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LETTERS OF A CANDID PLAYGOER.

My DEear Dick,—The big excitement of the week was, of
course, the first at the St. James’s. Never, except at the Opera,
have I seen a more brilliant audience. Amongst those present
were Princess May, the Duke of York, Debrett’s peerage,
Burke’s landed gentry, Harley-street, and the front page of the
Era. And not only was the audience brilliant, it was also
punctual and sensible. There were no irritating late arrivals;
.and two feeble efforts to work up ¢ receptions” were
peremptorily suppressed by imperative -calls for order,
and audible comments of “Rats!” That this should have
occurred on such an important occasion shows that real first-
nighters resented, as much as I do, a spurious and hysterical
innovation which, had it not been promptly checked, would have
degenerated into a general nuisance. After the emphatic demon-
stration at the St. James’s, it will surprise me very much if we
hear any more of these ridiculous “receptions.”

The result of concentrating the attention of the audience on
its proper object, the stage, was a welcome to Mrs. Pat
Campbell and to George Alexander such as I have rarely heard.
It assured them of the warmest sympathy, and no doubt
encouraged and nerved them for the anxious task they had to

" undertake.

To tell you the plain, unvarnished truth about Jones’s play,
it failed altogether in psychology and satire, and it succeeded

| when it inclined towards popular melodrama. The characteri-

sation puzzled me exceedingly. The majority of the figures
moved about like shadows without a semblance of reality. Lord
Crandover, Percy Blanchflower, Lady Shalford, the old Whip,
and the rest of them loomed and vanished, that is all. Not that
I grumble at it. From the Impressionist point of view, the less
you insist on your background, the more you throw the principal
figures of your picture into prominent relief. Besides, these
secondary people were-not very desirable at best. Much of their
conversation in Lady Skene’s drawing-room was both dull and
in doubtful taste, while their conduct at the Hunt Ball in
calmly sitting round the yard of the Stag Hotel while a lot of
half-drunken youngsters baited the barmaid and sent up her
kisses to a mock auction was at once inconceivable and vulgar.
It led to a flashy finish, to a thoroughly stagy and artificial
“gituation,” and it helped to bring down the curtain of the
first act on a termination that would have done credit to a
melodrama at the Adelphi. But it was altogether out of
place and indefensible in a real play of real modern life. I
do not hesitate to say that if there had been one real
gentleman at that Hunt Ball, he would have promptly sat on
the whole proceeding, and he would have told the roystering
boys that they were a parcel of consummate cads. The

: ] effect and success of the incident, however, I do

‘All this is plain emough.
~ Sir Brice Skene '
nination of a do
inty of purpose as

Itis

rabbit. Dulcie Larondie, a girl of good birth, becomes a =

barmaid, evinces a predilection for deftly conjuring with
the hearts of men, but marries the first blatant boor |
who comes along, develops into a brilliant leader of
fashion, and finally finishes up by propounding psychological
conundrums on the top of the Maritime Alps. David Remon,
the hero, is a cranky astroromer, who adores the barmaid and

drinks copious draughts of Mouton Rothschild. The latter
fact is particularly insisted on in the first act, but for the life
of me I cannot make out why. I suppose that it has some
subtle significance that escapes me. So far as I could gather, Skene
loved wine, woman, and cards. Remonloved wine, woman, and
sun spots. Skene had the pluck to propose to the barmaid.
Remon had not. Moral : When you are in love don’t drink claret.
Skene, I rather fancy, proposed on brandy. Brandy, I know,
was his weakness, for after four years he smells of it strongly,
and his wife tells him so. All his Dutch courage has oozed,
however, for when he is ruined he meanly suggests that his
wife shall borrow money from Remon, who immediately adopts
the proposition, but, in order that no misconstruction shall be

placed on his motives, he, after placing his banking account at
the disposal of Dulcie, retires to wrestle with sun spots in his
foreign observatory.

Dulcie does not spare the cheque-book. She draws £6,000,
and lets Skene have what he wants. Then she turns nasty. I
am not quite clear why. I don’t see why she should not have
stopped at £5,000, or have gone on to £10,000. Anyhow, she
does. Skene is furious, and says that if she is not reasonable
he will take away her child. At this crisis Remon appears. At
length he declares his love. He finds that it is returned. Dulcie
falls into his arms. And at that moment Skene enters the
room. He places his back against the door and folds his arms.
There is an awkward pause. Dulcie goes out, and the two men
are left face to face. 'Then, after all his posturing and scouting,
what do you think the formerly ferocious Skene does? He
does not kick Remon. He does not knock him down. He
does not bring an action for divorce with heavy damages.
Heaven defend us! he asks Remon either to lend him some
money or have a game of cards ! :

Then what does Remon do? He won't lend money and he
won't play cards ; but as there are several packs on the table
he offers to cut Skene, best two out of three, for his wife and
child, undertaking to hand Skene his fortune of £200,000 if
he, Remon, loses! In the middle of this edifying proceeding
Dulcie enters. The men tell her what they are doing, and she
agrees! To wind up with, Remon wins, and immediately
seizes the unfortunate Skene and shakes him like a rat.

