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HOW GILDA VARESI WROTE “ENTER MADAME.” 

By Minnie Milne

Gilda Varesi informed me one day she was 
writing a play. “Yes?” I answered. I was 
an intimate friend and not obliged to assume 
a thrilled expectancy. Her genius as an ac
tress could not surprise me. I expected her 
always to sway, fascinate, charm the public, 
but a play! Forgive me. About every other 
actor I meet is going to make a fortune with 
a drama or a chicken farm. Well, “Enter 
Madame” by Gilda Varesi and Mrs. 
Byrnes, the greater part by Gilda Varesi— 
made an instantaneous hit. Maybe, I will 
some day visit a model actor-chicken farm. 
Maybe.

Miss Varesi and I were living at 317 
West 47th Street, when the spirit moved her 
to write. Every day she came to my room 
to read her play. It grew and grew. Its 
charm surprised the author and the intimate 
friend. One night she jumped up and down 
and asked, “Min, that does sound well. I 
didn’t think I could do anything like that, did 
you?” A truthful negative was my answer.

Miss Varesi was frail. She was playing an 
arduous role in “The Jest” at night, yet work
ing all day at the play. Hard work, persis
tence, untiring energy, plus genius made 
Gilda Varesi’s success.

It was finished. Now to place it. Hope 
one day, disappointment the next, but at last, 
glorious news. Brock Pemberton, bless him, 
accepted the play and gave Gilda Varesi 
the part of “Madame” and I was to have the 
role of the stiff secretary.

We rehearsed four weeks. One hot, rainy 
night in August, Gilda Varesi and “yours 
truly” got into a taxi and were driven to the 
Garrick Theatre—to open cold, as we call 
it. We shivered with fear and excitement. 
Miss Varesi said, “Cheer up, Min—we’ll get 
two weeks salary anyway.”

The house was sold out. The audience 
tense, expectant. Miss Varesi was loved by 
her fellow actors, by the public who had 
seen her make small parts stand out like 
comets. What would she do in her own play 
in a star part?

Bravos, curtain calls—wild enthusiasm 
the first night, then tickets sold weeks in ad
vance. A solid artistic and financial success.

Gilda Varesi more surprised than anyone 
else. Her years of devotion to the theatre at 
last rewarded. How she enjoyed it, how she 
showered her friends with gifts—how she 
adored a luxurious apartment.

Practically a year in New York, then Chi
cago, Philadelphia, Washington—London.

We crossed on the George Washington. 
There was a terrific storm. We sometimes 
doubted whether we would ever see England. 
Having heard drowning was a comparatively 
easy death, I was quite placid. Miss Varesi 
informed me I did not have sense enough to 
be afraid, perhaps truthfully, but a certain 
Mr. John Archibald, barrister, was in Lon
don, waiting to make Miss Varesi his bride. 
Naturally, England held more allurement for 
her than for me. Lillian Russell was on 
board and when we began to hope for a 
future life on this earth, I asked that the pas
sengers sign a paper, to be sent to Washing
ton in recognition of the bravery and skill of 
our captain and crew.

We did reach London. We did enjoy 
playing to our fine English audiences.

One Saturday morning a few friends saw 
Gilda Varesi married to Mr. John Archi
bald. A few weeks later we closed. I went 
to Paris for three weeks and on my return to 
London visited the bride and groom in their 
beautiful home opposite Regent’s Park. I’m 
sure they will live happily ever after. So 
ends the fairy tale.

Miss Varesi’s—oh I forgot—Mrs. Archi
bald’s letters are full of my John—my dar
ling home—but I hope she will play again. 
She has so, so much to give the world, yet I 
would not have the world steal one joy from 
her splendid husband.

I’m proud, so proud of Gilda Varesi- 
Archibald’s friendship.

Our doubts are traitors, and make us lose 
the good we oft might win

By fearing to attempt.

—Shakespeare.

DRAMA OF THE BLACK LAMAS

NICHOLAS ROERICH VIEWS TIBETAN RITUALS 
ON HIS EXPEDITION 

By Frances R. Grant

Among all nations, drama plays its great 
part. For, from the very dawn of a race, the 
people begin to turn their fantasies and the 
lore of their religions into play. And from 
play develops the theater, one of the most po
tent art forces of any nation. In the East 
is this especially so, for there the fantasy 
envelops all acts of life and makes drama an 
essential expression of the people. Asva- 
gosha, the great seer of India, and one of its 
greatest Teachers, was a dramatist and it was 
through the medium of the Theater that he 
illuminated the doctrines of Buddhism for all 
times.

Passing further north into Tibet, land of 
the Buddhists, we come upon drama as part 
of the religion, and like our own first Miracle 
and Mystery plays which found shelter under 
the wing of the church—it is the lama and 
the monastery which are the parents of Ti
betan Theater.

