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One day Zola gave a breakfast to his publishers on a little
island in the Bois de Boulogne, and Yvette was there to amuse
them. She sat in her usual drooping fashion under the shadow
of one of the spring trees, and listened to Zola’s pitiful account
of his early strugales when he fought for bread and recognition.
‘As he waxed eloquent she leaned forvva,rd her elbows on her
knees, her face in the palms of her hands.
~ When he had finished and he had called upon her for a song,

she rose and sang it with all the abandon, the fling, the swing,
the diabolical proficiency of her craft; and as she stood and
sung, the sun, with its usual merciless irony, shone through the
leaves full on to the painted face, into the weary eyes, and
sought out the dye of her hair and the disorder of her gown.

Finally, 15019t Womens %\t&gtgrmta&eausdrops on her
cheek whlch had stood Lhere since éola s remtal
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The run of Z%¢ Masqueraders was resumed at the St. James's on
Saturday night before an enthusiastic audience, Miss Evelyn Millard, as
the heroine, has certainly this advantage over Mrs. Patrick Campbell, that
her heart is entirely in her work. She is, perhaps, rather too much of the
barmaid in the first act, and does not sufficiently indicate Dalcie’s under-
lying distaste for her position ; but in the subsequent acts she is all that
can be desired. Mr. Alexander, Mr. Waring, Mr. Esmond, Mr. Elliott,
and Miss Granville are as good as ever, and the sheer brute force, if one

to a very high pitch of excitement. W. A,

] o7 EEEmEmsT o -



ST. JAMES'S. :
Before a very large and enthusiastic house, on the
evening of the 28th ult., Mr George Alexander and his
elever company performed for the last time, previous
#o their taking a much-needed rest, Mr H. A. Jones’s
most successtul play Zhe Masqueraders. Had the
iece been entirely new, its interesting story could not
g&ve elicited closer attention or heartier applause. The
eelebrated Card scene was rendered by Mr Alexander,
Mr Herbert Waring, and Mrs Patrick Campbell with a
wer and an artistic restraint that held the house in |
ushed silence, and the whole of the cast worthily con-
tributed to a superb representation. At the conclusion
of the play Mr Alexander was the recipient of one of
those remarkable ovations that the British public reserve |
only for their most cherished entertainers, and, after |
eoming again and again to the footlights, he at length
‘halted, and took his leave in the following words :—
“Ladies and Gentlemen,—I cannot refrain from
thanking you, and my friends the public generally,
for the more than liberal support you have bestowed
upon me during the past season. It is ome of the
Aifficulties of theatrical management that any con-
spicuous success—gratifying as it may be—becomes a |
source of serious embarrassment when the next pro-
duction has to be considered. Ihave no doubt that my
A#riend George Copeland discovered, when he stood on
Ahe top of Mount St. Elias, that his position did little
for him but to show him how many equally difficult
peaks there were still to climb, and that his feelings
must have been somewhat akin to mine when I had to |
«consider a worthy successor to The Second Mrs Tan-
-queray. Happily, by the skilful aid of Henry Arthur
Jones, by the valuable co-operation of my old comrade |
Herbert Waring, and many members of my company, |
as well as by your kind favour, this arduous task was
surmounted, and as the result I am happy to be able
4o report to you the most prosperous season in my |
experience as a manager. To-night we close the theatre,
firstly for a much-needed rest, for since September we
have given no fewer than 319 performances, and,
secondly, for our annual visit to the great provincial
cities. In November we shall resume the run of 7he
Masqueraders, which is only broken to-night while, I |
am glad to say, in a most encouraging state of vitality.
-Ur:fil ;hen, la:;iies and gentleman, I bid you a grateful
and affectionatepda9-gstsr Womer's: Wniviersitye L
and cll)l;eehrfll)ﬂly tl?ee e :enewal olf those relations bet‘t;ugﬁ
us which have been, to me at least, so ouragin
20 delightful.” , encouraging and
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| SARAH BERNHARDT IN

“LA FEMME DE CLAUDE.”

i
' |FROM OUR CORRESPONDENT.]