T have seen pictures representing Sicilian bandits drawing
lots for their fair captives. I have read of buccaneers casting
dice on the deck of pirate brigs to determine who shall
“possess ” some forlorn maiden. But I never imagined that
such things were even remotely possible in plays of real modern
life. Yet this situation, which was a piece of out-and-out
thorough-going, blood-curdling, old-fashioned melodrama, was
welcomed with as overwhelming a hurricane of applause as if it
had been a brand-new heaven-sent dramatic revelation, The
curtain was raised and lowered I cannot tell you how many
times. Everybody was called and called again. Alexander in
particular was accorded a definite ovation. The audience was
stirred to its depths by the most genuine enthusiasm. Am I
not right, then, in saying that the successful part of Jones’s
play is that which inclines to the melodramatic? You may say
that in real life abnormal people will sometimes do abnormal
things. Very true. But think the thing out quietly, and you
will, I am sure, agree with me that no three people out or
inside of Colney Hatch would do what Remon, Skene, and
Dulciedid. Yet these three did it, and a besieged box-office will
undoubtedly be their reward.
1f The Masqueraders had only ended on this very remarkable
cutting for a partner there would have been several fortunes in
it. A ent the termination is apparently weak. I say appa-
wse the blaze and glare of the third act flings into the
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perhaps than is its due, a final gloomy scene of philo-
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LETTERS OF A CANDID PLAYGOER.

My Dear Dick,—The big excitement of the week was, of
course, the first at the St. James’s. Never, except at the Opera,
have I seen a more brilliant audience. Amongst those present
were Princess May, the Duke of York, Debrett’s peerage,
Burke’s landed gentry, Harley-street, and the front page of the
Era. And not only was the audience brilliant, it was also
punctual and sensible. There were no irritating late arrivals;

.and two feeble efforts to work up ¢ receptions” were
peremptorily suppressed by imperative -calls for order,
and audible comments of “Rats!” That this should have

occurred on such an important occasion shows that real first-
nighters resented, as much as I do, a spurious and hysterical
innovation which, had it not been promptly checked, would have
degenerated into a general nuisance. After the emphatic demon-
stration at the St. James’s, it will surprise me very much if we
hear any more of these ridiculous “receptions.”

The result of concentrating the attention of the audience on
its proper object, the stage, was a welcome to Mrs. Pat
Campbell and to George Alexander such as I have rarely heard.
It assured them of the warmest sympathy, and no doubt
| encouraged and nerved them for the anxious task they had to
undertake.

To tell you the plain, unvarnished truth about Jones’s play,
it failed altogether in psychology and satire, and it succeeded
| when it inclined towards popular melodrama. The characteri-
sation puzzled me exceedingly. The majority of the figures
moved about like shadows without a semblance of reality. Lord
Crandover, Percy Blanchflower, Lady Shalford, the old Whip,
and the rest of them loomed and vanished, that is all. Not that
I grumble at it. From the Impressionist point of view, the less
you insist on your background, the more you throw the principal
figures of your picture into prominent relief. Besides, these
secondary people werenot very desirable at best. Much of their
conversation in Lady Skene’s drawing-room was both dull and
in doubtful taste, while their conduct at the Hunt Ball in
calmly sitting round the yard of the Stag Hotel whilea lot of
half-drunken youngsters baited the barmaid and sent up her
kisses to a mock auction was at once inconceivable and vulgar.
It led to a flashy finish, to a thoroughly stagy and artificial
“gituation,” and it helped to bring down the curtain of the
first act on a termination that would have done credit to a
melodrama at the Adelphi. But it was altogether out of
place and indefensible in a real play of real modern life. I
do not hesitate to say that if there had been one real
gentleman at that Hunt Ball, he would have promptly sat on
the whole proceeding, and he would have told the roystering
boys that they were a parcel of consummate cads. The
‘theatri fect and success of the incident, however, I do
fo 1 deny. ‘All this is plain emough. It is
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rabbit.
barmaid, evinces a predilection for deftly conjuring with
the hearts of men, but marries the first blatant boor
who comes along, develops into a brilliant leader of
fashion, and finally finishes up by propounding psychological
conundrums on the top of the Maritime Alps. David Remon,
the hero, is a cranky astroromer, who adores the barmaid and

Dulcie Larondie, a girl of good birth, becomes a

drinks copious draughts of Mouton Rothschild. The latter
fact is particularly insisted on in the first act, but for the life
of me I cannot make out why. I suppose that it has some
subtle significance that escapes me. So far as I could gather, Skene
loved wine, woman, and cards. Remonloved wine, woman, and
sun spots. Skene had the pluck to propose to the barmaid.
Remon had not. Moral : When you are in love don’t drink claret.
Skene, I rather fancy, proposed on brandy. Brandy, I know,
was his weakness, for after four years he smells of it strongly,
and his wife tells him so. All his Dutch courage has oozed,
however, for when he is ruined he meanly suggests that his
wife shall borrow money from Remon, who immediately adopts
the proposition, but, in order that no misconstruction shall be
placed on his motives, he, after placing his banking account at
the disposal of Dulcie, retires to wrestle with sun spots in his
foreign observatory.

