an airline,
an automotive product, or just an over-all industry like pineapples,
oil, aviation and the like before the public. This is a pure echo of
1905, when companies gave vaudeville acts cases of whiskey and
medicinal waters in return for an onstage plug. Burlesque was the
worst offender. In many cases firms paid for an act’s entire scenery
to mortgage its soul. And the music publishers’ subsidy of bands
and singers to plug songs is an evil that continues today.

Olsen & Johnson gave audiences something “new” in Hellzapop-
pin’ when they intermingled bald heads out front with choristers
from the stage. So new that it eclipsed the memory of burlesque’s
“Sliding” Billy Watson, who in 1908 originated the idea of having
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the audience come onstage to waltz with Ass chorus girls. The earliest
beginnings of audience participation shows, however, are believed
to be the “unbiased committees from the audience” invited onstage
by vaudeville magicians.

The use of films to teach school children history seems a very
modern development. But in 1908, the Springfield (Mass.) Nelson
Theatre presented the flicker, “Paul Revere’s Ride,” and offered a
prize for the best composition written on that event by a public school
student. “Public school officials,” Variety reported, “welcome the
opportunity, and the plan is widely approved.”

Atomic warfare is of recent vintage, but its prophecy is at least as
old as 1908, when the New York Hippodrome staged a spectacle
called Battle of the Skies. A program note predicted that war would
be fought 75 to 100 years from then “between the United States of
Europe and the United States of America.”

American airships, it went on, would “have radium guns which
will be able to devastate any city to the ground.” To demonstrate
this horror, the Hippodrome moved a blimp across the arena on a
wire cable, from which an actor “fired” colored rays of light, as the
cast below “disintegrated.” The actor who was supposed to climb
a ladder into the blimp on opening night became dizzy, and re-
fused to complete the ascent, whereupon the producer, R. H. Burn-
side, went up in his place to become the first prophet of Hiroshima.

When you think of an actor with an oversized mouth as his trade-
mark, Joe E. Brown is the first name that suggests itself. But long
before Brown or Martha Raye discovered boxoffice values in open-
ing one’s mouth—and wide—a comic named Billy Kersand was
amusing audiences by inserting five soda crackers and a regulation
cup and saucer in his mouth. That was in 1911—but it was a come-
back for Billy, who had been doing it in the Gay Nineties.

And before Samuel L. Rothafel (Roxy) got around to making
audiences’ eyes pop by staffing his ushers in field marshal’s uniforms,
the Nixon Theatre in Pittsburgh presented its ushers to the public
in 1912, dressed in English army mess uniforms. Sam S. Scribner
was partial to Japanese ushers at his Columbia (burlesque) Theatre
on Broadway and 47th Street (now the Mayfair); the Japs were
Columbia University students. When Keith opened his Union
Square Theater in New York City in 1893, he put Zouave uniforms
on his ushers, and caps and aprons on the maids in the ladies’ rooms.
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Al Jolson created a sensation when he first jumped into theatre
aisles to sing his songs intimately to the audience. But he wasn’t the
originator of the technique. The first to do it in 20th century
show business was burlesque singer Dave Marion in 1912.

King Vaudeville

X

Lyman B. Glover, manager of Chicago’s Majestic Theatre, is
generally credited with coining the aristocratic nomenclature, “Ad-
vanced Vaudeville.” Other showmen quickly followed with Re-
fined, Fashionable and Polite Vaudeville. Willie Hammerstein
topped them all with Colossal Vaudeville. Finally Charles E. Kohl
offered a $100 reward for an entirely new name for the two-a-day
to reflect its nouveau riche prestige. Plain vaudeville, with no patri-
cian adjective, vanished even from New York’s Third Avenue
Theatre, where Six (6) Big Acts cost 5¢ (Reserved Seats 10¢).

By 1908 the Orpheum Circuit considered the single-sheet show-
bill too lowly a menu to offer vaudeville audiences. Its flattered
patrons received instead attractive theatre programs, a la the “legiti-
mate.” Orpheum distributed over 5,000,000 of these in one season.

Another elegant touch was the introduction of a master of cere-
monies. James J. Morton, one of America’s first emcees, was paid
$2,000 a week to do four shows a day at two different theatres,
simultaneously. It was he who lent tone and glitter to the opening
of New York’s biggest vaude and film theatre of 1909, Loew’s Na-
tional, which at capacity could seat 2,800 people at once.

Vaudeville’s breathless pace, compared to the majestic but turtle
strides of the legitimate stage, was best interpreted by William Mor-
ris as early as 1906, when he told Variety: “I remember some years
ago when my office expenses were $200 monthly. Now they are
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$30,000 yearly. I didn’t do it; it just naturally grew with the busi-
ness.”

Variety authenticated Morris two years later when it wrote,
“Vaudeville has held up extremely well during the depression which
has existed for over a year. In fact, all the variety forms of amuse-
ments (except summer parks) have passed through a period of de-
pression in much superior form to the legitimate.” Tolling a bell,
it added significantly, “That bespeaks an underlying strength which
the ‘higher theatre’ has not.”

This was a natural, if woefully erroneous, assumption of those
unsettled days. Al Woods, vet manager and producer of the legit,
made it when he swung over to vaudeville in 19og with the Liberty
Theatre in Brooklyn’s East New York section. So did Hyde-Behman
when they knifed melodrama in their ten-twent’-thirt’ Bijou,
Brooklyn, replacing it with six acts, a two-reel movie and illustrated
song slides.

Loew’s Circuit began that year when Joe Schenck, then general
manager for Marcus Loew, booked 12 houses for the People’s
Vaudeville Circuit. Later Schenck went to Chicago to scour
the city for “small-time” material suitable for New York. Asked
by Variety what he got in Chicago, the future movie mogul sighed,
“Not even a cold.”

But there was plenty of talent—good, bad and terrible—en-
livening the hinterland. Especially dancers—wooden-shoe dancers.
At the turn of the century, there were few makers of wooden shoes.
By 1907 a great many firms specialized in them; some made wooden
shoes exclusively. And there were so many new stages for these
shoes to clog on, that alarmed amusement managers held a rush
huddle, agreeing to “discourage” the building of “unnecessary”
theatres.

shades of milton berle Top vaudeville entertainers of
the era, Vesta Victoria, Eddie Leonard, Harry Lauder, Bert Wil-
liams, Anna Held, Eva Tanguay, Irene Franklin, to name but a
few, were constantly outraged at the bland theft of smaller fry who
stole their material under the guise of “imitations.” There was only
one Irene Franklin, with her oh-so-English monologs in song, but
many more audiences applauded second-hand versions of the inimi-
table songstress than clapped for the original. There might only be
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one George M. Cohan, but dozens of vaudeville actors were getting
sore wrists waving flags. Variety scornfully pigeonholed all of
Cohan’s mimics as “red-white-and-blue guys.”

Annette Kellerman plunged her magnificent body clad in the first
one-piece bathing suit, into stage tanks, and came up dripping with
boxoffice gold. Orchestra leaders were soon splashed simultaneously
in San Francisco, Chicago and New York. Showman William Mor-
ris was responsible for grooming at least one carbon-copy mermaid,
when he lost the original lady diver to his arch-rival Albee.

Headliner Alice Lloyd, the English songstress, was the first ac-
tually to copyright a bit of stage business. Imitators were subse-
quently warned not to use her “protected” stunt of manipulating
a mirror as she sang, and reflecting the spotlight onto bald heads
in the audience. Mimics of Miss Lloyd, afraid to run afoul of the
United States Government, carefully eschewed imitating her copy-
righted glitter. Other actresses, Lottie Gilson among them, quarreled
over who was the first to wear a costume made of mirrors. The
Steward Sisters followed suit, going a step further by filing photo-
graphs of their dancing act. There was a picture for all poses in the
routine, with captions to describe every movement. The dance was
registered as a “pantomime presentation” under the label of dra-
matic composition.

Piracy was so flagrant that one Alexander Byers, who operated
under the name of the Chicago Manuscript Company, privately re-
ferred to himself as a “dramatic pirate.” He publicly offered to sell
scripts of any current show or vaudeville act. Copyright laws
couldn’t touch him, because Byers actually sold only manuscripts,
not the dramatic rights for performance.

The longest private cable filed up to the year 1912 was one sent
to London by actor Edmund Hayes. Running 2,218 words and
costing $246, it outlined his sketch and stage business. Hayes’ idea
was to protect his act from being pirated by English performers,
using the cable as a method of international copyright.

The highest-priced act of 1go7 was the English comic singer,
Vesta Victoria, whom Keith signed for 20 weeks at $3,000 a week.
Her top number was “Waiting at the Church.”

The song team of Nora Bayes and Jack Norworth was popular
enough to demand and get $1,750 a week. They later were paid as
high as $2,250, and the Shuberts booked Nora Bayes solo for $3,000
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in time. Queens of the coonshouting craze who all but buried sen-
timental ditties at the end of the era were Clarice Vance, May Irwin,
Elizabeth Murray, Sophie Tucker and Blossom Seeley.

gus edwards® ‘school days® One of the biggest vogues
of vaudeville, at its height just before World War I, was the
“School Days” act. A 1913 Variety census showed 62 such turns
being booked. They were always surefire—with their inevitable
hand-raising, kid-writhing gags—and had the important advan-
tage of being highly inexpensive. The only props were a few desks
and chairs. There were always stagestruck youngsters available to
sing and dance.

Of all the School Days acts, Gus Edwards’ was pre-eminent both
by reason of his renown as a songwriter and his shrewd choice of
talented small fry (via school acts and otherwise), who included
Georgie Jessel, Georgie Price, Lila Lee, Herman Timberg, Eleanor
Powell, Groucho Marx, the Duncan Sisters, Jack Pearl, Ricardo
Cortez, Joan Sawyer, Eddie Buzzell, Walter Winchell, Mitzi May-
fair, Hildegarde, Jack Wiener, Eddie Garr, Mae Murray, Ray
Bolger, Eddie Cantor, Mervyn LeRoy, Helen Menken, Bert
Wheeler and many others. Jessel, Cantor, Winchell and Wiener
were in one of the earliest acts, later being joined or replaced by
Price and Lila (Cuddles) Lee, and so on. As the boys and girls grew
older the newcomers got their opportunities.

Proctor’s Fifth Avenue and Loew’s American Roof, both in New
York, were the most important “break-in” or tryout, houses for new
acts. Here fame or obscurity were courted by a nervous cavalcade
of minstrels, wirewalkers, acrobats, trapeze artists, contortionists,
opera singers, comedians, cello players, ventriloquists, dancers,
midgets, jugglers, leaping dogs, balancing acts, xylophone and sax
combinations, imitators, magicians, bike-riders, bag-punchers, shad-
owgraphers, sharpshooters, quartets, archers and boomerang-
throwers.

Comic novelty acts were very successful. The Lunatic Bakers,
imported from the Continent, delighted audiences with fast-paced
acrobatics in and out of ovens. Piéce de résistance of the London
Fire Brigade troupe was the loud disintegration of their prop fire
engine in a thunderous finale. The badge of the English comic was
a flaming red nose; of the American comic, tramp clothes.
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Not that vaudeville was incapable of satire on a higher level.
Actresses made hits, for example, with “I’'m-a-poifect-lady-but” sou-
bret roles. The most popular catchphrase among actors, later uni-
versal, was “Ain’t it awful, Mabel?” This was a song refrain in
one of the fack Hazzard shows.

indigoe humor  But for a long while vaudeville belonged to
the pie-throwers and comics who fished for laughs with slightly
“blue,” or suggestive material. A liberal sprinkling of “hells” in
dialog shocked some theatregoers, tickled others.

“Inclination of the audience is to favor the old straight variety
act . . . a laughing act,” Variety lamented in 1908. “Managers are
hiring the slapstick act for the false laughter it-brings—feeding
oakum acts to oakum audiences. It is not helping vaudeville. Apt
to undo what the object of the last five years in vaudeville has aimed
at—a cleaner and better bill.” (Oakum later became hokum, and
eventually hoke acts. Still more lately, the idiom gave way to corny,
icky, off-thecobb and square-from-Delaware.)

Comedians and comic singers at first acknowledged enthusiastic
applause (10 applauders and up) with a thank-you speech. Then
more and more of them began to give encores. Finally, in a pat-
tern later adopted by the burleycue stripteasers, they saved their best
material for encores, into which they were coaxed with the greatest
of ease. This enabled them to make their final dash into the wings a
triumphant exit, instead of a limp bow-off to scattered applause.

Off-trail acts, built around personalities who were not actors, en-
joyed a brief but emphatic vogue. Willie Hoppe, a billiards cham-
pion at 18, demonstrated his agility with a cue by means of a large
mirror reflecting table shots. Jockey “Snapper” Garrison, prototype
of the “Garrison finish”—a last-minute burst of speed—delivered
a racetrack monolog, as did his rival Tod Sloan. Baseball’s contribu- -
tions to vaudeville include Tinker, Coombs, Marquard, Anson,
Donlin, Mathewson, Schaefer, Morgan and Ty Cobb, just as in later
years vaudeville, radio and video saw Al Schacht, Dizzy Dean, Babe
Ruth, Joe Di Maggio and Jackie Robinson doing all right in show
biz sidelines as a result of their athletic prowess.

Vaudeville also featured the greats of the prize ring, champion
wrestlers, 6-day bike race winners, milers and marathon runners,
even champ heel-and-toers, and others. (Television, of course, made
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the Gorgeous George brand of grunt-and-groaner a business in it-
self. TV also sparked roller derbies, bowling matches, and is largely
credited with furthering the popularity of basketball and hockey.)
“The reason football players don’t go into vaudeville,” explained
Tommy Gray, a wagster of his day, “is because by the time their in-
juries are healed, the theatres are closed for the summer.”

animal aets big fares  Animal acts enjoyed a warm
place in the vaudeville sun. No one would suspect that America
maintained free zoos, judging by audience enthusiasm for monkeys
on the stage. “Drunken dog” acts brought down the house. When
J. Al Coin of Coin’s Dogs made “some very insulting remarks about
what he pleases to term ‘imitators’ of his (?) act,” Charles Barnold
indignantly declared that Ae had first developed the intoxicated ca-
nine idea in 1904.

Barnold and his tipsy pet hit the jackpot in the battle for suprem-
acy among vaudeville giants. Hammerstein was paying him $300
a week, but Klaw & Erlanger lured him away with an offer of $1,-
00o. This was the highest price paid for an animal act up to 1907,
surpassing the previous record held by Lockhart’s Elephants.

Big Jim, a dancing bear, was a big hit with audiences. His routine
consisted of one wiggly dance, but it was frequently re-named after
the current dance craze. Thus, in early years he would do his wiggles
as the “Grizzly Bear dance,” and much later on as the “Charleston.”

Audiences eventually became jaded by ordinary thrill acts. Com-
petition among breakneck artists stiffened as each sought new re-
finements on neo-suicide. One auto act thrill queen, Mlle. Bergerot,
did a double somersault with an auto around a circular track. Manu-
al Pacavento was crushed and killed during a performance when his
automotive apparatus failed to function properly.

Lalla Selbini, “a wow on wheels,” provided more than one kind
of thrill when she juggled and did tricks on bikes, then stripped to
full tights. Never the prude, Sime had definite attitudes on the
“family” appeal of vaudeville, hence he waxed rather righteously in-
dignant in his critique of Signorina Selbini by observing, “Well
made up (the GIs call it ‘well stacked’), Miss Selbini discards her
costume, appearing as nature intended her with only a skin-tight
piece of cloth separating her natural color from the gaze of the audi-
ence. Without the aid of corsets she presents a figure that excites ad-

)
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miration, and while riding a wheel assumes positions that leave
little to the imagination. There are no laughs, only gasps. Miss Sel-
bini is frankly indecent in her exhibition and will probably be talked
about, become a drawing card thereby. As a ‘living picture’ she is
immense.”

Audiences soon became so blasé, and headliners so scarce, that by
1913 even prisons were being raided for new boxoffice sensations.
Pantages gave a contract to Ed Morrell, youngest member of the
Evans-Sontag outlaws in California, pardoned after he had finished
16 years of his sentence. Pantages also offered ex-forger George
Schroder as “Convict 6630—The Man Who Sang Himself Out of
the Penitentiary!”

“Clean-show” Albee waived the rules by booking Frank Keenan &
Co. in a skit called “Vindication.” Keenan, veteran star of the legiti-
mate theatre, played a man seeking a gubernatorial pardon for his
imprisoned son who, it seemed, had shown a picture of General Lee
to a man. “He spit on General Lee’s picture!” Keenan would quiver
in outrage, “and copbaM HiM—my son killed him!” The
South, of course, loved the act. But many audiences gasped at the
profanity, and complained.

Pix—Poor Man’s Amusement

x

Moving pictures, patronizingly referred to in 1go5 as “the tape”
and “the poor man’s amusement,” slowly attracted a brand-new
strata of theatre-goers who rarely, if ever, patronized flesh-and-blood
entertainment. Nobody could ask for a bigger nickel’s worth. Espe-
cially when the Nickolat Company generously threw. in illustrated
song slides furnished free by music publishers. After each half-hour




PIX—POOR MAN'S AMUSEMENT 49

performance an attendant would empty the store by shouting,
“Show is over!”

Pioneer picture companies offered features to exhibitors—some as
long as 768 feet—at 12¢ to 20¢ a foot. Most films were “chase” pic-
tures, although Pathe offered travelogs, and 1905 audiences saw the
very first newsreel feature, Vanderbilt Auto Races. Film fare of that
year included Through the Matrimonial Agency, Escape From Sing
Sing, Raffles, Servant Girl Problem and Sherlock Holmes.

But film producers shrewdly realized that audiences would not be
hypnotized for long by such featherweight novelties. To get out of
the freak class, movies would have to offer more substantial emo-
tional fare than custard pies (however superbly hurled) and miscel-
laneous fragmentia. So as picture stories became more ambitious,
weighty themes were essayed, the like of which no modern Holly-
wood studio would dare offer its boy-meets-girl clientele.

One such was The Fatal Love, released in 1909 by Urban-Eclipse
films, and reviewed in Variety with no mention of the players or
calibre of acting. The play, obviously, was the thing in the throb-
bing, pulsative new business called The Pix Biz.

Any resemblance between the picture-making business of those
days, and the later colossus of Hollywood, was not even coincidental.
Epes Winthrop Sargent, who wrote skin-flaying reviews for Variety
under the pseudonym Chicot (later Chic), once took a fling at it for
Commodore J. Stuart Blackbon’s old Vitagraph Co. He was hired
as a $100-a-week picture company editor, “which meant I selected
the scripts, wrote the continuities, edited the film, overlooked pro-
duction and wrote the ads.”

The first vaudeville houses added movies to thcxr bills for highly
unflattering reasons. Patrons usually walked out on the last act of a
vaudeville bill, in the same way that today’s audiences start for exits
during the finale or last round of a fight. This was highly annoying
to managers, who still had to pay last spot performers between $75
to $250.

They solved this dilemma by adding a $75 film to the bill. Cus-
tomers could then indulge their curious habit of flight at the ex-
pense of a cheaper attraction. Commenting on the innovation,
Variety cannily prophesied, “If patrons stayed, they would see some
real excitement. . . . The picture machine is here to stay as long
as a change of film may be had each week.”
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4,000-5.000 double-nickelodeons in 1907  Ten-

cent movie houses spread through the West. By 1907 Variety re-
ported “between 4,000 and 5,000 running and solvent, and the
number is increasing rapidly. This is the boom-time in the moving
picture business.” Most of the new showplaces were called “family
theatres,” both because they catered to the whole family, and were
also catered by a family. Father was manager, mother handled cash
and tickets, daughter made use of her piano lessons, and son applied
his mechanical talents to the projector.

By 1gog vaudeville was beginning to sit up and take notice of the
new upstart in show business. There was unmistakable handwriting
on the wall when one vaudeville manager complained that his show,
costing him $300 a day to run, wasn'’t grossing even $200 a day—all
because of cheap movie opposition.

Both the church and the Society for the Prevention of Crime were
fiercely opposed to “the poor man’s amusement.” On the day before
Christmas, 1908, they persuaded New York’s bluenose Mayor
Gcorgc B. McClellan to revoke the licenses of 550 nickelodeons. To
regain licenses, managers had to sign written plcdgcs not to give
Sunday performances, and to bar films tending “to degrade the
morals of the community.”

chi, the hollywood of 1910  One fifth of the world’s
movies in 1910 were made in Chicago, whose two large film fac-
tories ground out 10 productions a week, at a cost of some $1,000
each. The effect of this film colony on Chicago itself was evident in
the jump from less than 100 theatres in the city in 1906 to over 12,
000, most of them converted stores, in less than four years.

Los Angeles, in the ugly duckling days before Hollywood, was far
enough along by 1913 to encourage the organization of the Photo-
players Club. Its president, Fred Mace, accepted a political candidacy
for mayor of Los Angeles to change the city from a “tight” to an
“open” town.

Even the Federal Government acknowledged the astonishing hold
movies were exercising over the public. As early as 1906, the Navy
made a film showing the delights of a salt-water career—for re-
cruiting.

If anyone doubted that the movies were rapidly bccommg big
business, a suit against a film patents trust in 1908 served as an eye-
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opener. The upshot was a combine of major producers into a new
trust called the Moving Pictures Patent Company, and a regrouping
of independents into the National Independent Moving Picture Al-
liance. In 190g the big-league outfit alone leased out 5,000 movie ma-
chines, and rented 1,800 to 2,000 reels a week.

And that year Variety reported, “It was rumored about this week
that showmen of means had become interested in the new devices
for color photography as applied to moving pictures, and the new
‘talking-singing’ picture machine lately brought over to America
from England.”

pioneer pix personalities There were few movie
“stars” in the fledgling days of the silents. One of these few was
Florence Lawrence, “The Girl With A Thousand Faces,” who was
given a life contract by the Imp Company at $15,000 a year—or so
Imp’s publicity department boasted. In 1910 the hydra-faced star
made a glamorous personal appearance before a thrilled St. Louis
vaudeville audience.

Early in the era top screen personalities to-be were still giving
their personal regards to Broadway. In 1908 the fabulously funny
John Bunny, who with Flora Finch became the Fibber McGee &
Molly of the silents, was still merely “a member of the cast” in a
vaudeville act called “The Love Waltz.” But by 1913 he was head-
lined at Hammerstein’s at $1,000 a week—as a famous “film star.”
And a film house was named the Bunny Theatre.

In 1911 Douglas Fairbanks was getting ready to leave the legiti-
mate stage—but not for the movies. He was asking $2,000 a week for
his debut in vaudeville. And in 1912 the greatest screen cowboy of
all time, William S. Hart, was playing in a vaudeville skit called
“Moonshine” at New York’s Alhambra.

But stars were beginning to shine in the flicker of the prolccuon
room beam by 1913. Actors demanded screen credits. Most of the
large film companies yielded by listing names of one or two (but
seldom three) stars. To actors’ pressure for increased cast credits,
producers shrugged that exhibitors were complaining that too much
footage was used for this purpose—a complaint still voiced by ex-
hibitors today. The first pix company to give actors screen credit was
Pathe through its Paris company, followed by Edison and Vitagraph
in America.
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With stars’ names beginning to mean something to audiences,
John Barrymore consented to let Dhniel Frohman present him in
the film, American Citizen, for Famous Players. Mary Pickford,
then a Belasco star, signed at $5,000 a week, after winning film
repute as “Little Mary.” Her success was crowned by an offer from
Belasco to star her in his play, Good Little Devil. Lillian Gish and
Ernest Truex were her colleagues in the same Belasco show.

In the general grab for movie stars, Keystone signed Roscoe (Fat-
ty) Arbuckle, who later became one of the custard-pie company’s
biggest money-makers until his sudden fall from grace. Dave Mont-
gomery and Fred Stone set a record for devotion to the stage by re-
fusing a $104,000 movie contract—$2,000 a week for a year—as well
as a vaudeville contract for $5,000 a week, to remain under the
management of the legitimate theatre’s Charles Dillingham.

Despite the enormous public tapeworm for “the tape,” movie
houses did not shed their Cinderella rags at once. On New York’s
Avenue A, theatregoers were offered a deluxe film, soda pop.and a
smear of icecream “all for the price of one nickel, folks.”

Where Gimbel’s now hoards its secrets from Macy’s, Gane’s Man-
hattan Theatre used to present a one-hour show—two acts and three
reels of film—for a dime. Instead of a spotlight, the Manhattan used
the movie projector beam. And Mr. Gane, one storm eye peeled for
Mayor McClellan, barred all films not guaranteed g9 44/100 per cent
pure.

the first talkies—and first color pix The first
talking and colored movies in America won a twin debut in Cleve-
land in 1907. The process, called Chromophone, presented life-sized
films in color with speech and other sounds fully synchronized to
the feature. The first colored talkic consisted of a smattering of
grand opera, a bull fight with loud snorts, and a political speech
with an accompaniment of jeers and shouts. To present it, Max
Faetkenheur spent $25,000 fixing up a dilapidated Cleveland family
theatre that seated 600 open-mouthed, disbelieving spectators.

Later the same year Hammerstein introduced New York’s first
talking pictures at his Roof Theatre. It was a different process called
Cameraphone, involving the use of victrola records. Cameraphone,
alas for the 15 years its inventor claimed to have sweated over it,
opened on Monday and closed on Tuesday.
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Undaunted, the talkies invaded New York again the following
year. Brooklyn’s Orpheum Theatre, in addition to its silent feature,
offered talking and singing screenings of famous stage acts, includ-
ing Alice Lloyd, Eva Tanguay and James J. Morton. For permitting
this vocal use of their shadows, Eva Tanguay collected $2,500 and
Alice Lloyd $1,500. When Vitaphone, years later, made a talkie of
Kitty Doner’s act, she quickly regretted it upon discovering that her
biggest across-the-strect competition was often herself. Years later,
other stars who had “sold themselves” to the movies made the same
discovery.

Cameraphone won a laurel wreath in Chicago that year. It was
offered in a large auditorium converted into a picture house. Three
projectors were kept in constant operation, and 50 people were em-
ployed for special stage effects. The bill included a travelog,
“Around the World,” by Henry Lee, with sound; a fire-fighting
spectacle (whooshing of water from the hose, crackling of fire and
engine alarm bells); and similar audio-visual knicknacks. The big-
gest trouble with Cameraphone was locating the phonograph. This
generally had to be put on one side of the stage, because placing it
behind the screen produced wrinkles in the presentation.

Another film innovation appeared in 1910, as a result of the un-
happy experience of managers presenting open-air movies. As
though the hazards of rain weren’t enough, the program was often
impaired by an inconsiderate full moon, which beamed so brightly
that nobody could see the pictures. When this happened to one
Schenectady manager, he had to refund the money for an entire
performance of his Jeffries-Johnson fight films.

The new invention was called Photoplane, which permitted
movies to be screened in full light. The man who invented it was
Samuel L. Rothafel, better known in later years as Roxy. He used it
for a year in his own family theatre in Forest City, Pennsylvania,
then gave it a test run in Philadelphia. Albee’s right hand, J. J. Mur-
dock, formed a corporation to push the device.

Murdock had his finger in another movie pie, the Urban Colored
Film, which was backed with $6,000,000 in 1911 to push the black-
and-white film off the nation’s screens. He became general manager
of the Kinemacolor Corporation of America, which Variety pre-
dicted “may eventually become the father of the moving picture in-
dustry on this side of the ocean.” But Kinemacolor was never
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destined to achieve the Technicolorful glory that was the reward of
Herbert and Natalie Kalmus.

On the other side of the ocean, colored films had already achieved
such prestige that a three-hour spectacle of the Coronation of King
George at Delhi as Emperor of India, was being prepared. Millions
of breathless Americans, Variety gently scoffed, would be able to
gasp at the rainbow pageantry “when George is regularly ordained
a proper King through the gentle dissension along official channels
of a coronet upon his cranium.” In London the film was used to
open its famed new showplace, the Crystal Palace. In New York it
was presented at the Herald Square Theatre with an orchestra, pipe
organ and backstage choir. “Kinemacolor has started something,”
Variety speculated, “that will keep the black-and-white pic manufac-
turers lying awake nights.”

Kinemacolor did start to go places in 1913, with 700-foot features
starring Willie Collier, Raymond Hitchcock and Flora Zabelle.
When Kinemacolor added Anna Held to its roster, Variety’s review
declared, “She simulates sexual unrest with her eyes.” Some enraged
clergymen of the day would have said “stimulates.”

Films and royalty made joint headlines again in 1913, when Lady
Diana Manners, daughter of the Duke of Rutland, offended Queen
Mary by a striptease bit she did in a film. “When the film was
shown last Monday evening at Balmoral Castle,” cabled the Variety
mugg in London, “Queen Mary uttered a short, shrill exclamation
of surprise, at a point in the reel where the titled dancer is revealed
doffing her skirt, preliminary to the assumption of the complicated
one-piece costume that Isadora Duncan and Gertrude Hoffman made
popular for the pastoral style of terpsichore. After the show the Queen
ordered the film destroyed.”

France put in its bid for film attention in 1912 when Sarah Bern.
hardt received $30,000 for making two reels of Camille on French
soil. Three reels were made of the nation’s own Mme. Rejane in a
picture titled Madame Sans-Géne.

Home movie machines made their appearance in 1912. “Why go
out in a storm and be jostled about in a moving picture theatre,”
demanded the ads, “when you can have a satisfactory substitute in
your parlor?” The machines sold for between $18 and $20, and reels
rented for $2.50 apiece.
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The first animated cartoons were the work of Winsor McKay,
who patented his device in 1911. Every film cartoon today pays a
royalty tribute to the McKay estate.

Fight fans all over the country went to the movies to see fisticuff
history re-enacted on the screen. The Fitzsimmons-O'Brien scrap
was shown in 1905 movie houses—but it was a spurious re-enact-
ment, with Fitzsimmons going through the motions against a boxer
representing O’Brien. Few moviegoers realized the deception. When
Hammerstein’s showed 12 rounds of the 21-round Gans-Nelson
fight in 1908, a professional referee was hired to interpret the battle
round-by-round to the spellbound audience.

In the filmed Jeffries-Johnson fight (1910), every view of flying
gloves had a tobacco ad as background. By an odd coincidence, there
was a prior exchange of money between the film company and the
tobacco company, whose ad was on the fight stadium’s fence. John-
son subsequently received $5000 for making a talkie about his
gloved dispute with Jeffries. The American Cinephone Company
film showed him in motion and avowed that “the talking end of the
session will keep rhythm with the movements of his lips.”

fans razz pioneer talkies A strange development oc-
curred in the years 1912-1913—a determined struggle between Keith-
Albee and the public. About $500,000 of Keith’s bankroll had been
sunk into promoting Thomas A. Edison’s imperfectly synchronized
talking pictures. The public, after a few weeks in which curiosity
was satisfied, began resenting them vocally. But with half a million
dollars at stake, Albee was in no mood to heed vox populi. Edison,
incidentally, had frugally sought to persuade vaudeville stars to ap-
pear in his talkies gratis, with rewards in “prestige.”

When first presented in Keith houses, the films were sandwiched
in between two halves of the vaudeville bill. The lowering of the
screen was the signal for jeers, boos and other insignia of disap-
proval. In 1913 Albee desperately tried the experiment of shifting the
talkies to the tail end of the bill at Keith’s Colonial in New York.
The audience didn’t boo or hiss this time—it merely walked out.

“The talking picture film has been forced upon vaudeville audi-
ences in New York for several weeks,” commented Variety, “except-
ing at Hammerstein’s. This house, not exhibiting them at all, has
beer» doing the biggest business of any variety theatre in town.”
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Marcus Loew was doing so well for himself, with a conservative
combination of vaudeville and silent films, that he recapitalized his
circuit $5,000,000 in 1911. Once he became outraged at Variety for
what he claimed was a too derogatory report of Loew’s, Inc. earn-
ings. “You and your blankety paper,” he fumed at Variety’s editor.
“I'm mad, Sime—good and mad! In fact, I'm absolutely stark mad!”

“Don’t be silly, Marcus,” Sime Silverman shrugged. “Why not
take a page ad in Variety and show everybody that Variety was
wrong?”

“At $400 a page?” Loew replied. “That mad I'm not.”

Film houses were still being built so rapidly in 1913 that Variety
reported the melancholy instance of a man who entered his favorite
saloon after a week’s absence, only to find that he was blinking at a
movie instead of pink elephants. That year, Variety reported, there
were 30,000 American movie houses, two-thirds of which were worth
an average of $40,000 each. With about $200,000,000 tied up in pix
companies, Variety estimated the total 1913 investment in movie en-
terprises was over $1,000,000,000.

As films grew more ambitious, prices grew more daring. When
Rainey-Hunt gave the American hinterland a look at Quo Vadis it
charged locals $1 a look—and got it. There was a new rush in 1913
to book Broadway theatres for superproductions. Universal beat Vita-
graph to the Joe Weber Playhouse with Traffic In Souls, utilizing a
cast of 800. A week later Vitagraph took over the Criterion Theatre
with The Christian.

a pioneer presentation The end of the prewar era
also saw the beginnings of movie showmanship. Film exhibitors
were learning from vaudeville. In San Francisco the manager of the
Silver Palace Moving Picture Theatre built a balcony out front,
dressed it with special scenery, then hired actors to reproduce dra-
matic scenes from the film being played inside. The stunt stopped
traffic on Market Street.

Variety was very impressed with the 1913 premiere of The Mira-
cle, which it declared superior in some respects to Max Reinhardt’s
pantomime production in London. Certainly the staging of the film
was ambitious showmanship. Sound effects lent realism to a knock on
the door and the church scenes.
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Like vaudeville, films also began to go in for novelties and sensa-
tions. The Eclair Co. presented The Sons of A Soldier, which it
billed prophetically as “War with Japan, shown in three parts.” An-
other film offered Jack Rose, Sam Schepps and Harry Valon, whose
evidence sent Police Lieutenant Charles Becker to the chair for the
murder of gambler Herman Rosenthal, in The Wages of Sin.

The year 1913 also saw the early rehearsal of a “public enemy”
film cycle, as boxoffice receipts jumped for “underworld” pictures.
Current cynicism, inflamed by the Rosenthal-Becker case, held that
there was unholy collusion between police and the underworld, in-
spiring a lively interest in crime.

early cemsorship  Spokane’s mayor banned a film called
Tango Dancing Lesson because, as he explained wrathfully, I
won’t let my daughter do those dances!” Possibly the most high-
handed act of censorship, however, was enacted in the name of the
15,000 people of Woburn, Mass., whose legal guardians refused to
grant film exhibitors licenses to display “celluloid debauchery.”

To head off further attacks, New York film magnates formed
an organization to combat censorship and bad legislation. The late
Carl Laemmle, then president of Universal and World’s Best Film
Co., was elected to lead the fight. Movies were becoming big bus-
iness and they found themselves in need of friends in high places;
in state capitals and Washington as well as on a local level. Eventu-
ally the Hays office was formed, with former Postmaster General
Will H. Hays as “czar” of the movies, and more recently succeeded
by Eric Johnston as president of the Motion Picture Association of
America.

By 1913 the film balloon had expanded so gaseously that it was
beginning to attract top-drawer talent. The best magazine writers
and novelists were wooed by Mutual Film Corp. The year saw screen
vehicles, readied for the megaphone of D. W. Griffith, by such
skilled writers as John Kendrick Bangs, Zona Gale, E. Phillips
Oppenheim, Mary Roberts Rinehart, Roy L. McCardell and Thomas
Nelson Page, then United States Ambassador to Japan.

Movie directors began to earn big money. Thomas Ince was paid
the highest salary, $500 a week, plus 20 per cent of the Kay-Bee
Company’s receipts. Biograph paid D. W. Griffith $25,000 a year.

Top stars of Vitagraph were Florence Turner and Maurice
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Costello, father of Dolores. Keystone had Mabel Normand and
Fred Mace. King Baggott was king at Imp. On the lower levels,
however, movie extras were not too happy about their treatment.
Some companies paid for extras’ meals and expenses while on
location, but not for tobacco or liquor. The extras immediately con-
spired to have their smokes and drinks listed on dinner checks as
“salad.” The film producers retaliated by furnishing extras on
location with “meals” in the form of sandwiches, a banana and a
bottle of ginger ale. Both principals and extras immediately pro-
tested they wanted a place where they could buy their own food,
and tobacco and beer.

Indian extras were paid between $7 and $8 a week, plus expenses.
Indian chiefs, in their capacity as straw bosses of working crews,
carned from $10 to $12 a week. Gags about Lo, the Poor Indian
refusing to remain poor soon sprang up, such as the redskin who
wanted $10 to play an Indian role. Despite his protestations that
he was a full-bred Injun he was offered only $5. He accepted, re-
luctantly, but warned he'd only impersonate a half-breed.

Another western film star of 1913, George M. Anderson—(né
Max Aronson) a cowboy from the Bronx—better known to pal-
pitating youngsters of the day as Broncho Billy, created a riot by
appearing in person in New York streets and restaurants. He was
forced to flee from the ardent embraces of worshipful followers,
not one of whom wore bobbysox.

Legit Pre-World War I

«

Many of the legit managers of the pre-World War I era were
very bewildered gentlemen. Although doing nicely at the b.o., they
blinked at the figures quoted by vaudeville magnates. There was
something wrong somewhere.



LEGIT PRE-WORLD WAR 1 59

The legit manager had to write out large checks for authors,
scenic artists, actors, music, costume designers, stagehands, theatre
staff, and all the et cetera that always made legitimate production
such an expensive proposition. But the vaude manager didn’t do
anything except furnish a theatre, stagehands, boxoffice, orchestra
and ushers. Actors obligingly brought their own wardrobes, music,
material and usually scenery. And if one show laid an egg, the
vaudeville manager could afford to shrug—he’d have a completely
new show the following week.

Vaudeville could and did seduce such great figures as David Be-
lasco into producing Madame Butterfly for the Orpheum Circuit,
and Ethel Barrymore into playing James M. Barrie’s Twelve Pound
Look, and Sarah Bernhardt in Camille and other excerpts for the
two-a-day. But many legit figures grimly stuck to their guns and the
smaller money. They knew their business, and most had a deep
conviction that what goes up in a hurry comes down in a
hurry. Then there was always the intangible pride of tradition.
There were quiet, self-satisfied smiles on Broadway in 1912 when
Chicago’s Palace, a two-a-day, ventured into musical comedy. But
after a terrible b.o. beating, the Palace quickly returned to vaudeville.

Ten Nights In a Bar Room was still playing in 1905, but melo-
drama quickly gave way to dollar-top farce and comedy until 1912,
when a blood-and-thunder item called The Whip scored a surprise
success and touched off a new wave of mellers.

George Bernard Shaw enjoyed his greatest American vogue in
the pseudo-sophisticated years of 1905 and 1906, when six of his
plays were hurled at (or over) the heads of Broadway first-nighters.
These were Caesar and Cleopatra, Arms and the Man, John Bull's
Other Island (a flop), Mrs. Warren's Profession (which enraged
newspapers and the clergy, and was banned by the police), and
Cashel Byron’s Profession, with Jim Corbett.

Another blow at propriety was hurled in 1906 with Charles Klein’s
thinly-disguised attack on John D. Rockefeller, The Lion and the
Mouse. It struck a responsive chord among Americans of the time,
in whom the trust-busting Theodore Roosevelt had stirred a latent
animosity toward sanctimonious millionaires. The play ran for two
years, with four companies touring on the road.

The success of other 1906 plays which butchered sacred cows was
further indication of both the drama’s and public’s rejection of old-
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fashioned, middle-class values. Chorus Lady gave firstnighters Rose
Stahl in a role that glorified a tough, loose-moraled showgirl as a
heroine, through her endeavor to keep her sister’s purity intact. And
The New York ldea presented Mrs. Minnie Maddern Fiske in a
very lighthearted treatment of divorce.

The season also offered such staples as Sarah Bernhardt in Camille
and repertory; Nazimova in Ibsen’s Hedda Gabler (another high-
class shocker); and James O'Neill, father of the noted playwright
Eugene, for 4,802 performances as Edmund Dantes in The Count
of Monte Cristo.

As though in revolt against such heavy fare, the following year
in the theatre was captured for gay musical items. Outstanding hit
of 1907 was The Merry Widow, first of a long line of charming,
tuneful, and amusing light operettas. The Merry Widow introduced
a nostalgic note which actually gave the waltz a new lease on life
in an age which doomed its tempo. The season also ushered in the
first of the Ziegfeld Follies. And it was the year when Richard
Strauss’ musical drama, Salomé, was offered to Broadway. Where-
upon J. P. Morgan, who denounced it as “revolting, disgusting,”
offered to pay for the whole production to stop it. Curiously, offense
was not taken at the notorious Dance of the Seven Veils, but at the
spectacle of a lady fondling a man’s head without the rest of him
attached.

sex in 1908 The two sexiest shows of the era turned up
simultaneously in 1908. The Easiest Way featured the trials and
tribulations of a “kept woman,” and The Girl From Rector’s was
a bedroom farce.

The world’s hokiest play, The Old Homestead, was offered again
in dead earnest with Denman Thompson as Josh Whitcomb—news-
paper ads promising “not a thing in the play has been changed or
brought up to date.”

On the credit side, Broadway presented Israel Zangwill’s The
Melting Pot, which drama dolefully prophesied the disappearance
of the Jewish heritage as America’s Jews were absorbed into the
social fabric of the new world. And all of show business suddenly
broke out into a metaphysical rash with vaude, film and legit pro-
ductions starring Satan. Confusion was rampant with two versions
of Ferenc Molnar’s The Devil on the boards at the same time. One
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was realtor Henry W. Savage’s production at the Garden Theatre.
The other was Harrison Grey Fiske’s Faustian epic at the Belasco,
“featuring” George Arliss. After the first night, Arliss’ billing
changed to “starring.” So many Americans were suddenly eager to
view His Satanic Majesty that Savage decided what the hell, and
sent four companies of The Devil out on a prosperous road tour.

There was a poor crop in 190g, with the most distinguished offer-
ing being Sir Johnston Forbes-Robertson in The Passing of the
Third Floor Back, more sermon than play. Lillian Russell helped
matters somewhat by opening in a vehicle called The Widow's
Might, and there was a fairly competent problem play called 4
Man’s World.

Douglas Fairbanks brightened the 1910 season in a farce called
The Cub by Thompson Buchanan, while John Barrymore also used
the light touch in The Fortune Hunter. Otis Skinner displayed per-
fect manners in Your Humble Servant by Booth Tarkington and
Harry Leon Wilson. Producers became acutely title-conscious when
a show called We Can’t Be As Bad As All That folded in a week.
Critics couldn’t resist the opportunity to deny the titular assertion.
Morton Singer decided to take no chances—he changed the name
of his show in rehearsal, The Belle of Bald-Headed Row to Miss
Nobody From Starland. And that year a tribute to the art of Sarah
Bernhardt was paid by the Chicago booking of four of her cousins
who were billed in exactly that capacity.

The New York stage that year presented some interesting ex-
tremes in success and failure. A succession of hits for the New Am-
sterdam Theatre, like The Merry Widow and Madame X, netted
$125,000 for that house. While, for the first time on Broadway, two
legit shows were actually stranded—Daly’s New Grand Opera Com-
pany and The Country Girl company at the Herald Square. Salaries
unpaid, chorus girls were appeased with costume shoes, stockings
and dresses.

first cabaret-theatre a flop A much more expensive
failure was The Folies Bergere at the 46th Street Theatre, later
called the Fulton. Variety described it as “a burly show of the high-
est type.” The first of its kind in America, it offered a cabaret revue,
food and drink. Even with James J. Morton as its m.c., it failed
to click. Folding in the same year it opened, the Folies cost Jesse
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L. Lasky, later to become a movie giant, and Henry B. Harris, $100,-
000. Years later, Clifford C. Fischer, Earl Carroll, Ziggy atop his
New Amsterdam Roof (the Midnight Frolics) clicked with the
same policies. In 1911 Lasky was ahead of the times.

As in the realm of vaudeville, the movies found bitter enemies
among legitimate producers. In 1911 Charles Frohman put a
clause in all his contracts pertaining to moving picture work. There
was no welcome mat at Frohman’s for any stage actor who had
filled out a summer wait before the cameras.

At a later date, Keith-Albee was to emulate Frohman’s example
in vaudeville, by refusing to book any acts which appeared on the
radio. Few dreamed of a day when $10,000-$25,000-a-week stars like
Benny, Hope, Cantor, Kaye and Sinatra could swing around easily
and profitably from stage to screen to radio to nitery.

synge and barry fitzgerald Possibly the most not-
able achievement of the 1911 season was the importation of the
Irish Abbey Theatre Players from Dublin to open Boston’s New
Plymouth Theatre. This was the famous group that was to give,
among other great names, playwright J. M. Synge and actor Barry
Fitzgerald to the world. When Synge’s Playboy of the Western
World was first presented in Boston, New York and Philadelphia
in 1912, however, Irish societies led the public outcry against its
blasphemous tone.

The 1912 season was both terrible and wonderful. It was terrible
because of the worst summer in 20 years, closing theatres in all big
cities and stranding stock companies on the road. It was wonderful
because theatregoers were faced with a bewildering choice of 14
smash hits on Broadway. One of the biggest was Within the Law,
with the late Jane Cowl, which played to $156,000 in 13 weeks.

Many of the day’s important actors were paid on a guarantee and
percentage basis. Famed wearers of the buskin like David Warfield,
William H. Crane, William Gillette, Francis Wilson, Julian Eltinge,
Maude Adams, John Drew, May Irwin, Dustin and William Far-
num, and Willie Collier lived affluently on large estates. From stock
came Wagenhals & Kemper, the first an ex-leading man and Kem-
per an ex-stage director, and clicked big. In but a few years each



SINKING OF THE '"'TITANIC"® 63

retired with $1,000,000 in an era when the purchasing power was at
its highest level. They produced Paid in Full, Seven Days, and The
Man from Home, all smash hits. They gained prestige with a re-
vival of Tolstoy’s Resurrection, starring Blanche Walsh. They owned
the Astor Theatre on Broadway, truly a “house of hits,” and a nat-
ural location midriff in the heart of Times Square.

sinking of the titanie  The year that the Titanic sank
(throwing a pall over the boxoffice for weeks afterward) belonged
principally to musical comedy. The Winter Garden in that 1912
season offered the first Passing Show, starring Willie and Eugene
Howard, with Trixie Friganza and Charlotte Greenwood.

Weber & Fields reunited for the opening of the new Lew Fields
Music Hall, his solo venture. This was on the site of what later be-
came the 44th St. Theatre (and Nora Bayes Roof), which in turn
was razed in the late 1940s to give the New York Times additional
space, backing up that paper’s 43d St. plant. Fields, besides re-
uniting with Joe Weber, had a cast that included Marie Dressler,
Nora Bayes, Jack Norworth, Frank Daniels and Bessie Clayton.

Business was so lush for Sam Bernard’s All For The Ladies that
he paid his show girls $50 a weck, a record in 1912. Will Rogers,
featured with Blanche Ring in Wall Street Girl, his first Broadway
show, dryly confessed to the audience, “I knew it was all right for
so¢, but I was a little afraid at $2.” The sixth Ziegfeld Follies, in
the year Anna Held sued the producer for divorce, was again
clicko with song lyrics by Gene Buck, who later produced many of
Ziggy’s Follies editions, plus 16 of his Midnight Frolics.

Gene Buck was to become perhaps a greater figure with the years
as president of the American Society of Composers, Authors & Pub-
lishers, guiding that organization through some of its most critical
fights on sundry legislative fronts, with theatre-owners objecting to
paying a music tax, and the radio broadcasting interests ditto. Of
ASCAP, more anon.

Two oddities of the 1912 legitimate scene were Max Reinhardt’s
play without words at the Casino Theatre, Sumurun, and Martin
Beck’s first unsuccessful attempt to invade legit as a producer with
The Glass House, which closed in two days. When Beck, the great
vaudeville figure, finally died, his monument on Broadway was,
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oddly enough, the legitimate theatre on West 45th Street which
still bears his name.

It is the only legit house in New York west of 8th Avenue. When
Beck built it, he dreamed of opening up 8th Avenue into a new
Broadway, since the old Broadway was cramped for every inch of
space. But as the years went on show business, unheeding, moved
more east, in the direction of the Ziegfeld Theatre on 6th Ave.
Another real estate venture of show business caught with its divi-
dends down was the W. R. Hearst-Arthur Brisbane-Marion Davies
boom for Columbus Circle, a large hunk of which was theirs.
Hearst’s Cosmopolitan Theatre, later the International, remained
very much an old maid, because show biz just keep rollin’ along,
staying away from all off-trail doors. But with Television in 1950 it
was to become a key NBC-TV playhouse. There was preliminary talk
in 1951 of building a new Met op house in this locality—if the money
can be raised.

The chorus of firm, polite applause in 1913 that greeted a light
opera, Firefly, was significant. “There is not a coarse nor a vulgar
thing in it,” wrote Variety approvingly. Which was more than
could be said for many of the shows of that year, especially The
Lure and The Fight. Press agents helped out their “blue” shows
by writing phoney letters of indignation to the newspapers to stir
up spurious interest.

The season was otherwise fairly undistinguished by new offerings,
except possibly for George M. Cohan’s Seven Keys to Baldpate,
Douglas Fairbanks in Hawthorne of the U. S. A., Potash and Perl-
mutter (Barney Bernard and Alexander Carr), De Wolf Hopper in
The Beggar Student and Elsie Janis and Montgomery & Stone in
The Lady of the Slipper.

Within the Law was still going strong in New York with Jane
Cowl, and no less than six companies on the road, a feat equaled by
another attraction of that year, Must and Jeff. At the opposite pole
was a comedy-drama called Nancy, which played three Pennsyl-
vania towns to a gross of $86.10, of which the show’s portion was
$57.54—the lowest any show ever earned up to World War 1. The
gross might even have been lower, in keeping with the tendency
of managers to exaggerate. A standing show biz joke has to do
with the Shakespearean repertory troupe which did a $6 mati-
nee. . . . but the manager couldn’t resist. “We did $8,” he said.
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belasco and eoham  The two legitimate producers who
engraved their names on the highest niche of the period were David
Belasco and George M. Cohan. Belasco gave the stage its greatest
impetus toward realistic staging. He tolerated no painted water-
falls—on Belasco stages either real water spilled or none at all. He
was master of scenic and lighting effects, often so spectacular that
they stole the show from the actors. In one play he enchanted
audiences by having a cat walk onstage, stretch, then lay down to
play with a ball of yarn in front of a fireplace. Belasco ensured
this performance by cramping the cat in a small box for an hour
before stage time and releasing it from the wings on cue. The
yarn ball was smeared with catnip. It was also typical of the omnip-
otent Belasco that in 1912 he enraged actors by announcing he
would open a sorely-needed school of acting.

