VAUDEVILLE

of vaudeville. He achieves great plastic beauty
with distinguished economy of means. He dis-
penses with all superfluous gesture, as does the great
French illustrator. Grock is entirely right about
clownery. You are either funny or you are not.
No amount of study will produce the gift for hu-
mour. It is there, or it isn’t. Grock’s gift for mu-
sicianship is a singular combination to find with the
rest of his artistry. It goes with the remarkably
refined look in his face, however, as he sits upon
the back of the seatless chair, and plays the little
concertina with superb execution. There are no
“jumps” in Grock’s performance. His moods flow
from one into another with a masterly smoothness,
and you are aware when he is finished that you have
never seen that sort of foolery before. Not just
that sort. It is the good mind that satisfies, as in
the case of James Watts, and Miss Shields.

From elephants carrying in their trunks chate-
laines of Shetland ponies, curtseying at the close of
the charming act like a pretty miss at her first com-
ing out, to such work as the Four Danubes give you
as the closing number, with Irene as a lead, you
are, to say the least, carried over the dreadful spots,
such as the young man who sways out like a burlesque
queen and tells you whom he was with before Keith
got him. His name should be “Pusher,” “Advance
Man,” or something of that sort, and not artist.
What he gives you, you could find just as well if not
better done on Fourteenth Street. He has a rib-
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