Dulcie does not spare the cheque-book. She draws £6,000,
and lets Skene have what he wants. Then she turns nasty. I
am not quite clear why. I don’t see why she should not have
stopped at £5,000, or have gone on to £10,000. Anyhow, she
does. Skene is furious, and says that if she is not reasonable
he will take away her child. At this crisis Remon appears. At
length he declares his love. He finds that it is returned. Dulecie
falls into his arms. And at that moment Skene enters the
room. He places his back against the door and folds his arms.
There is an awkward pause. Dulcie goes out, and the two men
are left face to face. Then, after all his posturing and scouting,
what do you think the formerly ferocious Skene does? He
does not kick Remon. He does not knock him down. He
does not bring an action for divorce with heavy damages.
Heaven defend us! he asks Remon either to lend him some
money or have a game of cards !

Then what does Remon do? He won't lend money and he
won't play cards ; but as there are several packs on the table
he offers to cut Skene, best two out of three, for his wife and
child, undertaking to hand Skene his fortune of £200,000 if
he, Remon, loses !
Dulcie enters. The men tell her what they are doing, and she
agrees! To wind up with, Remon wins, and immediately
seizes the unfortunate Skene and shakes him like a rat.

I have seen pictures representing Sicilian bandits drawing
lots for their fair captives. I have read of buccaneers casting
dice on the deck of pirate brigs to determine who shall
“ possess ” some forlorn maiden. But I never imagined that
such things were even remotely possible in plays of real modern
life. Yet this situation, which was a piece of out-and-out
thorough-going, blood-curdling, old-fashioned melodrama, was
welcomed with as  overwhelming a hurricane of applause as if it
had been a brand-new heaven-sent dramatic revelation, The
curtain was raised and lowered I cannot tell you how many
times. Everybody was called and called again. Alexander in
particular was accorded a definite ovation. The audience was
stirred to its depths by the most genuine enthusiasm. Am I

not right, then, in saying that the successful part of Jones’s

play is that which inclines to the melodramatic? You may say
that in real life abnormal people will sometimes do abnormal
things. Very true. But think the thing out quietly, and you
will, I am sure, agree with me that no three people out or
inside of Colney Hatch would do what Remon, Skene, and
Dulcie did. Yet these three did it, and a besieged box-office will
undoubtedly be their reward.

If The Masqueraders had only ended on this very remarkable
cutting for a partuner there would have been several fortunes in
it. At present the termination is apparently weak. I say appa-
rently, because the blaze and glare of the third act flings into the