! PARIS, MoNDAY NIGHT.
To-night’s revival of “La Femme de
Claude” is eventful in a double sense.
Quite apart from the longing of Paxis to
see her present idol in one of the niches
where the great Aimée Desclée was wor-
shipped, the score or so of years which have
elapsed since the production of the much con-
tested piecehave given it newlife, Alexandre
Dumas entered the arena with a code of
ethics in his hand. His plays symbolised a
thesis; and “La Femme de Clande” con-
tinued the brutal sanction of his new com-
mandment, “Kill her,” as applied to the
treason of a faithless woman. The storm
which broke out at the Gymmase on the
first might is now forgotten. The chains
of marriage in France have been
unloosened by the Naquet divoree law;

and dramatists has found right of welcome
amongst the most jealous of French ecritics.
To-night, therefore, there was no academic
or pedantic revolt - against Alexandre
Dumas. There may be a rift in the con-
science of Claude Ruper; but the lesson
conveyed is telling if not opportune. Césa-
rine Ruper is still a living type of vicious
womanhood. Heredity, with the insensate
pride of a showy highborn name,was tiesub-
structure. Weak and fanlty parents, her own
troublous beauty and a mania for excitin
the flutter of love in every male heart di
the rest. This was the creature who
‘hypnotised the rugged and noble Claude
Ruper, who not only gave her the first
fruits of a husband’s love, but who humanely
forgave past sin, and being childless con-
sented to cherish its offspring.

When the curtain rises, we are in the
midst of these now hopeless surroundings.
Claude is disenchanted. Césarine has
once more left her home under the pretext
of nursing her dying grandmother. Her
real motive was a secret intrigue with a
certain Richard de Moncabré, who, after
having given her 200,000f.—the money of
his employers—disappears. The guilty
wife has a feeble hankering for home, and
returns at daybreak. She is followed

an cvil genins named Cantagnae.

he latter is beyond her wiles. He
knows all the ingoings and outgoings of
| Madame Ruper’s guilty existence. Her hus-
band is the inventor of a cannon and explo-
sive which may revolutionise the world. The
secret is only known to his disciple and
adopted son, Antonin, who is loyally

e wife, it is true, makes an effort

t

to' evade the proposed betrayal. = Can.
tagnac, however, is ruthless in his vile pur-
rn-ﬂ:eelfsf
0

pose, and Claude his  heart
against the  advances what  he
not unnaturally considers mock repentance,
Césarine baflled and at bay sinks once move
into the mire of perfidy. "By stratagem she
ersuades Antonin ‘to place her money in
the safe which contains the full analysis of
Claude’s invention. Her conspiracy has,
been discoyered by her eave;
1, Edmé, who has been bribe
hut who reveals everything
ene th

whilst the symbolism of Norwegian poets |

struggling against the intoxication of being
over head and ears in love with Oésarine.
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“is to pay her a colossal sum.  Clande then
says imperiously to Antonin : “Et toi, viens
travailler.” ;
It is needless to-night to refer to the
secondary love story of Rebecca, who, with
her father Daniel, is on a visit to Ruper,
and whose maidenly and quite jnnocent love
brightens up the desolate home. The Jewish
maiden confides her idyll to her father, and
the worthy pair resolve to forsake France
and travel on a scientific expedition. The
rileof Rebeccawas not so prominent to-night |
| as when it was created by Blanche Pierson
jthen in the zenith of young, womanly
| beauty. All eyes were, of course, fixed
iupon the enchantress, who evoked a new
vision wheve poor Desclée had left us the
memory of one of her most potent spells.
Madame Sarah Bernhardt has been pre-
destined for the great creations wlgere
women unfold all the impassioned
heroism or baseness of which they are
capable. It is to be regretled that|
as the curtain falls her presentments are
invariably strangled, poisoned or shot, when
they do not like Joan of Avc die at the
stake, There is every prospect that Vie-
torien Sardou will bring the * Duchesse
d’Athenes,” the next creation of the great
actress, to a deadly finish. One would cer-
tainly like to see Sarah sharing in the all-
round happiness of a tearful but comforting
piece. To-night her delicious wickedness,
her power to decoy, and her violent death,
were all wondrously depicted ; and Paris|
| has given its plenary consecration to a suc-
| cess which began far away from theland of
i the boulevards. :

T

lo.

By

My Dear Dicg,—By constant care, unwearyin
remarkable enterprise, and lavish expenditure,

| music-halls have been elevated by their managers t

of which they may well feel proud. They have mac
that a clean, wholesome, and artistic entertainment
vided, and can be splendidly supported. Their hal

- shows are alike creditable to them. The County Co

time evinced a disposition towards meddling with -
has now very sensibly determined to let them al
eoncerns itself, as it should, with nothing but th
buildings and the sale of drinks.

Of the entertainments given in music-halls, |
Council says nothing. It feels, no doubt, that
safely repose confidence in the men who have done
improve and beautify the London halls.