Cohan, like all good showmen, enjoyed offstage practical jokes.
Once he and Willie Collier, to stagger Louis Mann, who was a
very serious man despite being a great comedian, cut cards for what
they casually agreed would be “$1,000 a throw.” After a few hours
of this high-powered gambling in the presence of the awe-struck
Mann, Collier “won” two theatres from Cohan, using a stacked
deck. This was too much for Mann, who vainly pleaded with
Cohan to stop and chokingly told Collier he was doing a terrible
thing. They ignored him, and finally Collier “won” everything
Cohan possessed. Tears welled in Mann’s eyes. Finally Collier chal-
lenged his “impoverished” opponent, “I will now play you one cut
for Sam Harris!”

Cohan, the producer, with his partner, Sam H. Harris, shared
the honor of being the first showfolks to have their names on a din-
ner menu, when the Knickerbocker Hotel offered shirred eggs with
livers under the guise of “Cohan & Harris Special Eggs.” They also
shared the second highest nest egg of 1911 legitimate profits, follow-
ing William A. Brady and A.L. Erlanger, with earnings of $250,000.
Cohan turned down $10,000 a week offered him by Marcus Loew
to go into vaudeville in 1910, and the following year was paid more
than Caruso to sing 10 songs for the Victor Talking Machine Com-
pany.

For many actors of the period it was hard to resist the big money
in vaudeville. Two-a-day managers would watch musical comedies
for signs of failure or termination of runs, then dash frantically to
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win headliners of these shows for vaudeville. Legit stars often drew
smaller crowds than the regular vaudeville headliners, but they were
in demand for “prestige” and the newer class of patrons they at-
tracted.

In 1907 Tyrone Power, Sr., father of the 20th Century-Fox film
star of today, firmly refused to do a try-out skit with his wife but he
yielded six years later.

Between 1908 and 1910 the abduction of legitimate stars for the
two-a-day was a widespread practice. Fannie Ward accepted $2,000
a week to appear at Percy Williams’ Colonial in a scene from Van
Allen’s Wife, with a supporting cast that cost another $1,200 and
included William H. Boyd, later of the films (not the “Hopalong
Cassidy” Bill Boyd). So did the distinguished English actress, Mrs.
Patrick Campbell, who played at the Colonial in “The Sword of
Damocles” for $2,500 a week, and John Barrymore who made a hit
in his skit, “His Wedding Morn,” in 1913.

The Shuberts tried to reverse English in 1912 by tempting Al
Jolson with a five-year starring contract that would “put his name
in lights as big as Gaby Deslys’.” They kept their word the follow-
ing year by co-starring Deslys and Jolson in Honreymoon Express.

Few brighter stars shown in the prewar world of legitimate than
Maude Adams, whose Peter Pan a woman confessed to sitting
through an amazing total of 47 times. (Only Sinatra’s bobbysoxers
a third-of-a<century later approached that) When Miss Adams
opened in Chantecler at the Knickerbocker Theatre in 1911, one of the
year’s outstanding successes, there were no less than 22 curtain calls,
only the last of which she acknowledged by herself. American
actors of that day, incidentally, acknowledged curtain calls by bow-.
_ing to the audience first, then to each other. English actors started a
new vogue in 1912 by standing rigidly motionless at curtain calls,
staring out into the audience like a group daguerreotype.

Among male actors, suave personalities rode the highest legitimate
crests of the era. Audiences admired John Drew as much for his
gentlemanly, “very classy” manner as for his sterling acting ability.
Otis Skinner was respected for his “excellent elocution and graceful,
florid style.” George Arliss could do more with his eloquent nostrils
than most actors could with every dramatic trick in the book. Willie
Collier’s comedy was polished along Ronald Colman lines, with
smooth, ironic overtones. As against all these “gentlemen” actors,
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however, David Warfield held his own with unabashedly senti-
mental, highly emotional, tearjerking tactics, using such homely
material as a father’s love for his child.

Warfield’s “If you don't vant her, I vant her!” is still remembered.
Memories of many other great stars of the day are evoked by the
verbal trademarks of their curtain speeches. “That’s all there is, there
isn’t any more,” was Ethel Barrymore’s tagline. De Wolf Hopper,
regardless of the show he appeared in, inevitably took his bows
with a going-over of “Casey At the Bat.”

There is an interesting story, never told till now, behind the most
famous curtain speech in all show business—George M. Cohan’s,
“My father thanks you, my mother thanks you, my sister thanks
you, and I thank you.” It was actually invented by Julius Tannen,
the monologist, who thought of it as a mock curtain line when
doing an imitation of Cohan at an amateur show put on by the
Armour meat company employees, while he was Armour’s secre-
tary. Cohan saw Tannen do the take-off that night, and borrowed
the tagline for as long as he appeared with members of his family.
Although Tannen later went into vaudeville, and worked for
George M. Cohan, he never once suggested that Cohan’s famous
curtain speech was his own original idea.

Kickapoo and Bernhardt, Too

x

Broadway could no more absorb all the theatrical hopefuls
of 1905-1913 than it can today. But the road both could and did.
Hinterlanders were starved for the sight of anything that didn’t
squeal, moo or cluck. Farmers would travel miles even to attend a
store demonstration of a new slicing machine. The road situation
was akin to the reply of the farmer who was reprimanded by his
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wife for losing his money to a gambling table that was obviously
crooked. “I know it’s crooked,” he drawled, “but, heck, it’s the only
game in town.”

As an example of the contempt in which actors and shoestring
producers held the road, a 1go5 Variety ad stated baldly. “Who’s
got a new show to sell for $50? Anything will do as long as there
is lots of printing, and suitable for playing small towns. State all
first letter.”

James Madison’s Budget was a bestseller among road “actors” at
$1 a throw, earning Madison between $15,000 and $20,000 a year.
This was a paper-bound book with “acts” for two men, a man and
a woman, sketches, minstrel shows, monologs, parodies, and the
like. Professionals even used this material, which ran for 50 annual
editions before Madison died. Most of the material was pure corn
—but it was a blessing to the newcomer.

No actor wanted a road engagement if he could help it—but
many couldn’t help it. One-night stands in small towns, where cur-
tains were hung with safety pins, were grueling ordeals. The “opry
house” was usually a hall over a jail, or in the public baths, taber-
nacle or livery stable.

Most shows carried their own “paper,” or billboard posters, to
announce their “sensational” attractions. The Miner Lithograph Co.
ran an ad in 1908 Variety which listed stock posters for sale, and
stated: “You can use any script you have to fit the title.” Which
might explain why, in one small town, Hamlet was billed as “How
A Step-Father Got His Dues.”

In San Francisco’s Pacific Street—called “Terrific Street”—the
Thalia was still going strong in 1910 with the type of entertainment
that first gave the Barbary Coast its reputation. Backstage, a list of
prior-day regulations for honkytonk actors was still to be seen on
one of the walls: “No vulgar language allowed in green room, boxes
or dressing rooms. . . . Ladies and performers must turn down the
gas every time they leave the dressing rooms. . . . All lady perform-
ers must wear tights. . . . Ladies are not allowed to run each other
down to customers in the boxes . . . Performers are not allowed to
guy or laugh in acts or turns. . . . Performers are obliged to do as
many acts and specialties as requested by the managers. . . .”
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As the era wore on, and rural audiences were offered a wider
" choice of entertainment in 5¢ and 10¢ movies, one-night stands be-
came more and more unprofitable. The abrupt dearth of attractions
caused theatres to put up “to let” signs. In Los Angeles “The g¢
Theatre” advertised eight acts and 6,000 feet of film—at a bargain
basement g¢.

medicine showmen In spite of cheap movie competition,
however, some forms of roadshow business stood up rather well.
In 1911 there were in the United States 180 stock companies playing
Broadway hits to full hinterland houses. But the medicine shows
were a business all their own. Salary expenses were low because so
many roadshows were closing that actors for stock or for “selling
the snake oil” were a drug on the market. Not all the stock com-
panies were scrupulous about paying royalties. This slight oversight
cost one Hilliard Wright a conviction for play piracy when he pro-
duced the Broadway success, Paid in Full, at Aberdeen, South Da-
kota, without benefit of prior legal sanction.

Eventually, even the bucolics got wise to the phoney purveyors
of nostrums, yclept the medicine show. However, as evidence of the
stability of the medicine show, when the Kickapoo Indian Medicine
Co. went on the block in 1911, after 30 years roaming the American
plains and hamlets, it still brought $250,000. At one time there were
150 medicine shows on the road, all of them featuring one or more
Kickapoo Indians. The medicine show was the training school for
many headliners and show figures.

‘unele tom’s eabin® “Tom” shows were still circulating
in 1912 and 1913, and there were 13 big, successful minstrel troupes
on the road, including Lew Dockstader’s, Al Fields’ and Dumont’s.
But the only real gold was mined by the top headliners of the era
on tour—Harry Lauder, George M. Cohan and Sarah Bernhardt,
the former with his own vaudeville show, the latter two with legiti-
mate attractions.

Harry Lauder made road history in 1908 with his special Lauder
Train, under the management of William Morris. Moving with
startling speed for those times, he visited 15 cities, playing 50 shows
in 26 days. At a daily salary and transportation expense of $2,500,
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the road engagement cost $65,000, but reaped a boxoffice fortune at
a 50¢-$2 scale. The troupe consisted of a 15-piece orchestra, Scots
pipers and a supporting cast for Lauder. Six advance men traveled
ahead of the show, stirring up public enthusiasm and frothing it
with a triumphant street parade.

George M. Cohan toured his Yankee Prince throughout the South
and West in 1910, traveling in a special train as Lauder did. He
boldly charged a $4-$5 price scale—known at that time as “Grand
Opera Prices”—and made a grand opera cleanup.

The 1911 road tour of Sarah Bernhardt was a b.o. landslide, break-
ing all records, particularly in the West. The movements of the
Divine Sarah were of such supreme interest that the month before
she was scheduled to appear in Chicago, Variety reported, “The
theatre she is to play in is being kept secret.”

new circuits spring up  Some upheavals in show busi-
ness of 1911-1912 had a peculiar effect upon “the road.” When big-
time vaudeville became practically a monopoly, with the defeat of
Martin Beck’s attempt to compete with Keith in the East, its prod-
uct suffered as all products must when competition is eliminated.

Actors, producers and other vital factors of bigtime vaudeville be-
gan to desert to other fields, angered by the highhanded tactics of
the Keith-Albee eastern monopoly. Many went into musical comedy,
and many more went with smaller chains which were booming as a
result—the Pantages Circuit and the newer combine of Loew-Sulli-
van & Considine. These chains respected the actor, either playing
acts as booked, or paying them off . . . no peremptory cancellations.

Some stars went out with vaude roadshows, giving their best per-
formances in opposition to Keith-Albee houses. Eva Tanguay was
one of those who had the satisfaction of kicking Keith-Albee hard
in the boxoffice wherever she played. Other stars who took to the
road in 1913 were Marie Dressler, Alice Lloyd and Weber & Fields,
all of whom clicked. Anna Held’s road tour earned more than
enough for John Cort to compensate for the losses of his Lillian
Russell roadshow.

Willard Mack and Marjorie Rambeau, stock faves of the West,
came east in a skit called “Kick In,” which he later elaborated into
a hit legit meller. From that Mack developed into a topnotch actor-
writer of melodrama, while Miss Rambeau scored in tough-but-
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goldenhearted roles on stage and screen. Mack’s metier was the
red-coat Royal Mounted cop who always got his man; he was the
outstanding portrayer of the Canadian police officer.

To bolster flagging business in 1913, some road theatres began
to make deals with retail stores. At Westbrook, Maine, the manager
of the Scenic Theatre increased attendance 25 per cent by giving
away store trading stamps. And to open Chicago’s new Colonial
Theatre with a bang, impresarios Jones, Linick & Schaefer per-
mitted the Boston Store to sell admissions for the premiere at 1¢
a piece, jamming 10,000 Chicagoans into the Colonial’s four per-
formances.

In discussing the road situation just before the war period, Variety
disclosed that “many chiseling vaude managers were giving the
road a black eye through sharp practices.” They would pay off acts
in dimes, nickels and quarters, just before train time, when actors
had no time to verify totals. When they counted up aboard the train,
they usually found themselves shortchanged.

the nabes The public, disappointed by the declining calibre
of bigtime vaudeville, was turning to neighborhood smalltime thea-
tres which gave them equally good, or better, shows at a 25¢ top.
Some began to offer bigger, finer shows than the desperate r12-act
bills Keith-Albee flung into the widening breach to hold their
ground.

Others, feeling vaudeville was on its way out, became outright
picture houses. “The high cost of living,” Variety commented dryly
in 1912, “is the excuse for neighborhood houses cutting vaudeville
and just running pictures in Chicago.” But it was obviously the high
cost of bigtime vaudeville—which didn’t pay off at the boxoffice.
In a desperate effort to hold audiences, bigtime vaudeville managers
went to extremes in 1913. Proctor’s started a 12-act bill on a four-a-
day basis, with no films. The New York Theatre topped that with
a 17-act policy, dished out in one matinee and two night shows.

Hammerstein’s and the Palace offered lavish spectacle acts. Lew
Fields, opening his new Music Hall on 44th St., west of Broadway,
where the New York Times’ presses now roar, fought his neighbors
with expensive $1.50 top productions. A typical bill offered Sam
Bernard in a scene from The Modiste Shop, using 44 people in the
act, and the Carmen Ballet, with a cast of 8;.
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tab shows  Out of this turmoil came a new entertainment
form—the “tabloid.” This was an abbreviated musical comedy at
the vaudeville level, which originated and had its greatest success
in the Midwest. The career of tabs was short-lived but sensational.

In 1912 some 30 theatres abandoned vaudeville and offered
nothing but tabs. Playing at a 10¢-20¢-30¢ scale, they earned bigger
grosses than roadshows had attracted at $1.50 admissions. Profits for
tabs reached $2,500 and $3,000 weekly.

Tab shows ran from 80 minutes to an hour and a half. The usual
show, which was paid about $700 a week, consisted of four or five
principals, seven or eight chorus girls, with one set of scenery. Trans-
portation costs were borne by the manager. Although tab performers
preferred to think of themselves as of musical comedy lineage, a
healthy percentage of tabs were really junior burlesque shows.

The most successful tab show of the period was “The Duke of
Bull Durham,” which featured the Four Marks (later Marx) Broth-
ers with their mother, Minnie Palmer, as manager. Other top tab
shows were “The Suffragette,” “The Princess,” “Doings of Dorothy,”
“A Knight For A Day,” and “Isle of Spice.” A favorite bit of tab
business, as a sample of the fare offered, had an actress sing a few
mock opera notes, inquiring, “What do you think of my execution?”
Whereuapon the comic’s rejoinder was: “I'm in favor of it.”

Variety reported a rather pathetic incident concerning a man who
owned a playhouse in Frigonia, North Dakota. He persuaded a tab
show to play there by offering the first $1,000 receipts. But when the
tab grossed only $80o, its principals told the manager they were
sorry he had played the show at a loss.

The manager merely smiled. “Me and the wife gets lonesome up
here in the winter,” he said. “We just wanted some nice company.”

amusement parks . There were many more thespians on
the road than merely those in stock companies, vaudeville and tab
shows. Thousands more had skip-and-jump bookings in amusement
parks, circuses, Wild West shows, fairs and hippodrome spectacles.
Mail was a serious problem for all of these, including the Ginsberg
Indian Medicine Co. (sic) touring the West, even after Variety fol-
lowed the old Clipper by inaugurating its theatrical post office in
1906. Mail sent via Variety would be forwarded to catch any actor
on the road at his closest booking date.
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Amusement parks offered actors valuable road and New York
engagements throughout the 1905-1913 era. These first came into
existence as an ingenious idea of the traction companies to induce
more people to ride on streetcars. Coney Island’s Luna Park started
as “Sea Lion Park,” where gay swains took their dates, via trolley,
for a day at the “briny,” plus hot dogs, beer garden refreshments,
and a decorum-melting ride on the Giant Swing, forerunner of all
thrill rides.

Luna Park in 1905 was offering such breathtaking divertissement
as “A Trip to the Moon,” Bostock’s Animals, “Fire and Flames,”
and “The Igorrots Village,” while Dreamland presented “Midget
City” and “Piccolo Midgets.” It was Dreamland which transfigured
the old Coney from a shantytown of cheap shacks, tawdry shows,
midway performers and disreputable hotels to a lavish, respectable
playground. Dreamland’s “Creation” show, a fig-leaf interpretation
of Genesis, earned $226,000 that season.

That year White City, a $1,000,000 amusement park, opened
in Chicago. In New York, Senator Chauncey M. Depew was ru-
mored to be throwing a million into opening an amusement park
at Brighton Beach which would turn empty beach and sand into a
higher<class Coney Island. The plan fell through, but later on an
enterprising showman utilized Brighton Beach to stage a head-on
collision of wornout locomotives as a spectacle, and the staged crash
played to a full open-air stadium.

Hundreds of amusement parks all over the country were offering
vaudeville shows, musical comedies and brass bands. The bands,
specializing in military marches, waltzes and cornet solos, included
Pat Conway and his Ithaca Band, Ferulli, Brooks, Creatore, Ellery’s,
Kryl, Duss, Gargulos and Caliendos Venetian Band. In 1906, the
king of bandleaders, Sousa, was offered $20,000 to play four weeks
in White City Park, but refused to demean his art by performing at
any establishment which only charged 10¢ admission. Vaudeville
gradually replaced the band acts in the parks, despite the difficulties
of open-air acoustics and the thundering competition of the roller
coaster.

Reviewing the prospects of 1906 show business, Variety wrote,
“Looks like a banner season for the parks. . . . 400 of 'em.” And
it was. There was an upsurge in thrill entertainment and spectacles
~Rides of Death and Suicide Seckers, like Gadbins, who actually
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did die in a go-foot high dive, when he struck a piece of the diving
tower structure during his plunge. Dreamland did a fantastic busi-
ness with a unique re-enactment of the San Francisco earthquake,
requiring a tremendous cast both onstage and backstage.

Palisades Park in New Jersey was opened by the Schenck Brothers
in 1go8. It made their fortune and led to the eventual rise of Nicholas
M. Schenck as president of Loew’s, Inc., and Joseph M. Schenck as
a film studio mogul at 20th Century-Fox and elsewhere.

The park specialized in an aeronautical atmosphere. It main-
tained a permanent airship experimental station, with daily flights
for thrill-seekers in the big airship, “Boomerang,” flown by airman
Charles O. Jones. In 1910 the park sent Young Goodale in a little
balloon dirigible, bannered with a Palisades ad flying over Broadway.
Goodale sailed very low over the Times Building, and then over
Hammerstein’s, shouting down to the audience on the Roof The-
atre and disrupting the performance. Exactly 36 years later, con-
sciously or unconsciously, adman Howard Dietz paid Nicholas M.
Schenck a handsome compliment when he publicized The Yearling,
a Loew production, by advertising it on—that’s right—a blimp over
Broadway.

1 Hope It Rains Today’

«
Although burlesque was not the kingpin it had been in the
Gay Nineties, it was doing very well for itself in the adolescent
years of the 20th century. More than any other factor in show
business, burlesque dealt the death blow to melodrama. Melo fans
who still craved trussed ladies on railroad tracks and buzzsaw plat-
forms turned to the movies.
Variety reviewed a typical burly show, “The New Century Girls
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of 1907,” through the eyes of the editor’s young son. Skigie de-
clared, with all the candor of his nine tender years: “I can’t tell what
it’s about, and I don’t want to go any more. In the first act it’s just
all about Lillian Russell and Mansfield, and bye and bye a fellow
gets shot and that’s all I could make out. . . . All the chorus girls
are homely, and sometimes they are wearing short dresses . . . and
sometimes nothing at all (flesh tights). They make me sick when
they have nothing on. Somebody is singing all the time, and they
sang ‘Schnitzelbank.’” (Because children were becoming an in-
creasingly important boxoffice factor, Variety’s founder, Sime Silver-
man, frequently let the trade see how its offcolor wares impressed
the juvenile minds.)

Anna Held had an upsetting influence on burlesque when she
first appeared onstage in a musical with a beauty mark on her cheek.
Almost overnight every lady in burlesque—as well as ladies offstage
—broke out in a rash of beauty spots. These could be bought ready-
made, or put on with black plaster. Showgirls used them both to
appear “exotic” and to disguise facial blemishes. Beauty spots grad-
ually began to appear in the shape of stars and moons, growing
successively larger. Distraught managers, worried lest the fad logi-
cally culminate with their showgirls in blackface, boycotted ‘beauty
spots into an eventual decline.

The first burlesque theatre to open on Broadway was the Colum-
bia in 1909. The show, “Follies of New York and Paris,” starred
Charlie Howard.

“I hope it rains today” was the byword of burlesque business,
which depended more on inclement weather than talent to bring in
“floaters” to its matinees.

Most boxers today become restaurateurs upon retiring from the
ring, but most ex-fighters of those days joined burlesque companies.
The great John L. had his own John L. Sullivan Players in 1907.
“He’s with burly,” Variety reported, “and keeping sober.” ’

There were not only pugilistic gentlemen in burlesque, but also
some two-fisted ladies. Miss Juno, a distaff version of Man Moun-
tain Dean, offered $500 to any man her own weight she couldn’t
throw. There were also lady burlesque managers—Agnes Barry of
Albany and Ora Dresselhaus of Cincinnati’s Standard Theatre.

Burlesque had been cleaned up considerably at the turn of the
century, but the passing years gradually restored its gleaming im-
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purity. By 1907 the smutty shows were playing to much bigger
grosses than denatured rivals. Some of the lid-lifting burly houses
were breaking records. A femme named Odell set the pace by per-
forming the first striptease at New York’s American Theatre. An-
other, who called herself Atlanta, raised hair on bald heads by dis-
robing to tights on a high wire, at the old London Theatre in New
York.

The air was so blue over Chicago that year that the police were
forced to declare unconditional warfare on cooch dancers. But the
fierce reform gale quickly expended itself, and the storm windows
were just as quickly taken down. Writing of Chicago in 1910, 2
prominent smut-hunter of the day, Samuel Paynter Wilson, re-
ported a scandalous state of affairs, indeed. “Absolute indecency
reigns supreme,” he thundered. “The performers (of burlesque),
mostly women of the underworld, are paid to amuse the audiences
by kicking up their heels. The higher they kick, the more they are
paid. The hooche-kooche and the Salomé dances are here given in
all their rottenness. Vulgar sayings and gestures are indulged in to a
degree that is amazing even in this enlightened age. These shows
are liberally supported by all classes of men. Price of admission is
low, and the performance suited to the tastes of the audience.”

The hootchy-kootchy, as the reformer phrased it, later became
known as the cooch. “Little Egypt,” the nautch dancer, started this
at the famous St. Louis Exposition in 1904 with a relatively normal
routine of gyrations of the torso. “Bumps” were added to this, also
the spinning of the breasts and the rump. And eventually it proved
the undoing of burlesque when the low comics gave way to lower
grinds and strips. For a time Gypsy Rose Lee gave class to the
striptease, accented by a “lady author” and pseudo-culture overtone
that did as much to refine her showmanship as when Gene Tunney
mixed up his fisticuffs with Shakespeare.

While burlesque continued to concoct its shows purely out of the
physical differences in human gender, it nevertheless became in-
fected with the same fever that was inspiring vaudeville to hang
red velvet drapes behind singers for “class.” By 1911 Variety was
hanging out storm signals with the headline: “Burlesque Getting
Too Classy; Conference May Result.”

Officials of burlesque’s “eastern wheel,” the Columbia Amuse-
ment Co., were worried that burly managers had shot the bankroll
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too lavishly that season. Overproduction, they insisted, was getting
away from the burly idea. Leaders who gilded the lily were forcing
others to follow suit, with a consequent kick in the b.o. for every-
body.

Two pieces and an olio—*“the real burlesque”—was what the busi-
ness needed, opined the Columbia wheel. The fancied-up version of
1911, with its “book” that entailed special music, lyrics and produc-
tion numbers, was bringing burlesque into disastrous competition
with road musical comedy combinations. So burlesque, instead of
dressing, reversed gears and returned to the fine old formula of
merely undressing.

Burlesque, dressed and undressed, suffered a decline toward the
close of the prewar period. The Columbia wheel, searching for
greener fields; hit upon New Haven as an ideal burlesque market.
After all, college boys. . . . They decided to try the Yale environs
for an experimental three days in 1912. When the show opened at
the Hyperion Theatre, unruly undergraduates criticized the prima
donna with a shower of unfresh vegetables.

Business was so bad at the Casino, Brooklyn, that the manage-
ment resorted to audience giveaways. It coaxed patronage first with
prize offers of coal, then hams, then a goat—and finally, in a frenzy
of desperation, a live horse. A wit suggested that Miner’s then offer a
$100 reward to anyone who would take the burly show off its hands.

Miner’s 8th Avenue, in Manhattan, closed in 1913 for repairs.
When it reopened, it was no longer a burlesque house. That year
both the Columbia and Western wheels fought to hold their ground
against the opposition of a new chain, the Progressive Burlesque
wheel, which controlled 21 houses at a 50¢ admission scale. And to
make matters worse, a new burly circut sprang up in Chicago, offer-
ing actors a g-week booking in theatres that played to a 10¢ admis-
sion.

Burlesque needed more than “rain today.” It needed a monsoon—
and the monsoon came with the war years.

birth of the cabarets Entertainment-while-you-cat was
not exactly a new idea when cabaret, forerunner of the speakeasy
and night club, popularized it starting about 1911. Combination
eye-car-and-mouth feasts existed for many years before, in one hy-
brid form or another.
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Early in the century, the talents of Jimmy Durante and Eddie
Cantor were consumed at Coney Island cafes along with steins of
foaming beer and thick rye sandwiches. And an exclusive form of
cabaret was given three nights a week at the Cafe Beaux Arts on
West 4oth Street, near 6th Avenue, where headliners gave ad lib
performances before an audience of professionals who attended by
invitation only. In 19og Farbacher of New Orleans introduced “acts
while you eat,” and Saratoga and Boston restaurants began offering
vaudeville between courses.

But the cabaret really got up steam with the appearance of the
illfated Folies Bergere venture in 1911. Born before the general
public was ready for it, the Folies ironically aroused an interest in
cabaret that began to spread only after its demise. Acts that had
formerly appeared in rathskellers went into vaudeville, singing rag-
time, and audiences whistled in approval. Then the rathskellers
gave vaudeville its coon-shouters, and more eyes began to turn to-
ward the new cradle of talent.

The rathskeller was not slow to realize its opportunity. To suit
its newly-acquired prestige, it changed its name to “cabaret,” a
Parisian term for cafe entertainment. The better Broadway cafes
followed suit, and even the Folies Bergere—before its death, adopted
the name for its midnight variety performance.

Cabaret shows were already costing $1,000 by 1gr2. The biggest
New York palaces of gastronomic art and mirth, like the truly
Parisian Louis Martin’s, along with Maxim’s and Shanley’s, were
taking in staggering weekly rewards ranging from $15000 to
$25,000. Smaller cabarets, many with singing waiters, began to pay
more attention to their stage than to their kitchen,

. how ascap was borm It was because of this eating-to-
music-and-entertainment that Victor Herbert conceived the idea of
ASCAP (the American Society of Composers, Authors and Pub-
lishers). An habitué of Shanley’s, then in the rear of the Putnam
Building on 43d St. and Broadway (now the Paramount Build-
ing), he was struck with the idea that Tom Shanley got his fancy
prices for his viands and vintages, because of the general “atmos-
phere.” Said atmosphere included music, and if the performance
of his (Herbert’s) operetta music, along with excerpts from Friml,
Kerker, Hoschna and Hirsch musicals, which he heard regularly
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while dining at Shanley’s, was b.o. for the swank eatery then, fig-
ured Herbert, the songsmith rated a fee for the use of that music
commercially. Herbert took his problem to his friend and counselor
Nathan Burkan and thus was ASCAP cradled.

The cabaret craze spread so rapidly in 1912 that New York was
offering drink-eat-and-be-merry shows at the Cafe Boulevard,
Fleischman’s, College Inn, Berry’s Cafe, Cafe Revu, Pabst’s 125th
Street, Empire Hotel, Carlton Terrace, Fleischman’s (Bronx), Rec-
tor’s, Joel’s, Ritz Grill, Healey’s 125th Street, Sonntag’s Summer
Garden, Poodle Dog, Max Voll’s Alhambra Rathskeller, Raub’s
(Brooklyn), Hickey’s (Brooklyn), Churchill’s, Garden, Frolics,
Old Vienna, Faust’s, Lincoln, Pekin and many others.

Cabaret on two floors, i la Gay Nineties, was offered at Hickey’s.
Ten singers, a dance orchestra plus a novelty banjo orchestra, were
featured at Faust’s. Lincoln’s and Pekin’s started the cabaret vogue
of having entertainers mingle with patrons. Many of the brightest
gems in the diadem of show business were first cut and polished in
cabarets. Among them were Irving Berlin, Blossom Seeley, Sophie
Tucker, George Whiting, Harry Fox, and of course, Durante and
Cantor.

Although cabaret earned a quick admission into theatre society of
the East, in the West it was more suspect because of its honkytonk
origins. The police commissioner of San Francisco compelled cab-
aret and cafe entertainers to be photographed and numbered at
police headquarters. In his zeal to keep careful tabs on the worst
dives, he did not overlook the best. The custom persists nationally
today in respect to night clubs.

Even the Winter Garden bowed to the craze by introducing its
Palais de Danse Cabaret, later the Lido (Prohibition era) and in
recent years a chowmeinery. But not every restaurant joined the ex-
odus—some even put stiff signs in their windows to advise music-
hating epicures: No caBarer HERE. Further distinctions were made
between “dancing” cabarets and “restaurant” cabarets. The situation
became so confused that one could not be sure of simply eating,
dancing, hearing or seeing a show. If the appellation “cabaret” meant
anything, it inferred merely that something was offered besides
meals.

Cabaret quickly became “smart” for the smart set. Cabaret danc-
ers also became social lions—and social lions became cabaret dancers.
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Lew Quinn, pet of the Four Hundred, sent Joan Sawyer’s salary
soaring by dancing as her partner. Irene and Vernon Castle, appear-
ing in Chicago, danced “The Castle Walk” down the aisle of the
city’s first “tango wedding,” uniting Florence Eizendrath and L.
Montefiore Stein in terpsichorean but legal wedlock. The Castles
had their own cabaret—Sans Souci Restaurant.

The famous ballerina, La Poukouwa, decided there was a brighter
future in cabaret, so she made the switch by dancing the Turkey
Trot. Mae Murray scored a hit in cabarets as substitute partner for
Carlos Sebastian, doing the Barcarole Dance. John Murray Ander-
son, now the well-known director, and Sefiorita Tencitor gave les-
sons at the Hotel Astor’s Tango Teas. Other well-known society
dancers included Martin Brown and Rozicka Dolly (Dolly Sisters),
Hale & Paterson, Hyson & Dickson, Harry Wallace & Kathryn
Hatfield, Fontaine & Fischer, John Mason & Lois Whitney, Mrs.
Ralph Hertz & Lester Sheechan and Al Davis & Bonnie Glass.

All of them were no little disturbed by the imposition of a one-
o’clock curfew, aimed to keep New York’s cabarets within “respect-
able” bounds. Cabarets were barred entirely in—of course—Boston.

ecuropean invasiom  The pre-World War I years were
lush ones for show business overseas as well as at home. 190s-1906
began a virtual invasion of England by American talent. W. C.
Fields juggled at Manchester in a pantomime called “Cinderella,”
Houdini broke manacles and records all over Europe, including
England. Barton & Ashley were a big hit in their act, “Canal Boat
Sal.”

To keep up with its ocean-hopping readers, Variety put on seven-
league boots only one year after its inception. It proudly announced
in 1906 that the paper could be purchased in Canada and all the
capitals of Europe. Which was very pleasing news to such Variety
fans as Will Rogers, who was then booked at Berlin’s Winter Gar-
den for a solid year, making a big hit among Deutschlanders with
his go-foot rope.

The two-way traffic of actors across the Atlantic persisted right
up to the outbreak of the First World War. In 1907 steamship agent
Paul Tausig sold 200 passages going over, and brought roo acts
from Europe.

Not every American feature clicked with English audiences. The
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fast-talking monologist, Julius Tannen, laid an egg in London be-
cause his machine-gun wit poured round after round of blanks
over the heads of the bewildered English. But laying an egg was
better than being hit by one, the sad fate of Carrie Nation, “The
Anti-Souse Queen,” when she appeared at London’s Canterbury
Theatre in 1909. Upon the collision of the egg and Carrie, she in-
dignantly ripped up her contract and went home.

The English theatre was operated on much more ethical standards
than its American cousin. An English contract was as good as gold.
If cancellations were necessary, artists were paid in full. In 1912,
when an act was lucky to get a 10-week booking in America, one
English manager booked a run-of-the-mill actor, Charles Stevens,
for eight solid years in advance, 52 weeks each year. The English
liked to buy their acts wholesale—at wholesale prices—which ex-
plained why Harry Lauder had been tied up for years on long-term
contracts at a modest—for him—salary.

from diabolo to tangoe Like America, England was
seized with sudden crazes which were quickly reflected in the the-
atre. In 1907 London had an attack of the spinning bobbin, or
“Diabolo,” acts. In 1911 ragtime swept the country, and London’s
Hello Ragtime Review became a smash hit. In 1912 England sud-
denly evinced a tremendous interest in minstrel revivals, and burnt
cork sales shot up. At the very close of the prewar period, Variety
reported, “England Tango Mad.”

Paris also made show news in 1912, by paying its highest vaude-
ville salary to Gaby Deslys and Harry Pilcer, the American who
became the French star’s dancing partner. When Paris’ Jap actor,
Kowakami, learned he was ailing that year, he asked to be taken
onstage, where he proceeded to take his final curtain surrounded by
his company.

English opera stars throughout the prewar years were very big
business in London vaudeville. In 1910, the manager of the Palace,
Alfred Butt, paid $5,000 for a week’s engagement of prima donna
Lina Cavalieri, only offering half that for Anna Held. Viennese
composer Oscar Straus made his first vaudeville appearance at Lon-
don’s Coliseum Theatre in 1912 accompanied by a 42-piece orchestra.

Mascagni scored a triumph that year with his Cavalleria Rusticana
at the London Hippodrome. The show was paid $7,000 a week for
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its 65-piece orchestra and company of so. The cast, which was
changed at every performance, employed three entire companies.
The Hippodrome also offered Leoncavallo, composer of Pagliacci,
with an orchestra, at a cost of $5,000 a week.

Despite the fact that a 1910 Variety survey showed more theatres

in New York than in London, Paris and Berlin together, overseas
bookings kept increasing astronomically until 1913, when over 700
acts were either booked or playing abroad. One of them was Irving
Berlin, who was paid $1,000 weekly to sing the songs he had writ-
ten. He gave Londoners a sp *cial treat by writing a special song to
appeal to them the day before his opening—“The International Rag.”

Wilkie Bard, who had made a hit at Hammerstein's some years
before, accepted a $3,250 booking at the Palace in 1913. He was a
famous English comedian whose songs, “Night Watchman,” “Hail
Smilin’ Morn,” and “Chrysanthemums,” were immensely popular
in London. Bard opened at a Monday matinee—and quit in disap-
pointment over his poor reception. Before he could take the boat
back, however, Sime in Variety pointed out that his only mistake
was in trying to ape American comedians instead of sticking to his
own very fine Welsh humor. The constructive criticism caused Albee
to offer, and Bard to accept, another chance three days later. He
stayed for four weeks, an overwhelming boxoffice success.

Broadway producer Charles Frohman had first call on almost ev-
ery comedy and drama written by a European author. In 1913 Klaw
& Erlanger rivaled his franchise by taking s-year options on every
Continental writer of musical comedy.

Show business was so international by 1913 that Variety opened
a world-wide “information bureau,” offering a Dun & Bradstreet
type of lowdown on any figure of the entertainment world. Any
request accompanied by $2, or a $100 annual subscription permit-
ting 200 requests, would provide an inquirer with a full dossier on
any theatrical notable from New York City to Calcutta. Variety to-
day offers the same service, somewhat abbreviated, gratis.

op beoff h.o. Although grand opera was a somewhat remote
branch of show business to Variety, it reflected some of its triumphs
and curiosa in those early days of glitter. It never failed to report
the doings of Enrico Caruso, opera’s most glamorous figure—par-
ticularly when they affected vaudeville, as in 1911 when Keith’s
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in Boston offered its patrons Caruso (on the phonograph) with a
full house orchestra accompaniment.

It was, above all else, interested in Caruso’s boxoffice accomplish-
ments. Thus we learn that the great tenor upped his $3,000-per-con-
cert take in the United States with a record South American tour
in 1912 that paid him $84,000, at $8,000 a night in Buenos Aires, and
$7,000 a night elsewhere. Returning from his triumphant tour, Ca-
ruso gathered some Broadway friends at his apartment and cele-
brated by singing, “Has Anyone Here Seen Kelly?” Offered $15,600
for three performances in Puerto Rico the following year, Caruso
accepted on condition that his expenses be paid, including a retinue
of 12 people and a throat doctor. They didn’t sign Caruso.

Good or bad, opera of that day had one advantage no other type
of show business enjoyed—a Social Register audience who used it as
a frame to set off jewels, tiaras, furs, and other external manifesta-
tions of blue blood. Consequently, when orchestra seats rose in price
from $5 to $6 in 1911, it was a matter of supreme indifference to the

clientele. Who quibbles over a buck where social prestige is in-
volved?

Morris Worries the Fox

x

The backstage drama of show business, 1905-1913, was often
more absorbing than the entertainment out front. In many respects
it was pure melodrama—with Keith-Albee as dual villains in side-
burns, and William Morris as the hero. Viewed today, the conflicts
behind the proscenium seem rather like profane farce comedy.

Vaudeville had been profitable in the heyday of Tony Pastor, but
those times were nothing like the treasure chest it became during
Variety’s swaddling days. America’s pockets were filling rapidly,
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and Americans—being Americans—wanted to empty them on the
good things of life, which for millions meant sex, liquor and enter-
tainment.

Opera and the drama held little appeal for this new strata of the-
atregoers. That entertainment was too high-priced, too difficult to
understand, too “tony.” It wasn’t necessary to dress up for vaude-
ville; the audience was plain people, like yourself.

To win control of this immense, mass Croesus, showmen fought
each other without morals, scruples or mercy. Giants like Keith-
Albee ringed their empire with barbed wire, signing truces with one
set of enemies to stave off attack from the rear, while at the same
time they attempted to destroy another challenger at their flanks.

As a subplot to all this blood-and-thunder, the actors fought their
own private skirmishes against the warring titans. Showmen were
delighted when thieves fell out, and each side wooed actors’ sup-
port with dazzling salary offers. They benefited by the circuit em-
pires set up by rival showmen, which offered artists better bookings
and steadier employment. Not content with these incidental crumbs
from the bosses’ table, actors waged organized warfare against all
producers and managers by uniting in primitive types of trade
unions.

keith & albee’s ubo At the center of almost every thea-
tre storm of the period stood vaudeville king B. F. Keith and his
Richelieu, E. F. Albee. Both were shrewd ex-circus men who frankly
considered the domain of vaudeville theirs by inheritance. The
United Booking Office, which had a practical monopoly on book-
ing all acts for all theatres, was ruled by Albee with a hand no less
free than iron.

Opposing Keith-Albee at every turn, worrying the fox from un-
expected directions, rising up as often as he was crushed, was the
amazing William Morris, a booking agent turned promoter and
producer. Had he been less independent, less courageous, he would
have ended as an office boy for Albee, as so many of Albee’s enemies
did. When the old master couldn’t beat them, he bought them out.
But he could do neither with the indestructible William Morris.

Although it often crippled Variety’s editor financially, he con-
stantly egged on and cheered every Albee opponent. In retaliation,
Keith-Albee finally imposed its famous boycott of Variety in 1913.
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Any actor who advertised in or was caught reading the paper was

blacklisted.

albee versus martin beek  One of Albee’s first and
major feuds was with Martin Beck, an ex-waiter who spoke seven
languages, had impeccable taste in opera and music, and was not
unaware of his accomplishments. In 1905 Beck was vaudeville king
of the West. He controlled 16 to 18 theatres on his Orpheum Cir-
cuit chain. Albee at first tried to neutralize Beck’s influence by
forcing him to sign a truce, setting Chicago as the dividing boun-
dary of empire. But Beck was ambitious. No bonds existed between
the two, however, except the Chicago line agreement. And that
quickly dissolved in the mutual dislike of Beck and Albee.

In 1906 Beck warned that the skyrocketing of stars’ salaries,
touched off by producers’ frantic bidding against each other, “would
drive the small vaudeville manager out of business.” But that didn’t
deter him from joining a plot against Albee by paying fabulous
sums to European stars with whom the conspirators intended to
stage a blitz invasion of vaudeville east of Chicago.

Beck went abroad with Orpheum’s president, Morris Meyerfeld,
Jr., and foreign booking agent Clifford C. Fischer, to hook one of
the biggest satellites in all the show business firmament—Sarah
Bernhardt. Returning, Beck surveyed Broadway for the best spot
to build the first link of his projected eastern chain. He built New
York’s famous Palace Theatre, soon to become the mecca of big-
time vaudeville.

Albee was furious. This was open treachery—the worse for being
open, so that all of show business knew a challenge had been flung.

Albee’s revenge against Beck, Fischer and William Morris came
quickly. Beck, to extend the Orpheum’s new eastern wheel, ar-
ranged to buy out six houses owned by Percy Williams. The deal
was all set, with Meyerfeld and Williams present and ready to
sign, but Beck, for some obscure reason, failed to show.

Both Williams and Meyerfeld were disgusted. Albee, learning of
the fiasco, quickly offered Williams a figure above the Beck bid.
Williams accepted. Angry at Beck, and tired of the hurly-burly
which vaudeville had become, Meyerfeld also sold the delighted
Albee his 75 per cent of the Palace, leaving Beck under Albee’s
thumb with the former’s minority holding of 25 per cent.
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One hitch developed. By acquiring the Palace, Albee found him-
self in the embarrassing position of not being able to use his own
acts from the United Booking Office. He had already sold the neigh-
borhood franchise of UBO to Oscar Hammerstein, so he bought
back the franchise from Hammerstein for $200,000. With this money
the latter promptly built his Opera House in London, England.
Hammerstein took the cash in lieu of one-third of the profits from
the Palace offered by Albee, because he didn’t believe the Palace
would last.

Temporarily defeated, Beck left the Orpheum Circuit and vaude-
ville to produce and direct legitimate plays for Klaw & Erlanger.
While he never completely relinquished his control of western
vaudeville, his role became increasingly negligible after 1912. That
year Keith-Albee pushed him out of Chicago by purchasing the
Majestic Theatre, and finally, years later, swallowed up the entire
Orpheum Circuit as well.

bill morris versus albee  Albee’s sworn enmity toward
Morris grew more bitter each year from 1904 to 1907, during which
the agent acquired, through Clifford C. Fischer and the H. B.
Marinelli Agency, such glittering foreign talent as Vesta Victoria,
Karno’s “Night in an English Music Hall” (with Charlie Chaplin),
Alice Lloyd and Lily Langtry.

Morris’ chief support, besides Percy Williams, was F. (Frederick)
F. (Freeman) Proctor, an old-time foot juggler. Proctor was essen-
tially a business man who viewed the vendettas of vaudeville with
distaste, and wished to stand apart from them. Seldom going back-
stage, he concentrated on keeping his houses filled and counting his
pennies. When he decided to stop booking his acts through Morris
and switched to Albec’s United Booking Office, in 1906, it was
purely business.

The effect on Morris was near disaster. “The secession of Proc-
tor came at a panic time in vaudeville,” Variety declared sadly, “and
had the moral effect of throwing the other managers booking
through the Morris office into 2 monetary state of collapse.” Now
Keith-Albee could offer actors 34 weeks on the road in the East,
while Morris could only guarantee 20 weeks, other than amusement
park bookings. And in New York, Morris could only offer time for
big acts, while Keith-Albee could book them all.
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Proctor’s scalp tucked safely in his belt, Albee set out after Percy
Williams, whose early career included medicine shows and man-
aging fighter Bob Fitzimmons. When Morris scored a triumph for
Williams by signing Lily Langtry to a three-week run, Albee
promptly stole Williams’ thunder, and made him look like a second-
run operator. He persuaded “The Jersey Lily” to appear also at
Proctor’s Harlem Opera House in advance of her Williams booking.

Such chicanery was as nothing compared to what followed. The
Comedy Club, an early organization of actors, was seriously worried
by the rapidly dissipating opposition to Albee. Actors, it feared,
would shortly be at his uncontrolled mercy. To keep Percy Williams
from. being swallowed by the Keith-Albee octopus, the Comedy
Club pledged all the 100 comedy acts it represented to the Williams
banner for the following season.

In keeping with the ethics of the day—or the lack of them—Wil-
liams promptly showed this trophy to B. F. Keith. Keith calmly
swallowed him into United Booking Office by giving Williams a
lucrative share of UBO. Later, in 1912, Keith acquired complete
ownership of all the Williams houses for five or six millions.

That beat Morris—temporarily. With Proctor and Williams
knocked out from under him, he had no circuits left on which to
book his acts. Keith-Albee won Round 1. The indefatigable Morris
soon won the ear of Abe Erlanger, who headed the United States
Amusement Corp., in which the Shuberts were partners with
(Marc) Klaw & (A.L) Erlanger. Until Morris stirred them up,
however, both the Shuberts and Klaw & Erlanger had been content
to remain in the legitimate field.

Now Morris proposed a bold alternative. Why shouldn’t K. & E.
open a circuit of vaudeville theatres all over the country in opposi-
tion to Albee? He would get the talent for them without much
difficulty, since almost every actor without exception hated Albee.
Give audiences something new—*“Advanced Vaudeville”—star-span-
gled shows to make Albee’s bills old-fashioned.

K. & E,, fronting for the United States Amusement Corp., agreed.
Morris was jubilant, and so was Variety. Sime cheerfully thumbed
his nose at Albee—again—and climbed aboard the Klaw-Erlanger-
Morris bandwagon.

Morris’ old friend, Clifford C. Fischer, went into high gear again
and brought over the greatest stars from the Continent, including
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Harry Lauder, who opened for K. & E. at the New York Theatre
in November 1907. While the proposed K. & E. Circuit was still
on paper, Albee thoroughly aroused took drastic steps to effect a
miscarriage of the plan.

He called a meeting of all managers who booked acts through his
UBO, and coerced a pledge from them to boycott any Morris® act
which signed for K. & E. Penalties were provided for any manager
who violated this boycott, and Albee made it clear that any actor
who signed with Morris would automatically be blacklisted from
all Albeecontrolled theatres.

But Morris had two trumps up his sleeve. The first was the
hatred which actors nursed for Keith-Albee. The second was the
unlimited treasury at his disposal, i.e., K. & E.’s permission to dazzle
actors with as much gold as the dazzling required. “Vaudeville by
wholesale,” Morris blithely told Variety, “is what we’re going to
have.” And it was. He spent almost $1,000,000 to solidly book 75
acts.

Albee was jarred. He was jarred further at K. & E.’s bland an-
nouncement that they had entered into an agreement with the Shu-
berts to form a $100,000,000 company to build and operate theatres,
including control of Europe’s vaudeville houses. Albee was flabber-
gasted when the first head-on collision between K. & E. and Keith-
Albee took place in Philadelphia.

“Advanced Vaudeville” opened at the Chestnut Street Opera
House with an unheard-of bill of headliners, $4,850 worth of talent.
It featured the Four Mortons at $1,000, with eight other acts, none
of which cost less than $300. Less than one block away on Phila-
delphia’s Chestnut Street was B. F. Keith’s Theatre. The Keith
house, offering Vesta Victoria, appealed for help. Albee responded
grimly by spending $1,500 to advertise the bill at B. F. Keith’s.
K. & E. promptly spent $3,000 to promote the Chestnut Street Opera
House bill.

Albee groaned in horror at what happened the following week.
The fighting mad K. & E.-Morris combination gave Philly a show cost-
ing $10,000, the first time in vaudeville history that so much money had
been poured into a single week’s bill.

Then a curious thing happened. Erlanger and Morris had a bit-
ter argument. The exact subject of the dispute is not clear, but it is
probable that Morris suddenly understood the hidden motive in
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the spectacular spending of K. & E. to assault the Keith-Albee cita-
del. K. & E. never seriously attempted to challenge the might of the
Albee dynasty. They had never seriously intended to finance a rival
circuit. From start to finish they had used Morris as their pawn in
a gigantic, “legitimate blackmail” stunt. They didn’t care how they
spent money in snatching Albee’s stars or battling him at the box-
office, because they knew that eventually they would get back every
cent—with a tremendous bonus. The lesson of Percy Williams was
not lost to them. Their fireworks had one purpose—to force Albee
to buy them out. And they succeeded. In 1907 Albee paid the re-
quired price—a $1,000,000 profit—and William Morris was out in
the cold. Albee was once again undisputed monarch of show busi-
ness east of Chicago.

And once again Variety’s founder-editor sighed. He was not in
the least surprised when Albee set up a rival show business paper,
the New York Star, specifically designed to put Sime Silverman
out of business. It was then, in an effort to crush Variety and replace
it with the Star that Albee issued an edict at the UBO that any
actor who gave Variety an ad would be refused bookings. With
Albee in sole control of eastern vaudeville, this was as good as a
death warrant for any actor who dared value self-respect more than-
three square meals a day.