In the middle of this edifying proceeding |

Lilade, more perhaps than is its due, a final gloomy sgene of philo-
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1ic introspection, tearful partings, and suppressed emotion.
Remon takes the prize that he has won just as she stands,
evening dress, baby, and all, in the dead of the night to his
observatory on the top of a mountain. It must have been a weary
journey, for we are distinctly told the time at the end of Act IIL
It is just eleven at night. When they reach the observatory
dawn is breaking. Here Dulcie’s early uncertainty of purpose
and Remon’s initial crankiness suddenly are reasserted. Dulcie
says she cannot be happy with the man she loves, because she
will always be thinking about the man she hates. Remon,
instead of squaring Skene, letting him get a divorce, and subse-
quently marrying Dulcie, goes off to some deadly place in Africa
to look at the transit of Venus, arranging to meet Dulcie later
on in a'very distant star.  This was a rather lame, impotent,
though possibly poetic, termination, and it did not suit the
audience at all. Still, the recollection of the big card scene
was so strong that immediately they recovered from the surprise
of the last curtain come down on nothing in particular, they
renewed their enthusiastic attitude. They called for the author,
y applauded everybody, and went away to discuss one of the
most uneven plays I ever saw produced.
- Mo its acting the play certainly owes a great deal. Alex-
ander’s performance was the triumph of the evening. He
thoroughly deéserves the highest praise. He had thought out
‘the cranky, fitful, emotional character of Remon in its every
rmood and phase. Part madman, part moongazer, part real
}philosopher, Remon stood before us. It was a most
difficult part to portray, but Alexander succeeded mar-
(vellously. His acting would bear volumes of analysis;
to my thinking, it was simply perfect. Mrs. Pat Camp-
bell was less successful. So far as I can judge she is a
woman of one key. She can change that key, but without
modulations or transitions. Paula Ray was a fine plain-sailing
part. Elizabeth Cromwell was equally simple. So was Astrea.
In these she succeeded. Belle Hamilton was complex. So is
{Dulcie. In neither of these was, and is, Mrs. Pat Campbell
;seen at her best. Dulcie shifts and changes just as Remon does.
But Mzs. Campbell does not make the change with all the
subtle care displayed by Alexander. This also is true of
' Herbert Waring as Skene. If drink really did sap the man-
od of this masterful and determined gambler we ought
i to be shown some indication of the change of temperament
br ‘about by four years’ dissipation. We see nothing of
h ~ He gets a little more black under the eyes, and he
wears a black necktie with his evening dress. He is constantly
sulky and occasionally savage in every act. That is all. He
forgets that the man who bids with a defiant curse three
thousand pounds for a kiss in the first act is not at all the same
man who, catching his wife with her lover in the third act,
cringes for money, and finally is ready to stake his very child
to gratify his wild absorbing passion for the ecard-table. In
this one big scene he acted fairly well. But his emotion was
not that of the debased wretch robbed by his own depravity of
the last shred ‘of selfrespect. It was merely the nervous
anxiety of the ordinary gambler over his last stake. A hig
stake, perhaps. A last chance of “getting home.” A desperate
“ plunge.” There was none of the subtlety and insight that
enabled Alexander to make this scene his own. The audience
jrecognised this at once. And while Waring received a very
' proper meed of praise for a piece of good, sound, commonplace
acting, the great and tumultuous cheering was reserved for
Alexander.
The lesser parts were all well played. Willie Elliot, in
particular, was very excellent, and young Vane-Tempest was
rmuig amusingly like young, Vane-Tempest than ever. The
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scenery was altogether admirable, the two first scenes, the
lyard of the Stag Hotel and the drawing-room at Lady Skene’s,
‘being especially good.
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At the St. James’s Theatre on Saturday
‘evening ample proof was afforded of the
i curiosity concerning Mr. Henry A. Jones’s
new play, “ The Masqueraders,” selected by
Mr. George Alexander to take the place of
the finest play of its year, “The Second
Mrs. Tanqueray.” The house might have
been filled twice .over, but the most indis-
putable testimony to the interest in the
novelty was the fact that there were
very  few late - comers, so that to
a less extent than wsual was the
| opening scene interrupted by people mak- |
(ing their way through the stalls to the |
|annoyance of those who, by seating them- |
i selves before the curtain rose, had shown
| consideration for author, manager and per-
| formers, as well as for fellow-members of
| the audience. Among the occupants of
stalls and boxes were certain representatives |
of Literature, Axt, and Science not often |
seen on a first night. Lord and La:dyi
Randolph  Obuvchill had places . just |
behind the orchestra, and alittle in their |
rear was Mr. Goschen ; in two boxes thrown
into one on the grand tier were the Duke
and Duchess of York and the Dukel
and Duachess of Teck ; and below them sat
Lord Londeshorough and party. Altogether
it was one of the most distingunished assem- |
hlages ever drawn to a theatre with the sole
object of witnessing the play. J

“THE MASQUERADERS ” AT THE
ST. JAMES'S THEATRE.

. e el

To the polished art and human feeling with
which the principal character was embodied, and
to ‘(llepower exhibited in the treatment of am
1uqu:nt repll)gte with exceptional dramatic ine
eusity. may be attributed the uvequivocal suce
at the St. James’s Theatre on Sa‘tlurdav nighte:;
Mr. Henry Arthur Jones’s new pfay, *“The
Masguprm}ers." ’ As a stage production it is not
so distinctive in the working out of dotails as
| the majority of its authqr’s dramas, and the
symptoms of hesitation ocgasionally observabla
are the reverse of helpful to sustained attention,
Now and again there is a suspicion of Mr, Jones
having halted between two opinions, and at
these points the play is weak, but where there is
unmistakeable evidence that he has gone boldly
forward and trusted simply to his dramatio
instincts the play is strong, original, and full
of vitality. n gpirit ** The Masqueraders” is
romantic rather than sternly realistic. The
chavacters are in  modern attire, - and
_two or three of ‘the subordinato persous
. ages occasiorally indulge in conversation that
| smacks of the music-hall, but notwithstanding
| this attenpt to bring the period of the plot down
' to our own day, the spectators have to make des
mands upon their imagination in order to acceph
some of the situations. 1In this vespect * The
Masqueraders” is a contrast to **The Second
Mys. Tanqueray.” It is well, perhaps, that it
should be made impossible to. compare the two
plays, even if inclination to do so  were
mani‘est.  Mr. Jones, in the first and
second acts, goes out of his way, as it ap-
pears to us, to introduce types of fashionable
 society, in order that they may utter verbal
ponc&s_ . and moro or less telling hits st the
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| MR. HaLL CAINE'S ADDRESS, 20 be delivered on opening the Session
! of the Philosophical Institution, Edinburgh,

Wednesday, Nov. 7, 1894.