These men—men like George Edwardes, News
Charles Brighten, Charles Morton, and many others-
responsible only to the great British publie.

The reforms that they have effected seem scarc
to people who can remember what the music-halls v
years ago. The gorgeous ballets of the Empir
Alhambra, the delightfully artistic fableaux vivani
now the rage of the town, and, above all, the sl
sketches or farces, that appeal particularly to certain
wore undreamt of in the days of the Immense
Chickaleery Champagne Blokes, and the Sisters Lim

Both ballets and sketches are unquestionably thea
tainments within the strict meaning of the Act.
knows it. Everybody has known it for years. Cle

i icular stress on the fact in his lecture to the
rightly lauded6fhe London theatric
lone, for tolerating them, for not




is to pay her a colossal sum. Claunde then |
says imperiously to Antonin : “E¢ fos, viens
| travailler.”

It is needless to-night to refer to the
secondary love story of Rebecca, who, with
her father Daniel, is on a visit to Ruper,
and whose maidenly and quite innocent love
brightens up the desolate home. The Jewish
maiden confides her idyll to her father, and
the worthy pair resolve to forsake France
and travel on a scientific expedition. The
rileof Rebecca was not so prominent to-night |

| as when it was created by Blanche Pierson
{then in the zenith of young, womanly
| beauty. All eyes were, of course, fixed
lupon the enchantress, who evoked a new
vision where poor Desclée had left us the
memory of one of her most potent spells.
Madame Sarah Bernhardt has been pre-
destined for the great creations where
women unfold all the impassioned
heroism or baseness of which they are
capable. It is to be regretled that
as the curtain falls her presentments are |
invariably strangled, poisoned or shot, when
they do not like Joan of Avc die at the
stake, There is every prospect that Vie-
torien Sardou will bring the ‘ Duchesse
d’Athénes,” the next creation of the great
actress, to a deadly finish. One would cer-
tainly like to see Sarah sharing in the all-
round happiness of a tearful but comforting
piece. To-night her delicious wickedness,
her power to decoy, and her violent death,
were all wondrously depicted ; and i
| has given its plenary consecration to a sue- |
' cess which began far away from theland of |
! the boulevards. ~ 1

e it

My Dear Dick,—By constant care, unwearying attention,
remarkable enterprise, and lavish expenditure, the London
| music-halls have been elevated by their managers to a position
of which they may well feel proud. They have made it evident
that a clean, wholesome, and artistic entertainment can be pro-
vided, and can be splendidly supported. Their halls and their
 shows are alike creditable to them. The County Council at one
| time evinced a disposition towards meddling with them, but it
has now very sensibly determined to let them alone, and it
eoncerns itself, as it should, with nothing but the safety of
buildings and the sale of drinks.

Of the entertainments given in music-halls, the County
Council says nothing. It feels, no doubt, that it can very
safely repose confidence in the men who have done so much to
improve and beautify the London halls.

These men—men like George Edwardes, Newsome Smith,
Charles Brighten, Charles Morton, and many others—have been
responsible only to the great British public.

The reforms that they have effected seem scarcely credible
to people who can remember what the music-halls were twenty
years ago. The gorgeous ballets of the Empire and the
Alhambra, the delightfully artistic fableawx wvivants, that are
now the rage of the town, and, above all, the short, bright
sketches or farces, that appeal particularly to certain audiences,
wore undreamt of in the days of the Immense Baggs, the
Chickaleery Champagne Blokes, and the Sisters Limejuice.
Both ballets and sketches are unquestionably theatrical enter-
tainments within the strict meaning of the Act. Everybody
- knows it. Everybody has known it for years. Clement Scott
‘ l(g,lidbpa,rhigulaz;atmss.on the fact in his lecture to the Playgoers’

D, ¢ ;

one, for tolerating them, for not seeking to

e %’Qxa 0’?\&19 ($94-

Q3gly lauded the London theatrical mandiS$gd Women's U

Yet now all of a. sudden the Lord Chamberlain wakes up,
and a circular has been seuntround the music-halls to the effect
that all sketches must for the future be licensed as “ stage
plays.” This circular is signed “ Edward F. S. Pigott, Examiner
of all Theatrical Entertainments.”

I sincerely trust that music-hall managers will consider very |}
seriously both the meaning of the circular and the significance
of the peculiarly-phrased signature.