Disregarding the motives of K. & E., it must be admitted that they
did a great deal for show business during the short time they were
setting the pace in vaudeville. They advertised extravagantly, boosted
the earnings of actors to their highest level, and improved the qual-
ity of bills all over the country. Once K. & E. had wrought those
changes, Albee had no choice but to perpetuate them.

down for the count—again  On the canvas again at
the end of Round 2, William Morris shook his head groggily, and
decided that the trouble lay with the men in his corner. He could
trust no one but himself. So Morris incorporated himself for $500,-
000, and for the first time stepped out into the vaudeville ring with
managerial gloves, late in 1907.

Gathering as many headliners as he could once more under his
banner, including Harry Lauder, he booked them where he could.
With Morris once again a threat, Keith-Albee hastily signed a let-
ter sent to the Vaudeville Comedy Club and White Rats of Amer-
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ica, then the two key vaude actors’ organizations, promising “better
conditions” and declaring that there “shall be no blacklist, and that
all old scores should be wiped out.” They knew only too well the
knight-in-shining-armor fascination Morris held for actors, in com-
parison with the ogre represented by the UBO.

Wherever Morris had a top star who could not be seduced away,
Albee encouraged his actors to pirate the star’s material or duplicate
his act. Conversely, when Albee did steal Annette Kellerman, Mor-
ris promptly duplicated her act and booked his carbon copy. She
was 15-year-old Rose Pitnof who swam from the Charleston (Massa-
chusetts) Bridge to Boston lighthouse. Chief asset in Morris’ years
as independent manager was the great Lauder, who was S.R.O.
wherever he played. Of course, Variety once again was in Morris’
corner.

He was held in such high regard by actors that the White Rats
made him guest of honor at a dinner in 190g.

The following year Morris got together with Tim Sullivan, owner
of the American Theatre in New York and established a new cir-
cuit, to buck Albee. Morris introduced a sensational 22-act, $8,000
show at the American Music Hall as his initial thrust at Albee.

There was great cheering in 1911 when Orpheum, not yet fallen
to Albee, agreed to book some of the new circuit’s acts in Chicago,
despite Morris’ being opposition for Martin Beck. Once more Al-
bee hastily (and temporarily) lifted the UBO blacklist, because
too many acts were deserting to the Morris banner. The general
jubilation was not dampened by a repetition of Morris’ usual fate
—a quarrel between him and Tim Sullivan, who subsequently with-
drew his financial support from the circuit. But there was no disaster
this time. Marcus Loew stepped into Sullivan’s place, and paid Mor-
ris’ creditors and gave him one-third control of the business.
The omens were good. They looked even better when Loew intro-
duced $1,500 and $2,000 shows in his normally “small-time” theatres.

This was the beginning of the end for the Albee dynasty. But,
ironically, the pilot was dropped before the new victorious combi-
nation reached its destined port. Loew bought Morris out of the
new circuit, which was the most gentlemanly exit through which
Morris’ ill-fated string of partners had ever kicked him.

On his own again, Morris puttered around. In 1913 he opened the
New York Theatre as “Wonderland,” giving Broadway the ro¢ -




SHUBERTS VS. K. & E. 91

admission steeplechase idea. Wonderland offered freaks, a merry-
go-round, and sideshows which Morris later replaced with a dance
floor. He also opened the Wonderland Picture Theatre, presenting
nine acts and Kinemacolor pictures on a three-a-day basis, at a 10¢-
20¢ price scale. But his heart wasn’t in such trivia. Without a giant
to battle, half the fun was gone. Morris went back to the booking
agent business.

now it’s the shuberts vs. k. & e. But Albee wasn’t
the only storm center. His enemies fought as frequently among
themselves. In 1909 Variety reported that “the knife is out between
the Shuberts and Klaw & Erlanger.” The Shuberts began to threaten
K. & E. with one-night roadshows. K. & E. retaliated with threats
that before they were finished, they would own every legitimate
booking. To keep the pot boiling, Keith-Albee dropped dark hints
that they planned to invade legit.

The Shuberts and K. & E. buried the hatchet in 1911, and Variety
reported that K. & E. were supposedly negotiating with “Wall
Street people” for a gigantic new corporation.

With the emergence of small-time vaudeville in 1909, Marcus
Loew became an important figure. At that time Pantages was fight-
ing Sullivan & Considine for control of small-time in the West,
and Loew was fighting a battle with his rival, William Fox, for
small-time supremacy in the East.

Both showmen mustered their forces for a showdown in 1gr11.
Fox controlled 11 small-time vaudeville houses in Greater New
York, and it was rumored that he would pick up another 15 from
Klaw & Erlanger. Loew had 20 theatres and booked more. The
fight began in earnest when Fox opened the New York Theatre
with pop-priced vaudeville. Loew countered by a consolidation
with Sullivan & Considine in the West, giving him a coast-to-coast
circuit hookup as bait for actors.

Variety helped break the scandal of UBO operations in 1912.
UBO for many years was nothing more than a gigantic swindle of
both actor and agent. Albee’s organization, when booking acts for
Keith-Albee theatres, deducted 5 per cent of the actors’ money and
took half of the agents’ 5 per cent commissions. One UBO sub-
sidiary, headed by Albee’s son, took in $200,000 a year in such fees,



‘Asking Albee a Question’ 92

at an annual office expenditure of only $2,000. This was very thick
gravy for the juicy spoils of the Keith-Albee chain.

Albee’s right-hand man, John J. Murdock, proved to be the
Achilles heel of Albee, much as Albee was of his boss, B. F. Keith.
While Albee schemed to wrest power from his employer’s hands,
Murdock countermaneuvered to outwit Albee. Murdock scored
after acting as Albee’s agent in buying the Kohl & Castle Circuit
of Chicago from the two ex-circus men. A very pleased Albee, in
a moment of generosity, gave Murdock a reward of an option for
holdings in the Keith-Orpheum Circuit. Murdock years later sold
this option to Joseph P. Kennedy, who represented the Radio Cor-
poration of America. This was the origin of the Radio-Keith-
Orpheum Circuit—the move which finally and completely unseated
E. F. Albee.

A grim figure in the show business of that day, Albee had an
unconscious humorous side. It was revealed in the dilemma of his
Boston manager, Grady, who was having his hands full with the
devil-may-care vaudeville team, Jimmy Duffy and John Sweeney.
At one matinee, Sweeney showed up but Duffy didn’t. Grady told
Sweeney to do a single turn. That night Duffy showed up, but
Sweeney was “lost.” So Duffy did a solo. This kept up for two
days. Finally in desperation Grady phoned New York and told
Albee what was happening at B. F. Keith’s in Boston.

“When you get them together,” Albee ordered seriously, “cancel
them.”

‘Asking Albee a Question’

«

Variety’s private war with Keith-Albee waged almost from
its first issue. One of the tactics that drove Albee and his rivals in-
sane was the astute editor’s use of red herring to drag across the
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paths of the great in an effort to smoke out real news. Variety in
its early days might carry a rumor that Martin Beck was going to
move in on the eastern realm of Albee. Albee might be goaded into
a stinging retort which, in turn, might actually prod Beck into
making Variety’s wild guess a reality. As more producers’ doors
opened to Variety after the first year or so, Sime Silverman won ac-
cess to the behind-the-scenes news that he had originally been
forced to acquire by shrewd surmise.

Throughout the era Variety needled Albee with open challenges,
exposes and denunciation. Typical of its attacks, indirectly urging
managers to oppose Keith-Albee, was one which quoted “a vaude-
ville artist of high standing.” The anonymous artist stated: “It is
not only the artist who has to fear Keith. The managers booking
through the Keith Agency may well look out for themselves if
B. F. Keith ever becomes the boss of vaudeville.”

When Albee pulled his blacklist act on Variety in 1913, he left
no stone unturned to see that it packed a solid wallop. In addition
to forbidding actors and agents to read or advertise in Variety, he
even warned music publishers to withdraw their ads, or he would
not allow their songs to be sung in Keith theatres.

Keith theatres denied Variety staffers the usual press courtesies.
Undisturbed, the paper’s reviewers paid their way to Albee’s shows,
just as they did to Shubert houses, many years later. Albee further
forbade any manager or employee to bring a copy of Variety in the
Keith-Albee offices. His sergeant-at-arms, John J. Murdock, en-
forced the taboo on advertising in Variety. Murdock boasted that
they kept $15,000 worth of ads out of Variety’s Anniversary Issue.
Many years later, however, Sime and Murdock became great friends.

Variety did not take Mr. Albee’s high-handed tactics with good
grace. Sime fought back. Under the headline: AsKING ALBEE A QUEs-
TION, Variety disclosed the existence of a billboard opposite the UBO
offices on the sixth floor of the Putnam Building. The billboard,
Variety reported, carried an ad for the show Are You a Crook?

Sime Silverman waxed exceeding wroth in a March 28, 1913 ed-
itorial, well remembered by show business veterans. It also became
a journalistic landmark, newspapermen comparing Variety’s editor
with crusaders like Dana, Pulitzer and Bennett. He wrote bitterly
in part: “Were you ever blacklisted? No? Well, it’s like going to a
party and finding no one will dance with you. . . . This ‘blacklist’
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against Variety by the big ‘managers’ has us very sore. We are really
ver-y, ver-y an-gry, and that’s not stealing any of George Mun-
roe’s stuff. We dislike talking about ourselves, but here we are pub-
lishing a paper many people want to advertise in, and the big time
won’t let them, although the big time does not suggest any other
medium the intending advertisers will accept. . . .

“Within the past two weeks three bigtime managers have had to
advertise in Variety without having their names in the advertise-
ment. It’s almost a shame that when a man must spend his money,
he can’t get a little publicity through it for his name, because a
money-order collecting little grafter (who was kicked out of Chi-
cago for being caught with the goods) is going to read Variety early
Friday morning. . . .

“Anvone ‘blacklisted’ receives much sympathy during the siege,
but it is seldom shown excepting in speech. One fellow is . . . full
of sympathy, but he is always looking up and down the street to see
if any of the big managers will catch him talking to you. . . . And
again there comes along the fellow who says, ‘I hear Albee and you
are not speaking.” He’s the innocent boy who wants you to call
Albee names because he doesn’t like him himself, but is afraid to
say harsh things through fear one of the stool pigeons might be
around to hear it. Or the blasé young man, who, with a yawn, re-
marks, ‘That’s funny; I heard you were talking to Beck,” and you
can’t make up your mind whether he thinks anyone is a fool to waste
time talking to Beck. Or the facetious person who exclaims, ‘How
are Murdock and you getting along?’—as though anyone could get
along with Murdock! . . .

“Perhaps the blacklist on Variety may account for the bad vaude-
ville shows in the New York theatres. If the big timers occupy so
large a quantity of their wakeful moments in doping out schemes
against Variety, how is it possible for them to give proper attention
to the bills? . . . Not another word, though, along these lines or
we would be talking about ourselves, something Martin Beck holds
the patent rights for. Did you ever catch Beck asking anyone what
the people thought of him? If only he knew! One day when it’s
raining, with no poker game in sight and nothing to do, we are
going to tell some truths about Mister Beck. Better buy every issue
until that one appears, for the investment will be worth it. . . .”

For, as the editor of Variety freely admitted, he was ver-y, ver-y
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angry. Freedom of the press is freedom of the press, on Main Street
or Broadway, E. F. Albee, et cetera, notwithstanding.

origin of the white rats The present-day organiza-
tion of theatre artists, Actors Equity Association, had its origin
in England as far back as the last century, when actors banded to-
gether in an organization called the Water Rats of London, “Rats”
being “star” spelled backwards; “water” for the chief sport of the
group—excursions on the Thames. Fifteen American actors started
an American counterpart called the White Rats of America.

The White Rats, like most of the actors’ groups of those days,
was principally a fraternal order, until working conditions under
Keith-Albee became so intolerable that actors were forced to fight
back with their own organizations.

The White Rats’ first revolt in 1goo was a sad failure. There was
little unity or courage within the group, and that little was quickly
dissolved when the Rats’ leaders were sent on long and distant tours.
Many of the leaders, including (Dave) Montgomery & (Fred)
Stone, were blackballed forever in vaudeville, to the gain of the
legitimate stage. Others, like George Fuller Golden, who was the
real founder of the Rats, were kept out of every Keith-Albee house
until seven years after the first strike.

With the emergence of Variety, and its call for action against
dictatorial managers, the White Rats were spurred into action un-
der the leadership of Harry Mountford. Conditions were as bad
as ever. “Contracts in this country today,” roared Variety, “amount
to no more than so much waste paper.” Managers—particularly
Keith-Albee managers—cancelled acts when and how they pleased.

Variety originally was not satisfied with any actors’ organization
that existed in 1go6. The White Rats, it complained, was too much
of a social “benefit order.” It stuck to the Rats, however, as the best
of the lot, until Sime felt that Mountford’s leadership was so bad
that he had to oppose the group. The Associated Artists of Amer-
ica was allied with a labor union. A new group calling themselves
the National Vaudeville Artists, sprang up, principally to oppose the
White Rats. But its origins were only too clear when $1,000 death
benefits were paid to survivors of deceased actors over E. F. Albee’s
signature.

Two minority groups had their own actors’ organizations. Negro
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entertainers, led by Bert Williams & George Walker, Bill Cole &
J. Rosamond Johnson, and Dudley, Avery & Hart, formed an all-
Negro actors’ society in 1906. A Variety tally of the following year
showed 270 Negro principals in show business, and a total of nearly
1,400 Negro entertainers. Variety added caustically that many the-
atres were barring Negro patrons with a flimsy excuse: “house full
—only broken seats left.”

The Yiddish-speaking actors had their Hebrew Actors Union,
which limited the age of chorus “girls” to 65. Striking in 1907, they
won all their demands, including recognition of the age of Jewish
chorus girls as a matter of union discretion.

Variety added fuel to the flames when it reported the 1906 fight
of England’s Variety Artists Federation against managers who
forced actors to play matinees without extra compensation. The
paper also brought to light the discrepancies of musicians’ pay. In
1907 musicians received $2 a performance in vaudeville, $2.50 in
legitimate, because of the few shows played. Others, getting $28 for
14 shows, were asking for a raise to $36. Today pit musicians get
three to four times that amount, depending on the theatre classifi-
cation.

into trade umiomism In 1910 the White Rats made a
clean jump from the tepid waters of fraternalism to the hot waters
of trade unionism. Together with the Actors International Union,
the White Rats joined the American Federation of Labor. This
move later induced the AFL to sue UBO as a monopoly in restraint
of free trade.

In 1911 William Gould started still another actors’ society, Amer-
ican Vaudeville Artists, but like so many of the splinter groups, it
soon disintegrated. Once again to head off Morris, who was starting
a new circuit with Tim Sullivan, Albee ordered the UBO to issue
contracts to actors without cancellation clauses. The following year,
with a split between Morris and Sullivan, UBO re-inserted the can-
cellation clause.

The White Rats opened an elaborate new clubhouse on West 46th
Street in 1912. It was later taken over by Albee for his company
union, National Vaudeville Artists. As a big-hearted gesture, Albee
paid off those White Rats holding bonds on the building—out of
his treasury swollen with money paid in by actors and managers.
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The clubhouse still stands today—as a Broadway hotel called the
Sharon. :

In 1913 the White Rats gave up its four-year-old house organ,
The Player, and accepted Variety’s offer of a few pages weekly in
which to report its club news. At the same time Variety declared
that it would print anything for or against the Rats, as it saw fit,
while the Rats would be free to print their own opinions in their
section. This sort of thing made men like Sime Silverman enigmas
to men like E. F. Albee.

salary cuts  Because of the eventual slump of bigtime
vaudeville in 1913, two-a-day actors were the first to suffer salary
cuts. By then a general salary slash in show business followed. Legit
and burlesque actors were “requested” to accept cuts. Variety criti-
cized the arbitrary manner in which these slashes were made, de-
claring that if actors’ organizations had not weakened themselves,
they could have compelled a dignified and orderly readjustment.
Variety specifically chastised them for admitting agents and lay
people into their ranks, and scolded the Comedy Club for permit-
ting even important managers to sit on its directors’ board.

Variety once again espoused the cause of the White Rats, waiving
aside even its own past objections in an attempt to evaluate the
situation honestly. “That was the proper organization for actors to
join, rejoin or become active in,” Sime wrote with objectivity. “They
knew it, but they passed it up. Neglect cost the vaude actors a mil-
lion dollars in cut salaries. Slipping the agent ‘standing-in’ and
‘being taken care of availed nothing when the cut salary came
around. It was the actors’ own fault, and always will be the actors’
own fault, until they get together and stay together.” Equitv proved
the truth of this years later by making conservative but emphatic
demands, and standing together tightly until those demands were
won.

The small-time came to the rescue of the actor by offering him
long consecutive routes on the road, with inexpensive jumps, but
at a generally reduced pay scale. However, the important thing
was the size of the actor’s bank account at the end of the year, and
for that Marcus Loew was an object of thespian affection.
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Tin Pan Alley

x

Tin Pan Alley thrived in the melodic days when no home
was respectable without an embroidered motto and a piano. A pop-
ular song hit sold between 600,000 to 1,000,000 copies as early as
1905, earning its composer and lyricist royalties of between $9,000
and $50,000. Many songwriters cut themselves in on the lion’s share
of the tune business by publishing their own songs. Among these
were Gus Edwards, whose hits like “In My Merry Oldsmobile” are
still standard favorites; Charles K. Harris, ballad king who wrote
the nostalgic “After the Ball”; Harry Von Tilzer, who was first to put
his picture on sheet music, and whose face peered into more homes
than any man of his time; F. A. (Kerry) Mills and Vincent Bryan;
Ted Snyder and Irving Berlin, Joseph W. Stern and Ed Marks.

Among the best known songwriters of the time were Theodore
Morse, who sang his own songs in vaudeville; Will D. Cobb, Ed J.
Madden and George M. Cohan, who received a 5¢ royalty on every
copy of his songs, as did Cole & Johnson (“Under the Bamboo
Tree”); M. K. Jerome and Jean Schwartz; James O'Dea and Neil
Moret (“Hiawatha”); Ren Shields, Paul Dresser, Egbert Van Al-
styne, Leo Edwards (Gus’ brother), Ernest R. Ball and J. Keirn
Brennan.

Witmark-Feist’s chain of American Music Stores sold sheet music
and pianola rolls throughout the country in 1907. The melody busi-
ness that year hit such a high note that Rotheberg’s department
store on New York’s 14th Street offered 20,000 copies of sheet music
at one cent each, which they sold out in two hours.

Music publishers stopped at nothing to popularize their wares.
Jerome H. Remick, a Detroit industrialist, paid singers to plug his
numbers, others offered free song slides to nickelodeons, and many
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purchased scenery for acts which promised to cooperate. These
practices became so corrupt that, by 1908, publishers were providing
claques to applaud performers singing their numbers.

When audience “community sings” became popular, publishers
began to charge for song slides. Song-fest leaders, like theatre organ-
ists of a later period, enjoyed a vogue. Variety reported in 1909 that
Seattle’s Edward Roesch exercised his lungs at the Sullivan & Con-
sidine theatre for 110 consecutive weeks, while male thrush Arthur
Elwell led Pantages vocalizers for a record 174 weeks.

There was inspiration in the 1905 air, for that year gave birth to
such lasting melodies as “Sweet Adeline,” “Kiss Me Again,” “Tam-
many,” “Chinatown, My Chinatown,” “In My Merry Oldsmobile,”
“My Gal Sal,” “Sylvia” and “I Love You Truly.”

Witmark came out with one novelty number, peculiarly titled
“When America Is Captured by the Japs.”

“Coax Me,” was made famous by Lottie Gilson (“The Little Mag-
net”) who sang it alluringly to front-row baldheads on which she
reflected the spotlight with a mirror. “The Man With the Ladder
and the Hose” was inspired by the first movie extolling the heroics
of fire-fighting. “My Sweet Little Eskimo” was sung by every bass
quartet, including the Empire City Four, who first introduced “bum-
bum-bum” counterpoint. '

The late Sol Bloom, veteran Congressman from New York, was
a song publisher in 1905. His “Carissima,” became the stock in trade
of every soprano in the world. Bloom later promoted the Eltinge
Theatre with Al Woods and Julian Eltinge. Another distinguished
personality of 1905 was New York’s future mayor, James J. Walker,
who composed “Will You Love Me In December As You Did In
May?”

“Everybody Works But Father,” a hit song of Lew Dockstader’s
Minstrels, reflected the trend of the times when factories put women
and children on payrolls, often in place of men, and threatened
father’s role as head of the family. Another family tune of 19os,
“The Whole Dam Family,” had these lusty lyrics: “There was Mr.
Dam and Mrs. Dam, the Dam kids, two or three; with U. B. Dam
and I. B. Dam and the whole Dam family!”

von tilzer, ball, cohan Harry Von Tilzer, who wrote
more than 3,000 songs in his career, scored in 19o5 with “Wait ‘Till
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the Sun Shines, Nellie” and “What You Goin’ To Do When the
Rent Comes 'Round?” George M. Cohan glorified Mary with
“Mary’s A Grand Old Name” and “So Long, Mary.”

Imitations of successful songs started in 1906. After “Bicycle Built
For Two” had proved its worth, a craze of “two” songs broke out
—“Cottage Built For Two,” “Picnic For Two,” “Hammock Built
For Two” and “In a World Built For Two.” A few years later,
when Jack Norworth and Al Von Tilzer cleaned up with “Take
Me Out to the Ball Game,” George M. Cohan, Billy Jerome and
Jean Schwartz tried to steal some diamond thunder with “Take Your
Girl to the Ball Game,” but struck out badly.

Whistlers and violinists were made happy in 1906 by “The Mock-
ing Birds Are Singing in the Wildwood.” The waltz, still unchal-
lenged by ragtime, was celebrated in “Waltz Me Around Again,
Willie.” One of the first popular cowboy songs, “Cheyenne,” ap-
peared under the Remick imprint. When Anna Held got something
in her eye backstage, and winked unwittingly at Gus Edwards, she
inspired “I Just Can’t Make My Eyes Behave,” which she afterwards
suggestingly sang to fame in A Parisian Model.

Up-and-coming hit writer Ernest R. Ball presented “Love Me and
the World Is Mine,” and two famous English numbers were “Wait-
ing At the Church” and Harry Lauder’s “I Love A Lassie.” Other
hits of the year included “Somewhere,” “Would You Leave Your
Happy Home For Me?” and “Not Because Your Hair Is Curly.”
George M. Cohan came through with “I'm A Yankee Doodle
Dandy” and “You’re A Grand Old Flag,” which he originally wrote
as “You’re A Grand Old Rag,” but changed when it was attacked
as irreverent.

Another cowboy song, “San Antonio,” appeared in 1907, along
with Cohan’s “Harrigan,” Gus Edwards’ nostalgic “School Days”
and Egbert Van Alstyne’s “I'm Afraid to Go Home In the Dark,”
a husband’s novel excuse for staying out all night. Eddie Foy sang
“He Goes to Church on Sundays,” a satire on weekday backsliders.
Other hits of the year included “Every Little Bit Added to What
You've Got Makes Just a Little Bit More,” “Honey Boy,” “No
Wedding Bells For Me,” and May Irwin’s popular rendition of
“The Peach That Tastes Sweetest Hangs the Highest on the Tree,”
to which Cab Calloway gave a novel twist years later in the scat
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number, “If You Don’t Like My Peaches Why Do You Shake My
Tree?”

negro dialeet songs  The famous Negro team, Williams
& Walker, who gave the era its richest Negro dialect songs, offered
“Right Church But the Wrong Pew” and “Bon Bon Buddy” in 1908.
Other hits were “Good Evening, Caroline,” “Are You Sincere?”,
and “Yip-I-Addy-I-Ay,” reminiscent of a 1947 hit tune with similar
exuberance, “It’s A Great Day.” Jesse Lasky (later to become one of
Hollywood’s greats as a producer) contributed an Italian dialect
number, “My Brudda Sylvest.” A “cute” song, on the order of
“Mairzy Doats,” was “Bl-nd P-g Spells Blind Pig.” “Don’t Take Me
Home” featured the plea of a drunken husband who was willing to
go any place but there.

“Mary Took the Calves to the Dairy Show” was a suggestive song
of 1908. Successive years brought other tongue-incheek tunes like
“This Is No Place For A Minister’s Son” (1909) and “If You Talk
In Your Sleep Don’t Mention My Name (1910).

President-to-be Taft’s stock rose in 1gog with a political song,
“Get On the Raft With Taft.” Public satiety with the Salomé
craze was expressed in “Sadie Salome, Go Home.” A songwriter
who had undoubtedly heard the English number, “Put On Your
Old Green Bonnet,” gave America its mellow, “Put On Your Old
Gray Bonnet.” And the Ten Commandments were paraphrased in
a piece Bert Williams sang called, “Love Thy Neighbor As Thy-
self But Leave His Wife Alone.”

One of the first ragtime songs to herald a new musical era was
“Wild Cherrie Rag” in 190g. The year’s production of Yankee Girl
yielded “Whoop Daddy Ooden Dooden Day,” a nonsense number
in the vein of “Three Little Fishies.” 1909 also came up with the lusty
ballad, “Casey Jones,” the inevitable bass song, “Bell In the Light-
house,” and a risqué number called “No One Could Do It Like My
Father.”

Irving Berlin co-authored a song with George Whiting that won
instant popularity in 1909 among weary husbands, “My Wife’s
Gone to the Country (Hurray! Hurray!).” Its sequel was an equal
favorite—“I Love My Wife But Oh, You Kid!” Two automobile
numbers appeared, “Flipity Flop and Away She Goes” and “Give
Me A Spin In Your Mitchell, Bill.” Sentiment was satisfied with
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“By the Light of the Silvery Moon,” “Next To Your Mother, Who
Do You Love?”, “Beautiful Eyes” and “How Do You Do, Miss
Josephine.” In the heartbreak department were “I Wonder Who's
Kissing Her Now,” “I Wish I Had My Old Girl Back Again,” and
the inimitable Irene Franklin’s version of “I Won’t Send the Pres-
ents Back,” which she sang from coast to coast on the Keith-Albee

Circuit. Songs with special tempos were “Pony Boy” and “Cubanola
Glide.”

naughty songs In Chicago’s frenzied purge of 1910, “im-
pure” songs were banned from its theatres. Censored tunes included
“*Tis Hard To Be A Lady In A Case Like That,” “Without A
Wedding Ring,” “Grizzly Bear,” “Her Name Was Mary Wood But
Mary Wouldn't,” “Gee Ain’t I Glad I'm Single,” and the two 1909
hits, “Casey Jones” and “I Love My Wife But Oh, You Kid.”
Chicago police stopped Sophie Tucker singing “Angle Worm
Wiggle,” and when the last of the red-hot mammas took it to court,
the judge upheld the police.

Barbershop quartets revere 1910 as the year that gave them
“Down By the Old Mill Stream” and “Girl Of My Dreams.” Irving
Berlin came out with two Jewish numbers, “Becky Do the Bomba-
shay” and “Yiddisha Eyes,” as well as a satire on woman’s coyness,
“Stop Stop Stop.” Ernest R. Ball provided John McCormack with
two of his greatest successes, “Mother Machree” and “Love Me and
the World Is Mine.” A hail-hail tribute to the head of the family
was offered in “What’s the Matter With Father?” A nation whose
jaws wagged in more than song rejoiced in “Oh You Spearmint
Kiddo With the Wrigley Eyes”—one of the pioneer “commercial”
songs. Other 1910 hits included “I've Got Rings On My Fingers,”
“Steamboat Bill,” “Under the Yum Yum Tree,” “Great to Meet a
Friend From Your Own Home Town” and “Winter.”

Irving Berlin gave ragtime its biggest impetus in 1911 with “Alex-
ander’s Ragtime Band,” followed jubilantly by “Everybody’s Doin’
It Now.” Classical musicians began to protest—futilely—against rag-
time as “detracting from the dignity of the musical arts.”

Ernest R. Ball wrote “Till the Sands of the Deserts Grow Cold.”
Harry Von Tilzer and Will Dillon wrote a telephone song, “All
Alone.” Irving Berlin later used the same title for one of his songs.

9

Harry Lauder burst forth with “Roamin’ in the Gloamin’.” 1911
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saw a resurgence of old-fashioned love ballads: “Let Me Call You
Sweetheart,” “I Want A Girl Just Like the Girl Who Married Dear
Old Dad,” “Girl of My Dreams,” and “Don’t Wake Me Up, I'm
Dreaming.” In the same' sentimental vein was “Mv Little Grey
Home In the West.” At the opposite pole, “Oh, You Beautiful Doll,”
“Look Out For Jimmy Valentine” and “When Mariola Does the
Cubanola.”

In 1912, Bert Williams introduced “My Landladv” and “You're
On the Right Road But You're Going the Wrong Way.” America
heard the English song, “It’s A Long Way to Tipperarv,” but was
indifferent to it until two years later when it was cabled to the States
from Europe as an “English marching song.” Ball’s “When Irish
Eyes Are Smiling” won its greatest fame via Chauncev Olcott.
There was a lugubrious prophecy of the H-bomb in “Last Night
Was the End of the World.” And Americans sang, “Moonlight
Bay,” “Waitin’ For the Robert E. Lee,” “When It’s Apple Blossom
Time In Normandy,” “When You're Away,” and “Daddy Has A
Sweetheart, and Mother Is Her Name.”

The Harrv Thaw murder case produced a tuneful bit of 1913
curiosa in “Why Don’t They Set Him Free?” declaring, “Just be-
cause he’s a millionaire, everybodv’s willing to treat him unfair.”
Another tragic-toned melody was “The Curse Of An Aching Heart”
(“You made me what I am today; I hope you're satisfied”). Rag-
time was represented with “When Uncle Joe Plays A Rag On His
Old Banjo.” Another automobile tune, poking fun at the hardships
of motorists, was “He’ll Have to Get Out and Get Under.”

“You Made Me Love You,” a number that Al Jolson sang to
fame, appeared in 1913, as did “Take Me to That Swanee Shore.”
An early-day “Oh, Johnny” was “On the Front Porch, Oh! Char-
lie!” Other top tunes of 1913 included “Trail of the Lonesome Pine,”
“That Old Girl of Mine,” “Be My Little Baby Bumble Bee,” “My
Turkish Opal,” “Dear Old Girl” and “You're A Great Big Blue-
Eyed Baby.”

The ragtime craze in 1913 provoked rag dancing contests in ball-
room and vaudeville theatres. Many rag songs were a little too tor-
rid for the temperature of B. F. Keith’s in Boston, which promptly
kept Bostonian ears unsullied by a time-honored ban.

A new development that year was the sudden reluctance of many
vaudeville singers to use popular songs in their acts. Published songs
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traveled too fast, making a vaudeville singer’s rendition of them
often seem stale, and putting them in competition too often with
other singers. Even acts which had been “payolaed” * by publishers
began to realize that they were selling themselves short. Many
singers began to use exclusive, tailor-made numbers. This was long
before the speed of radio’s make-’em-and-kill-'em-fast made over-
familiar pop songs a show business problem.

Critics—and ‘Friendly’ Reviewers

x

Actors Equity Association was organized in 1913 and quickly
made its weight felt to the extent that Lee Shubert was stung into
replying to their grievances with a frontal attack. “Acting is more
nerve than skill,” he scoffed. The actor was patently ungrateful for
all the manager did for him, such as taking all the financial risks
of a production. Actors were paid high salaries—and “these same
people could not earn $10 per week at any other trade, working
8 hours a day.”

But Mr. Shubert left unexplained the mystery of why he bothered
to employ these ungrateful wearers of the buskin at all, when he
had the pick of self-assured ribbon-counter salesmen at $10 a week.

The reviewers of the 1905-1913 era had little weight outside of the
legitimate, but in that realm they were omnipotent. They were so
greatly feared by producers of the day that the Shuberts barred
regularly those critics who attacked any of their shows.

The Washington roll of honor of blacklisted critics included Wil-
lard Holcombe, Will A. (Piggy) Page, a former press agent until
he began to promote himself harder than his clients, and Channing

* The “payola” (payment to an act, band, singer) is a continuing evil,
and is detailed later.
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Pollock, whom the Shuberts drove out of two-on-the-aisle into shin-
ing fame as one of America’s most successful playwrights.

The critic who did the most to elevate David Belasco to uncritical
heights in the theatre was William Winter, who wielded a scholarly,
graceful and learned pen. His contemporary on the New York
Morning Sun, Franklin Fyles, lacked Winter’s profundity but pos-
sessed a lively style that animated his first attempt at playwriting,
The Girl He Left Behind Him, which utilized such surefire devices
as a flag rippling out from a hollow staff in a gale caused by a con-
cealed blower.

Alan Dale of the New York Journal was a triton among min-
nows. Dale’s forte was the ability to write amusing leads to his
reviews. When Hammerstein produced the ballet Marguerite, at the
Olympia Theatre, it included a circus number with four girls pranc-
ing under the guidance of a ringmaster. “If those horses had tails,”
Dale commented wistfully, “I could have written a great story.” In
his later years, after Dale had a row with the Hearst organization,
he became a Variety staffer covering legit for a short time, but didn’t
last long. Unlike the illustrious Jack Lait, latterly editor of the New
York Daily Mirror, and before that manager of Variety’s Chicago
bureau, Dale couldn’t be sufficiently objective. His Hearstian builder-
uppered byline was too first-person and very singular for the
objectiveness that goes with being a Variety mugg.

to continue, of the other new york ecrities Ac-
ton Davies of the Sun was the master of the verbal stiletto. Review-
ing Otero, a heavy-footed, small-voiced Spanish dancer brought over
by the Eden Musée to compete with Carmencita, he wrote blandly:
“We have seen Otero sing, we have heard her dance.” In summing
up a play about the Spanish-American War which opened at the
Grand Opera House, he reported: “The second act takes place in
a castle which, like most of the women in the play, had been ruined
by the Spaniards.”

Louis De Foe of the New York Morning World had a peculiar
method of satisfying both his own conscience and the advertising
department. When reviewing a new play, he wrote with informed
honesty, a habit deplored by both producers and the paper’s business
manager. But in his Sunday recapitulation of the week’s offerings,
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De Foe often toned down his judgments, and sometimes even re-
versed himself, which may have confused his readers but delighted
everybody else.

Charles Darton of the New York Evening World was much more
consistent. He seldom used hard words, and was extremely tender
in his reviews of Shubert shows, causing Broadway to wonder
whether Darton was not on more than one payroll. He and De Foe
(on Sundays) were so “dependable” that their names were left in
lights on the Shubert electric sign over the Winter Garden in the
certain knowledge that they would produce favorable quotes on the
new Shubert production.

Leander Richardson, editor of his own Dramatic News and later
drama critic of the New York Morning Telegraph, was highly re-
spected for both his integrity and honesty. He engaged in several
fist fights with actors who resented his notices, and was entrusted
with backstage confidences by Broadway producers who knew he
would not betray them. Richardson also wrote for Variety.

Rennold Wolf, who followed Richardson on the Telegraph, was
not a particularly capable critic, but he was greatly esteemed as the
best toastmaster the Friars Club ever had. The Louella Parsons of
her day was ex-actress Amy Leslie, who covered Chicago. The West
Coast had the late Ashton Stevens who later shifted to Chicago and
the Herald Examiner.

Three brilliant critics of the period were E. D. Price, considered
Broadway’s first real columnist with his “Man Behind the Scenes” fea-
tured in the Telegraph; Frank Butler, who succeeded him—*too lazy
to do his best, his second best being very good”; and the aesthetic James
G. Huneker of the Commercial Advertiser, whose books were
eagerly read by the intelligentsia.

The impact of Variety’s reviews in the pre-World War I period
was chiefly on vaudeville and burly. Managers studied Variety’s re-
views of acts as a measuring rod for bookings or rejecting, paying
particular attention to Variety’s report of audience reaction. Until
Variety appeared on the scene to print honest reviews and news
“without regard to whose name is mentioned or the advertising
columns,” reviews in other trade journals were regarded by actors
as “blackmail—give ’em an ad and you're great stuffi—don’t adver-
tise and they pan you.”
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first film reviews  The first review of pictures in Variety
appeared in January 1goy, with the coverage of the Pathe film, An
Exacting Honeymoon, and Edison’s Life of a Cowboy.

In 1907 Variety also began its reviews of acts in France and Italy,
noting an 18-year-old Italian girl who ably portrayed 15 characters
as a quick-change artist.

Actors were extremely sensitive to Variety criticism. After a flay-
ing of their act in 1908, the Cherry Sisters replied with a steaming-
hot letter which Variety printed, as they did many actors’ rebuttals
of their critics.

“In your issue of March 21,” the Cherry Sisters wrote, “you had
an article which was one of the most malicious, violent and untruth-
ful writings we have ever read. The person who wrote it is not de-
serving the name of a man, but is instead a contemptible cur. You
said in your paper that we advertised ourselves ‘the worst show on
earth, which makes you a liar, point blank. We have always ad-
vertised ourselves as one of the best, and we would not be far from
the truth if we said the best. . . . Although we have the best act in
vaudeville and are the best drawing card on the stage, we have no
swelled heads, as some others have. We have had more knocking
since we went into the theatrical business than any other act in the
history of the world, and we have come to no other conclusion why
this is done except we are not of the character of these unprincipled
editors and managers who have done the knocking and slandering.”

Variety’s editor added a concise footnote: “The Cherry Sisters are
slightly mistaken that the article said they advertise themselves as
the ‘worst show on earth.’ It mentioned the general opinion which
obtained regarding their act.” Sixteen years later, when the Cherry
Sisters staged a comeback, Variety sent a reviewer to Des Moines.

“‘Perfectly terrible’ was never more applicable,” Variety summed
up. “As terribleness, their skit is perfection . . . The manager, who
happens to be punished by having them placed on his bill, has only
one opportunity—that of billing them as a comedy duo.”

trapping a larcenous competitor In 1908 Variety
became irked and tired of being plagiarized by a would-be rival, the
New York Dramatic Mirror. Sime laid a trap, after his muggs had
ascertained that no Mirror reviewer had ever been seen in Tony
Pastor’s. Variety reviewed a new “surprise act” at Tony Pastor’s,
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“Pleasant and Newburg in a comedy skit, “The Undertaker,’ ” with
a detailed resumé of the act. The following week an almost identical
review appeared in the Mirror. Whereupon Variety revealed that the
act was a nonexistent hoax, and headlined the exposure: “The
Thieving Dramatic Mirror Caught Red-Handed With the Goods.”
The Mirror has long since suspended publication.

Epes Winthrop Sargent, who wrote for Variety as Chicor, ex-
plained the blunt candor of Variety’s reviews in this fashion: “The
average actor was too dumb to appreciate niceties of language. I
could not say he was a bad actor. I had to tell him he was a damned
bad actor. . . . It was taking chances to tell an acrobat that his
comedy would make a horse vomit, but it was part of the risk, and
I only got one black eye.”

Epitomizing Variety’s role as reviewer, he added, “It was col-
loquial and ungrammatical, but so were the actors, and they loved
it”

Variety was the first to review each new act as an entity, under
the department “New Acts,” rather than incidentally as part of a
complete show. The shortest review of a New Act was written by
Variety’s Jolo (the late Joshua Lowe) who covered a trick horse
act called “Napoleon.”

Jolo’s review, in its entirety, read, “Giddyap Napoleon. Small time
bound.” :

Variety’s unique style of criticism will be automatically touched
on in ensuing chapters. Variety wasn't always right. Joe Bigelow
gave Marc Connelly’s Pulitzer Prize play The Green Pastures quick
death. Jack Conway’s uniquely gifted talents as a slangist, of course,
got him widespread attention, including a short hitch in the Holly-
wood vineyards which was marred only by the fact that in all of his
first six months on the lot he never saw his producer.
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‘. . . Too Proud to Fight’

«

Leutnant-Kapitan Schwieger, Commander of U-boat 20, peered
through the periscope. Above the wrinkling waves he could see the
ship’s four stacks, the proud gold letters on its bow spelling out the
name, Lusitania. It was Friday, May 7, 1915, 2:08 p.m. Off to the
starboard of the big liner were the sloping, peaceful hills of southern
Ireland.

Schwieger shouted a terse command. Torpedos leaped through
the sea. There was a violent, churning explosion, and billowing
clouds of smoke rose into the clear sky. At a cost of 114 American
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lives, Germany had delivered her warning to the United States that an
American passport held no privileges when used on a ship belong-
ing to Germany’s wartime enemy.

Less than a year later, Leutnant-Kapitan Schwieger’s fellow-coun-
trymen, interned aboard the S.S. Vaterland in New York, sent their
band ashore to serenade Americans at a Loew theatre. Cheers, not
merely applause, greeted their performance.

The cause of the Allies was not too popular in America in 1914,
1915, and even 1916. If many Americans sympathized with the
Allies before 1917, the vast majority were not pro-anything Euro-
pean. They re-elected Woodrow Wilson in 1916 because “he kept
us out of war.” The moral aspects of the quarrel on the Continent
were summed up by the popular sentiment, “It’s our good fortune
that we’re not mixed up in it.”

If neutrality was good enough for Wilson, it was good enough for
Variety. Many Americans sincerely subscribed to neutrality as the
best course because of a widespread belief that the war could not last
long. In 1914 most American “experts” were predicting it would
be over by three to five months. That was hardly surprising when,
the following year, a poll of English opinion showed that 25 per
cent of the English expected peace in 1915, while 40 per cent ex-
pected it to be over by March 31, 1916.

In 1914 and 1915 the average American flipped past the war news
to read about Congress passing the bill for Mother’s Day; a five-
month coal strike; Billy Sunday; the growth of transcontinental and
international telegraphy; Ford making his 1,000,000th auto; Gil An-
derson setting a new speed record of 102.6 miles per hour; the
Frank lynching in Georgia; and the electrocution of Police Lieu-
tenant Charles Becker.

complete escapism In show business songs were manu-
factured to fit the prevailing pattern of neutrality. Movies thrived
and became too big for the cramped theatres. Dansants zoomed to
the peak of their popularity, then crashed to a swift decline. Profes-
sional society dancers were swept out of the limelight to make room
for Ziegfeld girls and “jazz” dancers. Hammerstein’s closed and the
Palace boomed. Over 60 per cent of some 2,500 Philadelphia students
polled in 1914 chose vaudeville as the form of entertainment they

liked best.
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But in 1914 vaudeville, like all of show business, was flopping
badly in a terrible b.o. year. This, after New York had just finished
spending $8,870,000 for new theatres the year before. Los Angeles
showmen groaned as worse followed bad when snow, flood and
washouts ruined business in the land of eternal sunshine.

1916, a year of unrest, uncertainty and nervous tension, marked
the turning point in American war sentiment. We were no longer
“too proud to fight.” Neither were we at war. We were following
the new magic Wilsonian watchword—“Preparedness!” Washing-
ton issued stern warnings to Germany about its submarine warfare.
As though in answer, munitions plants in Black Tom Island, Jersey
City, blew up mysteriously. Secretary of State Robert Lansing’s
statement at the end of the year that America was being drawn inte
the war, caused frantic stock market trading.

Nervous Americans sought relief in entertainment. Show business
boomed that year, aided by the boom in paychecks which followed
“preparedness.” Musicals and revues sold out for weeks in advance.
The theatre’s one nervous moment in 1916 came with an infantile
paralysis scare that threatened to close theatres in many major cities.

The year that America entered the war was a breathless one,
filled with confusion, hysteria and sudden change. War was de-
clared on April 2, with the first draft act taking effect June 15.

For show business, the first half of 1917 was a drunken, joyous
spree. The latter half proved a hangover. B.o. receipts dropped
with a sickening thud. Ticket money went into buying Liberty
Bonds. Parents stayed home to scan newspapers for reports of their
sons’ regiments. Close to a million men abandoned theatre attend-
ance for close-order drill. Many more millions were busy with war
plant overtime, and the Government added the finishing touch in
December by forcing a blackout and curfew on Broadway.

Show business grinned feebly, led the drive for bond sales and re-
cruiting, and hoped for the best. At the height of its troubles it still
had time to enjoy a typical actors’ prank like Charlie Judels’ imper-
sonation of a French sailor. Dressed for the part, he delivered a
spirited address to visiting French officers of high rank, from the
steps of New York’s Public Library on Fifth Avenue. The officers,
who didn’t understand a word of it, applauded vigorously. They
assumed he came from a different part of France. Judels’ fractured
“French” was merely some early vintage double-talk.



‘.. . Too Proud to Fight’ 114

foreign b.o. upbeat  Although America’s entry into the
war seemed a death-knell to American show business, it spurted
boxoffice receipts abroad, where the theatre had already passed
through its dark phase and made a recovery. Canada had the best
theatrical season in history. Audiences in other Allied countries in-
dulged in a spree of entertainment. America was in the war. Ergo,
the war would be shorter, and victory was assured. Let’s go to a
show!

The first American soldiers were killed in action in January, 1918.
Wilson made his famous 14-Point speech, and in the spring 10,000
troops a day left America’s shores. There was Chateau-Thierry in
July, the month that America launched 100 ships. There was the
Fourth Liberty Loan in October, and the 2,000,000th Yank to land
overseas. November brought a false armistice, a real armistice and
an end to censorship four days later. New York raised its steel anti-
submarine net in December, welcomed the first troops back, and
saw President Wilson off to the Peace Conference.

Unnoticed in all the excitement was the passing of the woman
suffrage bill, and negation of the child labor laws of 1916 as uncon-
stitutional. Noticed was the wild leap in the cost of living, and the
nationwide flu epidemic. Noticed, too, and fiercely resented by re-
turning troops, was the approaching end of America’s right to drink,
" which taboo became a law in the first month of 1919.

Only one branch of show business shared that resentment, the
cabarets. Other branches found that the boxoffice was actually bene-
fited in those states where prohibition was in effect. But for caba-
rets, Volsteadism was synonymous with bankruptcy.

All of show business felt the flu epidemic, during which almost a
quarter of the nation’s population fell sick. Nineteen out of every
1,000 downed by flu died. Deaths tallied were between 400,000-500,-
000. Reaching into Army camps at home, the flu killed off half as
many soldiers as died overseas.

Nine out of 10 American theatres were shut down. Many cities
forbade public gatherings. Of the one theatre in 10 allowed to remain
open, few were able to do better than break even.

And the flu killed actors, too.
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“The theatre,” President Woodrow Wilson said, “was one of
the most potent contributing factors to American victory in the
World War.” But while show business did a great deal for the war
effort, the war effort did very little for show business.

When cities like Bridgeport became boomtown munitions cen-
ters as early as 1915, there was general rejoicing at the boxoffice,
which stayed open morning, noon and midnight. But by 1918
boomtown workers were so exhausted by overtime that they had
neither energy nor time for anything but sleep. Theatre receipts
flopped badly. A notable exception was the boomtown Washington,
D.C. So many armchair generals jammed the theatres that producers
seriously considered making the nation’s Capital a rival to Broadway.

Juvenile patriotism also hit theatre managers. When public school
propaganda successfully urged Los Angeles children to save their
dimes for War Savings Stamps, 23 film houses closed. War Stamp
purchases by small fry also caused a bad slump throughout the
Midwest.

With some 2,000,000 males summoned by the Army, it was only
natural that a great many theatre tickets went unsold. Perhaps hard-
est hit in the draft years were burlesque theatres, who couldn’t hope
to compensate for this loss by increased feminine patronage.

Rocketing prices and shortages plagued the theatre too. Paper,
inks, scenic canvas, paints and costume materials were both scarce
and expensive. Half-built theatres were left unfinished, plans for
new ones scrapped, when the Government froze steel supplies in
1917. Variety was forced to raise its price to 15¢.

Between 1914 and 1918 there were often more hardships in being
a trouper than being troops. When the Government took over the
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railroads in 1918, trains were abruptly cut out of time-tables, and
actors headed for Denver frequently wound up in Dallas.

chorus boy-less musieals The draft thinned out casts
as well as audiences and single acts became more prevalent. Musical
comedies eliminated chorus men entirely and backstage technicians
soon became irreplaceable. Broadway suffered a 10345 blackout late in
1917 on Government orders, to conserve fuel. In 1918 a 10 p.M. cur-
few was declared on all theatre performances. As a result, many
legitimate shows eliminated intermissions to make the deadline.

Boxoffices reeled when all theatres were ordered closed on Tues-
days, “Garfield holidays,” as they were named in honor of Wilson’s
fuel administrator. Shudders coursed through Broadway night spot
owners upon hearing that the Government had shut every cabaret
and roadhouse in New Orleans.

Film exhibitors scrambled frantically for any feature with a war
title or angle. A Keith manager, Ned Hastings, won front-page
headlines by announcing that, in the event we went to war, sea
lions would be offered to the Government for scout duty. They
would be specially trained, he explained, to spot enemy submarines
and make a bee-line for home.

And in 1916 most young actors who belonged to the National
Guard were discussing with enthusiasm the imminence of war
duty on the Mexican border, chasing Pancho Villa.

Once Wilson had cast the die, however, show business became
violently patriotic. It became the leading force in recruiting, selling
Liberty Bonds, maintaining home morale, and in boosting the spirits
of Americans in khaki, wherever they happened to be.

In the recent war John Golden was the chairman of the theatrical
committee which gave millions of free theatre tickets to servicemen.
In 1917 Golden headed the show business committee pledged to
support the Liberty Loans. For the Second Loan, the Palace The-
atre alone turned in $750,000. For the Third Loan, show business
pledged the staggering sum of $100,000,000, with 25 per cent of the
total to come from Greater New York. The quota went over the top.

Government “four minute men” teams—pledged not to speak
over four minutes each—were allowed to sell bonds between acts.
Lillian Russell announced that she was returning to vaudeville
again for one reason only—to speak about Liberty Bonds. She ne-
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glected, however, to mention that this patriotic stirring was re-
warded at the rate of $2,500 a week. A much more laudable figure
was vaudeville’s Corporal M. H. Plant who, after winning a Croix
de Guerre with America’s first raiding party, was sent back by Gen-
eral Pershing to aid the Liberty Loan.

Woodrow Wilson, like F.D.R., was an ardent theatre fan. It was
not unusual, then, for him to appear in a box at B. F. Keith’s in
Washington, 10 days after he had delivered America’s declaration
of war, where he was cheered lustily for five minutes after it was
announced that he had purchased a $1,000 Liberty Bond.