NE of my friends, a gentleman who ought to know, tells me
i that there is too much writing about literature by those who
[ agree with him. The

PN,

ought to be writing the thing itself.
republic of letters appears to be too rarely in session and too often
in dissolution, and its lawgivers, the authors, seem in all ages to be
mounting the hustings, apparently with the unamiable desire of
f tarring and feathering each other in the eye of the world. This
spectacle may not be a very cheerful one, but we are bound to admit
that it is sometimes attended by its compensating advantages.
Literature, like politics, occasionally stands in need of its manifestoes,
Times change, and with the

Pum-
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its platforms, and its policies.
| changing times come changes of literary manners and customs.
Without claiming any authority as a literary lawgiver, I should
like to say something that would be helpful in the creation of a
public opinion favourable to the novel and the drama in their more
modern developments.

B
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WHAT IS THE NOVEL FOR?

There are writers who tell us that such light forms of literature
as the novel and the drama have no moral responsibility whatever.
These writers are of two classes. First, there are those who think
of a novel as Johnson defined it in his dictionary : “ A smooth tale,
generally of love.” A novel to such persons is merely a piece of
recreative reading. The main question about it is—did it amuse ?
As Sydney Smith says: “ Were you, while reading it, surprised at
dinner coming so soon? Did you mistake eleven o'clock for ten
and twelve for eleven? Were you too late to dress, and did you
sit up beyond the usual hour? If a novel Vproduces these effects it
is good. It is only meant to please, and it must do that or it does
nothing.” The second class are those who think too meanly of all
forms of imaginative writing to allow eithe - novel or drama a place
among the works that have anything to do with serious thought or
the real facts of life. Such persons are often historians, and think
the man who finds his facts ready made to his hand works on a far
higher plane than the man who makes them for himself, But they
are sometimes grim theologians, such as Hawthorne imagined in the
grey shadow of his stern old Salem forefather looking down on his
degenerate son, the author of “ The Scarlet Letter.” A writer of
story-books!|  What kind of business in life, what mode of
glorifying God, or being serviceable to mankind in his day and
generation, may that be? Why, the degenerate fellow might as well
have been a fiddler!” With regard to the first of these two classes
I have only to say that, while I would not despise the art of
ministering to the idle hours of busy men, I am so far at one with
the second that if the writer of novels is to hold no better place in
the economy of life than that of a literary merry-andrew, whose

(3)
highest usefulness, perhaps, is to beguile us of the pangs of the
toothache, I had rather be a kitten, and cry *“ Mew!

THE DIDACTIC NOVEL.

But there are other writers who are so far from wanting the
novel and the drama to be a sugar-candy kind of literature, that they
are for ever asking the remorseless German question, “To what
end ?” They are like the senior wrangler of immortal' memoryy: W}.lo,
upon being required to recognize the merits of Paradise Lost,” said,
“Yes, yes, but what does it prove?” These people are for evef
asking us to prove something, and to meet thzflt demand ther.e has
arisen a kind of imaginative work that is sometimes a parable in the
form of a play, sometimes a long lay sermon in the shape of a novejl.
This kind of didactic literature has had its day. It flourished in
the dramas of Joanna Baillie, and it has expressed itself in works of
far higher pretensions and more recent date. I -would not hold up
to ridicule any real literature that makes a serious answer to the
question, “ What can you teach me?” It has appealed to ,r,nar?y
robust and even some imaginative minds.  He teaches Fancy,” said
Johnson of Richardson, “to speak with the voice of Virtue.” For
my own part I had rather she spoke with the voice oij Nature. The
other day I came upon a treatise, published early in the century,
which was entitled  Morality in Fiction,” but ought to have been
called “ The whole duty of the novelist.” It set forth by a series ?f
rules the means by which a novel might be written so that it
should have a proper effect on the morality of the world. The h.ero
was to be handsome, for that was a ready way to our sympathle-s.
He was to be thoroughly educated, for that enabled him to move in
all societies. He was to be fairly rich, for that left him free to move
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about in the cause of charity or philanthropy, or love, or adventure,
as the story might require. In short the subject and the plot, the
scenes and the characters were to be perfect, so that the lesson they
were to teach might be irreproachable. Well, I am not for saying
that a novel could not be written on these lines, rigid as they are;
but when finished I fear it would have one fault—the fault of the

famous racehorse that had every virtue, and only one disadvantage—
it was dead.

HAS ART ANY MORALITY ?

These writers regard the ethics of a book as the great thing
but there are other writers who so regard the wsthetics. They say
the duty of a story-teller is to tell stories, not to preach sermons.
A novel should not be an abstract idea put into the form of a human
allegory, and, like the figures on the front of a barrel organ, ground
out to slow music by the machinery inside. It should not be
conspicuous branded with an aphorism. It should not even have a
moral. It should be no more moral than a story in the “ Arabian
Nights.” Art and morality have nothing to do with each other.
When the novelist or dramatist presents his characters he should
stand aside from them; he should disappear, he should annihilate
himself. This is the attitude of many of the more notable French
authors at the present moment. I think it extraordinary that the
doctrine should have taken such hold in France, considering the
influence on French fiction of our English Richardson, who was
the first of moralists, the enormous vogue of Victor Hugo, who was
for ever claiming to have put abstract ideas into concrete form; and
the power of the French drama, which is always trying to put down
something and to assume the right to teach a higher morality.
Youwill find the pros and cons at full length in the correspondence