To begin with, music-halls are nof places licensed for the
representation of stage plays, and certain penalties can be
recovered from music-hall managers who permit the representa-
tion of stage plays in their establishments.

Now Pigott boldly ignores this fact, and says that he is pre-
pared to licence plays that are to be played in places where the
{aw does not permit them to be played. o

Now what I ask myself is this, What would Pigott do if a |
music-hall manager point-blank refused to submit a farce to
him and played it unlicensed ¢ As the Lord Chamberlain has
no jurisdiction over the music-halls, it is evident that the
manager would not risk the loss of his ordinary licence. Pigott,
then, could do nothing, or he could prosecute the manager, not
for representing an unlicensed play, but for representing some- |
thing that was a play in a building not licensed for theatrical \
representations.

It should be perfectly plain to all music-hall managers
that Pigott is claiming a jurisdietion to which he has no
earthly right, which he cannot honourably enforce, and which
is not demanded by expediency or justice.

Moreover, little as the County Council interfere with enter-
tainments, Pigott’s licence in no way binds or controls them,
and despite the fact that he thought a play unobjectionable,
they might think quite differently, and in an extreme case a
music-hall manager might risk losing his licence merely
because he had depended on Pigott's judgment instead of his
own, and had played a sketch which the County Council con-
sidered reprehensible. .

By giving way to Pigott, in fact, the music-hall managers
would make for themselves two masters, and now, just at a time
when the County Council is beginning to get control of the
theatres, the managers would be belping the Lord Chamber-
lin to extend his sway to the music-halls.

For, mark the signature of the circuiar. It is not “ Pigott,

Examiner of Plays,” but it is *“Pigott, Examiner of all
Theatrical Entertainments.” If the managers submit to one
illegal exaction they may soon be face to face with another.
They may be told that if they do not submit their songs, solo
dances, monologues, and acrobats to Pigott he will not lightly
licence their ballets and sketches. That pressure may be
indirect, but it will come; indeed, it must come, because
some day something of this sort may arise: Pigott may cut a
song out of a sketch, thinking it too cerulean or too political ;
and the manager, not caring to lose it, may give it to a solo
vocalist as a separate turn which did not require Pigott’s
permission. This anomaly would naturally annoy Pigott, the
gradual pressure would soon be applied, and the licenser of
plays would reign supreme over music-hall and theatre alike.

1 assure you this is no exaggeration of the case.

Music halls, remember, are not like theatres. Their enter-
tainment is changed almost nightly, and the expense, worry,
and bother of rushing to Pigott for a fresh permission every
five minutes would be intolerable. :

Besides, Pigott is the last man in the world to be entrusted
with music-hall supervision. He lives a retired life. He
is altogether out of touch with the quick work-a-day world.
Half the harmless slang of the hour, with which the music-hall
reeks, is pure Greek to him. He vacillates like a weather-
cock, for he explicitly forbade May Yohé to give even
an imitation of the chafut at the Lyric, and he permitted Nini
Patte-en-I'Air to dance the chalut itself at the Trafalgar,
and after permitting the Gaiety Girl to be performed for
fifty nights he suddenly insisted on a change that turned

niversity LIB[ArVEnglish parson into an Irish doctor. 164 allows plays

to be performed in French that he wou't allow in English,
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apparently on the ground that if an audience understands a
foreign language its morals may be corrupted with impunity.
He is a very nice, amiable, academic, gentle gentleman, but he
is about as much fitted to look after the music-halls as he is
to command the Channel Squadron.

His office exists in virtue of an Act rushed through Par-
liament by Walpole during a political scare. This was in 1737,
more than 150 years ago. The great Lord Chesterfield pro-
tested against it in words which I commend to all music-hall
managers in face of the new censorship which Pigott is seeking
to impose upon them.

Lord Chesterfield said, “But granting it necessary, which
I am far from thinking, to make a new law for restraining the
licentiousness of the stage, yet I shall never be for establishing
such a power as is proposed by this Bill. If poets and players
are to be restrained, let them be restrained as other subjects
are by the known laws of their country; if they offend, let
them be tried as every Englishman ought to be, by God and
their country. Let us not subject them to the arbitrary
will and pleasure of any one man., A power lodged in
the hands of a single man, to judge and determine, without
limitation, control, or appeal, is a sort of power unknown to
our laws, and inconsistent with our constitution; it is higher
and more absolute a power than we trust even to the king. I
must therefore think we ought not to vest any such power in
His Majesty’s Lord Chamberlain.”

A MADAME SANS-GENE.