Millions were added to Red Cross coffers by benefits such as the
Lloyds Neck, L.I, open-air pageant, which netted one-night proceeds
of $34,000.

lauder and paderewski  Harry Lauder donated his sal-
ary for three performances every week to the Red Cross. Paderewski
spearheaded the movement to raise funds for Polish war sufferers.
Vaudeville houses collected $86,000 in 1917 for a soldiers’ and sailors’
smoke fund. The only sour note was sounded by the musicians of
the show, Seven Days Leave, who refused to join actors and stage-
hands in playing a benefit performance for the Stage War Relief
Fund.

The forerunner of the recent war’s U.S.O. camp shows were the
Liberty theatres, which were hurriedly built on 1918’s army posts.
The first Liberty Theatre was at Camp Sherman, Ohio, which of-
fered Cheating Cheaters. House managers for Liberty theatres were
designated civilian aides, given the rank and pay of second lieu-
tenants.

Irving Berlin’s smash musical hit of World War II, This Is The
Army, with an all-soldier cast, was history repeating itself. Berlin
did exactly the same thing in World War I with Yip Yip Yaphank,
which opened at the Century Theatre with 350 soldiers from Camp
Upton. Star of the show was Berlin himself, singing his own songs.
In one number he appeared in K.P. costume, water-bucket in hand,
to lament: “I scrub the dishes against my wishes to make this wide
world safe for democracy.”

Nobody was more surprised at the roof-raising ovation given Yip
at the first night than Camp Upton’s Major General J. Franklin
Bell, who had taken a dim view of Berlin’s request. Speaking from
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a box, the delighted General orated, “I have heard that Berlin is
among the foremost songwriters of the world, and now I believe it.
. . . Berlin is as good a soldier as he is a songwriter, and as popu-
lar in Camp Upton as he is on Broadway.”

Variety dusted off its seldom-used superlatives and lavished them
on Yip. “One of the best and most novel entertainments Broadway
has ever witnessed,” it stated. “There’s no theatrical manager who
wouldn’t grab it without the uniforms.”

And they tried to. Producers battled for the rights to produce the
Berlin show with a professional cast, once the singing soldiers had
toured it in Boston, Philadelphia and Washington. The show
cleared $120,000 in two weeks run in New York alone. That pro-
ceeds were intended to build a community house, or service club,
for Camp Upton did not deter Broadway ticket offices and specu-
lators from demanding $4.50 and $5.50 a pair for tickets (robbery
in those days) and getting it.

The 27th Infantry Division, intrigued by Yip’s success, put on its
own soldier show, called You Know Me, Al. With 109 men of the
27th in the cast, it played at the Lexington Opera House for a suc-
cessful two and a half weeks.

When the emphasis shifted from army camps at home to those
overseas, a unique mass meeting of actors was called at the Palace
Theatre. Chairman George M. Cohan presented the plan of E. H.
Sothern and Winthrop Ames to form an Over There Theatre
League. He called for those who would volunteer to entertain troops
overseas to signify by standing up.

Every seat in the house clattered back.

About 350 volunteers were finally selected and their applications
cleared through Washington “to ascertain that the applicant is
thoroughly American and eligible to go abroad as an entertainer
behind the lines.” They were sent to England and France under the
auspices of the Y.M.C.A., which arranged for their uniforms, trans-
portation, a $3,500 insurance policy and a monthly salary of $125.
Actors paid for their own food and lodging, toward which the Over
There League chipped in $2 a day extra.

One of those who was not “thoroughly American,” but to whom
the Government readily granted permission, was Harry Lauder. His
son had been killed in action.
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slackers, too  Like all fields, show business had its quota
of reluctant patriots. Bernard Granville found that out after he had
signed up about 100 actors for a “depot brigade,” assuring them their
duties would simply consist of a short drill weekly. When Gran-
ville’s volunteers reported and learned that they would be required
to swear an oath of allegiance to the Army, all but 30 quickly dis-
appeared.

Broadway was a bad hideout for draft dodgers. Government
agents frequently rounded up crowds there and demanded regis-
tration cards. Lounge lizards quickly disappeared when Rector’s
and Churchill’s afternoon teas were discontinued under General
Crowder’s “useful occupations” order and Governor Whitman’s
“Loafer’s Law.”

Under this bill men from 18 to 51 had to be employed at a useful
trade or profession at least 36 hours a week. Otherwise they had to
work on a farm or in a munitions plant. Failure to do so brought a
penalty of a $100 fine or three months in jail. Actors were classed
in a bracket with teachers and students, and declared entitled to a
two months’ vacation “after a winter’s toil.”

The perplexed draft board granted a deferment.

The Four Marx Bros., all subject to the draft, turned up as a
quartet at a Chicago recruiting station to enlist in the Illinois in-
fantry. One was rejected for defective eyesight. A second for flat
feet. A third for physical disability incurred by an operation. And
the fourth—“for general reasons.”

“That’s nothing,” Groucho boasted to the recruiting sergeant,
“You should see the fifth Marx brother: two heads!”

During the years England was at war and America wasn’t, the
presence of English actors in America presented a delicate question,
In London, 1,500 out of 8,000 male actors joined the British army,
and were sending home printed letters which permitted them to
check off appropriate sentiments and news.

The first time “slackers” was used was in 1915, when the British
Consulate so designated Englishmen in America who didn’t return
to join the British Army. It further dismayed the Consulate when
the following year 5,000 British nationals applied for American citi-
zenship.

On the callboards of London stages were posted lists of British
slackers who were clinging to the security of American bookings.
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When even this disgrace failed to shake loose the expatriate English
thespians, a British recruiting mission arrived in America in 1917
to round up 600 actors on their list.

Four months after America declared war, however, over 60 Eng-
lish actors presented themselves at British recruiting offices in New
York for enlistment in the British Army. A great many more donned
British and Canadian uniforms without bothering to sign up, and
were bitterly denounced by the British War Commission in the
States as “uniform fakers.” Special permission was required to wear
the British uniform on an American stage.

The impact of the war on show business abroad was understand-
ably more severe than at home. From early 1914 on, actors, man-
agers, composers, authors and technicians in Europe were enacting
roles in the theatre of mud and shell-scream, rather than of grease-
paint and kettle drums.

In the first year of war all English seacoast theatres were closed.
Pathe, Gaumont and all of France’s picture studios shut down. It
was like that over most of the Continent. Some 900 acts crowded
the boats from Europe to seck American bookings, causing no little
havoc to employment on United States circuits.

Variety estimated that 150 American acts were stranded overseas
at the sudden outbreak of war, unable to get out because of battle
conditions. There were 80 such acts in Germany and Austria, 20 in
France and 15 in Russia. American acts playing in London were
being paid in paper money difficult to convert into dollars.

Yanks in piceadilly London theatre managers in 1914,
quick to realize the drain war would place on English talent, lost
no time calling upon American show business talent. In that year
London presented its first all-American bill. It was the year that
launched Eddie Cantor as a solo artist, after he split with his part-
ner Sammy Kessler in London, and joined a revue at the Alhambra.

English agents and managers placed luring ads in Variety, urging
acts not to be afraid of submarines or mines, and promising lush
bookings. These appeals were well-timed, coinciding with a wave
of salary-cutting on American circuits. Some actors were afraid to
cross the Atlantic, but many saw London as the golden opportunity
to win both a reputation and a fat purse. Despite the red tape wound
around passports for England, many acts did make the crossing,
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and a good many stayed there. The trend was so well-defined that
1916 saw nine American plays in London.

Most of the actors who returned from English engagements
brought back the new wristwatch fad. Few wore them publicly,
however, for fear of being branded effeminate. A more widespread
affectation among both ladies and gentlemen of the theatre, was the
carrying of British swagger sticks.

Reaction to the American theatrical boom in England set in dur-
ing 1917. With America now at war, the status of American actors
in England assumed a different complexion. And also, there was a
natural feeling of resentment on the part of English actors whose
stars had fallen because of the invasion. The British Board of Trade
barred American actors from landing, notified all steamship com-
panies to this effect, and made it obligatory for any actor to secure
a permit from the Board before he was allowed to set foot on Eng-
lish soil. .

English ads in Variety still coaxed American actors in 1916. “Eng-
land is safe for Americans,” timid thespians were assured. “The air
and sea are clear of danger. . . . Zeppelins have been stopped dur-
ing the winter by new guns, and the cold of higher altitudes. . . .
In their last raid, eight Germans froze inside a Zeppelin. . . . The
seas have been freed of subs by English control.”

But in 1917 German air raids compelled many theatres to suspend
night performances. Those shows which defied the Zeppelins and
stayed open were invariably well filled. “Artists and audiences,”
Variety reported, “remained calm while London is bombed.”

English managers, at the outset of war, used the upset as an ex- .
cuse to slash actors’ salaries 30 to 50 per cent, and attempted to in-
troduce split-week bookings, in imitation of American managers.
Some managers pleaded poverty, claiming they couldn’t pay full
salaries, and persuaded acts to work on a percentage of the house.
Although a few acts profited by this arrangement, most did not.
Managers’ profits meanwhile fattened.

In 1915, while slashing actors’ salaries, operators of the London
Music Hall declared large dividends and paid lush salaries to the
directors and board chairmen. The Victoria, managed by the astute
Sir Alfred Butt, wound up the year with a profit of $224,000.

In the legit, the war gave even mediocre plays long runs, due to
the difficulty of getting new shows. This fact also accounted for a
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high percentage of revivals. Plays and musicals did a booming busi-
ness, with revues the top money-makers. Oddly enough, London’s
first cabaret revue, Tom Ryley’s “Frolic” at Ciro’s, was practically
hooted off the stage by both public and press because of “unneces-
sary extravagance in wartime.”

a real ‘quickie®  Revues were so popular that even Sir
James M. Barrie planned one, touching off a quarrel over ethics
with George Bernard Shaw. Barrie, it seems, invited prominent
‘people to a dinner, during which they were secretly filmed. Shaw
later charged that Barrie intended using the film in his revue, but
had been foiled because two of the “prominent people” had be-
haved too amorously for the camera. “Barrie,” Shaw thundered,
“invited people to an 8-shilling dinner, getting a valuable picture
at minimum cost.”

Two revues featured fighters. Alfred Butt signed France’s Georges
Carpentier for the Merry-Go-Round Revue at the Empire, paying
him $3,500 a week and billing him as “The White Champion of
the World.” Jack Johnson gave a boxing demonstration in a revue
at the Euston Music Hall, during which two British femmes daintily
mopped his brow between rounds.

The vicissitudes of show business in America and England were
as nothing compared to what happened to show business in France.
During the Battle of the Marne in 1914, when the Germans threat-
ened Paris, every Parisian theatre was closed for two months. After
the Marne victory only one film house opened its doors, then a few
vaudeville houses. Many actors had to join the growing queues at
soup kitchens.

No one cross-section of show business felt the impact of the war
as much as German and Austrian actors. With the coming of war
in 1914, an hysterical spy scare swept the Allies. England immedi-
ately ordered all German actors place photos on their passports, for-
bade them to carry arms, or travel over five hours at a time, and
compelled those who had changed their names to resume their right-
ful identities.

Despite these stringent precautions, English managers cancelled
German acts indiscriminately. Mixed nationality teams split. One
German acrobatic act assumed Japanese names, and appeared in
Oriental makeup.
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Many Dutch comedy acts fled to Canada, where a great num-
ber became Irish comics. The spy scare was so heightened that
when the Pantages Theatre in Edmonton, Alberta installed a wire-
less to relay war messages between acts, the Canadian Army seized
it. American burlesque troupes touring Canada were compelled to
remove German characters before risking performance. Canada
finally warned in 1916 that it would intern any Germans and
Austrians who came to play within its borders.

The spy scare in the United States assumed gigantic proportions
after an exposé in 1915 which forced the German consul to leave
New York, and the Black Tom explosions of 1916 which rocked
the New York-New Jersey area. Once war had been declared by
Congress, Secret Service agents checked on all German actors in
the country, and set June g, 1917 as the last day on which they could
travel without permission.

The special attention paid to Germans in show business was not
without justification, as evidence showed that Germany was fur-
thering its propaganda through its theatrical artists. Mata Hari, the
dance queen of Holland, had been executed. It was open knowledge
that German actresses in Switzerland had pried war secrets out of
Allied soldiers over empty bottles and under ruffled bed linen. Vari-
ety reported that even Max Reinhardt’s theatre company unwittingly
contained five German spies.

‘What Kind of an American Are You?’

«

“Deutschland, Deutschland Uber Alles” and “Die Wacht am
Rhein” were the songs on the lips of German soldiers as they
marched lyrically to war. And it was “Fatherland, My Fatherland”
that the Kaiser’s troops sang as they conquered.
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The British troops, with less mechanical minds, sang their unof-
ficial war song, “It’'s A Long Way to Tipperary.” This song had
been ignored by America two years before, but in the fall of 1914,
plugged by American publishers as “The Song They Sing As They
March Along,” at 30¢ a copy, it was whistled, sung, hummed,
danced and applauded in America to the tune of over a million
sales.

London’s song hits in the early part of the war were anything
but martial. Typical war songs included “Sister Susie’s Sewing
Shirts For Soldiers,” “Are We Downhearted?” and “Love Me
While the Loving Is Good.” In the gang’s-all-here spirit, English-
men sang “You’re Here and I'm Here” and “Are We All Here?”
And as Zeppelins dropped their calling cards, you could hear, “The
Sunshine of Your Smile,” “When Irish Eyes Are Smiling,” “S’nice
S’mince S'pies,” and “Wonderful Rose of Love.”

Despite the fact that Irving Berlin wrote “I Hear the Voice of Bel-
gium” in 1915 for the Belgian Relief Fund, the year’s song crop was
largely antiwar, proneutrality. Even with the sinking of the Lusitania
and the exposure of Germany’s spy network in America, we were,
in President Wilson’s words, “too proud to fight.”

Tin Pan Alley responded with “We’re All With You, Mr. Wil-
son,” “Go Right Ahead, Mr. Wilson” and “Our Hats Off To You,
Mr. Wilson.” The latter song, indiscreetly sung in Canada by Trixie
Friganza and other American singers, was greeted either with vio-
lent hisses or a deadly silence.

Antiwar songs laid heavy stress on “mother” sentimentality.
“Don’t Take My Darling Boy Away” and “I Didn’t Raise My Boy
To Be A Soldier” were shrewdly designed to appeal to a lucrative
market—the mothers of America. But a subtle change in America’s
attitude during 1915 became evident when sales of the latter song
suddenly dropped off in a month’s time.

Very gradually America began singing songs like “I'd Be Proud
To Be the Mother of a Soldier,” whose chorus declared, “It would
be a different story if they trampled on Old Glory—then I'd be
proud to be the mother of a soldier!” Unsophisticated hearts began
to beat faster to “America, I Love You” and the prophetic advice,
“Save Your Kisses Till the Boys Come Home.” (World War II had
its counterpart in “Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree With Anyone
Else But Me.”)
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After Wilson had been re-elected, and the national theme changed
to “Preparedness,” Tin Pan Alley was not slow to read the revised
handwriting on the wall. War songs flooded the country, and singers
found them sure-fire for bringing an audience to its feet.

England’s big hit of 1916 was “Keep the Home Fires Burning.”
Americans sang, “My Country, I Hear You Calling Me,” “Follow
the Flag You Love,” and “Stand By Your Uncle Sam.” Young men
sang, half-ruefully, “I Hate Like Hell to Go,” “The Army Blues,”
and “Just Say Hello To the Girls We Know Back on Old Broad-
way.”

Young women sang earnestly, “I'm Proud of You, Laddie” and
“Soldier Boy, I Kiss Before You Go.” All this, incidentally, a year or
so before America’s first draft act. In some cases the war sentiment,
however, didn’t refer to the big league battle at all, such as “They’re
On Their Way to Mexico.”

the flag-wavers  As the last shreds of American neutrality
were ripped from the nation’s reticence, songsmiths ground out war
songs with feverish haste and blatance. “What Kind Of An Amer-
ican Are You?” Americans sang to each other in 1917. One tune-
smith came up with “America Needs You Like A Mother—Would
You Turn Your Mother Down?”

Among the unabashed flag-wavers were “For Your Country and
My Country,” “Root For Uncle Sam,” “You’ve Got To Be An Amer-
ican to Feel That Way” and “Liberty Bell, It’s Time To Ring
Again.” George M. Cohan, with an equal mixture of romance and
patriotism, gave America “There’s Only One Little Girl and One
Little Flag For Me.”

The mother appeal figured in “America Here’s My Boy,” “So
Long Mother,” “That’s a Mother’s Liberty Loan,” “There’s A Va-
cant Chair In Every Home Tonight,” “There Is a Service Flag Fly-
ing At Our House” and a revival of the Spanish-American War
tearjerker, “Break the News to Mother.”

America’s melting-pot population was urged “Let’s All Be Amer-
icans Now” and “Don’t Bite the Hand That’s Feeding You.” Men
who stayed behind were implored “Don’t Try To Steal the Sweet-
heart of A Soldier.” Enlistments were coaxed with “It’s Time For
Everybody to Be A Soldier,” “If I Were A Boy You Bet I'd Belong
to the Navy,” “Dixie Volunteers,” “I'm In the Army Now,” and a
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hillbilly song, “Long Boy” (“Goodbye Maw, Goodbye Paw, Good-
bye Mule”).

Outraged decency was appealed to with “For the Freedom of the
World,” “Joan of Arc,” “Belgian Rose,” “Rose of No Man’s Land”
and “Hang the Kaiser Under the Linden Tree.” The arrival of
American troops in France gave rise to “Somewhere In France Is
Daddy,” “When Yankee Doodle Learns to Parlez Vous Francais”
and “Say A Prayer For the Boys Over There.”

Ex-President Theodore Roosevelt vainly sought permission from
Secretary of War Newton D. Baker to raise a Roosevelt Division
under his command. His cause was assisted, however fruitlessly, by
the song, “If We Had A Million More Like Teddy.” War workers
and farmers, chafing at all the melodic glory bestowed upon the men
in uniform, were pacified with a lyrical eulogy, “The Man Behind
the Hammer and the Plow.”

The song of World War I, of course, was George M. Cohan’s
stirring “Over There,” introduced in 1917 by Nora Bayes and Irving
Fisher in her own show at New York’s 39th Street Theatre, at Co-
han’s request. Feist paid $25,000 for the song, and in less than one
year sold 440,000 copies at a dime each. Although almost every
American knew the words of this immortal war song by heart,
Cohan forgot the lyrics when he sang it at Ebling’s Casino for his
father’s pet charity. Irving Berlin and Joe Laurie, Jr. had to run on-
stage and help him out.

War songs were considered so important to America’s war effort
that George Creel’s Committee on Public Information prepared a
collection in booklet form, at Government expense, for use in con-
nection with a corps of song leaders he appointed to take charge of
community singing in the nation’s film houses.

Vaudeville houses featured war song contests, in which music pub-
lishers were allowed to plug one or two of their war numbers, with
the audience judging the best. Each publisher, of course, sent along
his own callous-palmed claques. At Keith’s Fifth Avenue, the voting,
in order of selection, went to “Break the News To Mother,” “Joan
of Arc,” “Somewhere In France Is A Lily,” “Send Me Away With
A Smile” and “It’s A Long Way to Berlin.”

In the climactic year of the war, it was the rare melody that was
unaccompanied by Mars-tinted lyrics. Songwriters were still thump-
ing the drum with hats-off numbers like “Let’s Keep the Glow In
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Old Glory and the Free In Freedom, Too” and “America Makes the
World Safe for Democracy.”

the home-front A heavy battery of tunes were concen-
trated on home-front activities. Food shortages were reflected by
“We Don’t Want the Bacon, What We Want Is A Piece of the
Rhine.” To back up fuel conservation Americans were implored in
song to “Keep Cool, the Country’s Saving Fuel,” and Irving Berlin
attacked fuel-hoarders with “The Devil Has Bought Up All the
Coal.”

Liberty Loans were floated to the tune of “What Are You Going
To Do To Help Our Boys?”, the official song; “We’ll Do Our Share
While You're Over There”; and the dire imprecation on slackers,
“Those Mother’s Tears Will Bring A Curse On You.” The ladies
who fought the war with needles enjoyed “Listen to the Knocking
at the Knitting Club.” The Fulton Theatre posted a sign at its
boxoffice: “Ladies are requested not to knit during the action of the
play, as it disturbs other patrons.”

After the superficial pride induced by numbers like “Giving My
Son to the U.S.A.” had worn thin, songwriters hastened into the
breach with cheer-up numbers, the best-known of which were
“Smiles” and “Cheer Up Father, Cheer Up Mother.” The wave of
Pagliacci philosophy in Tin Pan Alley embraced our Allies as well,
with the tender advice, “Belgium, Dry Your Eyes.”

At the same time tears were invited with “Just A Baby’s Prayer
At Twilight,” “A Soldier’s Rosary” and “When the Flowers Bloom
In No Man’s Land.” Astute performers frequently chose for their
repertory beginning or middle numbers which would make audi-
ences lachrymose, and for the finish—in the approved Greek tradi-
tion of catharsis—songs which would bring down the house in a
blare of optimistic or militant cacaphony.

Humorous Army camp songs enjoyed a continuous vogue with
“They Were All Out of Step But Jim,” “Oh, How I Hate To Get
Up In the Morning,” and “Would You Rather Be A Colonel With
An Eagle On Your Shoulder, or A Private With a Chicken On
Your Knee?” The girls left behind were reminded “Your Lips Are
No Man’s Land But Mine” by Guy Empey, in answer to which
many sang plaintively, “A Good Man Nowadays Is Hard To Find.”

Creel’s Committee, corresponding to the recent war’s OWI (Office
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of War Information), made sure there were sufficient songs glamor-
izing each of the service branches, such as “Give A Little Credit to
the Navy” and “Tell It To the Marines.” It is unfair, however, to
blame them for all cheap, vapid songs which burlesque the sufferings
of men at war for the sake of trick phrases. Among these were “The
Russians Were Rushin’, the Yanks Were Yankin’,” “Trench Trench
Trench the Boys Were Marching,” “We’re All Going Calling On
the Kaiser,” “Hunting The Hun” and “Bingem On the Rhine.”

Local bands, playing draftees off to training camps, usually sere-
naded with “Auld Lang Syne” and incongruously, “Marching Thru
Georgia” (in the North); while the South just as incongruously
bade farewell with “Dixie” and “The Bonnie Blue Flag.”

The songs sung at home were not the most popular with soldiers,
who had their own decided preferences. They sang, of course, the
service songs of the field artillery, the coast artillery and other pieces
of military chauvinism. The songs they selected from the popular
pot were generally those with an appeal that rang true in camps
and trenches—“Goodby Broadway, Hello France,” “Madelon,”
“Dearest, My Heart Is Dreaming,” “Long Boy,” “No Man’s Land”
and “Over There.”

Songs with lusty humor were popular—“K-K-Katy,” which gave
rise to a thousand Army parodies such as “K-K-K-P” and “K-K-
Cootie”; “How You Gonna Keep ’Em Down On the Farm After
They’ve Seen Paree”; “Good Morning Mr. Zip Zip Zip, With Your
Hair Cut Short As Mine”; “Hinky Dinky Parlay-Voo”; and the im-
mortal “Mademoiselle From Armentiéres.”

Many songs out of the sphere of Armageddon reflected changing
times and trends of thought in America. A suggestive 1914 song,
“Beautiful Eggs,” leeringly referred to what the American male was
seeing as female limbs became more and more emancipated. The
growing influence of movies was indicated that year by a song called
“Poor Pauline,” after a film title. “Those Charlie Chaplin Feet”
(1915) mirrored the sudden and fantastic Chaplin craze which swept
the nation and established him as America’s leading comic artist.

Al Bryan, who wrote “I Didn’t Raise My Boy To Be A Soldier,”
came to the defense of American motherhood once more on the issue
of woman suffrage with “She’s Good Enough To Be Your Baby's
Mother, and She’s Good Enough To Vote With You.”

1915, the heyday of the Ford joke, also offered “The Love Story of
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the Packard and the Ford.” And Tin Pan Alley celebrated the open-
ing of the New York-San Francisco telephone line with “Hello
Frisco.” Irving Berlin, despite his pro-Allied sympathies, accurately
put his finger on the pulse of American thinking that year when he
wrote nostalgically, “When I Leave the World Behind.”

hawaiian eraze As all eyes were focused reluctantly on
Europe in 1916, the ivory tower, never-never land of Hawaii came
in for escapist serenading. There were “Yacki Hacki Wicki Wackie
Woo,” “My Lola Lo,” “Yacka Hula Hickey Dula,” “Hello, Hawaii,
How Are You?” “On South Seas Isles” and “Since Mary Ann
McCue Came Back From Honolulu.” These coincided with a rise in
popularity of the Hawaiian guitar.

A reminder of the debt President Wilson owed to California was
contained in the 1916 postelection song, “Be Good To California,
Mr. Wilson, California Was Good To You.” There was an amusing
sequel to the year’s sob song, “There’s A Broken Heart For Every
Light On Broadway” two years later when a Broadway blackout
inspired “On A Lightless Night With You.”

Top of 1914’s hit parade were Feist’s “On the Road to Mandalay,”
which sold 500,000 copies, followed by Remick’s “Rebecca of Sun-
nybrook Farm.” In the year that saw the sack of Louvain, wide-
spread unemployment and Coxey on the march, and a nationwide
coal strike, tunesmiths dwelled heavily on the theme of a good time
—“This Is The Life,” “He’s A Devil In His Own Home Town”
and “If That’s Your Idea of a Wonderful Time, Take Me Home.”

“Ballin’ the Jack,” after a dance of the same name, was popular, as
was Jerome Kern’s “They Didn’t Believe Me” from his show, The
Girl From Utah.

The following year Ireland—possibly because of its neutrality—en-
joyed Tin Pan Alley’s spotlight. There was “Dancing Underneath
the Irish Moon,” “I'm On My Way To Dublin Bay” and “My
Mother’s Rosary,” written by Sam Lewis and George W. Meyer,
both of whom were not exactly of true Gaelic extraction.

Ragtime was still in fashion, with “Everybody Rag With Me,” “Oh,
What a Beautiful Baby” and “Ragging the Scale,” which was bought
outright from the writer for $25 to become a smash hit dance tune.
Another popular dance number was “Underneath the Stars,” written
as a slow ballad but played by orchestras in fox-trot time.
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Al Jolson gave his all to “Tennessee” and “When the Grown-Up
Ladies Act Like Babies.” Two well-liked love songs of 1915 were
“There’s A Little Spark of Love Still Burning” and “If I Were A
Bee and You Were A Red, Red Rose.”

The nonwar song parade of 1916 was a scattered mélange. Ireland
came in for another plug with “Ireland Must Be Heaven For My
Mother Came From There” (composed by that non-Hibernian, Fred
Fisher). The escapists found new havens in “There’s Egypt In Your
Dreamy Eyes” and “Araby.” The beginnings of an upheaval in
morals, bedfellow of war, were hinted at in “You're A Doggone
Dangerous Girl” and “Whose Pretty Baby Are You Now ?”"—made
more pointed by the yearning songs, “All I Want Is A Cottage, Some
Roses and You” and “What A Wonderful Mother You’d Be”—and
scornfully emphasized by wild songs like “Down In Honky Tonky
Town” and “Yacki Hacki Wicki Wacki Woo.”

Other hits of the year were “The Sunshine of Your Smile” and
two Mason-Dixon numbers: “She’s Dixie All the Time” and “Mam-
my’s Little Coal Black Rose.”

In the last year of the war, nonmilitary songs leaned heavily on
tried-and-true June-Moon themes. Lovers squeezed hands to “For
Me and My Gal,” “Love Is A Wonderful Thing,” “When Shadows
Fall,” “Give Me the Moonlight, Give Me the Girl,” “Just As Your
Mother Was” and “Give Me the Right to Love You.”

There was no Bonnie Baker to sing “Oh, Johnny” but it was the
hit of 1918. Another teasing type of song, built around a play on
words using the name of the era’s top hallelujah-shouter, was “I Love
My Billy Sunday But Oh, You Saturday Night!”

The Hawaiian craze continued with “They’re Wearing Them
Higher in Hawaii,” and the successor to “Yaaka Hula,” “Yaddie
Kaddie Kiddie Kaddie Koo.” The new type of jazz dancing was
glorified in “Everybody Loves A Jazz Band” and the lively “Dark-
town Strutters Ball.” A growing nostalgia for “going home” pro-
duced “Indiana” and “There’s A Long, Long Trail A-Winding.”

the prisoners song ecireuit The urge to sing even ex-
tended through prison bars, and became part of America’s parole
system in 1914, when Elmira, New York allowed a quartet of prison-
ers to take vaudeville bookings without a guard. They gave their
first show to inmates of Auburn Prison.
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Even the paper shortage, which compelled music publishers to
put out songs on single sheets in 1916, couldn’t dampen public sup-
port of the song business. Pianola rolls with imprinted lyrics won
instant favor, and Henry Waterson (Waterson, Berlin & Snyder)
sold a fortune’s worth of 10¢ music rolls as well as 10¢ Little Wonder
records.

Irving Berlin’s name became touched with such magic that his
publishers boosted his songs to a retail price of 30¢ a copy, an un-
heard-ot extortion which was cheerfully paid.

‘bines are blues®  That year also saw a unique battle between
music publishers Roger Graham and Leo Feist, over the alleged
piracy of blues. Feist, who had published “Barnyard Blues,” claimed
that Graham’s “Livery Stable Blues” was an infringement. To settle
the issue the court called in a blues writer named Professor White
as an expert. White was asked, “What are blues?”

“Blues are blues,” explained the professor empirically, “that’s what
blues are. See?”

curbing (?) the payeola The song business achieved
one major step forward during the war years to partially solve a
problem which had vexed it for a decade—the payola, or payment
to singers for plugging songs. When Sime pointed out to the music
publishers that some $400,000 was being paid to singers every year
for this purpose, he engineered formation of the Music Publishers
Protective Association (MPPA). The music publishers agreed that
this highly ruinous practice would be outlawed, and while still an
intra-trade problem, it has been considerably curtailed.

The Vaudeville Managers Protective Assn. (V.M.P.A.) backed up
the just formed MPPA by barring any singers from bookings who
were known to be paid by publishers for services rendered. Lest pub-
lishers be drowned in their own virtuous ethics, however, Al Jolson
placed a large ad in Variety warning them to stop placing his pic-
ture on song sheets of numbers he didn't intend to sing.

A different type of songplugging appeared in a 1916 issue of
Variety with an ad headlined: SONG WANTED! The ad ex-
plained, “Newspapers all over the country are talking about a song
that’s in the air, and yet no one seems to know much about it, ex-
cept that wherever sung, it is a sensation. We like sensational songs,
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and we admit that the title of this song, ‘Are You Half the Man
Your Mother Thought You'd Be’ appeals to us.”

The publishers urged the writer of this song, “whoever and
wherever he may be,” to get in touch with them quickly. “We ad-
mit it is unusual for a music publisher to advertise in this way, but
this seems to us to be an unusual song and to require unusual meth-
ods. If the song is half as good as the papers say it is, we can no
doubt put it over in a jiffy.”

The sequel appeared with an ad in Variety two weeks later, an-
nouncing the “discovery” of the “lucky” songwriters, Leo Wood
and Harry DeCosta, and trumpeting a big advance sales order. All
of which was corn quite as green as the song itself.

In 1917 the Music Publishers Protective Association put teeth into
their proposals to wipe out paid songplugging. The previous resolu-
tions had proved more noble in word than deed. Singers chuckled
cynically at the new gathering, until they found that this time all
the publishers meant business, and there would be no defections. At
least right now.

Top-rank singers were pleased. Prior to that, it had been almost
impossible for a singer to select his own style of song. Publishers
preferred to put up their own choices on the auction block, giving
paid contracts to singers for pushing songs the publishers wanted
pushed. With the payment system abolished, singers were free to do
their own window-shopping for what looked best on them. And
when the Music Publishers Association reached an agreement with
the V.M.P.A. that only their songs could be sung in theatres, it meant
that publishers who were expelled from the Association for violat-
ing the pay taboo would be in a bad way.

That was teeth. And it worked. But where there’s a will, there’s a
loophole. Some publishers found it when they “cut in” payolas as
“co-authors” and paid off in royalties!
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From Tango to Shimmy

«

The war years brought swift changes to the night life de-
partment of show business. Dansants, at their height in 1913 and
1914, suffered an ignoble decline thereafter, and with them tumbled
the heyday of the society dancer. The graceful glide of the tango and
the adolescent fever of ragtime gave way to the sophisticated jazz
tempo of the Shimmy. Dance orchestras found themselves chal-
lenged by the rise of a perplexing new phenomenon—the jazz band.

Cabarets thrived, expanded, introduced the Continental idea of
cover charges. They aimed at and fleeced thrilled out-of-towners.
Liquor flowed, headwaiters were tipped, floor shows grew lavish.
Then as the bluenosed shadow of Prohibition fell across Broadway,
cabarets kicked the roof off prices to grab what they could before a
Federal Government cork was slammed on the bottle and business.

Even small dancehalls were grossing in the neighborhood of
$2,500 a week, catering to wives who were bored staying home dur-
ing the day. Part of the dansant’s undoing was too much competition
and too much of the same thing. But the death blow was dealt by a
revolt of outraged husbands. At first men protested because their
dansant-mad wives were crippling them financially by a vain at-
tempt to compete sartorially with professional dancers.

These protests became explosions when husbands realized what
sort of men patronized dansants. This species, later identified as
“gigolos,” were unscrupulous male butterflies who depended upon
their smooth dancing and a smooth line to fascinate naive wives
who were desperate for excitement. Most of the dansant men were
content to settle for expensive wardrobes and pocket money in ex-
change for romantic services. When a few went in for blackmail,
these scandals, more than any other factor, accounted for their shut-
ting down on weekdays in 1914.
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Some dancehalls charged as little as a dime admission, with a
fixed charge of s¢ per dance per person. Since the gentlemen
hangers-on at places of this calibre were inclined to be a little too
rough, policewomen were in frequent attendance. More than one
gallant who pinched where he shouldn’t was chagrined to find that
he. too, had been pinched, albeit differently.

The public craze for dancing was so strong in 1914 that Cincin-
nati staged penny dances in its public parks—and within one month
was able to buy a piano out of proceeds for Inwood Park. New
York’s Hotel Astor pulled apart its main dining room to lay down
a large dance floor. Gimbel’s department store in New York gave
4:30 tango teas, charging 75¢, and regaled dancers with a fashion
show of the very latest ‘rom Paris.

In 1915 Murray’s, a New York cabaret on West 42d St., put in
a revolving dance floor. The Arena Skating Rink switched to danc-
ing after 11 p.M. Leo Carrillo bought the Casino at Freeport, Long
Island, to open it as a roadhouse with dancing. William Morris
staged a dance contest in the New York Theatre Roof Garden, and
inveigled 200 prizes from business firms, much as today’s radio quiz
shows play Santa Claus with gift merchandise contributed by com-
panies in return for credit mentions.

Tired of unglamorous charity work in slums, Mrs. W. K. Van-
derbilt and other society women hit upon the idea of a low-priced
dansant for the poor woiking goil. So, on top of the Strand Theatre,
they opened a cafeteria-lunch-dansant, without liquor, at a 50¢ ad-
mission with a 20¢ lunch feature. Thrilled stenographers jammed
in, as much to see Mrs. Vanderbilt and her blue-blooded friends
serve as waitresses, as to enjoy dancing and a cheap lunch.

The dances in 1914 were the Castle Walk, Maxixe, Argentine
Tango, American Tango, Congo Tango, Whirlwind Waltz, Hesi-
tation Waltz, Aeroplane Waltz and the Negro Drag. Although the
Turkey Trot had largely passed from favor, a notice on the call-
board of the New Amsterdam Theatre, where The Little Cafe was
playing, read: “Any member seen Turkey Trotting in a public
place will be subject to immediate dismissal.”

The “neck hold” was popular in dancing. Women clasped their
partners around the coat collar. Men held their hands around the
base of women’s necks.
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ecakewalk craze—and the castles There was a
Cakewalk craze, and Cakewalk contests all over the country in 1915,
when Dave Genaro revived it with a 25-girl chorus doing the dance
at the New York Roof Garden. The following year a new dance
originated in Chicago called “Walkin’ the Dog,” which became a
favorite with Negro dancers.

The jazz dance was first heard from in 1917. Joe Frisco, working
in a tuxedo, derby and cigar, introduced it at Chicago’s Green Mill
Garden. When Frisco danced it at Rector’s in New York that year,
it had already become so famous that he was billed as “Creator of
the Jazz Dance.”

The Shimmy had its origins in the Barbary Coast, but was first
introduced to New York in 1918. Considered a lewd outgrowth of
the new jazzmania, the Police Department threatened to revoke the
license of any cabaret or dancehall which permitted it. The Shimmy
Shewabble, as it was properly called, scemed even more indecent
when performed in the bare-legged, revealing costumes in vogue
during the war’s final year. Variety reported that the Shimmy at-
tracted considerable attention on those dance floors which dared to
permit it, but that it could be danced decently “only with much
difficulty.”

Prime exponents of the Shimmy craze were Gilda Gray and Bee
Palmer, both given their Broadway showcasing by Sophie Tucker.
Like Joe Frisco, both hailed from Chicago. The Shimmy eventually
segued into the hula vogue and the prime exponent of that was
Doraldina who, too, played at Reisenweber’s.

The Castles, Irene and Vernon, were the darlings of dance-mad
America. They set the style of ballroom dancing, and somehow
symbolized to a nation in search of values the ideal exponents of a
design for living—a continuous, romantic love affair within the
marital framework, crowned with grace and success. Women copied
Irene’s daring clothes, her “modern” hair style, and tried to copy
her style of dancing.

In 1914 the Castles were at the pinnacle of their career. A week
of one-day stands rewarded them at an average of $31,000. When
Madison Square Garden decided to run an amateur dancing tourna-
ment, only the Castles were important enough to sponsor it.

The war, and not a decline in their popularity, brought an abrupt
end to the Castle legend. A zealous champion of England’s cause.
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Vernon took flying lessons in 1915. He went to England and joined
the Royal Flying Corps as a second lieutenant, winning a promo-
tion to captain after shooting down two German planes.

He was sent back to Canada in 1917 to train pilots. When Amer-
ica entered the war, he was transferred to Texas where, in February
1918, he was killed in a flying accident. “Castle,” Variety said by
way of obituary, “set as striking an example of dancers by enlisting
as he had previously done in dancing.”

Apart from the Castles, the number of society dancers who were
prominent at the tail-end of the craze included only Mae Murray
and Clifton Webb; Joan Sawyer, who collected between $700 and
$800 a week through a percentage of cover charges; and the only
successful new dancer of the era, Doraldina. As a sign that the
lady-and-gentleman dance team was finished, Rector’s introduced
comedy dancers on its floor in 1914—a boy and girl who worked in
rube costumes and bucolic makeup. By 1916 dansants were gone
forever, and matinee dancing was taboo in all but a few places of
poor repute.

gave impetus to jazz bands The rising comet of
dancing in America had carried on its tail a new interest in dance
bands. When the dancing comet plunged, the tail stayed high in
the heavens of public affection, and flew even higher. The recent
enthusiasm for band drummers, which elevated inspired trap-
thumpers like Gene Krupa to solo stardom, was another instance
of the repetitive cycle of public fads.

In 1915, too, the public was fascinated by drums and drummers.
Earl B. Fuller, drummer with the Banjo Wallace Orchestra at Rec-
tor’s, was given 64 square feet of floor space for his traps, which were
worth $1,000. Drummers argued among themselves over who had
the largest number of traps.

In the year that saw the first poison gas attack of the war, New
York’s drummers held a competition at the Strand Roof. Listening
to the all-colored contestants, judges Jerome Kern (the composer)
and Max Hershfeld (another Tin Pan Alleyite) tied first place
between “Buddy,” from the show, Castles In the Air, and “Bat-
tle Axe” from the Winter Garden. Bill Bailey Jones of the Reisen-
weber’s cabaret won second place, and Pippin Reeves of the Strand,

third.



GAVE IMPETUS TO JAZZ BANDS 137

With the interest in dance bands steadily mounting, each orches-
tra leader strove to win public favor with innovations. In 1917 Earl
Fuller added a xylophone soloist, George Hamilton Green, to his
Plaza Hotel band in New York, creating a minor furor. The sud-
den wave of Hawaiian songs brought ukuleles and guitars to the
front of the bandstand as solo instruments. And 1917 saw a strange
cycle of jug bands which were wowing the hinterland and heading
for New York. .

But it remained for Chicago to produce the most significant dance
band of all—one which had an impact not only on the entertain-
ment world, but on the whole era of the Roaring Twenties to fol-
low. This was the jazz, or as it was originally spelled, “jaz” band.

The usual itinerary for a Broadway rounder in 1914 began with
the cocktail hour, followed by a show, an hour or so of dancing in
a restaurant cafe, then a tour of the drinking spots—“to be seen.”
A frequent route wound through Murray’s; the Claridge; the New
York Roof; Rector’s, Churchill’s or Reisenweber’s; then the 400
Club after the regular room closed, until 4:00 a.m.; breakfast at
Ciro’s or Jack’s; and to bed about six. To vary the “monotony”
there would be the downtown bohemian spots of Joel’s, Joe Brown’s
or Walter Sweeney’s, incubators of uptown entertainment.

For a while the Claridge lost its standing in this approved route
when the proprietor, a man named Hill, stated, “T’ll give $5 to every
Jew in the place if he will leave.” The word spread rapidly, and ev-
ery Jewish guest did leave. So did every Christian guest, with the
exception of four, in the entire 12-story hotel. Faced with ruin, Hill
swallowed hard and spilled out frantic statements to the effect that
“if not for Jews, hotels and restaurants wouldn’t exist,” ad nauseam.
But he couldn’t sell it, and the Claridge stayed empty until Hill
sold out to the Hotel McAlpin, whereupon the guests returned and
the Claridge thrived once again.

Widespread unemployment in the spring of 1914 left its mark on
the cabaret business. It was a poor time to raise the price of cham-
pagne, which cost cabarets from $6 a case to $7 a quart; and to up
the cost of beer—if the place carried it—to 15¢ a pint. Broadwayites
began to be aware that a round of mixed drinks at a Broadway bar,
with seltzer instead of charged water, would cost them only 8o¢ or
a dollar, compared to a cabaret’s $2.60. :
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eoney islamnd  Coney Island was the poor playboy’s paradise.
Although many of the cabarets were hole-in-the-wall size, there were
a good number that were spacious, provided excellent entertainment
if no big names, and cost little. Perry’s was the swankiest spot, with
waiters in tuxedos, a captain on the floor, and a hatcheck man in
uniform. The show was always splendid. But customers only had to
part with a dime for beer and a quarter for cocktails.

The nearest thing to the Parisian style cabaret was to be found
in New Orleans, and there only. Chicago’s cabarets were consid-
ered so blue that the city’s reformers were sharpening axes again.

Gloom still encompassed cabaret owners in 1915, when the Broad-
way Rose Gardens folded, a flop that included $179,000 worth of
furnishings. Restaurant proprietors Lea Herrick and Percy Elkeles
decided Broadway was ripe for a “free” revue, i.c. sans couvert, and
offered “Keep Moving” with no admission or cover charge. The
sole male in the revue was Frank Crumit, later of Crumit & (Julia)
Sanderson fame.

To the other extreme went Flo Ziegfeld, who opened the Midnight
Frolics on top of the New Amsterdam Theatre. He slapped a firm
$2 cover charge on every plate. But he gave New York something
new in the cabaret line—a bevy of Ziegfeld beauties with “bare
shoulders.” Bare shoulders and bald heads being opposites which
attract, the Frolics did a lucrative business.

Ziegfeld’s success made the cover charge a cabaret standard in
1916. Broadway hotels had once tried to impose a 10¢ cover charge
on the check for bread and butter, but protests had forced hotel
managers to stop it. Now, however, the same guests paid 50¢ to a’
$1 cover charge at cabarets without a squawk. A few cabaret own-
ers, worried about public reaction, made a policy of imposing it
only upon guests they didn’t know, or recognized as light spenders
—a practice that obtains today.

Slowly cabaret owners began to realize the value of featuring and
promoting their own talent. Some did this by advertising, some by
circulars, and one put his star’s name in lights outside the cabaret.
A few places introduced “Special Nights,” whereby they okayed the
checks of the guest of honor and his party, in return for a guest star
performance. It was nice publicity for the star and an inexpensive
way to entertain his friends, while it provided cabaret owners with
a sparkling added attraction at very little cost. (They're called
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“Celebrity Nights” today, although the talent guilds frown on its
practice.)

lavish cabarets Cabaret on Broadway began to subdivide
into two categories in 1917. Those located in special “name” rooms
of the better hotels, and in certain areas of Broadway, catered to vari-
ous strata of Broadway and society, each a loyal clique. The more
spectacular cabarets, as their reputations spread far and wide across
the land, became showplaces for the visiting firemen.

The two best-known cabarets in the latter class were the Palais
Royal and Healey’s Golden Glades. Both charged couverts, which
alone netted each approximately $2,500 to $3,000 a week. The Palais
Royal, which slapped a $1 cover charge on its supper plates, tried
vaudeville acts in its pretentious floor show. The manager expressed
disappointment with the experiment, declaring that vaudeville acts
didn’t fit into the cabaret pattern.

Vaudeville managers, in turn, decided to take action to stop acts
from appearing in cabaret. Their disgruntlement was based on the
fact that too many had already been lost to musical revues. And
cabaret salaries, which were rapidly growing as fantastic as vaude-
ville’s had once been, were giving vaudeville acts lofty notions. The
Knickerbocker Hotel, for example, was paying the Dolly Sisters
$2,000 a week in 1917.

1918 was the most riotous year in the history of cabaret since its
inception. The factors at work behind the scenes were the approach-
ing end of the war and the tomorrow-we-die philosophy which
created spree spenders. And, most important, the rapid strides made
by Prohibition. Already 22 states had voted dry, and it was a penal
offense to mail liquor into any one of them.

Wartime Prohibition was scheduled for July 1918, as part of the
Federal Government’s drive to conserve grains. Actually, it didn’t
go into effect until September. Even worse, from the standpoint of
the cabarets, was the permanent Prohibition Amendment which
had already passed Congress, and would take effect in December
1918. )

Cabaret was a generic term that included hotels, restaurants, cafes,
saloons and dives—every place that sold liquor, with entertainment
thrown in as an attraction. All of these were worried. Some hoped
vainly that the public somehow wouldn’t mind paying s0¢ for a
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grape juice highball for the privilege of dancing and watching a
good floor show. Most cabaret managers, however, were realistic
cynics who understood that the whole structure of cabaret, as it was
constituted in 1918, rested on a liquid foundation. Without liquor,
cabaret was finished.

just as in world war il  Accordingly, they stuck the
knife into customers up to the hilt in that last of the wet, go-to-hell
years. Menu prices puffed fantastically. Some cabarets printed new
menus—and prices—daily. Doomsday coming, boys . . . soak the
suckers while you've got the chance! One hotel charged $1.30 for a
portion of lamb chops—one chop to a portion. Special bargain: two
chops for $2.

The $2 bill that once paid the food check was now only fit for a
tip. Every item on the menu skyrocketed except two—pepper and
salt. Cabaret profits soared dizzily. And with them the ability to
pay top prices for talent, which would attract more customers to
make profits soar even dizzier.

The Palais Royal spent $18,000 to produce its floor show, plus an-
other $3,800 in performers’ salaries. Healey’s $1 cover charge bought
a novel floor show production costing $10,000, with a cast worth
$1,700 weekly. Rector’s, the Ritz and Rockwell Terrace paid salaries
ranging from $1,200 to $2,000. And then there were the roof garden
cabarets.

Ziegfeld’s Midnight Frolics on the New Amsterdam Roof gave
two different shows a night with a $2 and $3 cover charge respec-
tively. Both were lavish productions, as glittering as musical com-
edy, but with no dialog or book. The production cost Ziegfeld $30,-
000 a week, with a performers’ payroll of $6,400. Principals received
$700 each, with chorus girls averaging $50 and $60, the lowest-paid
getting $30.

Rivaling Ziegfeld’s cabaret was Morris Gest’s Midnight W hirl
which gave one show nightly on the Century Roof (now the Cen-
tury Apts. on 25 Central Park West, New York City). Gest’s pro-
duction cost $20,000, with operating expenses of $7,000. Both cabarets
were paying higher salaries than their casts could have earned in
legitimate Broadway revues.

The Armistice lifted the 1 a.M. curfew and legally ended war-
time prohibition. In the little time left before Volsteadian Prohibi-



JUST AS IN WORLD WAR II 141

tion would descend again—this time for over a decade—cabaret
owners concentrated on the lucrative transient trade. “They spend
more and kick less than the natives,” one explained. “And an out-
of-towner comes to have a riproaring time in New York. He don't
figure he had one unless he’s been burglarized.”

No one could be served with liquor who had on a uniform. If he
sat at a table with civilians, the civilians had to do without as well,
on the presumption that anything else would be flagrantly discrimi-
natory to the armed services. Some cabaret owners, however, their
hearts overflowing with gratitude toward “the boys”—and never
reluctant to pick up an honest dollar—waived the rules.

And while cabarets grabbed what they could before the well of
liquid dollars dried up, down in Hattiesburg, Mississippi, where
30,000 soldiers were stationed, a drugstore opened a cabaret with
two entertainers and a jazz band. This cabaret wasn’t worried.

It was doing a whale of a business on the house specialties—soda
and icecream.

Twinkle, Twinkle, Big Film Star

3
The war years made mighty changes in the film business. The
major alteration was a pure paradox. In the era 1914-1918, movies
surpassed every branch of show business, expanding to the gigantic
proportions of a helium-inflated float in a Macy’s Thanksgiving
Day parade down Broadway. Paradoxically, the bigger the movie
industry became, the unhealthier grew its financial rewards. For
many companies, success and bankruptcy were synonymous.
The second most important change was the emergence, in full
bloom, of the screen star. As the novelty of films wore off, fewer
patrons went to the movies just to see “a picture.” They went to see
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Charlie Chaplin, Mary Pickford or Theda Bara. With this basic shift

of emphasis went a shrewd apprccnanon by stars of their own worth,
and the beginnings of film.actors’ fortunes.