(5)

of George Sand with Gustave Flaubert. Flaubert had published
“ Madame Bovary,” and the book that he meant for a merciless and
striking lesson given to unconscientious and faithless women, had
been regarded as immoral and denounced as a scandal. He was
angry and down-hearted, but all that he got from George Sand was
a sort of Job's comfort which amounted in effect to “serve you
right.” George Sand urged that Flaubert should have made his
lesson plain. He ought not have withheld his own opinion of his
heroine, her husband, and her lovers. Six sentences spoken in his
own person would have left the reader in no uncertainty as to the
opinion he should form. Without these six sentences the reader,
seeing only bad people, understands that the bad people are intended
for his sympathy, and he is shocked. To all this Flaubert had one
answer. He would be infringing the rules of art if for a moment
he disclosed his own thought and the object of his literary under-
taking. Let the people find it out for themselves. That was their
business.
MORAL AIM OF NOVELISTS AND DRAMATISTS.

The general practice of nearly all the great masters is against
Flaubert. It is, perhaps, natural that Richardson should keep his
intention to the front. He was born to be a censor of morals.
His early boyish fables concocted for the amusement of his school-
fellows always carried a moral lesson. With less invention
Richardson would probably have been a clergyman; with more
he might have been a bishop; he was bound to be a preacher.
It is startling that Fielding laid claim to moral intention. He
says pointedly, in a prefage, that by displaying the beauty of virtue
he had attempted to convince men that their true interest directed
them to a pursuit of her. De Foe, too, was much given to good
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sound and simple moralisings of the Benjamin Franklin kind, and
Dickens’s morality was, as Mr. Leslie Stephen says, as sharply cut
as that of Asop’s fables. Charlotte Bronte tells us plainly that her
aim was to show us Adam’s son earning Adam’s wages, and George
Eliot held her gifts so earnestly as a minister, that she was never
tired of enforcing her lesson. “ Great facts,” she says, “have
struggled to find a voice through me, and have only been able to
speak brokenly.” As for the drama, the moral conscience seems
to be all over it. In France the younger Dumas has been all his
life tilting at what he considers abuses—the marriage law, the
laws of legitimation, and even the demi-monde.

THE GREAT IMPARTIAL ARTISTS—SHAKESPEARE AND SCOTT.

Against this array of genius on the side of conscious moral
intention we can mention two names only, but, perhaps, they are
the greatest names in literature—Shakspeare and Scott. M. Taine
calls them ‘the great impartial artists,” meaning that they are the
two great speakers who were unconscious of an aim in speaking.
“ Beyond drawing audiences to the Globe Theatre,” says Carlyle,
“ Shakspeare contemplated no result in those plays of his.

Beyond earning fifteen thousand a year to buy farms with Scott
contemplated no result from his novels. . . . No literary man
of any generation,” he continues, ““ had less value than Scott for the
immaterial part of his mission,” for that part of it which could
not be looked at, handled, and buttoned up in his breeches pockets.
And seeing this, that our highest literary men of the sixteenth
century, as well as our highest literary, men of the nineteenth
century, who both immeasurably beyond all others commanded
the world’s ear, had either nothing to say, or preferred to be

C7)

unencumbered by an ulterior aim, the greater part of writers and
readers have concluded that in a novel or a drama it is best to say
nothing. Carlyle does not take this view. That Scott has noth'ing
to say is a reproach in Carlyle’s eyes. ** Not profitable for doctrine,
for reproof, for building up.” The John Knox in Carlyle sees
only the Rob Roy in Scott, and Scott descends, as a consequence,
from the rank of a great man. But the ordinary work-a-day world
does not carry the moral sentiment so high. * Literature,” says
Mr. Birrell, “exists to please, to brighten the burden of men’s
lives, to make them forget for a short while their sorrows and
their sins, their silenced hearths, their disappointed hopes.” In
short, literature is a sort of intellectual soporific.

THE NOVELIST BEHIND THE NOVEL.

The truth appears to be an art question more than an ethical
one. I cannot believe that British humanity, at all events, feels an
opposition to morality itself, that it has any objection to being
preached at. It is preached at on Sunday, and it is preached at on
Monday ; it is preached at from the Pulpit, and it is preached at
from the Press ; it is preached at when it is born, it is preached at
when it is married, and it is preached over when it is dead—no, I
cannot believe that it has any rooted objection to being preached at.
And taking its preaching from so many mouths, I think it would
take it as resignedly from the mouths of the novelist and the
dramatist also, but for one fundamental difficulty. It is in terror lest
the play should become as dull as the pulpit sometimes is, lest t}%e
three-volume novel should, become a three-volume tract. The fact is
that our western genius cannot develop a story from an idea. .They
say the eastern genius has that gift. 1 know very little Oriental
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literature. The story-teller in the market-place of an eastern city
seems to hold his circle of hearers by a spell, but their grinning
faces have sometimes made me suspect that the centre of interest
was not unlike that which brings a crowd around a print-shop in
Holywell-street. However it may be with the eastern genius,
certainly the western genius, when it tries to combine imagination
with moral aim, is like a bear dancing in chains. It lacks freedom,
spontaneity, and vitality, and these are the qualities which a novel
or a drama must have first, whatever else it falls short of. Give us
freedom, says the reader to the novelist; give us spontaneity, give us
vitality, in a word give us nature—and we'll get the preachers to
give us the sermons.