It is during their sacred festival days, that 
the mystery dances and plays of the lamas 
are performed. High upon the mountains 
in the white Himalayan sunlight, lamas don 
their costumes of saint and devil and enact the 
tale of the adventures of the spirit, much as 
we were wont to tell the tale of the “Every
man” in our early dramatic life.

It was during his Expedition into the heart

of Asia—where he now is—that Professor 
Nicholas Roerich, the great contemporary 
master, visited the monasteries of Tibet, wit
nessing the miracles and dances, often never 
heretofore seen by Western Eyes.

As an artist, and as one to whom the spirit 
of the East seemed to unfold itself, Roerich 
won the complete love and reverence of the 
East, which received him as her own and gave 
to him the key of her heart and spirit. It was 
on his caravan trips to the monasteries in the 
various parts of Buddhist life, that he tells of 
the miracles performed by the lamas (priests) 
of both the Yellow and Red sects, the two 
sects of Tibet.

It is during the religious festivals that Pro
fessor Roerich witnesseth the Eastern drama. 
From far and near the pilgrims gather at the 
monasteries to attend the rituals, and in the 
morning before the beginning of the sacred 
rites one sees the beauty of their native ex
pressions. Groups gather here and there 
under the colored canopies of the tents. At 
one, a lama is intoning Tantrik songs, ac
companied by hand drums and gongs. Not 
far off a group of Nepolese are clapping their 
hands in rhythmic beat and singing. In their 
midst, a woman, with immobile features, is 
dancing the Sherpa, a dance full of magic 
gestures, which she interrupts occasionally by
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a fluttering movement of her hands and by 
uttering a weird, bird-like cry. And thus 
with music these pilgrims await the sacred 
rite, sometimes dancing around the sacred 
stupas and singing perhaps “In a monastery 
dwells our Lord Buddha. We bring to him 
our offering.”

In the ritual plays of the Tibetans, we 
find an expression quite free from outside in
fluence. These plays are performed at the 
monasteries on special occasions and have 
rarely been witnessed by Europeans. For the 
trip to these monasteries is generally a very 
hazardous one, as most of these holy places 
are up on high impassable mountain peaks. 
Such, for instance, is Tashiding, where one, 
in addition to passing gulches and juts, has to 
cross a swinging bamboo bridge which threat
ens with each motion to rock you into eter
nity or into the sacred river hundreds of feet 
below.

The ritual plays, nevertheless, merit the 
journey, being rich in symbol, full of the spirit 
of the East and beautiful in form. They 
are performed by the lamas and on the given 
holiday are presented twice, once in the day, 
when the general audience of pilgrims may 
witness them, and again in the evening, when 
the ceremony is given its real ritualistic signi
ficance and when it is full of secret incan
tations.

The plays are all comparable to our own 
miracle and mystery plays, but, naturally, full 
of Eastern belief and filled with reverence 
for the Eastern rites. They open with a 
procession of prayer, incanted by the lama. 
It is significant that all prayers are accom
panied by music. For instance, these prayers 
are intoned to the mellow' sound of trumpets 
and conch shell.

Following the prayers a choir of trumpets 
of great length, ten feet or more, and with 
a pitch lower and more resonant than any 
Western instrument suddenly blaze forth in 
unison a tremendous vibrant tone long drawn, 
which ascends in a roped cadenza to an 
octave higher and is reiterated at that pitch 
throughout the entire dance like an accom
panying voice of nature. This pedal note is 
enriched by a harmonization carried on by 
drums, gongs and flute, with occasional chimes 
from silver bells and discs. In addition to 
drums which beat a rhythmic accompaniment, 
they have pitched drums on which is played

the semblance of a tune; but the chief melody 
is carried by a hand-made flute, about a yard 
long and exquisitely rich in tone.

The dances in the plays are highly rhyth
mical, the rhythms not being interrupted by 
the trend of the story, which, for instance, 
may concern the adventures of the spirit after 
death. We see the supposed dead body 
brought in and the guardians of the ceme
tery watching over his well-being. The evil 
spirits begin their machinations to capture the 
spirit, but their conjurations, their gestures 
are all of no avail. Then enter the good 
spirits and ultimately gain possession over 
the departed spirit. Throughout there is a 
wide diversion of the choral and solo dances. 
For instance, the sinister figure of the King 
of Hell does his exotic dance with broad 
gestures full of magic movements. Then 
perhaps there may be other interludes in the 
form of the whirling Dance of the Black 
Monks and those of the Animal Spirits.

Throughout the ritual the heroic figure is 
the religious protector, the Guru, who hovers 
around the spirit, ever anxious to send it into 
the arms of the benevolent ones. Now is the 
ritual lacking in humor—every so often there 
is a divertissement given by fun-makers, some
what in the manner of our clowns. A beau
tiful part of the ritual is during the pauses, 
when processions of lamas come out throw
ing in the air their offerings to nature, such 
as rice and incense, thus appeasing the spirits 
of nature for the approaching year.