The physncal metamorphosis of the film house from mckclodcon
to movie palace was the third great change. As the cost of films
spiraled upward, the small-capacity, low-admission movie house be-
came unprofitable. Pretentious, large “cathedrals of the cinema”
blossomed, beginning a trend capped by the Radio City Music Hall
in New York long years afterward. _

In 1914, while the public focused its attention on new films, the
picture companies focused their attentions upon one another. On
the strength of one or two successful pictures, yesterday’s nonentity
became the next day’s Famous Players, which under Adolph Zukor
was celebrating its first anniversary. And today’s Biograph could
quickly become tomorrow’s nonentity, as happened less than two
years later.

Costs were the Achilles heel of production. An extravagant over-
head, and the high cost of stage stars, were the principal red ink
items. There was also the prohibitive price of materials such as pic-
ture carbon, which was no longer forthcoming from its prime source,
Germany. The pinch came when producers tried to shochorn cost-
swollen products into cramped, cheap outlets.

There were too many theatres, few with a rewarding seating ca-
pacity. Tense theatre competition posed a sore dilemma for exhib-
itors. On the one hand it prevented them from raising the price of
admission. On the other, it forced up the price of film rentals above
what most could afford in the competitive bidding. And even the
poorly directed and produced European films were no longer avail-
able to ease the dependence on the American product.

A way out of this squirrel-in-acage situation could only come
with an expansion of the number of filmgoers who could be seated
for each unit showing of a film. In 1914 a farsighted trio of ex-
hibitors plunged $1,000,000 into opening the Strand Theatre on
Broadway, seating 3,300 on two floors, with an organ and an or-
chestra of 30. Only films were shown, top price was 25¢.

Oscar Hammerstein opened his Lexington Avenue Opera House
with plcturcs Vitagraph took over the Criterion Theatre, splashmg
Broadway in llght with a $10,000 electric sign. Marcus Loew, in
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search of a really capacious theatre, opened Ebbetts Field, Brooklyn,
as an outdoor film and vaudeville resort.

Loew was also one of the first to appreciate the vaudeville value
of screen personalities. While running a serial called Million Dollar
Mystery at his houses, he paid two of the cliffhanger’s stars $300 a
week to make personal appearances, during which they obliged by,
playing the piano. A few years later Pearl White, of Perils of Pauline
serial fame, talked to enthralled Loew audiences as she was whisked
from one house to the other, covering six different theatres a night.

70 pix producers  There were about 70 picture companies
on the West Coast whose annual production costs came to
$25,000,000. Some films were ticketed with an expense exceeding
$100,000, unheard-of in the annals of live-talent production. For ad-
vertising alone, the Mutual, Equitable and World companies paid
$300,000 annually, Paramount running up with $250,000.

But the day of bankruptcy was also dawning. Several of the larg-
est companies were reported on the verge of a crash. Telephone com-
panies considered movie firms bad risks, and jerked out phones when
bills weren’t paid promptly within two weeks. To add to the in-
dustry’s troubles, 20 large companies were told to get out of Man-
hattan by municipal authorities, who stated they were a public
menace. Ironically, New Yorks’ city fathers periodically pleaded
years later for Hollywood to move the film industry back to Man-
hattan.

The drive for larger movie houses continued through 1915. When
the Hippodrome closed, $100,000 in arrears in rent, Charles Dilling-
ham snapped it away from the Shuberts, changed the policy to pic-
tures, and did well. Although their days were numbered, small-
time exhibitors clung grimly to their petty livelihoods. A few of
them were caught “bicycling films"—hiring a print for one house,
then pedaling it furiously around to each other. One movie house
in Cincinnati was showing five-reel bills at an admission of 3¢.

There was, as yet, no frozen format for film lengths and types,
as we know them today. Producers turned out features ranging
from one to five reels, serials, film series, and special productions
of any length. An exhibitor’s bill could be any combination of these.
His discrimination depended upon his clientele. If he operated a
“time-killer,” catering to salesmen waiting for trains, shoppers with
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some shopping time left over, or bored housewives, his tastes were
generally as low as his admission price. An estimated 85 per cent of
the nation’s movie houses in 1916 were cheap 60o-seaters or smaller.

Their demise was hastened by laws passed in New York that
year setting new standards of ventilation, building, seating and sani-
tation for theatres. These laws were widely copied throughout the
country, and led to the scrapping of nickelodeons. This was a boon
to the film industry, now engaged in producing expensive special
productions which hole-in-the-wall houses could not afford.

1917 brought the producers in fear of a film and coal shortage.
But most worrisome was the deeper chaos into which the financial
end of the business had fallen. Show business heard behind-hand
hints that none of the major producers was showing a single dollar’s
profit. Extravagant waste, fierce competition, burdensome stars’ sal-
aries and poor organization all suggested that movie manufacturers
had lost control over their own industry.

There were reorganizations. Dividends were passed in order to
meet interest on loans. Shaky pix outfits tried desperately to borrow
money to tide them over. Those that failed were taken over by
others which tried to hold the pieces together. Some companies tried
to bluff through the storm by showing paper profits to deceive in-
vestors.

The final year of World War I found the film industry in not
much better shape, and with a staggering new millstone around its
neck. This was the high-priced star—the Frankenstein monster the
movies itself had created. The star was now indisputably the draw-
ing card of any film. Every picture without a big name had to stand
or fall on its own merits, but the magic power of a star’s name drew
audiences even after a succession of bad vehicles.

And the stars knew it. Just as in the lush mid-1940s movie stars be-
came dissatisfied with Hollywood salaries, however large, and
wanted to be cut in on the financial pie, so the stars of 1918 began to
demand a share of profits. The average first-run rental of a film with
an important star brought in $375,000, at an exhibitor’s cost of be-
tween $100 to $150. A large slice of this went to pay the star.

Despite the fact that producers realized they were slowly cutting
their own throats, they had no alternative but to raise stars’ sal-
aries even higher by fierce competitive bidding. Any company
without its share of star talent was doomed. The stars, meanwhile,
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began to realize that they were hurting themselves by making as
many as eight or more films a year, and cut down their appearances
on the screen to three, four or five productions. This led to fewer
pictures, and better ones.

The same turn from quantity to quality was mirrored in the
weeding out of inefficient movie houses. Higher rentals and the
competition of larger theatres forced many of the small-potato ex-
hibitors to close. Although a 1918 census showed a reduced num-
ber of film houses, this was more than compensated for by the
increased seating capacities of the large picture palaces.

The emergence of screen actors as stars was almost as much a
surprise to film producers as to the stars themselves. The movies
were not at first recognized as a theatrical medium which could
produce great acting figures as the flesh-and-blood theatre could.
This attitude was understandable because movies had only recently
emerged from the nickelodeon novelty stage, and had the further
limitation of speechless emoting. This was “posing,” not acting.

That is why, when film producers first thought of bolstering the
boxoffice attraction of their pictures with stars, they turned not to
the men and women already working for them, but to the legiti-
mate stage stars of Broadway, whose names held national glamor.
In 1914 and 1915 a steady caravan of stage stars traveled west.

Ethel Barrymore was paid $10,000 by the All Star Film Corp. to
“pose” in a film production of her stage hit by Clyde Fitch, Captain
[inks of the Horse Marines. Weber & Fields signed up for two-reel
comedies. Elsie Janis, Cyril Maude and Mrs. Leslie Carter each
made feature films.

The United Booking Office became alarmed. They warned high-
salaried actors in vaudeville to turn deaf ears to the movie siren
song, because this “would depreciate” the value of their appearances
in the flesh. And they pointed to the undeniable fact that Maude,
Miss Janis and Mrs. Carter had, after making films, found them-
selves playing in competition against their own shadows. Mrs. Car-
ter’s picture had followed her, as opposition, all over her circuit.

The trend was fought bitterly in 1915 from another source—the
film actors, many of whom balked at the humiliation of being forced
to play supporting roles to stage actors in their own celluloid
medium. Francis X. Bushman and Lottie Briscoe quit movies in a
cold fury. Much bitter comment was caused by the death of John
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Bunny, one of the screen’s most popular funny men, whose estate
showed an accumulation of only a paltry $8,000.

bushman and bara  Producers began to realize two
truths. First, they were not building for the future by paying huge
sums to stage personalities who would only desert the movies for
their real love. Second, the sole alternative to hiring stage stars was
to create their own film stars, which they felt could be done by
spending the difference in salaries on advertising and exploitation.
William Fox did precisely this with Theda Bara, making her the
world’s most famous vampire. Metro did it with Francis X. Bush-
man, the first movie matinee idol.

Although many stage stars, tired of making films, drifted back
to Broadway footlights in 1916, many more continued to step be-
fore the cameras. George M. Cohan made Broadway Jones for Art-
craft, and followed it with Seven Keys to Baldpate. Eva Tanguay
made Wild Girl for Lewis ]. Selznick, father of David O. and the
late Myron Selznick, one of Hollywood’s fabulous agents. Will
Rogers appeared in Laughing Bill Hyde for Samuel Goldwyn.

Julian Eltinge, John Barrymore, Elsie Ferguson, Florence Reed,
Alice Brady and Billic Burke were among the stage stars who
“posed” for films. Fred Stone was paid $150,000 for 10 weeks’
movie work. Al Jolson, who turned down an offer of $50,000 for one
picture, finally appeared in a film for Vitagraph, which they told
him was for the benefit fund of the traffic police. When Jolson
learned that the picture was being released generally, with only a
percentage going to the fund, he had it suppressed.

One of the first movie stars to emerge in her own right was Mary
Pickford, who was signed by Famous Players in 1914 on a play-
or-pay basis of $2,000 a week. This was double what she received
under her last contract. In addition she was given the unique privi-
lege of sclecting her own stories, wardrobe and casts. Even though
Adolph Zukor added to this a percentage of profits, bringing her
carnings to $175,000 a year, Miss Pickford quit in 1915 to go with
Artcraft, which promised to give her her own company under its
banner. By 1917 she was earning only $50,000 under a million a
year. At the end of 1918 her war tax alone amounted to $300,000,
as compared to England’s highest actor-taxpayer, George Robey,
who gave his government $60,000.
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The First National Exhibitors Circuit met in 1918 to discuss the
feasibility of acquiring Mary Pickford. One director, an intimate of
Adolph Zukor, said cautiously, “While we are here considering pay-
ing Mary Pickford double the amount of salary that has heretofore
been paid, I wonder if all of us realize that the one man who knows
what her real earning capacity value is has dropped out of the com-
petition for her services.”

Rivaling, or possibly even surpassing the meteoric rise of “Amer-
ica’s Sweetheart,” was the amazing career of Charles Chaplin, ex-
vaudeville comic in a music hall turn. His two-reel comedies for the
screen won uproarious laughter and appreciation in every big city
and tiny whistle stop. He had arrived on the screen by the very
simple process of walking unannounced into Mack Sennett’s office
and asking for a tryout in Keystone comedies, only a few months
before his name became a smile on America’s lips.

the chaplin eraze So swiftly did success come that in
February 1915, a mad Chaplin craze swept the country. Every
theatre, including major circuits like Loew’s, held amateur contests
for Chaplin imitations. The price of Chaplin films shot up sharply.

In 1916 Chaplin’s Floorwalker broke all existing picture records,
its 200 prints earning $10,000 a day. Essanay made over a million
dollars on its Chaplin films, and paid the comedian a salary of -
$125,000, with an extra $10,000 for each release. Then, turning down
an offer of half a million a year, he signed with Mutual for $670,000,
plus $150,000 bonus, paying $75,000 to his brother Syd Chaplin for
arranging the deal.

Far from being a climax for the little man with the baggy pants
and a cane, it was only a beginning. In 1918 it was reported that his
salary had reached the million mark. And his latest comedy, Shoul-
der Arms, which rented for $62.50 daily, was expected to gross the
equal of his annual salary—a cool million. Keystone, Chaplin’s first
stepping-stone to this financial heaven, had filled the enormous
gap left by Roscoe (Fatty) Arbuckle.

The third famous screen star to emerge in the war years was one
who was already an established success on Broadway—Douglas
Fairbanks. In 1917 he demanded, and got, the largest salary in both
the film and legitimate theatres—$15,000 a week. In later years he
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was known exclusively as a screen star, with few of his devoted ad-
mirers knowing of or remembering his brilliant stage past.

When the income tax collector came around in 1918, Variety de-
clared that “there are good grounds to believe the stars of the films
will turn over to the Government a larger sum than the manufac-
turers who engage them.” And they did, paying a heavy war tax as
high as 40 per cent for earnings which reached $100,000.

Among the top-salaried film stars disclosed by income tax pay-
ments were, in addition to Miss Pickford, Chaplin and Fairbanks,
William S. Hart and Olga Petrova.

A 1917 nose-count by Variety as to who was who in films, apart
from those already mentioned, included Polly Moran, playing a
character known as Cactus Nell, Montagu Love, Norma Talmadge,
Doris Kenyon, Creighton Hale, Madge Evans, Wallace Reid, Mae
Murray, William Farnum, Buster Keaton, and Marion Davies—all
of whom were destined to become well-known stars of the postwar
era. Also in films of that year were four women who would become
important names in other branches of show business—Texas Gui-
nan, Julia Sanderson, Florence Reed and Ann Pennington.

Although the emergence of the star system brought fame and
certainly fortune to many film actors, it was not without its penal-
ties to those it exalted. It meant the end of privacy, on a scale whose
consequences we see today in the goldfish bowl of Hollywood,
where every breath drawn by a star is of immense interest to mil-
lions of people who group themselves in fan clubs. A star no longer
belonged to himself, but to a mass giant who worshipped its idol,
praised it, censured it, kept eyes glued incessantly upon it.

The strain proved too much for Fatty Arbuckle, whose life shat-
tered to pieces under its weight. Ditto Wallace Reid, Barbara La-
Marr and others. Even as today, Charlie Chaplin’s acting was not
enough—he was compelled to make public his “strange” desire to
retain British citizenship.
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A Rejection Slip for Hamlet

«

Whether by accident or intention, a plague of films about
Napoleon Bonaparte fell across the nation’s screens in 1914. There
were Napoleon From the Cradle to the Grave, From the Tuileries
to Moscow and Back Again, Napoleon As He Really Was and Wa-
terloo, among others. Meanwhile the Napoleon of 1914, Kaiser Wil-
helm of Germany, ordered German cameramen to take films of
every battle of the new war, which he intended to have ready as
an answer to the charges of German atrocities which he expected
—and got.

Film sentiment crystallized sharply only when the European war
became America’s war. Then movie stars like Mary Pickford, Char-
lie Chaplin and Douglas Fairbanks appeared at open-air Liberty
Bond rallies, drawing enormous crowds. Theatres ran slides to in-
troduce Four Minute Men teams who would interrupt the movie
bill to plug bond sales from the stage. America’s 17,000 movie
houses ran films for the Government announcing September 12,
1918 as registration day for the new draft of men between 18 and 4s.

Four of 1918’s war films were smash hits—The Spy Menace, The
Beast of Berlin, My Four Years in Germany, and D. W. Griffith’s
Hearts of the World. But, although film audiences were willing to
shudder at cinematic versions of the horrors of the Hun, they re-
served their most enthusiastic patronage for war comedies on the
order of Chaplin’s record-breaking Shoulder Arms.

Filmdom’s final contribution to America’s first great adventure
was on December 6, 1918, when President Wilson sailed for the
Versailles Peace Conference. With him on the peace ship went 15
choice films of the Famous Players-Lasky Co., a gift to America’s
No. 1 movie fan and the American delegates. :
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The war films of 1914-1918 were, on the whole, without distinc-
tion. It was too soon for the understanding and artistry which later
gave birth to All Quiet On the Western Front, The Four Horsemen
of the Apocalypse, The Big Parade, and Journey’s End. It was even
too soon for What Price Glory? The fault lay as much with the
American public which, in the early war years, was apathetic to war
themes. Later, the war was too much with them—too suddenly,
and for too brief a time.

The outstanding film of the era was one whose theme sprouted
from the seeds of war—but a distant war. This was D. W. Griffith’s
masterpiece, Birth of A Nation, which dug out of .the ruins of
American history the South’s dusty theme.

It was a strange work of art. It undeniably advanced the tech-
nique of film-making to its highest level of that day. But it was
vicious propaganda worthy of the Kaiser’s latter-day successor. It
stirred up racial hatred against the Negro. It glorified the Ku Klux
Klan, sowing the seeds for a revival of Klan atrocities which actu-
ally took place in the two years following the war.

Birth of A Nation opened in 1915 at the Liberty Theatre, New
York, in a blaze of advertising glory that cost $12,000 in the first
week. Seats sold at a mad pace for the $2 top opening. And the
film made history by staying on Broadway for 44 solid weeks.

Singling out the near-rape scene as the secret of Griffith’s phe-
nomenal success, one company rushed into production with a film
called The Hypocrites. This bright gem had nothing to distinguish
it except a brief sequence which showed a naked lady. But un-
bridled nudity was no match for a costumed wrestling match with
nasty implications. The Hypocrites quickly faded, while Birth of 4
Nation gestated merrily on. ’

In the same year, while 40,000 people paraded in Chicago as a
demonstration against the closing of saloons on Sunday, one pro-
ducer came out with a film called Prokibition, which pleaded the
cause. It was joyfully boosted by several antisaloon societies.

The film hit of 1917 was Sam Goldwyn's Polly of the Circus,
which broke b.o. records when it was released simultaneously in
8o cities. In 1918 another 8o-print showing did a stunning business;
at the same time it carved a future career for Johnny Weissmuller.
The film was, of course, Edgar Rice Burroughs’ Tarzan of the Apes.
And at the tail end of the war, by boxoffice contrast, Producers Dis-
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tribution Corp. presented Evelyn Nesbit and her son, Russell Thaw,
in a dramatization of the Thaw murder case called Her Mistake.
It was.

‘big®> seript priees The play and the novel became the
thing. In 1914 Pathe daringly offered $4,000 for the screen rights to
Dr. Daniel Carson Goodman’s best-selling novel, Hagar Revelly. Dr.
Goodman made them gasp by asking $5,000. Producers excitedly dis-
cussed among themselves the wisdom of paying out so much for a
story—the same producers who were to scarcely bat an eyelash at
paying from $500,000 to $1,000,000 for the latter-day Life with Father
or Harvey.

The run-of-the-mill scenario writer found his salary steadily climb-
ing from $50 a reel to $100 and better. Good routine screen stories
brought $500. Pix were slamming the door shut on high school
graduates who would work for $10 a week. And opening it for
scenario chiefs who demanded $10,000 a year. It was the beginning
of the Hollywood where a writer’s literary worth was measured by
the salary somebody would pay him.

The drive by producers for better scripts—and consequently better
movies—moved so fast that by 1917, $25,000 was offered for an un-
produced stage play, Susan Lenox—and $50,000, or 10 per cent of
film profits, was asked. The record purchase of the era was Within
the Law, the stage play for which producer Al Woods was paid
$50,000, as Broadway gasped.

In the last year of the war Variety reported a true tale which
deserves to be Hollywood’s epitaph in gold—because it could hap-
pen today, as surely as it did in 1918. An author called upon a
movie company and verbally outlined the plot of a story to the
scenario editor. “Make a wonderful film,” declared the author.

The plot, as he told it, concerned a king who had a brother-in-law
with big ideas. This guy and his sister, the queen, frame up a deal
to poison the king, which they do by pouring stuff in his ear. The
king dies, but later his ghost appears to his son, who is a lovesick
nut. The king’s ghost spills the dirt to the son. The kid rounds up
a bunch of actors and rehearses them in a play he wrote, which
tells the story of the poisoning. When the play gets a rise out of
the kid’s mother and his uncle, he knows the ghost’s story is on the
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level. So he kills them both, and then kills himself to wind up

matters.

“What do you think of it?” the writer asked eagerly.

“Nothing doing,” growled the scenario editor. “There isn’t a
chance of a yarn like that getting over. In the first place, that ghost
stuff is all bunk. And how could a guy be poisoned by putting
poison in his ear? There’s no plot to it!”

It took 30 years and a British company for Sir Laurence Olivier
to put Shakespeare’s Hamlet on the screen.

documentaries and church pix  Although the film

industry was primarily concerned with feature films, as early as 1914
it was turning out documentaries as well. These were the fore-
runners of the pure documentary films.

The current wave of Technicolor religious films being shown at
churches all over the country had its origin in a colored docu-
mentary of 1914 called Life of Our Savior. Shown in regular thea-
tres, it flopped.

New York Police Deputy Commissioner George S. Dougherty
supervised six reels of a documentary called The Line Up, which
was based on police records. This was released through Gus Hill.
Health films were turned out for auditorium showings, with doctors
or nurses delivering an accompanying talk, under the sponsorship
of civic or sociological authorities. They're called sexers in the trade,
albeit dealing with social relations problems on a lofty plane.

Film technicians attached to the United States Army Signal Corps
turned out training films and war documentaries, much as was done
in World War IL It was a great satisfaction to everyone in the film
industry when permission was secured from George Creel’s Com-
mittee on Public Information to show these publicly at the Apollo
Theatre in New York in March 1918. Variety began its review of
the event by declaring, “Dissenters, critics, malcontents and carpers
against the methods of this Government got it squarely in the eyes
last week when . . .”

The film industry itself closely co-operated with Creel in turning
out and releasing war documentaries asked for by the propaganda
committee. These included Pershing’s Crusaders, America’s Answer
and Under Four Flags. In addition to which stills, stereoptic slides
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and comedy films were prepared for the entertainment and morale
of troops in camps at home and overseas.

The ‘most popular documentary of all was the newsreel, which
grew enormously in stature during the war years. William Ran-
dolph Hearst, whose financial interests in the film industry were
growing since 1916, bought out Universal News in 1918 for $1,000,-
000, and promised exhibitors a daily service.

These were the days when not a single American had ever seen
or heard of Mickey Mouse, incredible as that may seem. But there
were animated cartoons as early as 1914, principally “Gertie,” the
film cartoon creature drawn by Winsor McKay, of the Hearst
papers. There were also animated songs, hired to exhibitors for
some $10 a week, which eventually led to the popular “bouncing
ball” community-sing features.

Those with enough years behind them remember the expression-
less pianists who accompanied the old silents in emotional mood
with wonderful dexterity. Actually, the adroit switches from an-
dante to allegro were not as impromptu as they seemed. In 1915
Metro and other companies were supplying exhibitors with special
cue sheets suitable for each release. Film fans who would never wit-
tingly subject themselves to classical music—“That highbrow stuff!”
—were often surprised to find out later that they had been imbibing
it for years as accompaniment to William S. Hart and Mary Pick-
ford.

The first short subjects with an all-children cast, anticipating the
Our Gang comedies, were a series of one-reelers called “Kids of
the Movies.” Designed exclusively for the juvenile trade, the pro-
ducer didn’t bother with subtitles. The first football game to be re-
corded for the cameras was the 1915 Yale-Harvard match.

In 1918 Variety, in a passion to see justice done, revealed the ob-
scure fact that the great colossus which had become the motion pic-
ture industry was not the outgrowth of the labors of Thomas A.
Edison at all, but of a man named Edward Muybridge. Muybridge,
Variety claimed, had begun his experiments in “instantaneous pho-
tography” in 1872, to study animal movement for the use of art and
science. His first experiments were backed by a California governor
who wanted pictures of his race horses in action, and later by the
University of Pennsylvania which granted him $40,000.

“Muybridge built a shed which was painted black, and was 120
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feet long. Opposite the shed he constructed a camera house with 24
cameras, each having a lens three inches in diameter. In front of
these cameras a horse galloped. The back shed was the back-
ground. The cameras, operated first by strings which were broken
by the horse’s progress, caught successive exposures. Later a motor
operated the cameras, and thus a series of successive movement pic-
tures was obtained. . . . Muybridge also projected them on a
screen, leading directly to the exhibition of motion pictures. He
lectured and presented these pictures beginning in 1880 and, at the
Chicago Exposition in 1893, in a specially constructed building,
showed motion pictures of birds flying and athletes wrestling. Here
was the real beginning of the motion picture, later given splendid
contributions by Edison, Eastman and Tourneur.”

Keith Is Dead—Long Live the Palace!

x

The most powerful man in vaudeville, B. F. Keith, died April
1, 1914. As though in keeping with the significance of the date, not
one cent of his $8,000,000-$10,000,000 fortune was bequeathed to
any theatrical charity. Even in death the King of the Two-A-Day
retained a mine-and-thine cynicism toward the actors who had built
both his empire and his fortune.

The sceptre fell to his son, A. Paul Keith, and to his prime min-
ister, E. F. Albee, who continued as acting head of the circuit. If
few actors mourned Keith, they lost nothing of their respect for
the Keith theatre which had come to symbolize the best in vaude-
ville—B. F. Keith’s Palace in New York.

What the White House represents to a political hopeful, a Palace
booking signified to an actor. It was honor, recognition and a spring-
board to fame. But it was also a severe test, before the most critical
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vaudeville audience in the nation. Actors frequently requested post-
ponements of their bookings, in order to polish their turns to a
gleaming sufficiency. The widespread practice of grooming for the
Palace had a beneficial effect on the quality of vaudeville in every
part of the country.

The average weekly gross of the Palace in 1914 was $21,000, of
which between $6,000 and $8,000 was profit. Commensurate with its
dignity and prestige, the theatre offered bills studded with headlin-
ers, and coming headliners, at a $2 top. The management, like
George M. Cohan, believed in keeping the show moving at a furi-
ous and breathless pace—no dull spots, no stalling. For a time the
management even attempted limiting acts to a maximum of two
bows but that couldn’t work.

In the same year that Keith died, lightly mourned, his contem-
porary and the greatest showman of the prewar years, also died
—widely mourned. Willie Hammerstein passed away at the age of
42. The destinies of Hammerstein’s passed into the hands of his
brother Arthur, who struggled valiantly to compete against the
Palace.

But the simultaneous deaths of the two outstanding figures of show
business had curiously different aftermaths. Keith had built an em-
~ pire, a machine, an impersonal colossus which would work for any-
body who controlled the switch. Willie Hammerstein had built a
great theatre out of imagination, daring and his own personality.
When Willie Hammerstein died, Hammerstein’s died.

With a cautious eye on the Palace, and Albee’s United Booking
Office, Arthur Hammerstein began to wield his new broom. First
prices were cut. Then the axe was out for sensationalism. Hammer-
stein’s had booked a sketch called “Hanged,” at the climax of
which the actor playing a warden protested he couldn’t spring the
trap because he didn’t believe in capital punishment. A volunteer
was then called from the audience, who would come up and pull
the rope.

Arthur Hammerstein considered this too gruesome. So the act
was changed to “Electrocution,” in which one of the audience was
asked instead to come onstage and pull the death switch. The actor
in the chair would pretend to die as some sparks shot out from be-
neath him. But even this was too much for Hammerstein, and the
act was jerked out.
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Out, too, were the job applications of the wives of convicted
gangsters—Mirs. Lefty Louie and Mrs. Gyp the Blood, who would
have rejoiced the heart of Willie Hammerstein. But Arthur had an
ear cocked toward the UBO office, where Albee had issued an edict
to the effect that publicity headlines won by “criminal proceedings”
would no longer be tolerated on the part of vaudeville headliners.

Arthur Hammerstein made other minor but traditional changes.
He replaced Negro male ushers, who had been with the theatre for
over 15 years, with Negro usherettes, and a white male head usher.
To meet the threat of Palace competition, he introduced 22-act bills.

When the dancing Castles were available to Broadway, they ap-
peared at both the Palace and Hammerstein’s, with their own 12-
piece Negro orchestra. The regular pitmen at Hammerstein’s, ex-
hibiting a rare case of theatrical chauvinism, refused to play in the
pit with the Harlem orchestra, forcing them to go onstage with the
Castles.

One of Hammerstein’s interesting features of 1914 was ballet
dancer Paul Swan, billed as “The Handsomest Man In the World.”
His graceful cavortings were done with bare arms, legs and chest.
Variety’s review declared, “Of Mr. Swan’s three dances, the first,
second and third seem to be over the heads of the audience. He
died in the final dance, and it’s tough to die at Hammerstein’s.”
Gallery audiences enjoyed the choice remarks of the customers
much more than the terpsichore of The Handsomest Man In the
World. .

The Palace, in the summer of 1914, was also making some
changes. Deciding that warm weather customers were principally
transient, it reversed its ruling on holdovers, and extended book-
ings of acts for as long as three weeks. Topliners like Ruth Roye
and Sylvester Schaffer accepted these extensions at lower salaries
on the theory that a long run at the Palace paid off later in prestige.

The Palace also suffered a change of heart in regard to Harry
Lauder, whom Keith-Albee had refused to book for $500 a week
prior to his coming to the States. Now they played his films, billing
the Lauder name in large letters out front, with the words “Singing
Pictures” in microscopic type beneath.

The Palace gave vaudeville something new in 1915 when it pre-
sented a “Style Show,” complete with the latest fashions from
abroad and from the salons of leading dressmakers at home. It
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made a tremendous hit, was held over, and launched a flood of fash-
ion shows at all the New York theatres. While the Style Show
packed crowds into the Palace, pugilist Jess Willard was paid $4,000 .
a week by Arthur Hammerstein to make competition. But it was no
contest.

Arthur Hammerstein gave up in 1915. The theatre became the
Rialto for film showings, and the policy exists to this day. With
William Morris, Hammerstein took over the 44th Street Theatre as
a vaudeville house. But Albee’s UBO refused to make any acts
available to them, claiming that Hammerstein’s contract was only
valid for the Victoria.

exit hammerstein’s vietoria  Only one year after the
death of Willie Hammerstein, the theatre of Willie Hammerstein
was no more. But ironically, though the original had died, an imi-
tator flourished. McVicker’s Theatre in Chicago was rapidly becom-
ing known as the Hammerstein’s of the Midwest. Here Barney
Bertsche, convicted of swindling, performed by telling about the
cops who had been partners with him in a fortune-telling racket,
and received $700 a week for his true confessions. Here, too, played
“Nell of the Cabarets”—Miss Nellye De Onsomme, who had mar-
ried Herbert Updike, the man convicted of plotting to kill his aged
parents to inherit their money. Willie Hammerstein had, indeed,
gone West—spiritually and by example.

Unfettered by the last shred of vaudeville competition, the Palace
grew fatter and greater. It could now afford to indulge in “stunt”
acts, without seeming to steal some Hammerstein thunder. One of
these in 1916 was the “12 Speed Mechanics,” who amazed audiences
by assembling a Ford onstage in two minutes flat. And in 1917 it
was still the only logical showcase for the great Sarah Bernhardt
who, 73 years old and with a leg amputated, could still hold
them spellbound with a 33-minute sketch. Eventually she alter-
nated three different playlets for her vaude flyers. As part of the
showmanship, two legends cropped up: 1, that she always slept in
a coffin-like bed; and 2, that with characteristic Gallic frugality
and forethought she insisted on $500 being paid her, in gold, after
every performance, or $1,000 a day for the mat and nite shows.
That year was her swan song in America and at the Palace where
she alternatingly did two playlets, “From the Theatre to the Field
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of Honor” for three days and her Camille excerpts the rest of the
week. She died in 1923 in her native France.

When Sarah Bernhardt first essayed vaudeville, in 1913, she
grossed a peak $22,000 week at the Palace, remaining three and one-
half weeks. The curtailed final session was because of her boat
sailing. Her leading man in one of her vehicles was Lou Tellegen,
later to become an American matinee idol. In another sketch,
“Phédre,” she had three ladies in waiting. At one matinee Laurette
Taylor, Jane Cowl and Elsie Janis did the three bits as a gesture to
the great French tragedienne—and to themselves.

Vaude in the war years was beset by a series of skirmishes and
full-dress battles. Actors fought with managers, particularly over
the arbitrary wage cuts imposed upon them in 1914. An unseason-
able Indian summer which affected the boxoffice, and not the Eu-
ropean war, was the excuse.

Reverberations followed in almost every branch of show business out-
side of vaudeville. The ease with which vaudeville managers had been
able to curtail overhead inspired “requests” that legitimate actors and
burlesque people accept salary slashes. About a million dollars
dropped out of the pay envelopes of actors—of those who had weak-
ened actors® organizations by supporting managers in trade strug-
gles, as well as those who had fought consistently for an outright
actors’ trade union.

Bigtime vaudeville fought the small time. When the bigtime cut
salaries, the small time, headed by Marcus Loew, won headliners
away by offering comparable pay with a solid circuit booking.
By 1917 the lines were sharply drawn between big and small time
through the latter’s increasing devotion to movies at the expense of
vaudeville. Small time exhibitors began to pay as much as $700
for films, cutting into the budget for live talent. The bills began
to show it. But the customers of the 10-15-25¢ houses were satisfied,
because they were attending primarily for the movies.

sime and mareus loew  When Loew later bought the
Bartholdi Inn property for the present-day GHQ of the Loew’s .
empire, including Loew’s State Theatre on the corner of Broadway
and 45 Street, this automatically displaced Variety’s first mid-Times
Square office location. The paper’s 1536 Broadway address went
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with the Bartholdi Inn realty parcel which gave the State sufficient
depth for its nearly 3,500 seats. For several years, however, since
Sime moved up from the St. James Building, which was then below
“the line,” as 42d Street was known, the Variety trademark, in
green neon, blazed out over Times Square, as much an attraction
to sightseers as the Hotel Astor marquee.

Never overly given to self-exploitation and decidedly not on a
personal basis, Sime’s instinctive showmanship created the charac-
teristic green cover for the paper’s earlier years. With it came the
matching green stationery, to this day a company trademark.

In order to remain as close to the Square as possible, Sime bought
the Madame Frances Building at 154 West 46 Street, then housing
one of the best known couturiéres in America. Then, as now, the
Variety building adjoins Loew’s State Theatre’s stagedoor.

One day, Loew came to Sime with a worry, “If I have to book
any more acts to fight that s.ob. Albee, who's going crazy with
vaudeville at the Palace, would you sell me your building, Sime?
That’s the only way I see where I could put the added dressing
rooms.”

“What picture product do you play, Marcus?” asked Sime.

Loew told him he had all of the Metro pictures, of course, and
half of the Paramount and United Artists franchise. Sime said, “I
think that’ll take care of your problems, Marcus, but if you ever
need our place, we'll get another building, and you can spread out
any way you want. But I know that if you have the pictures, no
matter what type of vaudeville Albee plays, he can’t compete with
Hollywood.” That was to have been a prophetic, albeit casual, con-
versation between the two showmen.

As the case progressed Variety admitted that the Government
would easily prove it was “human nature not to build up an oppo-
sition to your business if that may be prevented, or not to aid a
competitor.” But, Sime Silverman argued, “the show business is the
show business, peculiar to itself, something that the Government

. will find it extremely hard to regulate, according to the strict
lines of commercial pursuit that the Commission understands much
better than it does theatricals.” He was right; the suit was quashed.

Sime’s wk. penchant for roadhousing, as his surcease from the
midtown newspaper whirl, led him “up the road” (Pelham road-
houses) and “down the road” (as he phrased it when hitting the
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trail down the Merrick Road to the Pavillon Royal and Long Beach
roadhouses for dinner). As he’d motor along he’d notice new de-
velopments. Variety would come out with a story that “Marcus
Loew is developing a new realty project on the Grand Concourse,
and a prime focal point will be a deluxer in the Bronx.” (And thus
was Loew’s Paradise born.) Or, when down Long Island way, the
story would be, “Loew toppers Nick Schenck, Bob Rubin and prexy
Marcus Loew were driving toward Long Beach when they were
struck with the idea that Jamaica would be an up-and-coming resi-
dential development, and accordingly took an option on a corner
site for a theatre.” (Thus was Loew’s Valencia, in Jamaica, spawned.
While all this was news to Loew & Co., the idea was so sound that
they would meander up to the Bronx or to Jamaica, and realized
that this would make an excellent theatre site.) To this day, they
are known as “the Loew theatres that Sime built.”

the revue vogue In addition to fighting each other and
actors, vaudeville managers fought with revue producers. The revue
craze started about 1915, when some producers found that, with the
proper amount of glittering costumes and no worry about a book for
the show, they could turn a vaudeville bill into a $2 legitimate
stage “revue.” The raids on vaudeville talent began, and two-a-day
managers had to struggle to keep their acts from deserting. Vaude-
ville comedians became hard to find, and harder to hold.

But by 1918 the trend had run its course. The 1917 season had
been an eye-opener. Long rehearsals and short runs, owing to both
bad shows and slump conditions, found the transgressors short of
pocket and repentful. The “privilege” of being connected with a
$2 show, in return for a reduced salary, lost its allure. And so they
straggled back to the fold.

The fourth battle vaudeville fought in the war years was a more
subtle one—to hold and tighten its grip on audiences, in the face of
new forms of entertainment and the exaggerated fluctuations of
economic conditions. In 1914, at a loss for new novelties to offer a
public which was becoming jaded by repetitious bills, managers
turned to dancing acts, booking the best-known ballroom dancers at
the height of the dansant craze. This spurted business at first. Then
—just as the public grew weary of dansants—the dancing act began
to turn away more trade than it attracted.
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Vaudeville sought something different. It tried to impress audi-
ences with a new “tone.” Playlets and special productions became
lavishly dressed, costumed and mounted—at considerable expense—
to provide a plush atmosphere of “class.” This was partly a chal-
lenge to the revues of 1916. Combined with a good business year,
it kept vaudeville boxoffices busy.

vaude continues big  Despite the slump of business in
the year America entered the war, vaudeville kept its head above
water. In some measure this was due to the increasing number of
good acts released by flopping revues, and to good acts which were
kept from overseas bookings by the turn of the war. Other branches
of show business, particularly movies and small time vaudeville that
depended on movies, found business off about 20 per cent. The Gov-
ernment’s economy drive, the war tax, and money diverted to Lib-
erty Bonds, were blamed. But the bigtime, concentrating on bigger
and better bills, rode through the rapids with only a few cold sprays.

The final year of the war found vaudeville holding up extremely
well, despite hardships caused by theatre closings to save coal, a
sharp advance in the cost of living, and a nation-wide influenza
epidemic which crippled show business everywhere. Soldiers and
sailors on leave in New York helped boom metropolitan vaudeville,
and also gave rise to an innovation whereby many acts were given
holdover engagements, making it possible for them to be booked for
as long as 20 continuous weeks in Manhattan.

The war era which opened with the death of B. F. Keith came
to a close with the death of his son, A. Paul Keith in 1918, a victim
of the influenza epidemic. The Keith interests now rested on the
shoulders of one man alone, E. F. Albee. The year also saw the
demise of another great name in vaudeville—George Castle, of the
western Kohl & Castle circuit, who died at the age of 7o.

passing of the giamts The Keiths, Hammerstein and
Castle. The giants were passing—as one day vaudeville, too, would
pass.

One phase of vaudeville had already passed in 1915—the day of
Union Square as the heart of show business, before the birth of the
gaudy, fast-paced Broadway district. By 1915 the whole of 14th Street
was considered “decadent.” The Academy of Music finally gave up
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the ghost on the block that had once proudly claimed the old Tony
Pastor’s, as well as Tammany Hall. The whole 14th Street block
was turned over to the Consolidated Edison Co.

Vaudeville had not only moved uptown, but it was also going to
sea. Steamship companies in 1914 were offering cutrates to traveling
actors in return for playing four shows during the voyage. The
Agquitania gave one such show on the eve of her maiden voyage.
In years to come this blossomed into a regular seagoing circuit,
with acts being booked on ships going to Bermuda and other vaca-
tion points out of the war orbit.

Albee’s inevitable enemy, William Morris, popped up again in
1916 with a new venture to worry UBO and the Keith interests.
With John Cort and Oliver Morosco he began a roadshow -circuit.
Whether in retaliation or as an independent gesture, Albee issued
orders to UBO’s 106 agents that they were to scout acts only in
theatres which dealt with UBO. And wary of another landslide of
actors following the Morris banner, UBO began to groom and pro-
duce some of its own acts, known to the trade as “office acts.”

Marcus Loew’s stock continued to rise steadily through the war
years. A shrewd, cautious business man, he rarely made mistakes.
But when he did, as in 1914 when he bought out the Sullivan &
Considine circuit, paying $1,500,000 for goodwill, the mistake was
a big one. He reduced prices from 10-20-30¢ to 10-15-25¢, and in-
augurated a new policy of supper shows at 6 p.M.

This was a mistake, born of an Easterner’s misjudgement of
Western show business. The West wasn’t used to shows at 6 p.m.
The usual practice was one matinee and two shows at night. The
next year John W. Considine took back the circuit from Loew, with
the latter out of pocket half a million dollars in nine months.

the henry ford of show biz  Ioew could afford such
mistakes. His prestige and fortune were increasing with every
month. At a dinner tendered to him by Broadway show people in
1916, George M. Cohan bestowed upon him the accolade of “the
Henry Ford of show business.” It was an a;;t comparison. And just
as Henry Ford went from Model-A’s to streamlined roadsters, so the
Henry Ford of show business spent $8,000,000 in 1917, building 10
new theatres in eight cities.

Loew joined almost a Who’s Who of Vaudeville in 1918 as a co-
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defendant in a suit brought by the Federal Trade Commission,
charging monopoly. The alleged monopolists besides Loew were A.
Paul Keith, E. F. Albee, Sam A. Scribner, Martin Beck, B. S. Moss,
the VM.P.A. (Vaudeville Managers’ Protective Association), the
N.V.A. (National Vaudeville Artists), the UBO (United Booking
Office) and the Vaudeville Collection Agency. And for good meas-
ure, Sime Silverman, the editor of Variety.

vaude oddments In the odds-and-ends bureau drawer of
vaudeville during the war years were a strange assortment of items
which shed light on that branch of show business during the five
years that men were killing each other in Europe. These were not
war-influenced events—they were the normal trivia of normal times.
But they are of interest here only because they coul/d happen simul-
taneously with the wholesale slaughter of human beings.

In 1914, for example, while soldiers on the Continent dove to
earth clutching their stomachs, the “Six Water Lillies” dove into a
water tank on top of the New York Roof, making audiences gasp
with a stunning display of bare legs.

In 1915, while French and British troops fought desperately at
Ypres, and Nurse Edith Cavell was shot in Brussels, there was a
sensation caused around the Palace Building when someone pre-
sented booker Dan Hennesy with monogramed golf balls—and a
machine that put monograms on golf balls.

Charles Kenna, the original “Street Fakir,” took a page ad in
Variety to call sarcastic attention to the piracy of his act. He did it
by giving permission to anyone who wanted to use his stuff, pro-
vided the pirate notified him by penny postcard which part of the
act had been swiped. Kenna declared he would then substitute
something else in his own act when booked in the same city with
his imitator.

With Kenna’s death, both W. C. Fields and Clyde Hager popu-
larized the pitchman (“Get away, boys, you bother me”); and in
turn, many years later, Sid Stone, doing the pitchman’s routine on
Milton Berle’s TV program plugging Texaco, came to attention
with this time-honored street fakir routine.

sawing a woman in half  Perhaps the most heated
talent battle was sparked by Horace Goldin when “pirates” adapted
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his “Sawing a Woman in Half” illusion. Goldin’s act had a hot
vogue for a season or two, but pretty soon copyists were emulating
his stuff on the lesser circuits. The showman, pointing to his patents
on the illusion of dismembering his comely femme aide, engaged
in a series of litigations, claiming heavy damages, but all he got out
of it was the publicity payoff on these suits, which was the prime
purpose in the first place.

A year later Variety inaugurated a “Protected Material Depart-
ment,” where actors, writers and producers could deposit their ideas
and dramatic properties in sealed envelopes to prove the date of
origin against pirates.

In 1915, show business gossip enjoyed the morsel of the mistake
made by a funeral parlor which sent an urn containing the ashes of
Mabel Hite (Donlin & Hite) to Murray’s Restaurant. The sus-
picious manager of Murray’s, alarmed by the recent exposé of the
German spy system in America, called in Inspector Eagan of the
Bureau of Combustibles. The inspector promptly soaked the pack-
aged urn in water. Her partner and husband, the great ballplayer
turned vaudevillian—Mike Donlin—promptly soaked the funeral
parlor with a heavy law suit.

In 1916—Verdun, the Somme, the Irish Rebellion—American audi-
ences were bemused by both vaudeville and films which exposed the
backstage mechanics of show business. Films showed how movies
were made, methods of double-exposure, and other tricks of the
trade. Some Loew houses introduced public rehearsals, with actors
appearing onstage tired and dirty from long trips to rehearse in
front of the audience. Then they would reappear, cleaned and
dressed before lowered backdrops, to give the formal performance.

nix on ‘exposé® stuff  Variety long frowned on exposé
stuff. As proponent of show business, the paper always felt that any
shattering of illusions wasn’t consistent with the best showmanship.
Stme objected to come-lately columnists who he thought were
smart-alecky when they “exposed” how certain effects were done.

Eventually the syndicated Broadway and Hollywood columnists,
in pace with the spread of radio and talkers, made most of America
privy to much inside stuff. Sime then decided that Broadway had
become a state of mind, every town and hamlet between Maine
and California was as hep as was Broadway. In fact, he observed,
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because of the time differential and the retarded film bookings in
the bigger key cities, the lesser towns got their radio and pix ahead
of Broadway. '

However, to keep personal faith with himself, for years Variety
was kept off the subway stands in New York. Ward & Gow, the
then big New York City news distributors, wanted to handle Vari-
ety, but Sime argued “it would serve no good if some layman
picked up the paper and read that Al Jolson was getting $15,000 a
week at the Capitol. They wouldn’t understand it,” he continued,
“and, besides, that would be uppermost in their minds when they
did pay their 50¢ to see Jolson. You can’t make them understand
how much it took for any headliner to get up to that coin, or even
how little of it he can keep after taxes.”

Winchell Sings a War Song

«

If the movies recognized the war as dramatic material only
belatedly, vaudeville hardly recognized it at all. In 1914 comedians
showed their awareness of world events by gazing down at the men
in the orchestra pit and asking roguishly, “How are you boys down
there in the trenches?” The war sketch came in for a brief period in
1917, but managers quickly cut it out. When the Armistice was
signed, there was hardly a war sketch left in bigtime vaudeville.
Signs were promptly posted backstage in all theatres: cur our war
SONGS AND GAGS.

The acts with a war motif which were allowed in vaudeville were
in the nature of charity benefits. What vaudeville would not permit
as an art form it cheerfully blessed as a duty. Thus in 1917 vaude-
ville houses played an act called “The Shrapnel Dodgers"—three
Canadian veterans, one with an eye missing, another with one arm,
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and a third with an amputated leg—who sang and narrated their
war experiences.

‘Lady Aberdeen, wife of the Viceroy of Ireland, appeared in vaude-
ville the next year in an act representing a lawn fete, with a cast of
20. The act was for the benefit of widows and children of Irish
servicemen, with Lady Aberdeen delivering a short talk on the effect
of the war upon children.

Another, Lady Duff Gordon, donated the salary for her 1917
fashion show to a fund for disabled soldiers. After a successful book-
ing at the Palace, Lady Gordon toured the Keith Circuit with di-
minishing acclaim. Variety, in reviewing her act later at a New
York neighborhood theatre, found that “Madame has lost her poise
somewhere en route, since playing the Palace. Her ‘Washington
cocktail’ story was most indelicate, to say the least . . . Holiday
Harlemites did not take kindly to Madame’s extreme models, and
laughed at them instead of absorbing their artistic value.”

winchell & greem  The husband-and-wife team of Walter
Winchell & Rita Green appeared at Loew’s American Roof in New
York in 1918. His patriotic impulses were even then in evidence.
“While Miss Green is making a costume change,” Variety’s re-
viewer wrote, “Winchell handles a war song, and he gives way for
the girl’s eccentric solo dance. ... A likeable act for the No. 2
position.” Ibee—the late Jack Pulaski—reviewed the act.

In later years when Sime became vexed with his journalistic pro-
tégé, Winchell, the paper (September 24, 1930) printed part of some
letters written by Winchell in 1920 to the late Howard Langford,
vaudeville sketch player and writer, who wrote an act for Winchell
at the time. The letters denoted Walter’s great hunger even then
to get out of “the No. 2 spot.” Writing Langford on November 20,
1920, he said in part: ‘

“My dear Howard: I am writing you again to tell you that a won-
derful proposition has been made to me from the Keith Exchange
to be assistant editor of the Vaudeville News. 1 have accepted, be-
lieving that the future of such a position holds remarkable things
for me (if I show ’em what I am made of) and has unlimited
possibilities.

“You no doubt don’t blame me, because you have heard me men-
tion that I would love to become a figure in the world, preferably
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the news game. I have always had an inclination toward it, and at
last T have had my wish granted.

“Of course the money is not a heluva lot, and T know I cannot
save, but the fact is that any day may bring more wonderful things,
as the connection itself with such a wonderful organization as the
B. F. Keith Exchange can give.

“I also realize that when I tire of this (if I do) I can always go
back to being an ordinary actor, can’t I? . . .”

Winchell went from the Keith-Albee house organ, the Vaudeville
News, to Bernarr Macfadden’s ill-fated tabloid, the New York
Graphic, and eventually with Hearst’s New York Dasly Mirror and
world-wide fame.

Winchell and Variety in recent years get along very well. There
was a time when Sime burned up at the columnist over an incident
which may have been a Variety ad solicitor’s fault, but Sime, ever
loyal to his own staffers, groused at the columnist whom he had
counseled during his formative years on the Graphic. The same was
true of boys like Mark Hellinger, but no editor did for the Graphic’s
conductor of the “Your Broadway and Mine” column what Sime
did for Winchell. In Winchell’s own words, “The best tips I had
when I was first getting a reputation on the old New York Graphic
came from Sime Silverman, the editer of Variety.”