But I would say to the novelist and the dramatist, don’t think
that conscience has therefore no place in the novel. Though youare
incapable of putting a moral idea into a work as a motive, don't
suppose that your work is unmoral, and that you are free from
moral responsibility. Your work is what you are. It cannot help
but carry with it the moral atmosphere in which you live. The
worth of it will be precisely your own worth. Tell me what manner
of man you are, and I'll tell you what the moral effect of your work
will be. Strip it of all moralisings, all aphorisms, all texts, all
moral platitudes, but don’t imagine that you are therefore stripping
it of all moral effect. You cannot obliterate all trace of yourself,
you cannot disappear behind your work—it is not human, it is not
possible.  If Shakespeare and Scott are impartial artists (of
Shakespeare I don’t believe it for a moment), their work is none the
less moral or immoral.

It is a frightening thought that the morality of a man’'s book is
exactly his own morality. This is most of all true in imaginative
literature. Imagination is a chemical which, let a man pour it on
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: h,” given to astronomy. Auother
~hab the hotel is Siv Brice Skene, who has
D EaeLomait s Hincinui Disgiiaie e
! chelcest blackguard in 1d.”” David is in love
'lfv‘i&_, the barmaid, Dulcie Larondie, and Skene it

is clear intends to'baulk him in his hopes. The

_difference in the social _positions. of Pulcie.and

-Sir Brice is not great. She and her st

a nurse, ave of a good ily,

in circumstances, Sir Erice does not elzim
to_ be anytlhiug but a reprobate, whilst David
believes in the purity women, and has
not altogether lost fai in the hononr of
mon. The Yivals ave brought into eollision
at a hunt ball, Dulcie, interested in the widow
and orphans of 2 huutsman svho some time before
broke his neck, thinksit a good opportudity to
appeal on their behalf to the wembers: of the
hunt. A roysterer whilst standing at the hotel
bar, suggests to his eompanions that a Kkiss from
the pretty barmaid should be put up to anction,
and the proceeds given to the giat'x,- famil
Dulecie protests, but the freak is carried ont, aud
the bidding culminates in a con between
‘wealthy Sir Brice and the compara :
David Remon. Hoping to relieve

such an embarrassing position, avid at
“offers a thousaud guineas. Then Sir Bri
,1,50;,,;1;:?&9;;}4. 2’“%3‘360 offer immedi

L eapped ir Brice wi Q00
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_ Atter signing his che d giv
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" mock auctioneer, Sir %rieé

| pany with the statement

| asked Miss Larondie

' now renews tha offer.
~__Four yeal

The furious energv of this scene
description, and nothing that could
its effectiveness is wanting either from
Alexander as David, or Mr. Herbert
Sir Brice. . 3 =

The finalact is laid in David’s obs: :

‘at night. David brings Dulcie into -
room and dwells upon the happiness that
js at length in store fer them.
Dulcie does not regard the situation
quite the same light. She admits that she love
him, but to live with him under present circum-
stances would be more horrible to her than to et
back to the brute whese roof she has just yuitted.
To her remonstrances are shortly added th
the faithful sister, who explains that it
f)ossible for David, in any sense, to

uleie’s husband until Sir Brice
her. Helen says, * You have made
sacrifices for her, make this one las
Keep her pure for her child.” Hi
enters to remind him that his fellow:
are awaiting him to lead them to Af: g
curtain falls as David leaves the beloved Du

_and goes on his self-imposed mission.

* The unsatisfactory nature of this ending
scarcely requires to be pointed out. David has
no other guarantes than Sir Brice’s word
the despicable and desperate husband will
again seek his wite when he knows his_rival
left for Africa. But the parti 1
Dulcie is seb ) ith

ression by Mr. Alexander 7

atrick Campbell that the abraptness of the
finale is not realised. The part of David
most advantageonsly developes the talont of ]
Alexander for indicating suppressed as ;
%ronounced emotion. To some of the chs

avid is rather a fantastic being until the
tunity arrives for avenging the cruelly
Brice to Dulcie. Then there is no longer
conceal with such care the passion
Dulcie that did not flicker and expire w

elected to become Lady Skene. The
cleverly contrives to let the audience
secret, but they are nevertheless s :
determination shown in the ¢