] O ma belle blanchisseuse,
If my laundress only were
Aussi bonne et gracieuse,

Should I ever growl at her?

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,
Collars surely should be white ;
Mais elle est s1 paresseuse !
Mine are yellow—is that right?

O ma belle blanchisseuse,
Home to other folks she sends—
Elle est vraiment généreuse !—
Clothes I love as dear old friends.

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,
Socks and handkerchiefs depart ;
ElP n’en sait rien, trompeuse !
Wring ?  She wrings my very heart.

O ma belle blanchisseuse,

Shirt-fronts. wristbands,collarsfrayed!
Ruine calamiteuse

In my wardrobe is displayed.

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,
‘ Banging, brushing, done in a
Facon si laborieuse,

Wash my washing clean away,

O ma belle blanchisseuse,

Would that you ind: ed were mine,
Toujours bonne et vertueuse,

I should never more repine !

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,

Collars ironed by your sweet touch—
Votre main délicieuse—

Would delight me very much.

0 ma bel.e blanchisseuse,
‘What a truly happy state!

Espérance trop flatteuse,
That can never be my fate.

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,

I must weep, and, weeping, see
La méchante déchireuse

Heeds not Evcrin, woe is me !

O ma belle blanchisseuse,
Handkerchiefs are spoilt in shoals ;
Jen’en ai pas, lu railleuse
Makes them parts, and also holes.

There was more than ordinary interest
John-a-Dreams at the Haymarket,” on Thursday,

Campbell was

This alone was certain to
hose in the front row o '
i/[iona%]; Mrs. Henry Labouchere, and Tady Harris.
Furniss discoursed with the new e
respective periodicals.
sented by Mrs. Bernard Beere,
wondrous silken pelisse o
hair; Mrs. Charles Mathews, '
Miss Marion Terry, and Mrs. Arthur Lewis. ‘
sented by Sir Edward OImkeI and Sir George Lewis;
, ss and Mr.

eosmgitiol Iﬁi‘?xzend Mrs. Do la Rue, Mr. and Mrs. Heilbut, Mr. and

Mrs, Tate, and Mr. Anderson Critchett.

wife ;

Oscar Wilde,

kol »” kol ”

Mrs. PaTrick CavpBELL told an interviewer once that
her confréres of the original Tanqueray cast were con-
vinced of the impossibility of speaking some of Paula’s
lines without creating a laugh, so outré were they. But
Mrs. CavpserL felt that she could make her awdience
realise the grim tragedy of the part, and, as history wit-

| nesses, she succeeded admirably.

displayed in the first night of |
when Mrs. Patrick
to make her appearasee under the banner .of Mr. .Tree.
attract a brilliant and representative audience.
f the stalls were Sir Frederick Haynes,
Mr. Harry
ditor of the Fortnightly on their
The theatrical element was strong, being repre-
who was looking delicate, and wore 2
£ old-world fashion, and had side-combs in hefr
accompanied by Mr. Willie” and his
The law was repre-
and among others
Burdett-Coutts, Sir Edward Lawson, Mr.

It may not be generally known that the charming and
popular wife of Mr. GEORGE ALEXANDER was for a short
period on the stage. She played in the Caste company,
where she met her husband, under the name of Miss
Frorexce MERVYN, and was also for a time at the Prince |

| of Wales's, London, when it was under the management |
of Miss GexevievE WaRD, playing in a jlece called |
Amnmie-Mie. }

‘When SisrAn BrRNHARDT was on the point of leaving |
her convent school she was asked what career she would
most prefer in the future. “I should like to be a nun,”
she said, “unless I could be an actress of the Comédie

Frangaise.”
- M M M

Mr. Beorbohm Tree has closed his May-
markeb seasou, and sails for America on the
(12th. A “preliminary” in Lippincott's by
Gilbert Pavker forocasts his success as|
follows :— ;

Tingland has sent over no actor to America who
should appeal so much to the temperament of the
Asmerican people as Mr, 'Tree. ¢ haa that fine,
rervous foree, that swiftness in projecting a sen-
sation, that flexibility of power, that hot dry
vigour of sense—in control—which is posseise db;‘
the Americans and by the French more than by
L any other race or people. :

. a AR Rt
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some years since,

- a kindly - natured,

| forty and fifty years
| of age, with an : / i
. unsatisfactory expe- Ll

QUITE THE FIRST MRS. TANQUERAY.