It seemed preposterous that the editor of the bible of the show
world would hand out hot news to a rival covering the Broadway
circuit. Winchell, grateful for the tips but puzzled, came out one
day and asked Sime why. “Walter,” he said, “I give you tips to
use so I can jack up my staff for being scooped.”

world war I jokes  President Woodrow Wilson’s second
marriage, Ford’s Peace Ship (which scarcely needed burlesquing),
Ford jokes and the snickering subject of B.V.D.’s furnished the chief
risible fodder for vaudeville comics in that pre-World War I period.
To these were added sophisticated expressions like “You said it,”
“You said a mouthful” and “You said something!” It was no longer
mirthful to refer to girls as “chickens”—the term was now “flap-
ers.”
’ Other surefire vaudeville material of the time included ukulele
numbers, Chaplin imitations, foxtrot specialties, mother songs (with
a gulp between bars), and war songs (out of the side of the mouth
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and with great waving of fists). Nearly every act began to use the
spotlight. Middle-aged actresses preferred a yellow spot as the kind-
est, brunets requested green. And male singers inevitably took off
their hats for the last two lines of a pop song.

Gone or going in 1916-1917 from the vaudeville stage were paro-
dies, which were usually suggestive and considered too objectionable
for a family audience; sketches with a cast of only two or three,
which were being supplanted by more expensive units with casts
from 10 to 12; and the professional society ballroom dancers.

Vaudevillians were resorting more and more to the “kind ap-
plause” trick in special localities by referring to local conditions,
using Yiddishisms in a Jewish neighborhood, an Italian phrase
(usually mildly profane) in an Italian neighborhood, and so on.
[A third-of-a-century later on radio quiz shows, a contestant for the
remarkable reason that he or she comes from Brooklyn, usually
gets the same type of applause.]

Burlesque dramas were used by a good number of acts in 1917
who found them easy to do and productive of laughs, such as a
Theda Bara-like Cleopatra calling up her “easy Mark” (Antony) on
the phone. The last year of World War I. brought an influx of jazz
songs and dances, and solo acts of “nut” comedians and comedi-
ennes. For some reason not too clear, single turns were scoring more
successfully than teams, and many partners broke up to ride the tide
unencumbered.

the etermal billing battles Old stars continued to
shine, and new stars rose. The inevitable sign of the vet headliner,
or the newly-arrived headliner, was a squawk about the size of
billing. Any vaude manager with more than one headliner on his
bill usually needed aspirin.

A newcomer named Eddie Cantor began to be heard from. He
was then a stooge for Jean Bedini. In 1914 he joined Al Lee in an
act called “The Master and the Man.” Singing in blackface, with
effeminate mannerisms, “Kid” Cantor won an ovation with songs
like “Victrola” and “Snyder’s Grocery Store.” Before the war years
were over, he was an established star in revues.

Still struggling up the ladder was George Jessel, who did im-
personations in Gus Edwards’ 1914 Song Revue. “Jessel’s impersona-
tions of Bert Williams, Ruth Roye, Eddie Foy and Raymond Hitch-
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cock,” reviewed Variety, “were very self-conscious. His Foy was
good . . . the nearest thing to the rest was the clothes.”

Harry Lauder was still Harry Lauder, concluding his seventh tri-
umphant “farewell” tour in 1914. A few years later, opening at the
Lexington Opera House, he brought $30,000 a week to the b.o. In
Houston, Texas, he drew $6,000 for a single matinee and night
show. At the end of the war, the Manhattan Opera House took off
its top hat in awe, and booked Lauder for two weeks—the first per-
former ever to play there who was not from the world of the opera -
or dance.

The Marx Bros., advertising themselves as “the greatest comedy
act in show business; barring none,” were starring in an act called
“Home Again,” with a cast of 17. In 1914 the boys were playing
under their real names, with Groucho billed as Julius, Zeppo as
Milton, Chico as Leonard and Harpo as Arthur. Their surname was
spelled Marks then. Their mother, Minnie Palmer, a vet vaude
trouper in her own right, was mentoring her brood into the profes-
sional intricacies.

mae west—*brinkley girl® Mae West billed herself as
“The Original Brinkley Girl” in 1914 vaudeville. Two years later,
her fifth fling at the two-a-day was in a singing act with her sister.
For a finale she appeared in masculine evening clothes, a somewhat
spectacular physical achievement for her. Variety turned thumbs
down. “She’ll have to clean up her style—she has a way of putting
dirty meanings in innocent lyrics.” Miss West couldn’t imagine
where the reviewer got that idea and was quite volatile about it.

Variety’s frank criticism naturally was not designed to win friends
from mediocre talent ranks, especially when said reviews influenced
managers into sometimes cancelling bookings. By the same token,
a favorable mention ofttimes meant a season’s vaudcville route. It
was understandable, of course, that acts who reaped what they
thought was a poisonous panning would frequently descend on the
editorial offices. The muscular acrobats were the toughest problem,
and for their especial benefit a king-size baseball bat was kept in
reach as an equalizer, if not a pacifier. The Teutonic acts, usually of
the two-man-high, hand-to-hand calibre, used to' be the most de-
monstrative in their grief over a bad notice; and when they took it
too personally, and threatened mayhem and the like, somehow the
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Variety muggs had a habit of being around at strategic moments to
re-enact the famed flying-wedge that the waiters at the old Jack’s,
opposite the now extinct Hippodrome, utilized under similar stress.

There were cases, too, of wiry Italian acts, of the musico-comedy
calibre, who sought to use a stiletto to accent their aggrieved atti-
tudes, but this was as nothing as a woman scorned. Especially when
the blot was on her French escutcheon. Sime had panned a comedi-
enne for her “Hoboken French,” and it called for all of Wilson’s 14
points of diplomacy to calm her, especially since she produced her
birth certificate to prove she was Canuck French (Canadian-born).
She by-passed the critical captiousness about her singing talents.

Silver-voiced John McCormack made vaudeville magnates gasp
at the salary he demanded for appearing in vaudeville. McCormack,
who received $1,500 a concert, simply multiplied that by the 14 turns
a week he would have to do in vaudeville, and asked $25,000. p.s—
he didn’t get it.

another president’s daughter  Another famous name
of the day that refused to appear in vaudeville was Margaret
Wilson, the President’s daughter. Unlike Margaret Truman, Miss
Wilson considered a theatrical invitation as a tribute to her father’s
prestige rather than to any prowess of her own.

Sophie Tucker set some sort of endurance record for both per-
former and audience in 1915, when she stayed onstage at the Palace
in Chicago for 39 minutes, singing no less than 16 songs.

The oldest vaudeville team going in 1917 was revealed as Fox &
Ward, who were celebrating their 50th year together. Albee awarded
them the present of a two-year contract at $300 a week, with choice
jumps and billings, in a typical gesture of patronage. The second
oldest team known were McIntyre & Heath, and the third Ward
& Curran. Variety turned a handspring the following year to salute
Fannie Ward, who was still trouping. “With a new name this past
year,” Variety grinned, “she could have butted into pictures and
made all the young soubrets sit up and take notice. Fannie Ward is
some chicken!” Incidentally, it is show biz lore that McIntyre &
Heath, for all their veteran partnership, never spoke offstage in all
their 40 years as a team. Today Joe Smith and Charles Dale, of
“Dr. Kronkheit” fame, are the oldest vaude team, together 52 years
although technically not a two-act all those years since both started
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with the Avon Comedy 4. Just before them the late Willie & Eugene
Howard were the oldest stage combo.

Eva Tanguay was still a sensational boxoffice attraction in 1918,
getting $3,500 a week for her act in which she wore a dress made
of dollar bills trimmed with the even scarcer treasures of coal and
sugar, as well as other fabulous costumes.

broun’s blitz oen tamguay Heywood Broun, as drama
critic for the New York Tribune, reviewed her act under the head-
line: SOMETHING ABOUT WHICH EVA TANGUAY SHOULD BE MADE TO CARE.
Wrote the acidulous Broun: “Ours is a democracy, so probably
nothing much can be done about the singing of Eva Tanguay. But,
even in a free country, there should be some moral force, or physical
if need be, to keep her away from the ‘Marseillaise.” She should not
be allowed to sing it even on her knees, and it is monstrous that the
great hymn of human liberty should be shrilled as a climax to a
vulgar act by a bouncing singer in a grotesque costume begirt with
lictle flags.

“Miss Tanguay sings in French, and I have no idea whether she
is trying to be funny. I never know what she is trying to be except
noisy. I think she is the parsnip of performers. The only cheerful
song in her repertory yesterday was one in which she hinted that
some’'day she would retire. Miss Tanguay is billed as a ‘bombshell”’
Would be to Heaven she were, for a bomb is something which is
carried to a great height and then dropped.”

The outraged Eva promptly took an ad in Variety. With more
courage than prudence, she reprinted the withering Broun review
under the scornful headline: EvA TANGUAY—THE PARSNIP OF PERFORM-
ers. And then Eva let loose her blast of indignation, in some very
free and fiery verse: :

“Have you ever noticed when a woman succeeds how they at-
tack her until her character bleeds? They snap at her heels like
mongrels unfed, just because she has escaped being dropped into
FAILURE's big web. They don’t give her credit for talent or art. They
don’t discount a very hard start. They don’t give her credit for
heartaches or pains; how she grimly held tight to the reins when
the road ahead was rocky and drear; how smiling she met every
discouraging sneer. AND . ..
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“Now to you who have slandered, YOU are dirt ’neath my feet,
for I have beaten YOUR game and it’s a hard game to beat!”

longhairs—long b.e. At the opposite pole of vaudeville
actors, the longhair artists of show business found the war years
remarkably kind to opera. In a 1914 Sunday night performance at
the Hippodrome, with an overflow of 575 customers onstage behind
him, John McCormack drew $9,000.

The Irish revolutionary movement, brewing in 1915, affected
McCormack’s repertory on tour. He refused to sing “It’s A Long
Way to Tipperary” in Kansas City, and cancelled his Toronto en-
gagement. He didn’t mind singing “God Save the King,” he ex-
plained tactfully, but he didnt wish to enter into any “contro-
versy.”

A sensational leap from smalltime vaudeville to grand opera was
made by Rosa Ponselle. In 1915 the Ponzella Sisters were a singing
act, with Rosa at the piano and Carmela doing most of the vocaliz-
ing. But in 1918 Rosa—not Carmela—was engaged by Giulio Gatti-
Casazza of the Metropolitan Opera to sing the role of Carmen, and
the following year scored a tremendous success.

If the Met took a generous view toward talent blossoming on the
vaudeville stage, it was quite hostile toward any which flirted with
the movies. In 1917 it refused to renew the operatic contract of Ger-
aldine Farrar, who had committed the serious misdemeanor of
lowering herself by “posing” for this inferior art form.

Caruso spared the Met any such embarrassing predicament. In
1917 he had paid $60,000 in war taxes on his income. Subsequently
he refused $55,000 for six concerts because, he explained, fully half
this amount would be paid to the Government in taxes.

earuso’s fling in par pix °pag® The hierarchy at
the Met sighed deeply upon hearing in 1918 that Caruso had signed
with Adolph Zukor for $200,000 to do two films, one of which
would be Pagliacci. Each film would be a $250,000 investment, sup-
ported by a powerful ad campaign. With Caruso’s views on taxes,
there was no question of his considering any concert appearances
that year, and therefore no problem for the Met. The Caruso films,
incidentally, were dismal failures.

Incidentally, also, Caruso was snagged into becoming a glorified
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songsmith by the then struggling Tin Pan Alleyite, Earl Carroll.
They collaborated on “Dreams of Long Ago,” words by Carroll
and tune by Caruso, which Feist published and which the great
tenor ultimately recorded for Victor but that, too, like his Par pix
trys, didn’t click.

The Victor Talking Machine Co. gave the opera world a new
great singer, Amelita Galli-Curci. After signing her for some rec-
ords, they won her an opening with Campanini’s Chicago Grand
Opera. When the company played at New York’s Lexington Opera
House in 1918, she swept to fame overnight. Victor’s special cam-
paign featured her records. They were so certain of her ultimate
triumph that they had prepared the ads months in advance. When
Galli-Curci later that year gave a concert at the Hippodrome, specu-
lators demanded $17.50 a pair for tickets. She, too became a mem-
ber of the Met roster.

The audience for grand opera grew larger through the war years,
a somewhat inexplicable development in an age that was reaching
its logical culmination in jazz. Chicago, in only four days’ time,
subscribed $200,000 for grand opera in 1915. In the year following,
a crowd of 25,000 paid $40,000 at $2.50 top prices to witness Die
Walkure at the Yale Bowl in New Haven.

The era produced two ironical developments in the longhair di-
vision. John Philip Sousa, the bandmaster who had once arrogantly
refused to play at an amusement park because of the 10¢ admission,
accepted $70,000 in 1915 for nine weeks at the Panama-Pacific Ex-
position, where he was used as a free attraction against the Boston
Symphony Orchestra. And Leopold Auer gave a concert at Car-
negie Hall which tailspinned financially.

Auer was the man who taught Mischa Elman and Jascha Hei-
fetz.

sky pilot boff b.o. 1915 saw the introduction of a unique
branch of show business—evangelism. In a tradition later to be de-
veloped by Aimee Semple McPherson, an ex-baseball player named
Billy Sunday sold God to audiences with a bang-up performance
that was strictly b.o. A one-man, all-star show, he toured the nation
on a tabernacle circuit, garnering sensational publicity.

Billy Sunday didn’t like actors, and they didn’t like him, which
might have been professional jealousy. He flayed the theatre as the
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work of Satan, and succeeded in crippling business in Philadelphia
when he stumped there for an 11-week run with heavy collection
plates. That, of course, not only helped “God’s work” but killed
Sunday (no pun intended) biz in theatres. Actors labeled him a
clown with a low comedy act.

A temperamental evangelist, Sunday had a way of walking out
on his faithful when he was displeased. He did this in Paterson,
New Jersey, when the collection plate was too light. He did it again
in San Francisco, when a number of clergymen criticized both him
and his methods.

By 1917 he was still going strong, getting as much as $90,436 in
one day’s collection at Boston. New York, however, was a bit too
sophisticated to swallow Sundayism raw. His revival there in the
same year failed to affect the business of Broadway theatres. And,
an ironic commentary on the audiences who went to listen to him,
one saloon near his tabernacle had to add four bartenders to handle
the increased business. (The same thing was to happen years later
when Aimee Semple McPherson’s personal appearance at the Cap-
itol sent that Broadway deluxer to its all-time low of $6,000.)

Crackpot of the sawdust trail or not, the Rev. Dr. Billy Sunday
was invited to deliver a prayer in the House of Representatives in
Washington, which he began by thundering, “Thou knowest, O
Lord, that no nation so infamous, vile, greedy, sensuous, blood-
thirsty ever disgraced the pages of history.” Referring, of course, to
America’s new adversary at war.

And when he fulminated that the Government was forbidding
him to build the “tabernacles” in which he “served God,” the War
Industries Board deemed it advisable to write him respectfully ex-
plaining the need for wartime priorities in construction.

But by 1918 Billy Sunday was slipping. As one sign that he him-
self recognized it, with a possible eye toward future theatrical
bookings, he began to go out of his way in sermons to say concilia-
tory things about the theatre and moving pictures—institutions
which he formerly had villified.

It was also discovered that his choir leader, Homer Rodeheaver,
known as “Sunday’s Sousa,” was one of the best songpluggers in
the country—head of the firm that published all Sunday’s hymns
and songs. At each revival Homer would deliver a sales talk on the
songs, urge the brethren to join in singing (just as they did in the
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movies and vaude houses), and circulate his salesmen through the
crowds to sell the song books.

Beneath the headline, BiLLY sunpaY’s cHicaco FLop, Variety in
March 1918, reported the decline of the self-made messiah. Although
50,000 Chicagoans gathered to hear Sunday on the opening day of
the Midwest campaign, “the intake of the stew-pan brigade was less
than $3,000.”

The following day, apparently brooding over this financial in-
gratitude, Sunday didn’t preach at the tabernacle. On Tuesday he
played to an afternoon attendance of 4,000, and a night crowd of
16,000. The collection dropped more than 50 per cent, with less than
$1,500 rewarding his histrionics. On Wednesday less than 10,000
people attended, and the receipts dipped to a new low.

That did it. The next day there were rumors that Sunday, instead
of completing his 10-week run in Chicago, might desert the city
with his troupe for Duluth after only three weeks, “if the people
didn’t open up their purses as well as their hearts.”

Or, as Variety put it, “Ecclesiastical show biz not so hey-hey.”
One wag commented, “Billy’s only hope is to start stripping off
more than his coat.”

Ziegfeld Over Broadway

«

Rarely could Broadway producers recall a season as terrible for
show business as 1914. The corpses of shows that could normally
have been expected to ‘prosper littered the Main Stem from 38th
to soth streets. Reports from the hinterland were equally funereal.
Nothing helped—neither rave reviews, heavy advertising splurges,
nor publicity campaigns. There seldom had been a year with so
many enthusiastic newspaper notices, and so many calamitous flops.
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Producers brooded over the reasons for this melancholy state of
affairs. Many blamed the war and the depression of early spring.
But the roots went deeper. In New York the boom in show business
had brought about a plethora of theatres. In legit alone, the city
had 36 top-rank houses seating about 54,000 a night. Competing
with them for the New Yorker’s dollar were over a dozen major
vaudeville theatres, almost 50 vaudfilm houses, and a vast number
of straight picture theatres.

Only about six of the three dozen legit theatres had made any
money out of the 1914 season. The b.o. was so bad that many man-
agers shut down entirely two weeks before Christmas, rather than
take advantage of the customary half-salary clause which would
have permitted them to continue those weeks at reduced cost.

The road was moribund for a different reason. Managers touring
roadshows with third-rate casts in previous seasons had killed the
goose by feeding it with glowing adjectives and tired turkeys. Now
they were shopping more selectively. A wide choice of pix and
vaude gave them plenty of latitude.

Business continued to lag through most of the following year, but
perked up toward the fall, as the impact of America’s orders for
war goods made itself felt in fattening profits and paychecks.
1916 seemed more like old times, with every Broadway legit house
prospering, and two dozen shows waiting for a vacant theatre.
There was also a big demand for original Broadway companies on
the road, which was still rejecting No. 2 and No. 3 companies.
Oddly, the boom in legit found the take in film houses off some
25 per cent.

When the dollars poured in even faster and thicker during the
first half of 1917, the legit settled down to a new and unprecedented
era of prosperity. Many shows were doing so well that they had been
held over from the previous year, and were running straight through
the summer months. Actors were awarded equitable contracts. The
Globe, presenting Fred Stone, and the Century, showing Miss 1917,
raised their prices to $3 top. Nearly 50 theatres were doing well with
$2 attractions. Road business was thriving.

Then suddenly, in November, there was a sharp slump—so sharp
that it set a new record in poor boxoffice. Worried managers con-
sidered slashing salaries. Shows starring such names as Billie Burke,
Henry Miller, William Faversham, Robert Hillard and Grace
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George all opened—and quickly closed. By the end of the fall sea-
son, of the 75 productions which had been on the boards, 36 were
in Cain’s warehouse, 10 were touring, and 29 remained on Broad-
way. Of these 29, less than a dozen were hit shows. The remainder
were hanging on.

The Winter Garden, which had joined the climb to a $3 top,
swiftly rescinded its decision and reverted to a $2.50 scale. The Globe
and the Century refused to follow suit. Fred Stone continued to
draw, but Miss 1917 lost patronage. Arthur Hopkins, presenting
Gypsy Trail at the Plymouth, put ball bearings under his prices, re-
taining a $2 top weekends, but charging $1 and $1.50 for orchestra
on weekday nights. More and more roadshows pulled in to New
York from the hinterland.

The freak storm clouds rolled away in 1918, as the first heavy im-
pact of America’s entry into war eased. Business boomed again for
the legit both on Broadway and on the road. August, normally a
listless month, seemed like December. Nothing, it seemed, could
stop the upward flight of profits this time.

But in early September something did—a serious, nationwide epi-
demic of influenza. Theatres in almost every major city except New
York were shut down. Then just as the epidemic seemed at an
ebb, and theatres opened again to a renewed throbbing business,
a second wave of “Spanish influenza” set in. The loss in rentals
for theatres which were forced to remain dark ran into six figures.
Otto Kahn, noted financier, swore off playing angel to shows.

The era came to an end, however, with a thriving post-Armistice
business that augured well for the future. Legit producers who were
still dizzy from the roller-coaster plunges and flights of the war years
hoped for the best—and kept on good terms with their favorite
pawnbrokers.

Musical comedies and revues were the favorite money-makers
during the war years. The revues, which robbed vaudeville of ap-
proximately 100 headline acts, produced a new and undisputed
revue king—Flo Ziegfeld. His Follies and Frolics became the last
word in extravagance, glitter, feminine beauty and glamorous stage
mountings. In Broadway’s unhappy year of 1914, tickets for the
Follies after the opening night soared to $5—almost as impressive in
that year as the Jazz Age price for opening night, in later years, of
$100 a pair.
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Every chorine dreamed of becoming a Ziegfeld Follies girl. Even
in 1914 that achievement was an open door to riches. Tommy Man-
ville’s wife-of-the-year, Florence Uber, was suing her playboy-hus-
band for divorce and a $150,000 settlement. Where did she come
from? The Follies, of course! And with true Ziegfeldian hauteur,
Florence was disdaining to bargain’ with Tommy’s father, who
offered $100,000.

Among the stars who flocked to the Ziegfeld banner during 1g14-
1918 were Will Rogers, Fanny Brice, Eddie Cantor, Bert Williams,
the Fairbanks Twins and W. C. Fields. Rogers, playing in the
Frolics in 1917, was beginning to develop into the homespun politi-
cal philosopher. During his act he asked the audience to mention
any prominent person or event, and he’'d talk about them.

After appearing in his first show, Canary Cortage, in 1916, Eddie
Cantor was signed by Ziegfeld for the Frolics. Cantor wanted to
make vaudeville appearances at the same time, but Ziegfeld refused
permission. Graduating to the Follies in 1917 and 1918, Cantor sub-
limated his urge by running an ad in Variety declaring he would
write vaudeville acts. Ziegfeld couldn’t stop that.

W. C. Fields appeared in the 1916 Follies, singing two choruses
of a song, and impersonating Teddy Roosevelt and Secretary of the
Navy Josephus Daniels. The latter takeoff was in the nature of
personal revenge. Daniels was the darling of the Prohibition forces
for his order prohibiting the use of liquor in the Navy after
July 1914.

Ziegfeld, in partnership with Charles Dillingham, made a sizable
killing by taking over the musical, Century Girl, at the Century
Theatre in 1916. The show cleaned up that year, and in 1917 played
to gross receipts of $1,000,000, of which $360,000 was net profit.

Almost as much interest was taken in Ziegfeld’s private life as in
his scintillating productions and superbeauts. He married Anna
Held, having managed the French star until her retirement after
Miss Innocence. They were divorced in 1913, and Ziegfeld married
Billie Burke. In 1918, at the age of 45, Anna Held died.

Irving Berlin wrote one of the few big hits of 1914, Watch Your
Step, which opened at the New Amsterdam. Incidentally, it was
his first Broadway musical. Other top musicals of the year were
Jerome Kern’s Girl from Utah with Julia Sanderson and The Beauty
Shop with Raymond Hitchcock.
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The following year George M. Cohan paid a glowing tribute to
a rival songwriter when, in his revue Hello, Broadway!, starring
himself and Willie Collier, he sang a medley of Berlin tunes. Hip
Hip Hooray at the Hippodrome, under the management of Charles
Dillingham, played to $60,000 a week. Ned Wayburn clicked at the
Century with his Town Topics revue.

The legit season in 1916 was devoted almost exclusively to musi-
cals, revues, comedy and farce. Only three serious dramas appeared
all year. The outstanding musical and revue was Stop! Look! Listen!
with Gaby Deslys. This year and the next saw the wholesale deser-
tion of vaudeville stars to revues, including Mclntyre & Heath,
Frank Fay, Leo Carrillo, Trixie Friganza, Charlotte Greenwood,
the Dolly Sisters, Billy B. Van, Louise Dresser, Carter de Haven, Al
Jolson and Irene Franklin.

the shuberts at war-—again The Shuberts, no less
than the Allies, were waging a war on all fronts—as usual. Their
first campaign was again directed against dramatic critics who
panned Shubert shows. In 1914 Alan Dale rapped their production
of Miss Daisy as poor entertainment. The Shuberts, already stung
by a very poor season, put pressure on Dale’s paper, Hearst’s Ameri-
can, which obligingly ran favorable notices of Miss Daisy in later
editions. Dale quit, later joining Variety as its first columnist for
legit.

The Shuberts scored another triumph in 1916 when the State
Court of Appeals ruled that they had a legal right to refuse admit-
tance to their theatres to New York Times critic Alexander Wooll-
cott. They didnt have to worry about Tribune critic Heywood
Broun, as that frank gentleman was overseas reporting the war.
Nor about William Winter, dean of drama critics, who died at
81 in 1917.

The war between the Shuberts and Klaw & Erlanger broke out
afresh in 1914, with the tempers of both sides frazzled by the bad
season. This battle had been waged, on and off, since 1902, when
Klaw & Erlanger forced Nixon-Zimmerman to withdraw from
partnership with Sam S. Shubert. But the axe was buried again in
1915, with Klaw & Erlanger joining hands with the Shuberts in
booking plays for the new season.

The following year the Shuberts took a 6-year lease on the
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Astor Theatre, paying Cohan & Harris $125,000 bonus for the deal.
To pad out this dent in their treasury, the Shuberts thought of the
bright idea of charging minor acts in their Winter Garden show,
Doing Our Bit, $25 a week for putting their names in lights.

Klaw & Erlanger unburied the hatchet in 1918 by guaranteeing
Cohan & Harris a 5-year profit of $1,000,000 if they would stick with
them, and not go with the Shuberts. The Shuberts had further cause
for mourning the ingratitude of mankind when Marilyn Miller left
them for Ziegfeld.

The only two managerial units in legit who made big money in
1914 were Cohan & Harris and Charles Dillingham. The latter’s
two shows (the only ones he produced that season) were the top
hits. Cohan & Harris were cleaning up with On Trial and It Pays
To Advertise. Belasco’s Phantom Rival was also an outstanding suc-
cess, continuing its run through 1915.

The following year brought John Barrymore in an underworld
melodrama, Kick In, Marie Dressler in 4 Mix Up, Ina Claire in
Lady Luxury, John Drew in a revival, Rosemary, and a $10,000
prize play about New England, Children of Earth, written by Alice
Brown and produced by Winthrop Ames. It was a prize flop at
the b.o.

Boomerang, one of the few nonmusical attractions of 1916, was
going strong after 39 weeks, the 1916 season’s record sellout show.
Other legits included Ethel Barrymore as Our Mrs. McChesney,
two Shakesperian and two Shaw revivals, Otis Skinner as Mister
Antonio, David Warfield in a revival of The Music Master, John
Drew in Thackeray’s Major Pendennis.

Two war plays appeared in 1917—Lilac Time with Jane Cowl,
and Out There with Laurette Taylor. George Arliss appeared as
Hamilton, Ina Claire as Polly With a Past, Julia Sanderson as Ram-
bler Rose, John Drew as The Gay Lord Quex. American actors
accused producer Oliver Morosco of trying to dodge local salaries
when he hired an all-English cast to support Emily Stevens in The
Fugitive.

Three serious plays with the longest runs of 1918 were, surpris-
ingly, war plays—Billeted, Friendly Enemies, and Three Faces East.
The latter two were the two biggest dramatic hits of Broadway.
Friendly Enemies was called the “million dollar show,” because it
was expected to earn that much for producer Al Woods. There were
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other war plays as well—Marjorie Rambeau in Where Poppies
Bloom, Effie Shannon and Shelley Hull in Under Orders, and The
Better ’Ole, the Bruce Bairnsfather comic character translated in
stage terms for Charles Coburn who played Old Bill.

1018 also ushered in one of the most phenomenally successful
plays of all time, Lightnin’. It originally opened for a week in Wash-
ington, with Frank Bacon in the lead, then closed for doctoring.
Opening at the Gaiety on Broadway later that year, it began its
long, record-breaking run of 1,291 performances.

In later years it was eclipsed by nine other shows. The record-
holder for marathon stay on Broadway remains Life With Father,
3,216 performances; followed by Tobacco Road, 3,182; Abie's Irish
Rose, 2,327; Oklahoma! 2,248; The Voice of the Turtle, 1557;
Harvey, 1,775; Arsenic and Old Lace, 1,444; Hellzapoppin, 1404;
and Angel Street, 1,295.

Incidentally, Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein 2d’s Okla-
homa! is the champ Broadway musical long-runner with Hellza-
poppin—perhaps as much a tribute to a one-man journalistic cam-
paign by columnist Walter Winchell, who indubitably converted
mediocre notices into boffola b.o—the No. 2 long-run marathon
stayer. Irving Berlin’s Annie Get Your Gun, with 1,147 perform-
ances, is the No. 3 musical long-runner; and still another Rodgers
& Hammerstein musical, Carousel, gets into the Big 5 among
musical boxoffice champs with 8go performances.

No. 4 top musical, Pins and Needles, with 1,108 performances,
is in itself a phenomenon. This was the semi-professional cast show,
produced by and with International Ladies Garment Workers
Union personnel, but notable for its playing-down of “social signifi-
cance.” Incidentally, this musical brought songsmith Harold J.
Rome to the fore.

As of Labor Day, 1951, long runs on Broadway for 500 or more
performances include:

Number ‘Number

Per- Per-
Plays formances  Plays formances
Life with Father 3,224 Oklahoma! 2,248
Tobacco Road 3,182  Harvey 1,775
Abie’s Irish Rose 2,327 The Voice of the Turtle 1,557
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Number
Per-

Plays formances
Arsenic and Old Lace - 1444
Hellzapoppin 1,404
Angel Street 1,295
Lightnin’ 1,291
Annie Get Your Gun 1,147
Pins and Needles 1,108
Kiss Me Kate 1,077
Mister Roberts 991
Born Yesterday 979
Anna Lucasta 957
Kiss and Tell 956
South Pacific 983
Carousel 890
Hats Off to Ice 889
Follow the Girls 882
The Bat 867
My Sister Eileen 865
White Cargo 864
Song of Norway 860
You Can’t Take It

With You 837
Three Men on a Horse 835
Stars on Ice 830
The Ladder 789
State of the Union 765
The First Year 760
Sons o’ Fun 742
The Man Who Came

to Dinner 739
Call Me Mister 734
Claudia 722
I Remember Mama 713
Junior Miss 710
Seventh Heaven 704
Peg o’ My Heart 692
The Children’s Hour 691
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Number
Per-

Plays formances
Dead End 687
Dear Ruth 683
Where’s Charley 680
East Is West 680
Chauve Souris 673
The Doughgirls 671
Irene 670
Boy Meets Girl 669
Gentlemen Prefer Blondes 727
Blithe Spirit 657
The Women 657
A Trip to Chinatown 657
Bloomer Girl 654
Rain 648
Janie 642
The Green Pastures 640
Is Zat So? 618
Separate Rooms 613
Star and Garter 609
Student Prince 608
The Happy Time 606
Broadway 603
Adonis 603
Street Scene 6o1
Kiki 600
A Society Circus 596
Blossom Time 592
The Two Mrs. Carrolls 585
Finian’s Rainbow 582
Brother Rat 577
Show Boat 572
The Show-Off 571
Sally 570
One Touch of Venus 567
Happy Birthday 564
The Glass Menagerie 561
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Rose Marie s57 The Vagabond King 511
Strictly Dishonorable ss7 Brigadoon 509
Ziegfeld Follies 553 The New Moon 509
Good News ss1  Shuffle Along 504
Let’s Face It s47 Up in Central Park 504
Within the Law 541 Carmen Jones 503
The Music Master 540 A Member of the Wedding 501
What a Life 538 Detective Story . 501
The Red Mill 531 Personal Appearance 501
The Boomerang 522 Panama Hattie 501
Rosalinda s21  Bird in Hand 500
Blackbirds 518 Sailor, Beware! 500
Sunny 517 Room Service 500
Victoria Regina s17 Tomorrow the World 500

[The Drunkard, @ hokum meller rated a legit show of a sort, has
been running consecutively 16 years in Hollywood. Also from the
Coast came Ken Murray’s glorified vaude-revue, Blackouts, which
ran seven years in Hollywood and lasted seven weeks in New York.]

The year 1918 also presented Tommy Manville’s rival, Nat C.
Goodwin, in Why Marry? at the Astor. At the time, Goodwin,
who had turned 6o, had gone through six wives, including Eliza
Weatherby, Maxine Elliott, Edna Goodrich and Marjorie Moreland.
Before he died, he hit the jackpot with a total of eight, a couple
better than Artie Shaw. The title of his 1918 vehicle apparently
made very little impression upon its star.

The era was saddened by the death of some of the legit’s best-
loved figures. Playwrights Charles Klein and Justus Miles Forman.
Producer Charles Frohman went with the Lusitania. A year later
the final curtain rang down for Josephine Cohan, sister of George
M. and wife of Fred Niblo; Dave Montgomery, Fred Stone’s part-
ner for 22 years; and Joseph Murphy, the stage’s richest actor, noted
for his play, Kerry Gow. Murphy left a personal fortune of
$3,000,000.

‘the road’—cirea 1914-1918 The fortunes of road
business during the war years were closely tuned to the ups and
downs of Broadway. The road covered a multitude of sins as well
as cities. There was small time, like the Uncle Tom’s Cabin com-
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pany playing two-night stands in Brooklyn, under canvas, in 1914.
There was big time, like the 20 Al Woods roadshows of 1915, which
paid out $200,000 in train fares alone. And there was old time, too,
such as minstrel shows which celebrated their 31st year, in 1917,
under the aegis of Al G. Fields.

Not all the successful shows of the era opened on Broadway, how-
ever desirable that might have been for prestige. In 1916 a show
called Experience opened in Chicago. The demand for tickets was
50 great that it became the first legitimate show in American history
to give daily matinee performances, and a Sunday show. The
weekly gross ran to $20,000.

In the same year David Belasco produced a show written by
George Scarborough which opened in Boston. It was called Okla-
homa. Many years later another show called Oklahoma! was to
open in Boston, run five years on Broadway and seven years on the
road, and then return to Broadway in 1951 for a sock repeat.

The South made 1917 a banner road season, as a result of 26¢
cotton and the opening of many Army camps. Flushed Southerners
flocked to boxoffices—but chose their b.o. carefully. If they were
goin’ to pay out top money, by Gad, then they wanted top shows
and original casts. And that’s what they got. Business boomed, and
producers set a $2.50 scale for road musicals. Lush times largely pre-
vailed until the demoralization of one-nighters’ booking dates by
the transportation troubles of 1918.

Stock companies—the poor man’s Broadway—persisted in the
face of giant competition by road companies, as well as by local
picture and vaudeville houses. Stock blossomed when the regular
theatre faded—in the summer. Many film houses, finding their sum-
mer patronage off, turned to stock as a stopgap. And when road-
shows folded for the summer, stock had a wide selection of
available talent. Stock was also winning a reputation as the showcase
for new talent, plays and ideas. Managers watched this hothouse for
fresh blooms which might thrive on Broadway. '

Although stock in cities like New York, Chicago and Boston
sprang up and disappeared like spring rains, a 1918 film field de-
velopment gave them a sporting chance. The high cost of film
production raised film rentals. Exhibitors in turn had to raise prices.
In many cases these prices were above what theatregoers would have
had to pay to see a live stock show.
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The East was the favorite stamping ground of traveling stocks
in the last year of the war. Some would play towns for as long as
a week, offering a different repertory show every night. In New
York City, because of the stiff competition, no stock company was
able to put down roots for a full season. That is, except in Brook-
lyn, where one stock company did exactly that, showing a hand-
some profit. But then, as any Dodger fan will scornfully explain,
“Brooklyn ain’t New York!”

Burly Is Hurly

«

Despite the fact that a huge hunk of burlesque’s traditional
audience marched off to war in 1917 and 1918, the years of wrath
yielded very luscious grapes to this unique division of show busi-
ness. Socko was the word for boxoffice, even when floppo was the
word for the b.o. in most branches of the theatre.

In 1914 the two principal burly circuits were the Columbia,
known as the Eastern Wheel, which had 28 shows working, and
the Progressive, which operated 30. The first all-Negro burly show,
“Darktown Follies,” appeared on the Progressive circuit that year,
opposed by Columbia’s “Smart Set.”

The big companies on the Eastern Wheel apparently winced
under the $13,500 weekly—$450,000 a season—they were forced to
pay in railway fares for their traveling companies. The Interstate
Commerce Law (I.C.L.) prohibited kickbacks from the railroads,
but Eastern Wheel executives hit upon a happy subterfuge . . . “ac-
cepting” heavy advertising in their programs from railroads they
patronized.

It was a happy idea, that is, until the Government found this to
be a distinct evasion of the I.C.L., in the specific instance of the Cen-
tral Railroad. Columbia pleaded guilty and was fined $7,500.
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Burlesque was being cleaned up so well that in 1915 it was even
staging cake-walk contests, and won admission into the city of Los
Angeles for the very first time. With lowered prices and clean shows,
burlesque boomed all through 1916. One circuit, the Independent,
went bankrupt because it refused to scrap its blue policy. The new
trend was amazing to old-time managers, who believed burly
couldn’t make a dime without cooch dancers or blue stuff. The
whitewashed burly show was also attracting the attention of news-
paper critics with new talent and a higher brand of comedy.

The fall season of 1917 revealed some amazing—for burlesque—
boxoffice figures. The Columbia in New York, at $1 top, was play-
ing to as high as $10,000 a week, including Sunday shows. And
even this was dwarfed by a record-breaking 1918, during which a
show that only played to $3,200 a week was considered a lemon. In
former burly times, that would have been a fine week.

But in 1918 it was considered normal for a good burly show to
average $8,500 a week, an astonishing phenomenon to the producers
of $2 legitimate shows. There were more incredible whistles on
Broadway when it was learned that one burlesque house, despite the
flu epidemic, would wind up the year with a net of $175,000.

With very little ostentation or publicity, burlesque theatres also
pitched in on the theatrical war effort, raising hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars. The curtain of the war years fell upon a burlesque
—pure, patriotic and prosperous—which was hardly recognized by
those who knew it when.

cireuses msg The circus, in 1914, was on its heels. There
was no chance to go abroad for new sensations, and what novelties
were available were playing for more money at the Pacific Panama
Exposition. The circuses were so desperate for new attractions that
one big top near Chicago featured a Tango Dance, with “Mr.
and Mrs. Cristle.” Amusement parks cut into circus business, and
there were too many circuses abroad for so poor a year. Some of
the biggest shows folded tents in the middle of the season, including
the big Sig Sawtelle Show.

A circus needs a lot of people backstage and in the rings to keep
it going. The growing shortage of manpower in 1916 hit the big
tops hard, forcing many to cancel bookings. At New Castle, Ohio,
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one circus had to close down when its razorbacks walked out to
take better-paying jobs in the town’s munition plant.

Despite a bad start, circuses did well in 1917, which was a banner
year for most of show business. Jess Willard proved a strong draw-
ing card for one white tent outfit. The Richards Show set a circus
precedent by being the first to use motor trucks in making overland
jumps,

In 1918, the Miller Bros.” 101 Ranch Wild Wester confessed mak-
ing more money than it had ever made before in the big circus
business—by selling horses to the Government for the cavalry. The
Hagenback-Wallace Circus added another tragedy to its strange
history of disasters—being almost destroyed by fire in its early years,
and badly damaged by flood in 1913. And now (1918), its circus
train crashed into an empty troop train, resulting in 69 dead and
nearly 100 injured, with many of the dead burned beyond
recognition.

Four notable circus figures died during the war era. Hassan Ben
Ali, who died in 1914, was the greatest owner of Arab circus troupes
in the world. Alf Ringling, oldest of the famous circus brothers,
died in 1916. A year later, Licutenant Frank Cody was killed in
action while flying for the R.A.F. over London. He was followed to
the grave in a few months by his father, Colonel William F. Cody,
better-known as Buffalo Bill.

If the circuses were having a rough time, so were the amusement
parks. Bad weather in 1914, added to bad times, equaled a bad hole
in the parks’ bankrolls. Many managers blamed the spread of movies
as largely responsible, satisfying a summer urge for entertainment
which otherwise might have lured thousands to the parks. Even
the roller skating rinks no longer drew crowds, despite increased
offers of prizes. And to make things blacker, operating expenses
were up, with parks compelled to add between four and five men
to their dance hall orchestras.

Coney Island was offering “The Wreck of the Titanic,” and “The
Castles’ Summer House,” a concession without the Castles. Dream-
land had a circus and freak show at 10¢ a throw. Jap rolling ball
games replaced the French plate-dropping gyp, and baby dolls were
the big gift stand prizes to lure flushed swains. But even with a
Mardi Gras thrown in, Coney Island, like the rest, stared at a large
eight-ball.
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And in 1915, when a new law ordered women’s bathing suits to
be equipped with at least a two-inch sleeve, as police trudged the
sands with tape measures. Coney Island—along with the other
amusement parks—continued to enjoy the customary bad season.

The trials and tribulations of circuses and amusement parks, how-
ever, did not daunt many cities, which were entering show business
as municipal producers. In 1914 St. Louis presented a pageant on
the biggest stage ever built, in the natural amphitheatre of Forest
Park, with its lagoon on three sides. Over 7,000 citizens of St. Louis
took part onstage.

In 1915 San Francisco staged its highly-publicized Exposition, at
which Lincoln Beachy, one of America’s earliest aviators, was killed
in a spectacular stunt flight. The Exposition flopped badly. Outside
its gates an entrepreneur with a street wagon, featuring “Alaskan
Gray Fox—Penny A Peep,” did a whale of a business.

New York put on war expositions in 1917. The first was a quasi-
exposition at the Grand Central Palace, an Army and Navy Field
Equipment Bazaar, ostensibly to furnish regiments with equipment
that the Government didn’t provide. Receipts were $71,475, with net
profits for the regiments of—$754. The exposition had been con-
ceived and operated for profit by private promoters.

A genuine war exposition replaced it a few weeks later—“Hero-
land,” with 105 war charities participating in a 16-day bazaar to
raise $1,000,000. The following year Chicago opened a United
States War Exposition, charging 25¢ admission, and clocking over
100,000 people past the gate in the first day.

ice-skating vegue As the roller skating fad died, a new
skating craze rose to take its place—on ice. The craze began at the
'St. Nicholas Rink on New York’s West 66th Street in 1915. It
spread to the Biltmore and Waldorf-Astoria hotels, which put in ice-
skating floors. Costume tailors began to advertise special ice-skating
costumes for women.

From New York the craze did a figure-eight around the nation,
chiefly through Charlotte, the toe-skipping ice skater who was “solid”
at the Hippodrome. Gradually society began to pick up ice skating—
and rink attendants began to pick up society. Ice rinks spread
rapidly, but suffered a setback when the Fuel Administration closed
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them because too much fuel was used to keep their ice plants
operating.

The paths of prizefighters and show business continued to cross
as usual during the war era. In 1914 Bob Fitzsimmons, with his son
who was billed as “The White Hope,” was in vaudeville. The hope
never came true. The following year Jess Willard signed with
Miller’s ror Ranch at $1,000 a day. “The Masked Marvel,” a wrestler
who many claimed was Frank Gotch, drew great crowds to the
Manhattan Opera House where he was booked. The wrestling
tournament staged there by Continental showman Sam Rachman

ran for six weeks, netting $5,000 a week profit.
~ The big fight of the era was the Willard-Johnson fracas of 1915,
which had two showmen as backers, L. Lawrence Weber and Harry
H. Frazee. The fight took place in Havana, with the Cuban gov-
ernment stationing soldiers around the racetrack fight grounds to
police anv possible racial disorders. Jack Johnson was counted out in
the 23d round, as newsreel cameras recorded the event for movie
fans; and was lost to the public eye until he turned up in 1933 as
conductor of his own jazz orchestra. Jess Willard wound up operat-
ing a Hollywood market.

Taboo

x

Even without the war to spurt it, America was on its way
to a new era of freedom in 1914—an era that reached its climax in
the Roaring Twenties. But the impact of war undeniably speeded
up the process. At first, when the war had not yet become our con-
cern, America’s preparedness program drew women into factories
and offices. Women found themselves with a new economic free-
dom, and on a basis of equality with men. This was the first breach
in the dam.
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Later the hysteria of bond drives, boom towns and “doing one’s
bit” for the soldier boys, swept women into an emotional maelstrom
in which the old moral values were splintered. As 2,000,000 men
prepared to sail to an unknown destiny overseas, “eat, drink and be
merry, for tomorrow . . .” was the most quoted line in the nation.
And when the boys were gone, women grew lonely. Some resented
the stories floating back from “gay Paree,” and determined to make
some hey-hey themselves.

The forces of morality had their hands full. As always, in times
when moral delinquency rises, the brunt of official suspicion fell
upon show business. Ignoring the obvious fact that any major trans-
formation in public morality could only stem from the times and
economic conditions themselves, public sachems chose to regard the
phenomenon as the fruits of immoral examples on stage and screen.
Puritans exorcised the whips of taboo.

Burlesque, which was cleaning itself up swiftly and efficiently,
was an obvious target. In 1915 New York’s Commissioner Bell re-
voked the licenses of the Olympia and Garrick theatres. Their
shows, the Commissioner deplored, “reveal instances of indecency
almost unbelievable.” The Olympia had “indecent ads” in the lobby.
The Garrick was closed in the middle of a performance because of
nudity and “wrestling” with undraped femmes.

The Columbia Amusement Co. sent out letters to all its managers
ordering them to eliminate cooch and “Oriental dancers,” bare legs,
smutty dialog, vulgar jokes and skits. Tab shows on the road were
ordered to clean up or get out.

The bluenoses of America rose in their wrath in every state and
every city. In 1916 the demon rum was scourged in seven states—
Colorado, Washington, Oregon, Arkansas, Jowa, Idaho and South
Carolina. A year later the number had swelled to 22.

In Denver, music was prohibited from hotel dining rooms. In
Cincinnati, the Hamilton County Federation of Catholic Societies,
with 10,000 members, began to boycott shows. Family Cupboard,
one of their targets, was as bare (of audiences) as Mother Hubbard’s
(of food). The Gertrude Hoffman show was on the Societies’ list,
so she very prudently skipped Cincinnati on tour..

Atlantic City barred Sophie Tucker from singing “Who Paid
the Rent for Mrs. Rip Van Winkle, When Rip Van Winkle Was
Away?” Soph quit in disgust. Boston banned bare legs on the stage.
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Scottish kilts were tolerated provided actresses wore tights or long
stockings. Cincinnati’s mayor, worried about that 10,000 vote, joined
hands with Boston in censoring nude limbs behind footlights.

Eva Tanguay’s pious Christian Science philosophy, expressed in
her Variety ads with “Naught can disturb—God is Peace,” didn’t
prevent her from falling afoul of Syracuse authorities, who banned
posters picturing Eva in action. The management where she was
playing was inundated with requests for the posters as souvenirs.

Anthony Comstock led his righteous lads, and the police, into
Hammerstein’s in 1915. Hammerstein, J. Edward Crapo and Mille.
Gomez were arrested for their act, “Garden of Passion,” which was
depassionized considerably for the evening performance and the rest

of the week.

cabaret taboos  Cabarets were on the list, too. In 1917 vice
cleanup committees swung into action. The Strand Roof was raided,
the charge being that women were soliciting men via the waiters.
The Strand lost its dance license, but the place was packed for the
next few days by thrilled sightseers. Salt Lake City went a step
further, when the Mormon fathers barred all female entertainers
from the city’s cabarets. In Chicago, the tango, hesitation, and other
“extreme” dances had already been placed under ban by the Gen-
eral Federation of Women’s Clubs in an annual convention.

Chicago closed a show, Our Betters (not the Somerset Maugham
play of that title), which had enjoyed a good run in New York.
And as part of its general cleanup, it gave a group of gamblers—
which included some vaudevillians—12 hours to get out of the city.

In the film field, Variety set the pace as early as 1914 by refusing
advertising for “vice films,” on grounds that these were injurious to
both the trade and the public. Chaplin’s first film for Essanay, 4
Night Out, was barred by the Department of Licenses. And in 1916,
New York City banned five movies—Sex Lure, It May Be Your
Daughter, War's Women, Protect Your Daughter and Twilight
Sleep—all of them “vice films” which Variety had castigated.

The war brought censorship to Tin Pan Alley, with the axe being
wielded by the Government. When the draft loomed, two songs
were censored on the Orpheum Circuit—*I Don’t Want To Get
Well (I'm In Love With a Beautiful Nurse)” and “There’ll Be A
Hot Time For the Old Men When the Young Men Go To War.”
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Considering these tunes “opposed to the best interests of the draft,”
Federal officers forbade them to be sung, and compelled Feist to
destroy all copies of the sheet music. The year following, all songs
with the theme of “peace” were barred, under suspicion of being
German propaganda.

first world war’s firsts The era which gave show
business its first world war also introduced a number of other “firsts”
of major and minor importance. The first radio broadcast in Ameri-
ca took place on May 13, 1914, when phonograph music was relayed
from Wanamaker’s department store in New York to the Wana-
maker’s store in Philadelphia.

The first icecream parlor and dancehall, with the first license for
such an establishment, opened in Los Angeles in 1915. Called the
“Broadway Winter Garden,” it was the forerunner of California’s
future Pig "N’ Whistle chain. The owner’s name, Violinsky, ap-
peared in electric lights three feet high out front. Explanation: he
was the former vaudeville actor and songwriter. Rag dancing was
permitted, and encouraged, between banana splits, making it the
only establishment in Los Angeles which did not ban ragtime.

Sylvester Schaffer, opening at the 44th Street Theatre, New York,
in 1914, was the first man to be a complete vaudeville bill. Perform-
ing alone for 8o minutes, he entertained audiences with sharpshoot-
ing, trained horses, Japanese juggling, card and coin palming,
magic, rapid sketching in oils, a tumbling turn with five dogs, a
violin solo, heavyweight juggling, and quick changes of costume.

May La Var, of the Dancing La Vars, was the first girl in vaude-
ville to wear a diamond kneelet containing a tiny watch, which
started a fad that fortunately was short-lived. Earl Carroll was the
first man to build a penthouse in New York, in 1916, when he had
a star-swept bungalow constructed on top of the office building at
7th Avenue and 49th Street.