derand Waring geb all the effect possible
scene that in a fow days will be the talk
don, and which everybody favourabl
to the modern drama will make a point of
Bat it is the harmony of bis
‘throngl?ont, and the ability with e
‘with the manifold lights and shades ef
racter, that entitle Mr. Alexander to the hea t
complimonts. His David Remon is an embodi-
ment destined to live in t-‘e memory of playgoers.
Mrs. Patrick Campbell, as Dulcie, finds the
best scope for her command of passion in a scene
in the third act, in which the wretched wife
hysterically dwells upon the mistake she ‘has
ot S o o e
ctress is quite equal to the ims m upon
hez, ¥ ‘%n the final act her manuer and de-
livery of Dulcie’s expostulations are charged with
the deepest pathos. Mr. Herbert Waring shares
the honours with Mr. Alexander in the |
scene of the play, and elsewhere also presents
vivid picture of the vindictive and of
gamester Sir Brice. Mr. Elliot, asan a
selfish retailer of seandal, rattles
cynical utterances ‘wifth considerable
and in other parts creditable work is
Miss Granville (the nurse, Helen Larond
H. V. Esmond (David’s eccentric broth
, Miss Irene Vanbrugl
mounting of the play is on the most Iib
The courtyard of the hotel, withits old
galleries solidly built, and with the cro
hunters in their scarlet coth‘h:&ﬂ
dressed ladies assembled for the ball, -
a particularly animated spectacle.
The rm%t;fon of the play on Saturday
ronghiy satisfactory. The applause at t
of the third act—the card-cutting sc

_the most enthusiastic dwmt;:x
calls fo

_close there werve hearty
! the
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sophic introspection, tearful partings, and suppressed emotion.

Remon takes the prize that he has won just as she stands,
evening dress, baby, and all, in the dead of the night to his
observatory on the top of a mountain. It must have been a weary
journey, for we are distinctly told the time at the end of Act IIL
It is just eleven at night. When they reach the observatory
dawn is breaking. Here Dulcie’s early uncertainty of purpose
‘and Remon’s initial crankiness suddenly are reasserted. Dulcie
says she cannot be happy with the man she loves, because she
will always be thinking about the man she hates. Remon,
instead of squaring Skene, letting him get a divorce, and subse-
quently marrying Dulcie, goes off to some deadly place in Africa
to look at the transit of Venus, arranging to meet Dulcie later
on in a'very distant star.  This was a rather lame, impotent,
(though possibly poetic, termination, and it did not suit the
|audience at all. Still, the recollection of the big card scene
|was so strong that immediately they recovered from the surprise
| of seeing the last curtain come down on nothing in particular, they
renewed their enthusiastic attitude. They called for the author,
'they applauded everybody, and went away to discuss one of the
most uneven plays I ever saw produced.

To its acting the play certainly owes a great deal. Alex-
|ander’s performance was the triumph of the evening. He
!thoroughly deserves the highest praise. ~He had thought out
‘the cranky, fitful, emotional character of Remon in its every
1mood and phase. Part madman, part moongazer, part real
i philosopher, Remon stood before us. It was a most
difficult part to portray, but Alexander succeeded mar-
ivellously. His acting would bear volumes of analysis;
{to my thinking, it was simply perfect. Mrs. Pat Camp-
bell was less successful. So far as I can judge she is a
woman of one key. She can change that key, but without
modulations or transitions. Paula Ray was a fine plain-sailing
part. Elizabeth Cromwell was equally simple. So was Astrea.

/| In these she succeeded, Belle Hamilton was complex. So is
{iDulcie. In neither of these was, and is, Mrs. Pat Campbell

' seen at her best. Dulcie shifts and changes just as Remon does.
| But Mrs. Campbell does not make the change with all the
| subtle care displayed by Alexander. This also is true of
! Herbert Waring as Skene. If drink really did sap the man-

" hood of this masterful and determined gambler we ought

ito be shown some indication of the change of temperament
I brought about by four years’ dissipation. We see nothing of
i the sort. He gets a little more black under the eyes, and he
"wears a black necktie with his evening dress. He is constantly
sulky and occasionally savage in every act, That is all. He
forgets that the man who bids with a defiant curse three
thousand pounds for a kiss in the first act is not at all the same
man who, catching his wife with her lover in the third act,
cringes for money, and finally is ready to stake his very child
to gratify his wild absorbing passion for the card-table. In
this one big scene he acted fairly well. But his emotion was
not that of the debased wretch robbed by his own depravity of
the last shred -of self-respect. It was merely the nervous
anxiety of the ordinary gambler over his last stake. A hig
stake, perhaps. A last chance of “getting home.” A desperate
‘ plunge.” There was none of the subtlety and insight that
enabled Alexander to make this scene his own. The audience
jrecognised this at once. And while Waring received a very
' proper meed of praise for a piece of good, sound, commonplace
acting, the great and tumultuous cheering was reserved for
Alexander.

The lesser parts were all well played. Willie Elliot, in
particular, was very excellent, and young Vane-Tempest was
more amusingly like young, Vane-Tempest than ever. The
scenery was altogether admirable, the two first scenes, the

yard of the S ?@ﬁﬁ\ﬁ&ﬂeﬁ@ﬁiﬁ%&%ﬁﬂpﬁ atodady Skene’s,

being especiallyg0oo =
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