Seeing the dances of the Buddhist, noting 
the joy of the night rituals which glow with 
rows of sacrificial fires Professor Roerich 
sees again the hordes of Asia. “In this very 
manner” he writes, “did the hords of Chigis 
and Timur pursue their midnight games. 
Erect, alike, stood the towering banners and 
the spears. Alike frenzied was the throbbing 
of the giant drums and the ringing of the 
gongs. This is the sport of Asia Conquer- 
ess—the joy of Asia unified!

“This art responds to the mystery of the 
cradle of humanity. It forms a special hearth 
to which in time shall be directed inquiries 
and researches. Only it is necessary to knock 
upon the doors of this beauty without threats, 
without weapons, without pillage. With full 
real new knowledge must we gather the pearls 
of profound and anonymous achievement.”

PARIS AND INTERIOR DECORATION

By Marguerite E. Snider

For centuries architects have looked to 
Greece and Rome for knowledge and inspira
tion ; painters and sculptors to Italy, and of 
later years interior decorators have sought 
out Paris. That there is an inalienable bond 
between Paris and interior decoration is not 
to be denied. Scarcely a great court of Eu
rope since the middle of the seventeenth 
century was not modelled or remodelled after 
that of Versailles. In Russia one finds a 
crude rhythmic style which is obviously but a 
Russianized Louis XV. Our own American 
colonial in its later stages amounts to a varia
tion of the French Directoire and Empire 
styles. “L’Art Nouveau,” the free, flowing, 
“back to nature” style of the nineteenth cen
tury, though it has somewhat lost favor in 
France, has flourished in northern Spain and 
is singing its swan song (we hope) in the gi
gantic cathedral of Barcelona. Pictures of 
the late exposition leave nothing to be said of 
the influence of France’s youngest child of 
fancy upon “arts decoratifs” of modern Eu
rope, Asia and Africa, while America, 
though not so prone to accept the new style, 
is adopting the seventeenth and eighteenth 
century styles of France, till there is not a 
country boasting western civilization but 
whose decoration bears the undeniable im
print of one or more of the French styles.

That the great styles should have been 
born in or near Paris is not surprising when 
one notes the character of the French people. 
A race of great enthusiasm and spontaneity, 
quick and excitable, capable of dealing with 
but one idea at a time, they have put heart 
and soul into whatever they attempted, work
ing together to one end. Gifted with great 
originality, a supreme individuality and a love 
for anything new and different, they have cre
ated much—much that was' good and more 
that was bad; but the prevailing French taste 
and the love of beauty, quick to recognize 
and champion art, preserved what was good 
and allowed the rest to be swept away by 
the avalanche of the next style. Often there 
were mistakes and some of France’s greatest 
art treasures have given place to unworthy 
successors. But save for the ruinous marbliz-

ing and whitewash of Louis Phillipe, which 
is, perhaps, after all, preserved only for the 
fine architecture which it covers, France has 
cherished little that is without merit. The 
contorted forms, the bizarre lines of the “art 
nouveau” of the end of the last century is 
even now being swept away by the simple 
forms, flat surfaces and direct lines of the 
newer style and its garish, grating colors are 
disappearing under the tendency toward 
greys, beiges, silvers and the subtler harmo
nies of the twentieth century style. True, 
much remains that is bad and there is much 
in the new that is equally bad, but the new 
style is young, is still in its experimental stage. 
Give it time, and we shall find that France 
has given us another great style as well suited 
to modern life and as expressive of it as was 
Gothic to the simple life of its day and to the 
glory of God; as was the style of Louis XIV 
to the court life of the last half of the seven
teenth century and to the glory of “Le Grand 
Monarque,” for today the only greater thing 
Paris can say of a piece of furniture than to 
call it “tres ancien” is to proclaim it “haut 
nouveaute.”

In the Loire valley one can study to his 
heart’s content the Gothic and Renaissance 
chateaux, at Versailles and in Bordeau the 
styles of the seventeenth and eighteenth cen
turies, at Malmaison, the Empire and in 
Paris all of them. From Paris it is but a short 
jaunt to Spain, Italy, Holland and England, 
the centers of the few non-French styles 
which are important to decorators.

Too, in Paris a student has prestige. In 
America he is “only a student” until he has 
proved himself great; in Paris he is a possible 
genius until he has proved himself otherwise. 
In museums here a foreign student is freely 
granted privileges he cannot obtain in the mu
seums of his own country.

So when the great tirade of criticism which 
was once hurled upon the now loved furniture 
of the Louis XV period has been cast off by 
the present style and an understanding 
world is flaunting it against some future in
novation, Paris will still be the mecca of 
students of interior decoration.