William Jennings Bryan became the first American Secretary of
State to appear on a bill with acrobats, jugglers, female impersona-
tors and Swiss yodelers. Bryan’s poor investments compelled him
to accept lecture bookings at Chautauquas, at which he shared the
spotlight with vaudevillians.

The era saw many innovations in the methods whereby theatre
managers sought to lure indifferent customers to the boxoffices. Most
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of these were developed in the abysmal year of 1914, when a cus-
tomer was worth his weight in premiums.

The first Country Store night in the Times Square district ap-
peared at the American Theatre, with hams, cheese and meats added
to the entertainment stores onstage. Proctor’s Fifth Avenue, New
York, wooed attendance by introducing foyer dancing, with refresh-
ments served to dancers, at the height of the dansant craze. The
Fire Department stopped it—not enough lobby exits.

Poli’s, in Bridgeport, Connecticut, introduced an “afterpiece,” the
first time in 10 years it had been seen. The afterpiece was an im-
promptu finale of old vaudeville bills, with all the acts ad libbing.
Boston’s Hippodrome became the first theatre to seduce customers
with free parking space.

One film house in Ogdensburg, New York, gave away diamond
rings and offered the holder of a lucky ticket a free trip to Ber-
muda. Moss & Brill's McKinley Square Theatre, New York, in-
troduced the first theatrical commutation tickets—six matinee
admissions for a quarter, or seven night admissions for $1.

Cutrate admissions gradually developed into a big business of its
own. In 1915 the largest handler of cutrate theatre tickets—at that
time called “Moe Levys” in show business—was Joe Leblang, who
also sold tickets for hits at speculators’ prices. He was paying $5,000
a week for eight weeks for all tickets to Al Woods’ Song of Songs.
Woods kept the show, but Leblang took all profits over the $5,000
a week guarantee.

‘went over with a leblang® To compete with Le-
blang, many managers issued their own cutrate tickets at half-
price, under subterfuges like “People’s League Ticket” and “Special
Playgoers Voucher.” But Leblang was unchallenged king of cut-
rate (or “cut-throat,” as some embittered managers declared). In
1916 Leblang admitted in a courtroom that he earned $320,000 a
year on cutrate tickets alone. Variety in later years observed that
many a Broadway weakie “went over with a Leblang” for he kept
many a legit show running.

Among the speculators, who made their money by charging above-
boxoffice prices for hit shows, the leader in 1916 was Tyson & Co.,
followed by the McBride and George Bascom agencies.

Even the mighty Palace, in 1914, was forced to condescend to a
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premium gesture by giving out lemonade at matinees. Not to be
outdone, Hammerstein’s distributed mint-flavored chewing gum,
promoted from the manufacturer who offered 2,000 packages for
every performance, in return for credit on a screen slide at the finish
of the show.

Cabarets, feeling the pinch as well as the theatre, cluttered up
their shows incongruously with country-store nights. The Academy
of Music, New York, lured customers in with amateur nights, at
which the audience was permitted to express its disapproval by
throwing eggs. And the height of desperation was reached by a
legitimate show in Seattle, called Today. A coupon clipped from' the
local paper, plus one penny, admitted audiences to a “1¢ matinee.”

Last of the White Rats

«

In April of 1917 the Rats gloomily admitted defeat—and bank-
ruptcy. They sold out their new clubhouse to Albee, who purchased
it for his National Vaudeville Artists. Jubilant managers of the
V.M.P.A. cheerfully assumed all costs of the strike, such as it was,
paying off every member who had suffered “for the cause of all.”
Acts that had struck or picketed were put on a blacklist which was
observed for some while.

It was all over but the shouting. In June 1918, the A.F.L. dis-
cussed revoking the White Rats’ charter, during which it was re-
vealed that the organization membership was 3,000. “The reported
attitude of the Executive Committee,” Variety said, “was that as
the Rats was a dying organization, it was useless to waste the time
of the delegates by submitting a resolution for the revocation of the

charter.”
The sinking ship had deserted the White Rats.

S
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the nva—company wumion The National Vaudeville
Artists, as a well-behaved company union that asked, instead of de-
manded, was highly regarded in managerial circles, which actually
had given birth to it. In 1916 the managers used it to help thrust
the knife deeper into the White Rats by announcing that they, the
managers, would award the N.V.A. everything the White Rats were
fighting for, except a closed shop. ,

In 1917 Albee helped boost the stock of N.V.A. by having the
United Booking Office award noncancellable contracts, once the
White Rats were crushed.

It was a successful technique. Actors flocked into the N.V.A., and
its membership swelled. N.V.A,, to prove that it had no intention
of turning into a militant union rather than a chummy club, voted
to admit lay members. Variety admiitted its numerical strength by
issuing its first N.V.A. Anniversary Number. By 1918 there were
over 12,000 N.V.A. members.

A new era of sweetness and light set in. The managers, realizing
that they had much to gain by supporting N.V.A. and keeping its
members pacified, cooperated to the extent of helping N.V.A. min-
imize grievances. If an actor had a complaint against a manager, a
joint committee of both the N.V.A. and V.M.P.A. would investi-
gate. If the charges were found to be true, the V.M.P.A. which, of.
course had the real power, actually did penalize managers. In fact,
managers and agents were more often penalized than actors. The
N.V.A. also made its members happy by taking disciplinary action
against act pirates, an action long overdue.

And to prove that they were really the friends of the actors,
managers decided to pay a full week’s salary, in spite of the Tuesday
layoffs occasioned by the Government’s fuel conservation program.

If the trade union movement languished in vaudeville, it thrived
in other branches of show business. Equity, headed by Francis
Wilson, was really doing a job for legitimate stage actors. Although
the White Rats held the only AF.L. charter in 1916, Equity mem-
bers voted to join the A.F.L. and later were awarded this charter.
Equity won recognition and a legitimate-wide contract with the
managers in 1917. And it set a precedent in actors’ organizations by
electing three women to Equity’s council board in 1918, Florence
Reed, Helen Ware and Katherine Emmett.

The Authors’ Assurance Association sprang up in 1914, when
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Jack London, Rex Beach, Steve Reynolds, Rupert Hughes and 50
other top writers drew together to stop film companies from plagiar-
izing their magazine work. A Hollywood practice was to lift a
magazine story, re-name the characters, change a few minor details,
and presto—a shooting script.

A year later Jake Wilk, then publicity manager for World Film
Corp., and latterly a Warner Bros. executive, acknowledged, “The
scenario writers’ day is rapidly approaching. Picture stars were the

first to receive recognition. High-salaried directors were next to be -

appreciated. The time is coming soon when authors will receive com-
mensurate financial emolument.” Prevailing scenario prices were an
average $500 to a top of $1,000.

The mighty organization of today has its traditions in the firm,
we-mean-business tactics of the American Society of Composers,
Authors and Publishers of 1914. Then the Society compelled 60,000
cabarets, hotels and restaurants which used its copyrighted music to
pay royalties. In 1917 ASCAP started its drive to collect for the music
played in film theatres, and that year began to “license” cabarets
and hotels.

The stagehands’ union succeeded in keeping its ranks firm through
the war years, and won signal advances in salary. Stagehands were
hit by the .closing of many small movie houses in 1914, but their
position was strengthened somewhat by the stricter enforcement of
fire laws, which involved hiring more stagehands.

The growing union sentiment in the theatrical field received an
oblique testament from Variety in 1916 when it printed this an-
nouncement: “Variety is requested by the White Rats Actors’ Union
to state that this paper is printed in a union shop, C. J. O’Brien’s
at 227 William Street, New York City, carrying label No. 4, Typo-
graphical Union No. 6.”

And an echo of this sentiment came from across the Atlantic in
1918 with news that the Actors Association of England had pulled
off its kid gloves and become an out-and-out trade union.

more theatrical elubs It was a standing gag of the era
that whenever three actors got together for a talk, they wound up
forming a club. Gregarious by nature, actors felt the need to congre-
gate in groups where a common language was spoken—the lan-

e ——— it
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guage of the theatre. New clubs sprang up constantly, but few
survived.

The Comedy Club was typical. Beginning as an actors’ group to
protect actors against pirates, it wound up as a social club which
admitted managers, agents, and nonprofessionals. So heterogeneous
a collection was bound to produce dissension and disinterest. The
Comedy Club closed its doors after eight years. Some of the older
members tried to resurrect its spirit in a new group called the
Jesters, but this failed, too.

Undeterred, two new clubs blithely formed the same year. One
was the Gamut Club, “for professional women,” with Mary Shaw
as its president, and Lillian Russell as vice-president. Negro musi-
cians banded together in their own Clef Club, designated as a “so-
cial and protective association.”

In 1915 actors in Freeport, Long Island, organized the Long
Island Good Hearted Thespian Society, whose initials spelled
LIGHTS. “Angel” (president) of the Lights Club was Victor
Moore, with Fred Stone, Will Rogers and Harry Bulger as direc-
tors.

Songsmith Bert Kalmar gave the Lights an odd idea. Actors, he
said, were always working or traveling at Christmas and New
Year’s, and almost all other holiday times. Why not hold holiday
festivities for them in the traditional summer layoff time at the
Lights’ clubhouse? And so they did. Each Wednesday night in
July and August, the Lights lit up a Christmas tree, and arranged
unseasonal get-togethers for hot-weather “Christmas,” “New Year’s”
and “Thanksgiving” celebrations.

The Lights lasted many years, but finally split up, like all the
others, when vaudeville died out, and lay members who were ad-
mitted took over, crowding out the performers.

The Friars, whose “Abbott” was George M. Cohan, opened their
Monastery (clubhouse) on New York’s West 48th Street in 1916.
They, too, suffered from “laymanitis.”

In 1917 another organization, the Actors Social Club, bit the dust
when it was suspected of being an undercover branch of the White
Rats. Disbanding, it donated its treasury and furniture to the Actors
Fund.

The war years produced bountiful benefits for actors under the
category of “good and welfare.” In 1914 plans were made for the
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New American Hospital in Chicago, dedicated to the theatrical
profession, under the supervision of Dr. Max Thorek and a promi-
nent board of directors from show business.

Actors’ training was advanced in the universities. Carnegie Tech
introduced a course, modeled after the Columbia School of Journal-
ism, which would train actors, managers and stage technicians in its
own theatre. Graduates would be awarded a B.D.—Bachelor of the
Drama. Harvard began to build its own theatre, to be used in con-
junction with Professor George Pierce Baker’s dramatic course
which soon boasted some distinguished show biz alumni.

sime’s techmique with gyps Inthe heyday of the 1920s,
when floating crap games got a big play in peripatetic gambling
joints over a garage, in a mortuary, and places like that, there were
a bunch of sharpshooters in the neighborhood of New York’s Som-
erset Hotel, hard by the Palace Theatre stage door on West 47th
St., which got to be known as the Grouchbaggers. Acts coming off
of an extended Pan, WVMA or Orpheum route—even those play-
ing the “death trail” houses for Ackerman & Harris, Gus Sun and
the T. & D. Junior Orpheum time—invariably had their ready cash
in the traditional actor’s “grouchbag.” This was a form of sus-
pended money-belt worn underneath the man’s shirt. (The more
prudent femme half of a mixed team had her own “first national
bank” stash-away system, but more often the male half of an act
was custodian of the coin.)

The 47th St. sharpies knew that, and many a tragedy occurred
with educated dice when a glad-to-be-back vaudevillian indulged in
the cameraderie so typical of the itinerant trouper. The dice cheaters
knew their timing well; the Variety route lists always cued who
was “due to come off the route,” and naturally the first stop was
in the Palace Theatre orbit. It was against these that Sime trained
his guns, and only the threat of publication of names kayoed this
mob.

No other profession or business in the world looked after its indi-
gents as well as show business. The N.V.A. Fund became an impor-
tant factor in theatrical charities. Theatres like the Palace and the
Hippodrome were donated free for the N.V.A.’s annual benefits, at
which 35 to 40 acts would give gratis performances. Each benefit
would swell the Fund by as much as $50,000. The V.M.P.A. added




Y- - e

SIME'S TECHNIQUE WITH GYPS 199

to the Fund fines imposed upon acts for missing trains, backstage
fights, and other misdemeanors.

The Actors’ Fund was the frequent beneficiary of special shows
like Julius Caesar, which played with an all-star cast and 5,000 extras
at the Hollywood Amphitheatre. Witnessed by 40,000 people, the
show turned over $10,000 to the Fund. Charlie Chaplin, appearing
at the New York Hippodrome to lead Sousa’s Band, gave half his
percentage to the Fund, and half to England’s Variety Artists Fed-
eration.

The key to all this philanthropic activity was the simple fact that
there are few people as sentimental as show people.

The credo of “Merrily” Rogers, a manager of his day, was one
accepted by most of show business. In its unashamed sentimentality,
as published in Variety, it was: “I shall pass through this world but
once. Any good thing, therefore, that I can do, or any kindness that
I can show to any human being, let me do it now. Let me not defer
it nor neglect it, for I shall not pass this way again.”
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The difference between the American and Russian peoples is
a topic which intrigues the world today. It was never clearer than
in 1919, when 2 wave of disillusionment and unrest swept through
nation after nation. It produced its logical extremes in the U.S.S.R.
and the United States.

Russians took arms physically against their discredited and re-
jected regime. Americans rebelled against the old order by launch-
ing a wild campaign against the moral stindards for which it stood.
Russians grimly set about reconstructing their lives by harsh, hard
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work. Americans gaily set about kicking hell out of their lives by
frantic, hysterical play.

The whole pattern of the Roaring Twenties in America was that
of a gigantic playground, reaching its ecstatic peak in 1929. Spurred
on by Prohibition—the last gasp of the dying old order—Americans
went on a glorious 10-year bat. Sex was rediscovered, and the na-
tion reacted to the rhythms of the Charleston and the Black Bottom.
In between bouts with bottles and blondes, it staggered to the win-
dow to cheer Al Capone, Charles A. Lindbergh, Peaches Browning,
Gertrude Ederle, Herbert Hoover and Aimee Semple McPherson.

Show business, usually in the vanguard of the march of public
mores, now had a tough time keeping up. Once Americans had
been too busy earning a living to invent fads and foibles. Now that
they had suddenly switched from work to play, it was show business
that became the mirror, rather than the mirrored.

In the process, tremendous changes took place in the fabric of
public entertainment. Seeking a more intimate, noisy and wild de-
gree of pleasure, Americans surged into the cabarets. From there
they quickly found their way into speakeasies, joints and dives.

King Vaudeville, once omnipotent, watched the crowds go by in
doddering bewilderment. Too rigid to change, too incredulous te
believe that its day was over, it stood by helplessly as its empire
was first absorbed, then destroyed.

Legit did not share the fate of the theatrical giant which had once
dethroned it, because it was more flexible. Sensitive to prevailing
winds, it sexed up its plays for a public that wanted to be shocked
and titillated. Spice was the accent in revues and musicals.

The movies soon devoured vaudeville. It was impossible for
vaudeville to buck “Cast of 1000!” spectacles at popular prices. The
new champion of popular entertainment rose to a swift peak of
triumph, only mildly alarmed at the new threat presented by an
up-and-coming, brand-new type of entertainment which promised
“something for nothing”—radio. The skyrocket growth of radio
during the Twenties might have succeeded in thrusting Hollywood
off its summit of public favor, except for the sudden catastrophe
which shook the film industry late in the decade. Talking pictures, at
first viewed with dismay and alarm by the celluloid colony, became
Hollywood’s guarantee of survival. In that era, radio’s best hour was
between 10 and 11 p.M., as one radio man of the day admitted, “be-
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cause by that time the people are back from the picture houses.”

Because of the paper prosperity which flushed the nation’s cheeks
in a facsimile of economic health, b.o. totals reached fabulous
amounts. As never before, show biz became big business. And as
it did, Wall Street “bought in.” The big butter-and-egg men of the
Twenties were not only out in front, but were frequently the secret
men “behind.” The diamond-studded elastic garters that adorned
showgirls’ legs were often made of ticker tape, offstage as well as on.

The era began, grimly enough, with a nation-wide wave of steel
and coal strikes that almost paralyzed industry. Bankers were seri-
ously worried, eyeing what was going on in Russia, where the First
Communist Internationale was already being organized. Fox Films
led a movie industry campaign against Red Bolshevism by prepar-
ing a film in which they asked members of America’s “400” to
appear, showing their happy, quiet family lives. The idea was ap-
parently to sell the Russkys the comfortable notion that J. P. Morgan
and his coterie were “just folks,” and should be spared liquidation.

those red bolshy blues Attorney General A. Mitchell
Palmer rounded up 6,000 suspects in a Red scare. The Thomas Com-
mittee of the 8oth Congress must have seemed like Old Home
Week to Charlie Chaplin, who also had to defend himself against
cries of “Red!” back in 1919. At that time he was accused of back-
ing Max Eastman’s pro-Bolshevist magazine, The Masses.

Labor was given its martyrs in the 1920 Sacco and Vanzetti case
when two Italian radicals were arrested for murder, tried and con-
victed for being radicals. In the fall of that year a bomb was thrown
at the House of Morgan in Wall Street. After that the fireworks
faded and the Red scare subsided.

Uncle Sam’s postwar activities, and international standing, seem
to vary little from war to war. In 1919, 21 cities held charity
showings of a war film, Ravished Armenia, at a $10 top. Paderewski,
then premier of Poland, appeared in a film whose proceeds were
donated to the Polish Red Cross. Herbert Hoover’s official propa-
ganda film was Starvation, eight reels of hunger in 20 countries,
including Russia and the Balkans.

hot ears—rolls royee vintage Other familiar post-
war phenomena were the affluent war profiteers, and the smaller
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boys who had managed to latch on to a good thing. Claude Graham-
White had bought gas-stranded Rolls Royces during the war for
between $4,000 and $11,000 each, and was now getting rich disposing
of them with prices ranging up to $30,000 apiece.

Welcome-home parades, the Red scares, and 800 per cent Ameri-
canism heightened nationalistic intolerance. In the New York City
of 1919, there were 7,000 musicians in the union’s local, of whom
2,000 were not citizens. Government verdict: all non-citizen musi-
cians must take out citizenship papers, or prepare to be deported.

Antagonism ran high against artists who had fought on the losing
side (as in 1946). Fritz Kreisler had to be placed under guard in
Rochester, because the American Legion took a dim view of his
service in the Austrian army. He nevertheless opened with the
Philadelphia Orchestra to a packed audience. Despite threats against
him, there was no disturbance.

Germany had recovered sufficiently by 1921 to slap a 5-year boy-
cott on English acts in Berlin, as reprisal, while welcoming Ameri-
can acts. Three years later, England reluctantly scrapped its ban, in
exchange for lifting the Berlin blockade on the English.

Prices galloped up the first postwar era exactly as they did in
the second. Taxes continued stiff as the tabs got stiffer. Coney Island
in 1919 was selling 20¢ icecream sodas (war tax extra) as well as
rotgut hooch at tophat prices. New Yorkers paid a 3¢ tax on a 30¢
soda fountain check, a 4¢ check on a 30¢ movie ticket. On 1919
salaries, it was a slight case of murder.

Variety reflected the upward spiral of prices by raising its price
to 20¢ an issue, and then adding on another nickel. Still later it cut
back to 15¢ “in order to make it possible for every chorus girl to
have her own copy.” (Variety has a rather extraordinary multi-
readership per copy, but upped costs forced back the 25¢ weekly
price during World War I1.)

due-bills on the b.o. By 1921, with prices above the
clouds, and the threat of depression looming, theatres again began
to feel the pinch. In nine states of the Middle West, and part of the
South, managers began selling movie tickets on credit. Patrons gave
1.0.Us, and redeemed them when in funds.

The threat of depression brought prices down slightly for a while,
but there was no stopping the upward sweep of prices, wages and
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profits that marked the period of the Big Boom. Between 1922 and
1927, the nation’s purchasing power increased over 2 per cent annu-
ally.

The fluctuating fortunes of Broadway were emphasized in 1922
by producer William A. Brady’s admission that he had been broke
10 times in the previous 20 years. Said Variety, “That carries
no real news to Broadway, which knows that the line between sol-
vency and stringency among Broadway producers is proverbially
thin at most times. Being Broadway broke is a condition that has
no equivalent in any other business save that, perhaps, of the race
course. The purseless producer of today may be the prospective
bonanza king of tomorrow.”

Many Broadway figures that year were beginning to get their feet
wet in stocks and bonds as one way out of being “Broadway broke.”
On top of its editorial page, Variety carried a warning to them to
read an article in the Saturday Evening Post called, “Bucket Shops
and How to Avoid Them” by Richard D. Wyckoff.

But the brakes were off, and nobody wanted to listen to the
prophets of gloom. Between 1924 and 1927, Americans were daz-
zled by the news that the crop of millionaires had increased from
a paltry 75 to 283.

Show business of 1924 was bulging at the seams. There were
21,897 theatres, museums and concert halls; 190 circuses, and 8,836
other types of exhibitions.

A 1925 issue of the Saturday Evening Post, circulation 2,750,000,
carried 240 pages of ads that cost $1,300,000. This was the year of
the big Florida real estate boom, when the promoter of Coral Gables
brought William Jennings Bryan down to lecture in a lagoon on
Florida sunshine. Following this divertissement, there was shimmy
dancing by Gilda Gray.

Buying and selling Florida acreage became a national disease.
Even such unmortgaged figures as Jack Dempsey and Gene Tun-
ney were meeting all comers in Miami, “Fair White Goddess of
Cities,” selling hunks of the goddess to the eager. The bubble began
to burst in 1926, and collapsed with a wail in September of that year
when a particularly vicious hurricane swamped the Miami boom area.

March 24, 1928 marked the beginning of the bull market on Wall
Street which swirled the nation to the pinnacle of its financial raz-
zle-dazzle. Everybody from bootblack to steeplejack plunged into
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the market for a bite of the golden apple. By the end of the year
Variety reported sadly: “It is claimed that through universal interest
in the stock market, no theatrical office anywhere is securing over
50 per cent efficient service daily from its staff. The other half of the
time is spent looking at tickers, phoning or talking over stocks.” (In
a later era, when the race-track bug bit Hollywood, bookies had
priority phone service to many top film studio executives, producers,
directors and writers.)

the big fawdown  Then, at the height of the speculation,
Variety ran its now-historic, Oct. 30, 1929, headline: wALL sTREET
LAYs AN EcG. It followed this with a wry report of the new Broadway
slogan: “Got change for a match?” And the obituary columns were
heavy with names of celebrities last seen departing from a 10-story
window.

Claude Binyon, now the Hollywood writer-director, authored the
oft-quoted wALL STREET LAYs AN EGG headline. Variety’s present editor
was headquartered in Paris during that 192g-1930 period and only
saw the debacle vicariously. He saw showmen like Al Woods, Win-
nie Sheehan, Benny Fields, Jack Osterman, Ricardo Cortez, Borrah
Minevitch, the Duncan Sisters, and Lee Shubert, among others,
haunt the brokerage offices of H. Hentz & Co. on the Rue Cambon,
opposite the Ritz, or the Banque de Saint-Phalle, on the Champs
Elysées, which was correspondent for many Wall Street houses.

The ashen-gray aspect of people frustrated by time and distance
is an indelible memory. This was not the era yet of the fast plane
across the Atlantic. Phones and cables to New York were clogged.
Some managed to get to London and effected communication with
New York that way. The common objective was to cover margins.
Paper profits shrank fast. The late Al Woods, who had $1,000,000 in
cash put away for emergency, managed (unfortunately) to get to his
wife in New York with the information where to find the box and
cover his margins. He would have been that much ahead had time
and space defeated him at the time.

sime out of the red This was the era of great afluence.
Even Variety, for the first time in its quarter-of-acentury, was out
of the red. Sime said so in a memorable editorial. He accented that,
if as and when Variety ever saw black ink importantly enough he'd
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be the first to record it. Variety had reaped the economic benefits of

a series of “special numbers” dedicated to Adolph Zukor, RKO,

Paramount, Balaban & Katz, Fanchon & Marco, and others in show
 biz.

Sime foresaw the talkies as a possible key to a multi-lingual edition
of Variety, linked to the possible trend of making films in four
or five basic languages; shoot the original in English and have
French, German, Spanish and Italian casts re-enact the same script
in its native language.

It was for this reason that the paper sent Abel Green abroad.
Prime purpose was to organize a foreign news service to keep pace
with the obvious extension of the international markets for pix and
other talents; and, secondly, explore the possibility of a Continental
edition of Variety, with condensed news in French, German, Span-
ish and Italian. It was soon obvious, of course, that the Europeans
have their own language plus at least one other, usually English.
Sime’s vision for a subpublication, for more localized influence,
culminated in 1933 with the founding, in Hollywood, of Daily
Variety. The late Arthur Ungar was its editor until his death in
1950. Joe Schoenfeld succeeded him.

The financial bankruptey of 1929 was the logical culmination of
an era which began in 1919 with spiritual bankruptcy. At the close
of the war, American soldiers watched President Wilson knifed at
the peace conference, and buried by the Senate. In place of the good
world promised, they saw a frenzied scramble for profits.

Bitter, the younger generation decided to go to hell and enjoy it,
because there was no place else to go. Along with them went a revo-
lution in morals and dress. Consciously or unconsciously they may
have counted on all this to shock the older generation which pre-
sumably had betrayed them. They ended up with a crying jag, feel-
ing sorry for themselves. Sans revenge, too, since the older generation
merely followed the path they blazed—and had a high old time.

The fireworks were set off in April 1920, with the appearance of
F. Scott Fitzgerald’s novel, This Side of Paradise. As a report of the
younger generation, amatory division, it raised hair on parental
scalps from Hoboken to San Diego. It spoke of hip-flasks, petting
and necking in parked cars, and a lot of dirty stuff spread around
by a guy named Freud. Freud’s stock zoomed, and sex began to
climb out of the parked cars into the living room.
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s. a. on the loose Short hair on a woman became a sure
sign that she was either a radical or practitioner of free love,
probably both. Rouge and lipstick were the clinchers, and enjoyed
a sudden vogue. Men and women broke the 18th Amendment to-
gether at bars, and a few others elsewhere.

Dresses started to climb as a 1921 bill introduced in the Utah legis-
lature called for fines and imprisonment for women who trod the
pavements in “skirts higher than three inches above the ankle.”
Skirts were then about seven inches off the ground. By 1927 they
had risen another 25 per cent, a highwater mark at which they re-
mained until the ebb of late 1929.

Oddly, the sexual mores of the day called for styles which were
brutally mannish. The flapper’s bobbed hair, flat breasts, straight
hips and concealed buttocks were supposed to be the last word in
what it takes to make a man’s temperature rise. In one Chicago
eating house a restaurateur compelled his waitresses to dress in
knickerbockers, apparently on the theory that he had hit upon the
ultimate in sex appeal.

Electric Park in Kansas City smashed attendance records by hold-
ing a Flapper Contest Parade. “Flapper” became a speedy addition
to the American slanguage. Chorus girls without too much unstairs
were glorified as “Dumb Doras,” and in Negro circles as “clucks.”
College campuses provided “flamper,” for a flapper who vamps, and
“swinging” for the time-honored tradition of necking.

With an increased tempo in the shedding of inhibitions, men
began shedding hats in 1925, to the consternation of night club
coatrooms. Three years later, women shed stockings, as hosiery
manufacturers shed tears. Ladies of the evening began wearing
slave bracelets in 1925, which they shed the following year for slave
anklets. Ladies of the evening (amateur division) set the vogue in
exclusive 1926 night spots by viewing males and merriment through
monocles.

In 1929, the year of frenzy, Hollywood came through with a fit-
ting climax to the fashions of the Twenties for men. Males were
seen adorned in black shirts, berets, riding breeches for all activities,
camel-hair coats and fancy sports shoes for semi-formal evening
wear. Tieless shirts were open at the collar, polo coats tightly belted,
shoulders padded and trousers pleated. Men also wore suspenders
over sweaters, turquoise blue knickers, and slave bracelets.
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Since it was obvious that you couldn’t go to hell properly on
drink alone, smoking was also considered a properly sophisticated
vice. The first wedge was driven in 1919, when picture houses per-
mitted smoking in the gallery to encourage male patronage. That
year there was a wave of excitement in London’s music halls, created
by the spectacle of women smoking. Some distraught managers sent
ushers into the breach to stand beside the offenders and frown for-
biddingly.

The first theatrical smoking room for ladies was opened in 1920
at the Woods Theatre in Chicago, which also offered them a well-
known brand of cigarette. At first, most hesitated, simply carrying
out the cigarettes to their escorts. But by September of the follow-
ing year, Variety ran a story headlined: woMEN SMOKING IN THEATRE
LoBBIEs. “And on the sidewalks, during intermissions,” the paper re-
ported. “The habit was formerly confined to the ladies’ room in the
theatres, but appears to have received its open air impetus through
the wife of a New York daily dramatic reviewer who, early in this
new season, had her smoke on the sidewalk.”

One year later Loew’s State, on Broadway, opened the gates of
hell by permitting women to smoke in the balcony and loges. And
in 1925, Parajon Park in Massachusetts installed the first public
smoking benches for women, with the legend: rReservED FOR LADIES—
SMOKING PERMITTED.

Extra! Extra! Read All About It!

«

Show business had its toughest competition from the news-
paper headlines of the 1920s. There was enough excitement and
scandal wrapped up in 2¢ and 3¢ packages to offer second-hand
thrills to patrons who hesitated to pay for them first hand. And
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there was no mistaking the kind of scandal they wanted to read
about.

The Teapot Dome exposé was a big explosion, but small potatoes
compared to the black headlines awarded the star sex and murder
scandals. These were the sensations that paid off in jazzed-up cir-
culation and national attention. The era started off neatly with the
Stillman and Fatty Arbuckle cases in 1921, followed by the Hall-
Mills murder case in 1922, and the Leopold-Loeb shocker in 1924
(recently unearthed as the basis for the Patrick Hamilton stage
play, Rope’s End, and the Alfred Hitchcock film, Rope).

But the Twenties really went to town with the advent to glory
of Peaches and “Daddy” Browning. Peaches was the shape that
launched a thousand quips, few of them clean. The unlamented
New York Graphic scooped the world with a “composite” photo-
graph showing “Daddy” chasing his half-naked wife around the
room, yelling at her, “Woof! Woof! Don’t be a goof!”

Peaches’ suit for separation from her bacchanalian husband was
celebrated by tunesmith Lon Mooney in a song called “I'm All
Alone in a Palace of Stone.”

The little bird in Daddy Browning’s gilded cage did all right for
herself, however, when she appeared the following year in vaude-
ville on the Pantages circuit, where the boxoffice rejoiced.

Peaches slid off the front pages when Joyce Hawley chalked up
another historic high for the era by stepping nude into a wine bath
for Earl Carroll and his guests. Both items were choice morsels of
popular and stage humor, rivaled only by more gruesome laughs
at the expense of the decade’s choice murderers.

So important was the exotic Hall-Mills murder case considered—
with its “pig woman” and bodies under De Russey’s Lane crab
apple trees—that writers of the stature of Theodore Dreiser were
sent to report it for New York Journal-American readers. Other re-
porters included Heaven’s press-agent, Billy Sunday, and that other
pounder of the drums of hell, the Reverend John Roach Straton.

The cast of commentators was widened to include David Wark
Griffith and Will Durant, when the Snyder-Gray murder case came
along a few months later with a neat assortment of sex, corsets,
sash weights and mayhem. In the face of such competition, the ap-
pearance of Harry K. Thaw’s book, The Traitor, aroused only su-
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perficial interest in the now relatively tame and antique Harry
Thaw-Stanford White-Evelyn Nesbit triangle.

Even the sex-mad, gore-thirsty public of the Twenties was slightly
sickened by the parade of filth trotted before them with such juicy
relish by the drooling tabloids. This revulsion turned to wry amuse-
ment, and finally open kidding. “The tabloids,” sighed F. P. A.,
“are making it more difficult to burlesque them.”

lindbergh erowds off sex  Newspaper editors, trapped
in the cesspool of their own making, looked desperately for a way
out. It came in the shape of Lindbergh, whose feat was startling
enough to switch any headlines his way. Editors promptly swung
over to the new sport of hero worship and deification. The sex
artists and murderers were given a well-deserved period of privacy.

The odds and ends that went into the grinders of city editor
desks, 1919-1929, formed a richly-colored kaleidoscope of the era.
In 1920, woman suffrage went into effect without creating a rip-
ple. Radio broadcasting, starting in November, became a tremendous
force in the American way of life within 12 months.

This was also the era when the ex-singing waiter from Nigger
Mike’s, Irving Berlin, married socialite Clarence H. Mackay’s daugh-
ter Ellin; of Dr. Coueisms (“every day in every way I'm getting
better and better”); the Florida boom; the Scopes evolution trial;
Daddy Browning and Peaches; Gloria Swanson’s marriage to a
marquis; the discovery of King Tut’s tomb; Michael Arlen’s Tke
Green Hat, Noel Coward’s The Vortex, and Samson Raphaelson’s
The Jazz Singer starring George Jessel, which was later to give such
impetus to talkies under the Warner Bros.-Al Jolson aegis; The
Teapot Dome scandal; Notre Dame’s immortal Four Horsemen;
the Black Bottom; the John Held, Jr. prototype of Joe College with
his “Oxford bags”; and the birth of crossword puzzle books as best
sellers.

1927 found Al Capone at his height, and floods in the Mississippi
Valley, with millions of dollars’ worth of relief raised by show
business benefits.

In 1928, headlines were made by the over-rated sinking of the
Vestris, the first all-talking picture (The Lights of Broadway), the
gang murder of Broadway gambler, Arnold Rothstein, and the birth
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of two “eugenic” babies—one to Mrs. Grace Mailhouse-Burnhams
(sired by actor Roscoe Ails), and one to his former vaudeville part-
ner, Kate Pullman, who offered credit to a 6-foot, 190-pound Viking
named William Diner.

In 1929 the St. Valentine’s Day Massacre shocked a calloused
public, but not nearly so much as what happened in Wall Street.

ouija boards. put ’n’ take, crossword puzzles
The fads of the Twenties were a neat indictment of the national
IQ, if any such indictment were needed. In 1920 there was a ouiia
board craze, and a less reprehensible enthusiasm of actors for a
fashionable game called golf, which became a national sport by
1925. Number rackets began in 1921, with guesses on the three
middle numbers appearing daily in the Clearing House Exchange.

“Toddle Tops” made their appearance in 1922, giving rise to gam-
bling sessions of “put-and-take,” until the sale of these spinning
dice was prohibited. In 1923 mah-jong fell upon suburban house-
wives like canasta. The following year, the nation bent its mental
energies over crossword puzzles which, with radio, constituted the
intellectual exercise of 192s.

Contract bridge popped up in 1926, the year of the Charleston,
and rubber cigars as instruments of sophisticated merriment. And
in 1927 wits went around plaving the retort game known as “Ask
Me Another.” Harlem had the best idea of private entertainment
with “rent parties” in apartments, which offered gambling, refresh-
ments and dancing to “lowdown” tunes, under the guise of raising
funds to pay the rent. 1928 crowned them all with the ingenious
contribution of “indoor golf.”

The era also saw a steady growth of vicarious sports participation—
the great American sport of sitting in a grandstand and cheering. In
1925 the cheers were for Gertrude Ederle and “Red” Grange. In
1926 for Dempsey and Tunney. In 1927, for Lindbergh and Alvin
“Shipwreck” Kelly’s siesta atop a pole. In 1928 for Bobby Jones,
Babe Ruth, and the “Bunion Derby.” In 1929 four women and 14
men treated Chicago to a rocking-chair marathon, and Los Angeles
staged the first night football game at the Rose Bowl, Occidental
versus Arizona.

And in this same period, Sinclair Lewis hurled Main Street and
Babbirt at the nation; Mencken and Nathan threw acid in the new




THE NO. 1| TRIPLE-A HERO 215

American Mercury; and the sophisticated New Yorker made its
bow, breaking even with a 30,000 circulation.

the tabloids The New York Daily News and later the
Mirror (Hearst’s tabloid) were cradled and eventually prospered.
Apparently they were the answer to the subway reader’s prayer. Born
of the Jazz Age, the condensation of news, angled in certain depart-
ments along certain freak, frank or baldly s.a. lines, found ready
response. Like radio and television to come, these evolutions didn’t
supplant but merely augmented the traditional values. Most New
York families now buy their favorite morning or evening paper for
unexpurgated or detailed news, plus the tabs for special columns
and features; just as the advertisers found supplementary dollars to
expend for radio and TV without cutting-back on press, mags or bill-
boards. Bernarr Macfadden’s New York Graphic brought tabloid
“journalism” to its ultimate in degradation—and eventually its own
extinction. But it spawned personalities like Walter Winchell, Jerry
Wald (radio editor now a Hollywood producer), Ed Sullivan and
Louis Sobol.

Popular landmarks of the day were Milt Gross’ “Gross Exaggera-
tions,” in which he made Jewish humor nationally popular with his
burlesque Jewish dialect (“Nize baby, eat hup all the spinach!”),
and the ribbon light sign put up on the New York Times Building
in 1928, just in time to report the end of the era. ’

the no. 1 triple-a hero  The return of the air hero
Charles A. Lindbergh to the United States in 1927 was the signal for
one of the most astounding demonstrations ever given to a citizen
in American history, not matched until the General MacArthur
welcome in 1951. Fifth Avenue was jammed to the rooftops for a
welcome-home cavalcade. Crowds even refused to let Gertrude
Ederle, erstwhile heroine of a few years before, squeeze through for
a glimpse of their new wonder boy. Fox Movietone News brought
the Lindburgh face and voice to palpitating millions.

Lindbergh received 3,500,000 letters, 100,000 telegrams, and 7,000
job offers. One film company offered him $1,000,000 if he would
marry a girl of his choice, and give them exclusive rights to film the
marriage. He was swamped with thousands of proposals of mar-
riage, three invitations to go to the moon via skyrocket, 14,000 gifts,
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and requests from 500 “close” relatives for financial assistance. The
letters he received contained over $100,000 in stamps for return
postage.

A rash of Lindbergh songs swept the country. “Lucky Lmdy,”
“Lindbergh, Eagle of the US.A,” “When Lindy Comes Home”
(by George M. Cohan), and “Hcllo, Yankee Doodle” (by Eddie
Dowling and Jimmy Hanley) were a few of the lyrical tributes. A
number called “Plucky Lindy” was used in Lindbergh’s Washing-
ton broadcast over 52 stations.

As the best exploited individual of the century, Lindbergh was
offered $100,000 for a 28-day, two-a-day vaudeville tour; $2s5,000 for
a week at the Roxy; $10,000 for a week at a Fox-West Coast theatre;
and $500,000 for a year in pictures. But Variety ran a mournful
headline: LINDY LOST TO SHOW BIZ. “Showmen know he
can’t be had,” the paper reported. “President Coolidge ruined the
last chance by placing the Colonel among the immortals. He’s ac-
knowledged to be the greatest b.o. attraction ever known.” As show-
men plucked their hair, Lindbergh signed with the Guggenheim
Foundation for five years at the not inconsiderable sum of $2,500
a week.

When immaculate New York Police Commissioner Grover
Whalen greeted the next Atlantic fliers, Chamberlin and Levine,
there were more songs—“Levine and His Flying Machine” and
“Levine, You're the Greatest Hebrew Ace.” Another Atlantic hop-
per, dentist’s assistant Ruth Elder, also received an ovation and an
offer of $6,500 a week at Loew’s State. She prudently signed a con-
tract for 25 weeks at $5,000 per. After that the flights came so
thick and fast that it was hard to keep track of them.

The air heroes provided commercial aviation with a tremendous
boom. In 1927, the first United States airmail was flown under con-
tract, instead of by the post office—38 hours from Chicago to San
Francisco. And coast-to-coast flying service later that year was shaved
to a new low of 30 hours. The honor of being the first personality
in show business to fly the now famous Variety route—“N.Y. to
L.A.”—went to Billy Rose.

In the air, it was the age of pioneers; but on the ground, Amer-
icans did their own getting around via automobile. Henry Ford’s
contribution to progress not only took Americans out of their
homes, but also—if early critics were correct—took the home life out
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of Americans. In 1920 sedans were being assailed by outraged re-
ligious and civic forces as constituting “houses of prostitution on
wheels.” But by 1923, there were millions of families who proudly
owned cars—if not bathtubs.

great mames a-borming  Through the uproar and bally-
hoo of the decade, Variety astutely caught fascinating glimpses of
young showmen on the way up the ladder—men and women who
were to emerge as headliners of the 1930s and 1940s. In 1920 Walter
Winchell is seen joining the staff of the Vaudeville News as assist-
ant editor; leaving in 1924 to write a column for Bernard Macfad-
den’s Graphic, first called “Broadway Hearsay,” then “Your Broad-
way and Mine.”

Mark Hellinger, in 1925, begins a Broadway column for the New
York Daily News, leaving three years later for the Mirror. His suc-
cessor is Sidney Skolsky, formerly a press agent for Earl Carroll’s
Vanities.

In 1925, Mary Hay is doing a dancing act with a partner named
Clifton Webb. The Puzzles of 1925 features a baritone named Wal-
ter Pidgeon. For stage entertainment, picture houses offer a singer
named Morton Downey. The name of the piano player in Ben Ber-
nie’s orchestra at the Rialto Theatre, N. Y., is Oscar Levant. The
revue called Red Hot has an act named “Harmony Syncopation,”
featuring Paul Ash with assistance on the piano and ukulele by
Charles Correll and Freeman Gosden, two men better known later
as Amos 'n’ Andy.

An ex-scholastic swimming champ turned hoofer wins his first
talking part in the show, Outside Looking In. His name is James
Cagney. The following year he teams with his wife, June Vernon,
on Loew’s American Roof, New York, to do an act called, “A
Broadway Romeo,” and in 1927 becomes an understudy for Lee
Tracy in Broadway.

A 1925 Variety ad calls attention to “The fastest Charleston dancer
and surely the most sensational. In City Chap . . . also Parody
Club, Del Fey Club, and now at the Rivoli Theatre.” The signature
is George Raft. A very flip young fellow holds down the No. 2
spot at Loew’s State with three songs, an imitation of Eddie Cantor,
and a hoofing finish. Milton Berle.

That same year, at a Boston elocution and oratory school, lessons



Extra! Extra! Read All About It! 218

are given to a vacationist named Fred Allen, who returns to vaude-
ville after a four-year absence for a big click. In 1927 Allen is
glimpsed as a master of ceremonies at the Palace. He’s part of Allen
& York, who address each other onstage as Mr. Fink and Mr. Smith.

The Broadway of 1926 is crawling with youthful genius: George
Gershwin, Ira Gershwin, Vincent Youmans, Richard Rodgers,
Larry Hart, Leo Robin, Herbert and Dorothy Fields. Variety re-
views another youngster on February 10 of that year under “New
Acts,” predicting she will go places—Kate Smith.

Ruby Stevens, a Ziegfeld chorus girl and cabaret dancer, changes
her name to Barbara Stanwyck and wins a featured role in the
Broadway play, The Noose. Joan Crawford, another chorine from
the Winter Garden, is now out in far-away Hollywood and starting
to climb in pictures. The company manager of the show, Broadway,
produced by Jed Harris, is Herman Shumlin, later a top director and
producer. Its press agent is Sam N. Behrman, later a name drama-
tist. Arthur Kober, successor p.a., also made his mark since.

In 1927 a chorus girl named Billie Beck who had been with Will
Seabury’s act, and then stranded in Los Angeles, is working for
Cecil B. DeMille under the name of Sally Rand. An actor named
Edgar Bergen is on tour in England, France and Sweden. Emcee
of the Little Club, off Broadway, and also appearing at Loew’s, is a
fiddling comedian named Jack Benny, formerly known as Ben K.
Benny.

In 1928, appearing in a “New Faces” week at Keith’s Palace, are
Milton Berle and the Three Rhythm Boys; one of the trio is named
Bing Crosby. With the Paramount Theatre stage show is a good-
looking number named Ginger Rogers. The emcee at Pittsburgh’s
Stanley Theatre is Dick Powell.

And in 1929, Proctor’s 86th Street Theatre, New York, offers a
new comedian reviewed under “New Acts” by Variety. “He sings
“True Blue Love’ for laughs, and ‘Pagan Love Song’ straight—both
very good,” nods Variety’s reviewer. Bob Hope.
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Making Whoopee

«

In Texas Guinan’s night club one a.m. in the Twenties, the
illegally stimulated patrons watched a nude dancer do an exotic ver-
sion of Leda and the Swan with a sleepy, 8-foot boa constrictor.
In a night spot across the street, a bank clerk who had turned em-
bezzler paid $100 to a singer, who meant nothing to him, to warble
“Mother Machree.”

The 18th Amendment did not become law until January 16, 1920.
Six months before that, Wartime Prohibition went into effect, not
without some protest on Broadway. On the last night before the ban
fell, angry patrons at Rector’s demanded more liquor at closing
time. Refused, they wrecked the place before the police could get
there. Groups of soldiers and sailors roamed around the Main Stem,
taking over Broadway saloons on the cuff.

A few days later Nellie Revell, press-agenting for the show, Lis-
ten Lester, filled a Borden truck with cans of butter and milk, and
the cast of the show, beneath a banner reading: ‘LIsTEN LESTER’ BUT-
TERMILK BABIES TAKING BUTTERMILK TO THE MARINEs. Broadway
guffawed as they unloaded at a Marine recruiting station on 23d
Street.

Following Wartime Prohibition, people began to be careful of
drinking in places where they werent known, as cases of liquor
poisoning began to be reported. The price of liquor began to rise,
slowly at first, then like a skyrocket. Dewar’s Scotch sold in Mon-
treal for $27 a case, brought $25 a bottle on Broadway. Nicholson’s
London Gin sold for $15 a bottle.

Dealers began to be afraid to handle job lots of liquor, for fear
the bottles had been tampered with. Creosote was found in Scotch;
90- and 100-proof whiskies were adulterated to the extent that one
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bottle of pure stuff yielded half a dozen of the cut. Job lot prices
were also extravagant—$130 a case for champagne, $175 for Jame-
son’s Whiskey, $140 for Otard Brandy.

In anticipation of a permanent 18th Amendment, restaurants and
hotels began to bury their best liquor, serving the worst, on the
theory that Prohibition would boost the price of the good stuff to
a record high. Early in 1919 bars had sold decent whiskey at 1s¢,
two for 25¢; brandy so¢ a drink. Now they served up inferior stuff
to unprotesting customers for $1, while restaurants upped the ante
to $1.50 and $2.

Before the year was over, retired liquor dealers were buying up
movie theatres, rivaling the investments in other forms of show biz
by war profiteers. Both knew that, deprived of places to drink, John
Doe would seek relaxation at shows instead. States already dry pro-
vided evidence that amusement revenues rose 50 to 100 per cent
following the ban on liquor. It was also obvious that the less
money the public drank away, the more it would have for theatre
tickets. Consequently, even the most bluenosed theatre managers in
the country recognized the black-ink virtues of Prohibition.

Before 1920, however, the subject was highly controversial. The
Orpheum vaudeville circuit forbade acts to make any reference to
Prohibition, straight or comic. And then the Volstead Act became
law on January 16, 1920, with little opposition from a public which
had not the slightest idea of the wild forces of anti-law and disorder
it had unleashed upon itself. ‘

By 1921 Canada was the busy center of a new industry—supply-
ing liquor to ingenious border smugglers. The shrewdest of these
operators was a gang who dressed as nuns and priests, who were
never molested until they suffered the misfortune of a blowout right
at the border. The customs man offered to help, but the priest driv-
ing the car declined. Struggling with the tire, he exclaimed in
exasperation, “God damn this son-of-a-bitch!” The astounded cus-
toms inspector this time took a really good look.

In July 1924, another slick idea came to light. It was quite com-
mon for ice blocks to be shipped from Ontario to the United States.
Then one day the weather turned scorchingly hot, and unlabeled
bottles of gin and alcohol began to clunk and smash in the sudden
thaw.
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wide-open canada  With things wide open in Canada,
cabaret business there boomed in 1921. Performers received twice as
much for Montreal and Toronto engagements as they did in
New York.

In the early part of the decade, entertainers had to be wary of
using any material which might intimate humorously to the audi-
ence that the Volstead Act was less law than polite hope. In 1922
Belle Baker introduced a new song at the Palace, “I'm a Mother of
a Case of Scotch.” The anxious management told her to cut the
song out. She first refused, then yielded. Five years later manufac-
turers were openly advertising bars and beer taps for the well-
accoutred home.

Broadway cabarets and restaurants took a dim view in 1919 of the
coming of legal Prohibition. Their only hope, they felt, was a
clientele wildly anxious to dance sober. And who, sober, would be
chump enough to pay the prices they were charging for food and
soft drinks?

Sullenly, these entrepreneurs threatened to raise a fund to test the
constitutionality of the Volstead Act. But instead they concentrated
on throwing their price lists away, and squeezing their patrons
while there was still time to squeeze.

By 1921 a great many of them were out of business. Only about
two dozen really worthwhile ones remained in New York, includ-
ing Reisenweber’s, Healey’s, Shanley’s, the Cafe de Paris, Little Club,
Palais Royal, and Folies Bergere. Even in these renowned spots,
patronage was slack. Prohibition was confining New Yorkers to
their homes or clubs to indulge in “locker spirits.”

The situation was somewhat different in other parts of the coun-
try, where police were not so vigilantly patroling the night haunts.
Business was fairly good in such cities as Baltimore, Boston, Phila-
delphia, Pittsburgh, Chicago, St. Louis and New Orleans, where
patrons still discussed Prohibition over rye highballs.

The year 1922 saw great changes. Cabarets fought desperately to
hold their clientele from slipping away to restaurants and dance-
halls, which offered everything the cabarets could—at subdued
prices. (They weren’t called nite clubs yet.) Some cabarets had al-
ready become ipso facto dance palaces, like Shanley’s (dancing at
$1.50) and Rector’s, now called the Cafe de Paris. Churchill’s had
turned into a chop suey restaurant.
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‘yellow peril> over broeadway In an effort to stem
the tide, cabarets like the Monte Carlo offered the Dolly Sisters, at
$2,000 a week, and flopped dismally. The Palais Royal presented
Evan Burrows Fontaine, who danced almost nude as customers
continued eating and drinking. The Palais Royal then spent $30,000
to produce a lavish floor show, with a salary payroll of $4.500 a week
—and still the customers drifted away. (Eventually the Palais Royal
was to become the Palais d'Or which, despite its golden French
billing, was the keystone in what Variety at the time called “the vel-
low peril of Broadway.” The chowmeineries were to take over, with
their bargain $1.25 table d’hotes, including the fast-tempoed B. A.
Rolfe orchestra—later to set the standard for George Washington
Hill’s Luckv Strike style of accelerated dansapation, a buildup via a
WEAF radio wire, and a pretty good floor show. All this and moo-
goo-guy-pan too! Incidentallv, in those uninhibited days, Variety
thought nothing of calling them chink joints and using terms like
“yellow peril,” whereas today, if reference to Irving Berlin’s origin
as a catch-penny singing waiter in Nigger Mike’s place on the Bow-
ery (Chatham Square) comes up, the joint is just referred to as
Mike’s. Hebe comedians, tad comics and Yonny Yonson-type jokes,
were terms devoid of any politico connotations, as they are now.)

Before the Palais Royal succumbed to the “vellow peril,” a happy
formula was discovered when it signed Paul Whiteman and his
Band—with no floor show. Whiteman was so solid a draw by 1922
that he was able to form a corporation farming out combinations of
musicians, in any size band required, to be shipped where requested.
“Paul Whiteman’s Orchestra” looked almost as good outside a
cabaret, on ocean liners and cruise boats, as the more significant an-
nouncement, “Paul Whiteman and His Orchestra.”

For the most part, cabarets were discovering that their attraction
for the public was largely liquid entertainment. Cabarets split into
two classes, the “popular price” and the “exclusive.” The former
were those charging a couvert of less than $2; the latter more, with
a strong suggestion that you were naked in anything less than even-
ing dress.

The great bulk of cabaret customers, however, were lost to brand-
new competitors, night clubs and speakeasies. Night clubs started in
the summer of 1921, with the Club Deauville on East 59th Street,
New York City. Chief charm of the night club was that it was



BOOZE NO LONGER A DRAW 223

highly informal—staying open as long as its “members” cared to
throw around their folding money. Its numbers increased rapidly.

But the most astounding growth of all was shown by the speak-
casy, an openly illicit establishment. By 1922 Manhattan held over
5,000 of them, over 1,000 in an area circumscribed by sth to gth ave-
nues, 38th to sgth streets. Replacing the old corner saloon, they were
located in back rooms, “tea rooms,” cold-water flats, apartments and
“novelty shops.” All you had to do to win admittance most of the
time was to knock twice and murmur, “Joe sent me.”

One little “tea room” in the 40s, whose walls would have bulged
if 30 customers had congregated inside its all-important back room
at one time, took in between $200 and $250 a day. Profits among the
successful night clubs (and some cabarets) were enormous. They
sold champagne (cost: $80 a case) at $25 a quart; Scotch (850 a
case) at $20 a quart; mineral water (12¢ a bottle) at $1 to $1.50;
and cocktails (11¢ per) at $1 a throw. With a capacity of less than
125, one night club reported a weekly profit of $2,500.

The cabarets that did well did very well. A few on Broadway re-
ported $8,000 a week profits, representing food sold at 100 to 250 per
cent profit, plus stiff cover charges, plus charges for every accessory
item—especially cracked ice.

Three years later, by 1925, the thrill of thumbing a nose at Pro-
hibition was no longer sufficient inducement for patrons of night
haunts. There were so many night clubs, speakeasies, joints, cabarets,
and just plain dives, that it became mostly a matter of not where to
get a drink, but which place.

booze no longer a draw  Entertainment came back
into its own with a bang. Biggest business was done by places that
offered Ziegfeld-type revues, in the grand manner. Top-hat Broad-
way spots like the Lido, Flamingo (ex-Trocadero) and Mirador
presented ace dance teams. The Club (Harry) Richman and the
Casa (Vincent) Lopez appealed to the pop trade with dansapation
and frothier divertissement. Tiny, out-of-the-way spots that didn’t
advertise offered sophisticated entertainment for “the wise mob.”
The Tiffany trade also went uptown for thrills to Harlem’s Nest,
Small’s Paradise, Connie’s Inn and the Cotton Club, the latter the
cream of the “mob joints” in Harlem.
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Nitery singers began to have special lyrics written for their “in-
timate” songs. The emcee began to enjoy his biggest vogue. His
value was the economic one of hypnotizing the patrons nicked by
fancy couverts and tariffs that the lightweight talent was well worth
squirming for on an uncomfortable chair, at a small table, in foul
air, with the privilege of dancing on a postage-stamp floor.

Biggest nitery sensation, of course, was Texas Guinan. “Galli-
Curci would flop in a nite club,” Variety mused, “and yet Tex
knocks out three grand for her bit, all through the knack of ham-
mering a socially prominent matron on the cranium with a kleeter-
klatter clapper. The others flock to her museum of unnatural hys-
terics to see ’em take that treatment on the ‘nut’ religiously, and
apparently relish it.” Tex helloed the suckers and they loved it.

When District Attorney Buckner, prodded into a gesture of law
enforcement, swept down in 1925 to padlock no less than 30 Broad-
way night spots, the Tex Guinan Club was one of those forced to
turn lights out. Whereupon, with racketeer-taxicab tycoon Larry
Fay, who was later shot to death in a fight with the doorman of one
of his own clubs, the Napoleon, now known as the Place Elegante,
Texas promptly opened the El Fey Club, taking with her the whole
staff of the tabooed nitery. On opening night she wore a necklace of
gold padlocks.

During 1926 her profits soared to $30,000 a month. When in 1927
Tex was carted off to jail, laughing and waving, for continued Pro-
hibition violations, the orchestra played “The Prisoner’s Song.”

The era also spawned Clayton, Jackson & Durante, who an-
nounced their opening at the Dover Club, New York, on Variety’s
pages with a burst of lyricism:—

Don’t tell nobody you saw us,
Don’t tell nobody we're here;
But to those who know, we'll tell 'em—
We are on 515t Street and 6th Avenue near,
Jennie dear.

The following year they moved—with their enthusiastic follow-
ing—to the Parody Club on West 48th Street. Their ad announced
the opening as “formal and informal . . . featuring two brand-new
dinner suits—Guess who’s using the old one?”

Variety reported that Eddie Jackson had refused a $1,000 bill as
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salary payment, because no big salary should be paid in such a small
way. “He wanted all fives—in a bundle,” Variety explained.

Cabarets lost ground steadily during 1925-1926. A sign on the door
of Joel’s, a longtime 41st Street landmark, read: “Closed without
great financial success, but I trust with many good friends . . .
Joel Rinaldo.” Two Times Square cabarets, of which one was
owned by a gentleman who never wore anything but a sweater, lost
$115,000 by barring admission to any save those in evening clothes.
The Twin Oaks Cafe, opened by 48 investors in the basement of
1560 Broadway, closed with a loss of $2,500 each for the hopefuls.
Billy Rose nevertheless chose 1926 to open the Fifth Avenue Club,
presenting “Billy Rose’s Sins of 1926.”

As the cabarets waned, speakeasies waxed. There was a hopeful
moment when Frank Hale was made chief of the Division of Pro-
hibition Enforcement. He was a Broadway graduate—Hale & Pater-
son, a dance act. But the raids continued as before, doggedly and
futilely. Shortly after a speak or night club was padlocked, it would
reopen—usually with two new neighbors.

Night clubs felt the reaction from having overplayed their hand
by a slump in 1927. Ethel Waters took over the 300 Club, formerly
Texas Guinan’s human museum, and had to close. Reopened as the
Club Hitchy with Raymond Hitchcock, it flopped again in a dismal
five days. Even the great Guinan dived as a drawing card, because
her “Hello, Sucker!” had been so overpublicized that tourists really
became afraid of the prices that went with her.

the gyp °n’ take  Variety took a caustic look at the rea-
sons niteries were taking a financial shellacking. “With the sur-
reptitious drinking,” it noted, “surreptitious romancing was a
natural, short and quick step. The ‘hostesses’ soon looked down on
$20 tips for the privilege of lending their frames for purposes of
wrestling to music in the name of Terpsichore, and foiling for and
fooling with the money guys. The chump, in order to have money,
must be ‘somebody.’ Simple psychology. Being ‘somebody,’ anything
he was taken for accordingly was part of the racket. . . . From the
gals to the keepers (bosses), the racket is worked for all it could
stand.

Sex was still the fundamental of New York night life. Hideaways
for mistresses were the fashionable thing for butter-and-egg men.
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Routine for the evening’s entertainment was a polite dinner at a
conservative hotel, restaurant, or speakeasy; then touring the rounds
of night spots; ending at dawn in hot-and-lowdown saloons, joints
or bars.

The better niteries and cabarets, less inclined to hit and run, fared
better than the swindle joints. The Durante ménage was a persistent
favorite with the after-theatre crowd. George Olsen drew Park
Avenue trade at the Club Richman. Van & Schenck were doing
well at the Silver Slipper.

Trade was brisk for Helen Morgan at The House of Morgan; Vin-
cent Lopez and Jack Osterman at Casa Lopez; the Dan Healy revue
at the Cotton Club, featuring the Berry Brothers and Duke Elling-
ton; Benny Davis and Fuzzy Knight at the s54th Street Club; Will
Oakland at Oakland’s Terrace, and a number of others. The good
hotels in town were enjoying a mild boom, as a result of the patron-
age of customers who simply wanted good food and music at a rea-
sonable tariff. They also received a lift from a 3 a.m. curfew slapped
on cabarets and night clubs.

ta joint is a joint® The principal distinction Variety
found in the night spots of 1928 was between “those that sell, and
those that don’t.” Any place that sold, whether a $100,000 invest-
ment or a back room, whether supper club, drinking club, night
club, speakeasy, dancehall or dive, was a “joint.” Explained the
paper, “A joint is a joint. Even the operators of the joints admit it.”

The dance joints that sold were mostly back-room, ground floor,
or oneAflight-up affairs. The dives, Parisian-style cabarets, with
hostesses, were for those who didn’t want to go home after the
other places closed. Dinner clubs were on side streets, in four-or-five-
story former residences, sometimes closing as early as 11 p.m., for
fear of neighbors’ “blowing the whistle.”

Supper clubs, the then new variation of the present-day night
spots, drew well. In the persistent drive for novelty, places off the
beaten Broadway path attracted a sizable number of customers.
These included Harlem clubs, Germantown beer halls, Hungarian
and East European restaurants on the East Side, and most of the
“dialect eateries”—Italian, Japanese, Indo-Chinese, Turkish, Swedish,
French, Russian and Chinese restaurants.

“Non-selling” night clubs depended on their floor shows and band
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attractions, with a minimum $4 couverz. A typical bigtime 1928
opening was the “Versailles Varieties” in C. Morton Bellak’s night-
club in East 6oth Street. The room cost $175,000; the weekly vaude-
ville show had a talent nut of $5,000; capacity was 400, at a $5 tag
per plate. To let Broadway know about it, Bellak hired no less than
five press agents simultaneously. It was a flop then, and later as the
Villa Vallee (Rudy), but today is one of the best money-making
niteries in America as the Copacabana.

In the better clubs—or joints—that “sold,” less poison hooch was
being served. Club owners had long since learned that swindling on
liquor was the quick route to bankruptcy. Places with bars also had
an arrangement with bartenders, whereby the latter received a one-
third split of the take. “Selling” joints in Chicago were reported in
trouble, because 16,000 “beer flats” in that city were luring customers
out of the joints.

Despite heavy competition, money continued to pour into the
nightclub racket until early that black October in 1929. The
monocled places still held a $4 and $5 couvert, while those struggling
for business either abolished or cut them down. The real late-hour
center shifted to Harlem, whose joints were more numerous, hot
and lavish. The only late spot to remain open on Broadway after
the 3 a.m. curfew was a Negro club, protected by the hotel clause.

dance styles: shimmy, ete. Dance styles of the
Twenties began, appropriately, with the advent of the Shimmy—
“a vulgar cooch dance, at its best,” derided Variety in 1919. The first
and best to bring it to New York were Bee Palmer and May (later
Gilda) Gray. The Shimmy vibrated to fame in the company of the
jazz number, “Indianola.”

"It was enthusiastically introduced into musical comedies, and
danced by both sexes of the cast, thus giving it the added s.a. over-
tones audiences relished. Vaudeville, more inhibited, kept a wary
eye on the percentage of steam generated by Shimmy practitioners on
its stages. In London that year, English audiences sat through their
introduction to the Shimmy with cold, hostile eyes. Oddly enough,
the branch of show business in America that barred it was burlesque.

Mae West, never loath to experiment, brought down the house
with her very wiggly Shimmy in the 1921 show, Mimic World. But
it was Gilda Gray who cooched to fame and fortune on the dance,
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taking double-page ads in Variety to proclaim her superlative ar-
tistry. (In later years, Gilda Gray, suing under her private life name
of Maryanna Michalski, claimed that Columbia Pictures’ Gilda in-
vaded her privacy and felt that only $1,000,000 balm would assuage
said intrusion. The Shimmy virtuoso contended that Gilda is a
name only linked with her identity. It is much the same as Tal-
lulah Bankhead’s suit against the Prell Shampoo people because of
a Tallulah commercial jingle.)

Viewed with horror by the sedate, along with the Shimmy dancer,
was the jazz—or jazzing—dancer. There was little -doubt in any-
one’s mind, including the minds of its practitioners, what the jazz
dance was intended to interpret. The word “jazz,” in fact, rapidly
became an opprobrious synonym.

The Shimmy and jazz dances were, of course, primarily exhibi-
tion dances. The public itself danced to saxophone-shrill foxtrots, in
cheek-tocheek, body-to-body clutches. The distinction between pop-
ular dances to watch, and popular dances to dance, was wiped out
in 1925 with the coming of the Charleston.

the charleston  First introduced in the cabarets, the
Charleston craze quickly spread beyond the ranks of the entertain-
ers. As no dance before it, it flashed around the country, and none
was immune. Kids danced it on side streets, and in front of theatres
during intermission, for “throw money.”

In Boston’s Pickwick Club, a tenderloin dancehall, the vibrations
of Charleston dancers caused the place to collapse, killing s0. The
following year saw a Charleston marathon at Roseland Ballroom
on Broadway, which lasted 2214 exhausting hours. The winner was
John Giola, 23 and the father of two children. His reward was a
week’s engagement at the Rivoli Theatre, New York.

The Charleston was ousted out of favor, after brief but violent
glory, by the Black Bottom of 1926. Alberta Hunter, the first woman
to present the dance, had it copyrighted. Harlem’s Billy Pearce
and Buddy Bradley taught it to many white dancers. Almost as
swiftly as the Charleston, it swept into vaudeville, burlesque, musical
comedies, night clubs, songs and verse.

The name was supposedly derived from the muddy black bottom
of the Swanee River, and the movements suggested the dragging of
feet through the mud. London took to the dance, but balked at the
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name, which had a different significance in England. They pre-
sented it as the Black Base, or Black Bed. Actually, no one in Ameri-
ca either believed that the “Bottom” of the name referred to
anything but the spot slapped by its dancer.

In 1927, Billy Pearce attempted to rival the success of the Black
Bottom with a new dance called the Sugar Foot Strut, but it was
too complicated for popular dancing. So were any number of other
attempts such as the New Low Down and the Varsity Drag.

The public, surfeited by freak dances anyhow, let the pendulum
swing back to slow, smooth and lazy foxtrots. Rudy Vallee, one of
the earlier radio-made names, influenced the pattern for smoother
dansapation and croony vocalizing. The pioneering radio personali-
ties like Vaughn de Leath, the Happiness Boys, the A&P Gypsies
(Harry Horlick’s band), the Clicquot Club Eskimos (Harry
Reser’s), had yet to make their impact, as did Vallee later. And
thereafter came Russ Columbo, who pioneered the Bing Crosby
school—although Benny Fields, when vaude-touring with Blossom
Seeley, now his wife, rates the credit for that style of vocalization.

Crosby was to become the “Gentile cantor” refinement of that
throaty, minor-key modulation which fell to Jolson, Fields, Harry
Richman, Sid Gary and others as a racial heritage.

As a sidelight, when Jolson fought shy of radio, his protegé, Rich-
man, was then playing the piano for Mae West at a 7th Avenue
honkytonk in New York. It was during the Prohibition era that
Richman was prevailed upon by Nils T. Granlund (NTG) to go on
WHN, the Loew’s, Inc. station (now known as WMGM). Rich-
man started to sing his ballads and when Jolson, a year later, finally
succumbed to radio, people wanted to know, “Who was this guy
stealing Richman’s style?” How were they to know that Jolson had
been grooming Richman as his successor? And such was the power
of radio that many, apparently, never heard of Jolson, whereas the
people who came into their homes, over their loudspeakers, were
somebodies close to their hearts. Eventually America was to set its
time by Amos 'n’ Andy, at 7 p.m. Jack Pearl’s “Voss you dere
Sharlie?”, the late Joe Penner’s “Wanna buy a duck?”, Ed Wynn’s
“Texaco Fire Chief”, Eddie Cantor and his Ida and their five daugh-
ters, Major Bowes and his amateurs, Jack Benny and his stinginess,
Fred Allen’s drolleries, Winchell’s staccato newscasting, and Drew
Pearson’s predictions of things to come were to become as part of
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the American scene as ham ’'n’ eggs. And the same will be true with
Television.

the dancehall eraze By 1928, Broadway was going in
for Tango Teas and adagio teams. A good percentage of the sex-
and-liquor male patronage that drifted away from the cabarets with
the coming of Prohibition, found its way to newly-mushrooming
marts of amusement, the dancehalls. Hip-flask-toters paid 10¢ a
dance to hostesses of their choice.

When the first dancehalls had originated on the West Coast, col-
loquially known as “creep joints,” the gimmick was the “instructress”
charging 10¢ a “lesson” to legalize the enterprise. Dancehalls spring-
ing up around the country in 1919 offered a choice of as many as 40
to 50 hostesses apiece. Dancing an average of 6o times nightly apiece,
they worked up a very profitable thirst for the halls’ soft drink bars.
The girls usually worked on a 40 per cent commission, or a 4¢ kick-
back out of every dime.

One 7th Avenue (New York) dancehall of 1919 admitted averag-
ing $1,500 a week. San Francisco reported a six-story dancehall, with
dancing on every floor. By 1921 there were 1,000 new “dance palaces”
in the East, and New York had applications for 1,800 more licenses.

Chicago led the way in 1922 for glorifying the dancehall to heights
never dreamed of in the “creep joint” days. The Trianon Ballroom
opened at a cost of $1,000,000, with $5,000 paid an orchestra for a
six-day engagement. The dancing craze that swept the country the
following year found dancehalls installing two orchestras each, with
a boom at the b.o. that cut heavily into the patronage of picture
houses and the balcony trade of the legitimate theatre.

The dance business climbed another step higher on the ladder of
respectability in 1925, when dancehalls made way for “modern ball-
rooms.” These were more properly theatres of popular dancing than
dancehalls, attracting a family-type trade which was content to sit
at ringside seats, and in balconies, to watch exhibition dancing,
novelty bands and other entertainment. Even fashion shows found
their way to the ballrooms. Prices were scaled at 50¢ to $1.25, with
extra revenue from soft drink concessions.

By 1927 dancehalls and ballrooms were doing an amazing busi-
ness from coast to coast. Some were affluent enough to pay top
orchestras a percentage of the gross. And in 1928, with the advent of
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Tango Teas, a brand-new class of business showed up to the joy of
hall owners—frustrated housewives. And their number was legion,
as in the days of the wartime dansants.

Radio—*'Something for Nothing’

«

Radio—the something-for-nothing entertainment that all show
business boxoffices dreaded—began in the spring of 1920. In East
Pittsburgh, Dr. Frank Conrad of the Westinghouse Electric Co. be-
gan broadcasting phonograph music and baseball scores from his
barn, as a research hobby.

So many amateur wireless operators were found to be listening-in
that a Pittsburgh newspaper hit on the notion of advertising equip-
ment which would allow Smoky City residents to tune in to Dr.
Conrad’s programs. This ad spurred Westinghouse officials to open
the first broadcasting station in the world, as a means of increasing
sales.

This was East Pittsburgh’s Station KDKA, which opened Novem-
ber 2, 1920, in time to broadcast the Harding-Cox election returns.
The new idea was slow in spreading at first, because of technical
difficulties and the sparsity of receiving sets. But by the next vear
other stations were on the air, and the ether was disturbed by ex-
perimental church services, political talks and concerts. In July 1g2r.
the first boxing match—Dempsey vs. Carpentier—was broadcast to
8o wireless outlets by three ringside announcers.

The transformation of “wireless telephony” into radio came about
with a rush during the winter of 1g2r.

The “passing novelty,” by late 1922, saw over 3,000,000 radio sets
in operation, listening to over 200 stations. Most sets, costing from
$50 to $150, were tuned to the “wireless concerts” which were all the
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vogue. Westinghouse maintained four “canned concert” stations,
and from its Newark outlet that year aired the first radio opera,
Mozart’s The Impresario.

Kansas City concerts won listeners over a 2,000-mile span of ether.
Wearers of earphones heard the stage show of the Ashland Theatre;
a 10-day broadcast of a Chautauqua; and the first musical comedy
written for radio—“Jazz Versus the Classics” by D. Kemper and
Duke Yellman—with a cast of 11.

Both Kansas City papers, the Star and the Posz, waged a fierce
fight for control of Middle West radio, with theatre managers
caught in between. The Posz announced it would present Trixie
Friganza, playing at the Orpheum Theatre, on one of its radio con-
certs. The Szar promptly notified the manager of the Orpheum
that if she broadcasted for the Posz, the Szar would throw out Or-
pheum advertising. The Post threatened that if Trixie were switched
to the Star’s radio concert, the Post would kick out Orpheum ads.
P.S. Miss Friganza did not broadcast.

Theatres and show people began to experiment with new uses of
radio. In Chicago, the lure of the Ziegfeld Follies at the Colonial
Theatre was enhanced by offering patrons a radio concert in the
rotunda. Actress Aileen Stanley advertised that she was the first to
appear onstage with a radio outfit and amplifier. At Oakland, Cali-
fornia, McCormack & Winchell (not Walter) did part of their act
at Loew’s State, then rushed to the Oakland Hotel and completed
the act at the local broadcasting station, from which it was piped
into onstage amplifiers at the theatre.

radio hypneotism  Vishnu, a hypnotist appearing at Kansas
City’s Empire Theatre, put a girl to sleep on the stage by broadcast-
ing his mesmerism from a radio studio several blocks away. She was
then placed in a store window for 24 hours, after which she was
taken back to the theatre and snapped out of it. More than a quarter
of a century later, in 1950, a hypnotizing act was still “big stuff”
over a network program. Ralph Slater by name.

Exhibitors began to discuss radio as a genuine boxofficc menace
just as with television many years later. Even magazine publishers
were becoming alarmed—irculation had fallen off 30 per cent, and
radio was the only explanation. [Again TV got the same blame in
1949.] Apparently nothing was going to stop the new “fad”—not
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even whispering campaigns that listening was bad for the ears, and
that electric storms started fires in homes with radios. Not even the
genuine warning by the New York Board of Fire Underwriters
that the careless use of radio apparatus represented a threat to life
and property. (Again, with TV, this was repeated in relation to eye-
strain and other maladies.)

Performers of 1922 hailed with both joy and incredulity a West-
inghouse announcement that the company intended to spend
$5,000,000 for radio talent. Incredulity because there was very little
“electric money”—actors’ terminology for radio emolument—around
those days. Most actors who appeared were paid off in “publicity.”
Writers solicited to turn out comedy for radio asked (as they asked
television years later) “How much?” A very pertinent question,
Variety agreed.

Early overtones of Petrillo were heard in August 1922, when
music publishers and writers forced a showdown with representa-
tives of the radio stations, insisting upon royalties for broadcasts of
their songs. They claimed and proved that radio music was cutting
into sales of sheet music, player-piano rolls-and phonograph records.

Rooms with television were considered a shrewd notion in 1947
when hotels introduced the attraction. It was also shrewd in March
1922, when the hotels rushed to equip their rooms with radio sets.
Other business also caught the bug. Silsbe’s, on 72d Street, was the
first New York restaurant to install radio music—in place of its
orchestra. The Central Theatre, showing The Storm, drew crowds
to its lobby by channeling the Leonard-Tendler fight via radio. The
performance was a sellout. (Closed circuit sports events, on an ex-
clusive basis, were to prove similarly beneficial to theatres with big-
screen TV projection, dating from the summer of 1951.)

‘24 for underwood’®  The big radio event of 1924 was
the broadcast of the Democratic National Convention held in New
York. “24 for Underwood” became a catchphrase from coast to
coast. That was in July. In October, Variety introduced a new de-
partment called “Radio,” beginning with coverage of a Radio
World’s Fair in New York. And by December, Variety was pound-
ing a fist on the roundtable of show business: “Radio now is the
biggest thing the amusement business ever has had to encounter as
‘opposition.” And show business is helpless against it. About all the
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theatre can do is keep quiet and wait!” The theatre waited, and the
following week Variety brought them the dismal news that there
was a “radio traffic air jam”—with 35 new stations scheduled to
open in the next 60 days.

That radio was stern competition was evident by reports from
the nation’s boxoffices. Over 3,000 music-lovers had bought seats for
a Fritz Kreisler concert in Boston, when it was suddenly announced
that the concert would be broadcast. More than 1,500 tickets were
returned for refund, as showmen brooded over the lesson of trying
to sell something at the same time you gave it away free.

Record sales fell off 85 to go per cent—why buy records when
the radio gave you music for nothing? Keith'’s, feeling that songs
plugged on the air had lost their entertainment value, barred them
on the circuit. Fight receipts fell off as fans seemingly preferred
to stay home in comfort and listen. Tex Rickard blazed the way
for television bans of today by refusing to allow the Berlenbach-
Delaney fight to be broadcast.

Radio station managers were still trying to avoid saying it with
$8%. They cajoled talent by pointing to such success stories as Vin-
cent Lopez and his band. The management of the Pennsylvania
Hotel, N. Y., had insisted that Lopez broadcast as publicity for the
hotel. His broadcasts not only zoomed the Pennsylvania’s business,
but also made him a tremendous drawing card in vaudeville.

Equity argued that the publicity wasn’t worth working for on the
cuff. Chicago’s Station KYW made radio history by being the first
station to have a strike. James C. Petrillo, then president of
the Chicago local, ordered union musicians out when the manager
hired two non-union pianists. KYW wasn’t too worried, because
they were getting almost all the music they wanted “for publicity”
from cafe and hotel orchestras.

no more publicity payoffs The adaptation of radio
by other businesses continued. Gimbel’s department store in New
York built a broadcasting studio on its premises as an exploitation
stunt. Loew’s WHN charged $50 a week to cabarets for running
wires in to allow the cabarets to broadcast from their home grounds.
First to sign up was the Hotel Alamac, featuring Paul Specht’s
Band. When the Chicago management of We Moderns, a legit, paid
for radio advertising that upped the b.o. $4,000 on the week, that
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was the turning point in the raging argument that radio could be
made a boon, not a bane, at the boxoffice. “It depended,” Variety
argued. If the want-to-see was sufficiently great, radio people could
prove big draws in the flesh.

The year came to a smashing climax in November when Variety
ran a three-bank black headline: rirsT RADIO ADVERTISING EVER PUB-
LISHED FOR TALENT WITH SALARY To BE PAID. The lead paragraph said
breathlessly, “Variety last week carried the first advertisement of its
kind ever published anywhere—an announcement soliciting talent
for radio and to be paid for.”

A Variety reporter was sent out to track down the story behind the
ad, wound his way through a maze of interlocking booking agencies
and companies, and finally knocked on the door of the Packard
Theatrical Exchange. “Mr. Packard became quite petulant, said he
had nothing to give out, that they wanted to learn first what the
result of the ad might be, and if Variety printed anything about
the ad, the American Broadcasting Corp. (the company behind the
ad) would not advertise again in Variety.”

By 1925, there were 563 stations in operation—37 had folded, but
34 new ones had applied for licenses. Radio manufacturers were
chortling over a $44,000,000 gross—five times the sales volume of
1921. Radio exports had increased by 400 per cent. Variety’s radio
reviews, first national, became international.

The year was studded with milestones. The first arrest for operat-
ing a radio station without a Federal license took place in Los An-
geles, and the fellow’s name was George W. Fellows. More Federal
action was anticipated when President Hoover asked Congress for
a $125,000 radio police force to provide mobile sleuths for checking
on broadcasters who “sneaked” over allotted wavelengths, or were
guilty of radio interference.

Station WOR'’s sound-effects man was the first to amplify dance
steps by putting a marble slab under Ned Wayburn pupils. WHN
aired the first Broadway legit reviews via (Miss) Bland Johanneson,
then critic of the New York Mirror. The first direct air opposition
to a Broadway play came with the broadcast by WGY of a radio
version of lbsen’s The Wild Duck, while The Wild Duck with
Blanche Yurka was asking orchestra prices at the 48th Street Thea-
tre, New York.
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a.m. calisthenies and amateur nites 1925 was
also the historic year that introduced the first 6:45 morning exer-
cises, cajoling all to snap vertebras by remote control. It was also
the year that introduced televised motion pictures. Secretary of ‘the
Navy Wilbur watched a movie transmitted via radio by C. Francis
Jenkins, who had broadcast still pictures as early as two years before.

Radio stations broke out in a rash of amateur nights, billed as
Radio Nights. WRNY was the first to set up the listening public
as a board of judges, urging dialers to write in their choice for a
$25 First Prize, a $10 Second Prize, and a fountain pen Third
Prize. Some stations obtained vaudeville engagements at $6o to $75
a week for winners. Vaudeville houses spotted them on dull nights,
advertising: “Your Favorite Radio Star Will Appear Here In Per-
son.”

The first fighter to utter those bromidic pearls, “It’s all right,
mom, I won,” over a microphone was Dave Shade, when he de-
feated Jimmy Slatterly at the Polo Grounds, where N.T.G. (Nils
T. Granlund) of Station WHN introduced radio interviews of ring-
side spectators and fighters. That same year WHN pulled a tran-
scribed broadcast of the Dundee-Terris fight at Coney Island Sta-
dium. Getting returns from the Brooklyn Daily Eagle, the station
broadcast a round-by-round description (taking one minute each,
instead of three) and simulated whistle, gong and crowd voices.
Piano solos and ads were rendered in between the rounds.

The battle still raged in 1925 as to whether radio helped or hurt
actors at the boxoffice. On the credit side, broadcasts of Harry Rich-
man and his floor show resulted in a booking at the Palace as “A
Night At Club Richman.” In Cleveland, songwriters Tommy Malie
and Sammy Stept, heard on all Cleveland’s stations, were booked
at the State and shattered all house records with a $24,000 gross. On
the debit side, John McCormack withdrew from radio when Victor
dealers and concert managers both reported radio had hurt his
drawing power and record sales.

Radio, an $800,000,000-a-year business in 1925, was still pleading
poverty to entertainers who demanded payment. Station WEEI in
Boston grudgingly gave $500 to the Duncan Sisters for a half-hour
show, and Sears Roebuck’s WLS in Chicago gave the Keller Sisters
& Lynch a two-week contract for 10 pieces of mike work. The gen-
eral reluctance of station managers to talk turkey led a group in
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Chicago to form the Radio Broadcasting Artists Association (to-
day’s union is the powerful American Federation of Radio Artists),
whose specific purpose was to put radio art on a sordid cash basis.

With national sponsors grabbing air time, dignity was becoming
a necessity. Radio announcers with bland, cultured voices began to
find themselves in demand. Gimbel’s WGBS invited a public vote
for its favorite mike spieler. The talk boys found easy spots for
themselves announcing such big-sponsor shows as “Touring In A
Packard 8,” “Eagle Neutrodyne Trio,” “Atwater-Kent Entertain-
ers,” “Silvertown Cord Orchestra,” and “A & P Gypsies.” Sponsors’
checks averaged $400 an hour, or $100 for 10 minutes. WHN re-
ceived $750 a week for two half-hour shows alone. Yet these stations
still “didn’t have a dime” for talent.

As radio grew, so did its enemies. There were squawks about the
increasing commercialism of the air—squawks which swelled stead-
ily even to the present day. The first recorded protest of a listener,
made to the police, dealt with the public nuisance and annoyance
WHN constituted by broadcasting jazz music far into the night, as
well as its immoral advocacy of certain “dives” of dubious character.
WHN dismissed the squawk as one inspired by other “dives” which
were not getting equal publicity, and the matter died in a pigeon-
hole.

In Memphis, the city council classified radio, and other musical
instruments, as a public nuisance when used in stores to attract the
passing public. Listeners themselves banded together under W.
Howard Johnson, who organized the National Radio Service
League; objective to keep tabs on radio legislation.

superheterodyne nuptials 1926 as a radio year began at
8 p.m. on January 1 in an aura of sweetness and light. Station
KQW?’s director, Dr. Clarence Herold, married his assistant, Mrs.
Belle Chapman, over that San Francisco station—radio’s first wed-
ding.

Deeper cuts into the show business pie were made by radio in
the year of floods and hurricanes. Before a three-act play called
Beau Nash reached the stage, it had been broadcast in toto. Radio
replaced bands on steamships from Boston to New York. Music
sales of “Mandalay” and “Mighty Lak’ a Rose” were murdered by
radio’s hammering of the tunes. There was irony in the show given
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at the Mecca Temple by WEAF radio actors. The attendance was
practically zero, which the philosophic mikesters attributed to ra-
dio’s having taught the public to pay nothing for anything con-
nected with radio. In later years, of course, radio-made “names”
fetched fancy fees when making “personal appearances.”

Associated First National Pictures went out on a limb by giving
radio permission to broadcast an outline of one of its forthcoming
films, with a dramatization of its climax. Variety shook its head dis-
approvingly, calling the move a first-class error of judgment. Again,
in later years, the Lux Theatre of the Air gave contradiction to this.
And still later Hollywood was fighting off the television monster
although, all the while, admitting it was only a matter of time when
the wedding of the two would come to pass.

Picture houses’ fear of the new medium was only too evident.
Chicago’s Senate Theatre management encouraged its organist, in
a solo with slides, to razz radio to the scornful theme, “You're a nut
if you listen to radio programs!” Among the deficits of radio as
entertainment were singled out dull lectures, boring songpluggers
and squeaking noises.

In the latter six months of the year alone, 127 new stations started
broadcasting. With so many small independents in the field, it was
only a matter of time before most of them would be gathered up in
one or two financial bosoms. The gathering began in 1926, with the
formation of the National Broadcasting Co. (NBC), whose key
stations were WEAF and WJZ in New York. The most significant
change this brought about was the possibility of offering network
time—tremendous radio coverage for important sponsors, with a
consequent big dollar sign placed on every branch of radio. Going
national with NBC meant equivalent, or better, advertising coverage
than magazines, newspapers or billboards could offer the big com-
panies.

Small-town, independent stations were at a distinct disadvantage
against the chain station, which could now offer the cream of enter-
tainment, and which reaped a neat share of the big advertising pie
the network took out of the oven. Radio stations’ values increased
so markedly that WTAS in Chicago was sold for $600,000.

pioneer name announeers  With radio going big time,
the stock of name announcers also shot up. Star spielers of that
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year were Norman Brokenshire (who was to make a remarkable
comeback in the late 1940s, following an admitted tussle with too
much of “the cup that cheers”), NTG, Graham McNamee, Major
J. Andrew White, Phillips Carlin, Milton Cross and Edward B.
(Ted) Husing. Husing was the first radio announcer to run an ad
in Variety, while he was head wordmonger at Washington’s WRC.

NBC'’s national debut was the outstanding radio event of the year,
from both an historic and audience viewpoint.

Merlin H. Aylesworth, head of NBC, introduced an inaugural
program from the Grand Ballroom of the Waldorf at 8 p.Mm. at-
tended by 1,000 newspapermen, radio stars and celebrities. It ran
until midnight—the biggest single all-star show in radio history.
It went out to 23 stations as far west as St. Paul and Minneapolis.
Mary Garden and Will Rogers were picked up from Chicago and
Kansas City respectively, at a fee of $2,500 each. Eddie Cantor re-
ceived $1,500; Weber & Fields, $1.000 for eight minutes. Included in
the $25,000 talent cost were the George Olsen, Vincent Lopez, Ben
Bernie and B. A. Rolfe orchestras; the New York Philharmonic
Orchestra with Walter Damrosch; Edwin Franko Goldman’s Band;
the Gilbert & Sullivan Light Opera Co., and Titta Ruffo, the famed
Metropolitan Opera baritone.

Small wonder that over 4,000 daily newspapers cut out free radio
advertising. If radio was now NBC size, it was big enough to pay
for newspaper space. And since radio depended on newspapers to
publicize its events and attractions, radio stations had no choice but
to begin paying for its program advertising.

“Radio,” said Will Rogers that year, “is too big a thing to be out
of.” That was beginning to be the general idea in show business,
especially with key NBC stations like WJZ out after name talent.
WIJZ had come around to the very novel notion that radio needed
sustaining as well as commercial shows, and that it was the function
of the radio station to pay for talent on sustaining shows. Even com-
mercials were being revamped in new style, with plugs being woven
by scripters into skits or dialog, rather than merely thrown straight
at wincing listeners.

Music was still go per cent of radio in 1926. Paul Whiteman, key
baton-waver of the land, received $5,000 for an hour broadcast.
Many of the lesser fry, however, were willing to pay for time on
WEAF, acknowledging that the advertising was worth it.
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The Royal Typewriter Co. became the first sponsor of fight
broadcasting, coming up from an offer of $15,000 as Tex Rickard
came down from $40,000 to settle at $20,000.

While Sears Roebuck’s WLS in Chicago was paying a $5 top
for guest appearances, NBC was paying Eddie Cantor $1,500 for 15
minutes—or $100 a minute—on the Eveready Hour, which also
permitted him to plug his picture, Kid Boots. Radio critics panned
the show, but Cantor received 20,000 requests for his photograph,

bearing out his contention that he was “giving the public what it
liked.”

tv on the horizen, back in °26 How fast radio
was going, technically as well as in the financial and entertainment
ends, can be judged by a General Electric announcement of 1926.
RADIO ARTISTS MAY BE SEEN AND HEARD IN TELE-
VISION was Variety’s prophetic headline of the news that General
Electric was developing a new device which would enable dialers
to see as well as hear radio performers.

NBC was too powerful by 1927 to remain unchallenged, so radio
war broke out with the organization of Paramount and Columbia
as rival networks to NBC. Despite the big money flowing into radio
coffers, surprisingly only 10 out of 694 stations in the United States
were breaking even. But parallel to the case of today’s television
stations—also in the red at the start—it was obvious that pots of gold
lay just beyond the horizon.

National advertisers were channeling more and more of their
huckster money into the airwaves, as radio proved its ability to plug
brand names for companies like American Tobacco and General
Motors. When concerns with programs on a few local stations would
go on the air in new territories, an immediate upsurge in sales of
those added areas would win believers among the checkbook set.

With 20,000,000 families, 20,000,000 radio sets and an estimated
listening audience of 50,000,000, radio could no longer afford the
smalltime approach. Half-baked entertainers who exchanged their
services for “publicity” had to make way for paid talent. After the
Eveready-Cantor deal had broken the ice, Socony signed Van &
Schenck for a 13-week, quarter-hour daily show at $2,000 a week.
Then all the big companies started plunging.

General Motors signed up for 52 weeks on a 28-station hookup,
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footing a bill for $624,000 that included such talent as Weber &
Fields, Leo Carrillo, and William Collier. The Palmolive Hour
grabbed Gene Tunney and the Duncan Sisters, Tunney getting
$500 a minute for a five-minute turn.

Radio also began to discover its own talent, and build it to box-
office proportions. Fancy salaries were paid by picture houses to
stars who had made their reputations on radio such as Vincent
Lopez, the Happiness Boys (Billy Jones & Ernie Hare), the Ipana
Troubadours (Harry Reser), the A & P Gypsies, Harry Richman
and Whispering Jack Smith, who had risen from $75 a week as a
songplugger for Waterson, Berlin & Snyder to a radio stylist at
$1,250.

The year previous, when Amos 'n’ Andy (formerly Sam ’n’
Henry, né Charles Correll and Freeman Gosden) had opened at
McVicker’s in Chicago they had received $250 for the week. In
1927, riding to the top of radio, they played the Balaban & Katz
picture theatres at $2,000 a week, and in 1928 at $5,000 per. Radio
was proving it could make stars. (Some 20 years later CBS was to
“buy” Correll and Gosden for over $2,000,000 on a “capital gains”
deal.)

Radio, as competition to show biz, was intensely effective—at first.
In the concert field, which had lost 25 per cent of its usual trade,
130 concert managers went out of business in.1927. In later years,
radio-popularized and film-ballyhooed longhair personalities like
Jeanette MacDonald, Nelson Eddy, José Iturbi, Lauritz Melchior,
Gladys Swarthout, Lily Pons, André Kostelanetz, Artur Rubin-
stein, Mario Lanza, Dorothy Kirsten, Risé Stevens, Robert Merrill,
Jan Peerce and others were to prove bigger than ever as concert at-
tractions.

On the night that Dempsey fought Tunney, radio broadcasts kept
theatres all over the country empty. Tex Rickard, who had first
frowned on fight broadcasts, now came to the conclusion that they
were a wonderful stimulus to boxing interest. He promptly built
Station WMSG on top of Madison Square Garden.

first of the °*fends® 1927 saw the first use of the insult
routine between two star performers, as a gag for running laughs,
when a mock feud was inaugurated between N.T.G. and Harry
Richman. The Ben Bernie-Walter Winchell and Jack Benny-Fred
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Allen “feuds” took their pattern from this. It also saw the first broad-
casting from airplanes over Broadway. Jolson went on the air for
the first time to sing and appeal for funds for flood sufferers.

The first radio censorship came into effect with the song, “Little
Red Riding Hood.” Station WFAA, mulling over the line, “How
Could Red Riding Hood Have Been So Very Good, and Still Keep
the Wolf From the Door?” decided that the song was improper and
suggestive, so it was given the heave-ho. And Minneapolis intro-
duced the first local radio regulations—no two stations permitted
on the air at the same time; none to operate over 500 watts, or for
more than 12 hours weekly.

Radio in 1928 was the year of the Dodge Brothers. Their first
venture into air exploitation came in late March, with a highly-
touted hour of United Artists movie stars. This NBC network show
added up to the glittering cost of $1,000 a minute. Because of the
precious net value of the talent, the broadcast was made from a
locked studio, with no one admitted.

Among the stars who studded up the microphone were Norma
Talmadge, Dolores Del Rio, Douglas Fairbanks, Charlie Chaplin,
John Barrymore, D. W. Griffith and Paul Whiteman. Fairbanks
was master of ceremonies. The extremes in attitude by the cast were
represented by Chaplin and Barrymore—the former almost perish-
ing with mike fright (he hadn’t talked on the screen up until then),
the latter in a well-oiled, what-monstrous-claptrap-this-is! mood.

Encouraged by the tremendous publicity which greeted this star
festival, Dodge took another full hour to introduce its Victory Six
model, and spent $22,500 on talent, including Will Rogers—who
garnered top money at $7,500—Whiteman, Al Jolson and Fred
Stone.

seripts versus gags NBCs  spectacular  successes
brought the Columbia Broadcasting System into the field as chief
challenger. Columbia went after sponsors with strong script mate-
rial, reasoning that while sporadic extravaganzas might dazzle dial-
ers into tuning in, it wouldn’t hold them week after week the way
a good story continuity would. Hence, at CBS, script writers be-
came the stars—a pattern that later became radio’s white hope when
dialers became nauseated by their crucifixion on the 12-year-old IQ
fixation of networks and sponsors.
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Smalltime radio—the independents—found themselves crowded
away from the table and forced to pick up crumbs. Consequently,
anyone with a pitch and a fee was welcome. Local stations turned
over air time to phony stock salesmen, furniture and household
commodity peddlers, and even bootleggers. This latter fact was dis-
covered when broadcasts giving price quotations for the “white
stuff” (gin), plus a telephone number, were spotted after midnight.

In its coverage of the Smith-Hoover campaign, radio began to feel
its way toward developing its facilities as a “newspaper of the air.”
It also began to pacify critics by rendering other “public service”
features—educational talks, weather reports, market conditions, food
quotations, time signals, health programs, and sundry other items
stirred well with music. :

It also began to keep a weather eye peeled for stars with a pro-
clivity for going off the deep end, as a result of the tempests stirred
up by Al Jolson and Will Rogers.

Jolson gagged about Clara Bow’s “sleeping catercornered in bed”
—and listener outrage was so intense that NBC started censors por-
ing over all scripts. Rogers did an imitation of Coolidge, without
announcing it as such. It had almost the reverberations of Orson
Welles at a later date and his invasion from Mars. Many chuckled,
as Rogers had meant them to do—but President Coolidge was not
among the amused.

More and more eyes were turned to the future. Fans, tired of
building radios, were now going in for constructing television sets.
Cortlandt Street (New York’s radio row) shops did a rush business
in gadgets. NBC demonstrated a process developed by Dr. Alexan-
derson, by which a photo of Jimmy Walker was broadcast to an-
other station 25 miles away in go seconds.

In the year of the big crash, radio had climbed to the nation’s
fourth major industry. It began to go international, with American
programs beamed over CKGW in Toronto, and Dominion stations
in turn broadcasting over NBC. Radio exports were 100 per cent
higher than in 1928, with Chile leading a list of customers including
Argentina, Brazil, Spain, Italy, the Union of South Africa and -
China. There were 594 United States stations, a climb of 261 over
1927, and fully 16,629 licensed amateur stations.

Radio’s first theme song made its appearance with “The Voice of
RKO,” written by Tom Kennedy for the RKO Radio Hour. The
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soap-opera circuit reached out for juvenile trade—“Momma, buy me
a package of Oatmush so I kin get a boxtop to send for a Secret
Seven badge!”—with continued serial shows, based on the plots of
old movie serials.

Winchell went on the air for the first time on January 18, 1929,
over a 42-station hookup, billed as “New York by a Representative
New Yorker.” Harry Lauder was paid $15,000 for three songs by
Enna Jettick Shoes. He not only broke his no-work-Sunday rule,
but threw in a hymn for free. When Station KFI in Los Angeles
announced that he would sing, cancellations flooded into the Los
Angeles theatre where he was booked. Again—“something for noth-
ing.”

Maurice Chevalier made his radio debut for Coty Perfume over
WABC, at a $5,000 payoff. Willie and Eugene Howard appeared
on the NBC Majestic Radio Hour for $2,500 worth of Grisby-Gru-
now Radio Co. stock, a unique emolument for radio. And 1929 was
the year that Pepsodent latched on to Amos 'n’ Andy with a 52-
week NBC contract, six days a week.

The era in radio came to a prophetic close with the announce-
ment by Trade Commissioner S. H. Day at Johannesburg, South
Africa, that television was already being given public demonstra-
tions in that country by the Baird Telephone Co. and the African
Broadcasting Co.

“Radio is here to stay,” Variety confidently summarized at the
close of the Twenties, “as much a part of contemporary interest as
baseball, the weather and prognostications on where is this jazz age
leading us to?”
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If movies had become “the opiate of the people,” as intellectu-
als scoffed, they were also the opiate of its First Citizen by 1920.
To console himself in his illness, President Woodrow Wilson se-
cretly had movies screened for him in the White House two and
three times a week. An enthusiastic movie fan, he dubbed his pro-
jectionist—manager of a local Washington theatre—"“my movie doc-
tor.”

In 1919 movies were leaving every other form of amusement far
behind. Early in the year Variety predicted that war-made million-
aires were contemplating throwing “as much as $1,000,000” into the
movie industry, after a thorough investigation of films as an invest-
ment risk. The prediction was much too conservative.

Marcus Loew garnered millions alone to help expand his empire.
Samuel Goldwyn, Adolph Zukor, William Fox and other moguls
received equally gigantic sums from Wall Street.

By 1920, over 35,000,000 Americans went to the movies at least
once a week—a vastly more infinite total than attended baseball.
Producers began to carp at the nation’s newspapers, which were
devoting 10 times as much space to the diamond than they gave
the screen.

There was a sudden and drastic retrenchment in the film business
in 1g21. The factors were complex, but they had to do with fear of
an impending depression; the high cost of living being felt at the
boxoffice; a plot to discipline movie exhibitors; and a stern attempt
to wipe out the graft and corruption which Wall Street had inspired
in its wake.

Financial chicanery was so flagrant in Hollywood that Variety
ran a slashing attack under the headline: GRAFT IN PICTURES.
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The paper pointed out that the sticky fingers of everybody from
prop boy to producer and president were bleeding film companies
into the boneyard.

No single transaction in the production of a film, it charged, was
free of rakeoff or kickback. Promoters signed stars at $1,500 a week,
who kicked back gladly with $500 a week because they would have
been happy to sign at $750. Stars always knew of “the perfect story,”
managing to get a rakeoff from the author’s agents, who also paid
off the promoters and directors. Thus a $10,000 story sale wound up
costing some $30,000 or more.

The director got his by signing with an agent for exclusive cast-
ing, and by kickbacks from the continuity writer he hired. Actors
loved signing up for a graft-ridden production, because they knew
shooting would be protracted to allow everybody to squeeze as
much loot out of it as possible.

As a consequence, a number of companies went bankrupt, and
others were réorganized. Producers trying to raise money from
banks were turned down firmly. A standard Hollywood gag had a
producer asking a banker for a loan on a picture, to be met with
the reply, “Oil painting, yes. Movie, no.”

An interesting sidelight of the “recession” came from Portland,
Oregon, where a theatre increased receipts by allowing patrons to
pay as they left—a psychological come-on. But the manager was
forced to get back into line by the Northern Film Board of Trade
under penalty of suspension of service.

With the boom that began in 1922, a chastened Hollywood began
to boom again with the times. Its influence strengthened so rapidly
that by 1924 the Federal Government itself was paying Hollywood
a 