TuE Second Mrs. Tanqueray is Mr. PINERO’S latest, and far and
away his best piece. The plof is simple, and intensely intersting ;
the characters marked, clearly drawn, and distinet; the situations
natural and powerful; the dialogue appropriate, and spontanecusly
witty., Thus in construction and dialogue it is a model play.
There is no waste of words, there are no sharp-sounding but
pointless z_xttemfts at epigram dragged in neck ang crop anyhow,
no re-setting of old saws, no crackling of thorns to keep the pot
a-boiling, no furbishing up of old Jo Millers, no attempt at passing
off paste for dia-
monds. A bold au-
thor is Mr. PiNERo,
being an English
dramatist, to con-
ceive such a play,
still bolder to write
it; and bolder still
was the manager
who, with all the
audacity of youth,
has dared to produce
what I venture to
think would not,

and not so very long
ago either, have
passed the Lorp
%HA]\I?EIP:'LAI.N’S
ramgpic Licensing
Oﬁicej’1
The story is of how

somewhat eccentric
widower, of between

rience of wedded ) é/
life, becomes so ”'
enamoured of a

! courtesan, one of the upper demi-monde, that he determines to

““make an honest woman of her,” by marrying her. That is
all; and enough too. She is not a French Manon Lescaut, nor a
conveniently-consumptive Italian Violetta. No; she is ** English,
you know,” a thorough, right-down Londoner, no matter where
she was born and bred; and of her parentage, whether gentle or
simple, there is searcely a hint in the play. What was she ? ‘What
was her bringing up? What ought by right to have been her
position in life? Was she a waif and stray from the commence-
ment? One allusion to her early youth gives her pause—so
natural a pause, too! the perfection of art!—for a moment, and
then, with a shrug of the shoulders, she dismisses the recollection.
She has learnt the piano, that is evident; she has a refined taste,
oddly enough, in music; she is loving, she is vulgar; she can purr,
she can spit; she is gentle, she is violent; she has good impulses,
and she is a fiend incarnate ; she is affectionate, she is malicious;
generous and trusting, selfish and suspicious; she is all heart and
no soul ; she is a Peri at the Gates of Paradise; she is a béte fauve
that should be under lock and key. :

And not SArA BERNHARDT herself, mistress of all feminine feline
arts as she is, could play this part better than Mrs. PaTrIcK
CAMPBELL. It is a wonderful performance, most striking, most
convincing, from the utter absence in it of all apparent conscious-
ness of the effects she is producing. She is to be most sincerely
congratulated ; so is Mr. PINERo, most heartily, as indeed may
he to be on the entire representation from every point of view.
Mr. ALEXANDER has never been better, indeed has never been so
thoroughly and entirely good. One word of friendly warning; the
telling effect of his pauses is endangered by their being unreasonably
prolonged. On the stage a second’s pause, ‘‘ as well he knows it,”
seems & good five minutes to an audience, and that five minutes’
“wait ” is fraught with danger to all; it is here ** momentum unde
pendet eternitas.”  On the other hand, his great scene with his wife,
where the action is rapid and impulsive, when at last the truth will
out, and where he dominates her by his suddenly uncontrollable
violence, is very fine, both for him and for her.

1s there a moral to this wretched history 7 'Why should there be ?
‘Why should there be any moral except for those who contemplate
taking such a step as did Aubrey Tanquera)u' in this play, and to
them the advice is summed up in Mr. Punchk’s immortal advice to
‘¢ persons about to marry,” ze. ‘‘ Don’t.” i

cannot say that the title is an attractive one; perhaps, in its
original form, it occurred to Mr. ARTHUR PINERO as ** Ze Second-

. hand Mrs. Tanqueray.’ The names of his dramatis persone are

Proceeding by leaps and bounds. The Second Mrs. Tanqueray a good first.

l

not happy— Tanqueray is a peculiar, buti far from unfamiliar,
name, associated chiefly, I fancy, with the wine trade. Sir
George Orreyed, Bart.—pronounced ‘‘ Orrid”’—speaks for itself;
the part of the sodden fool is capitally played by Mr. VANE-TEMPEST ;
the name of Frank Misquith, Q.C., M.P., is a sort of compound of
Frank Lockwoon, Q.C., M.P., and Mr. Asquire, Q C., M.P.;
Gordon Jayne, M.D., is not very far off what it rhymes with,
yelept Quaty, M.D.; and Cayley Drummle suggests at once to all
who remember Great Expectations, the name, but not the person, of
Bentley Drummle, to whom Mr. Jaggers took so great a fancy.
Curious to note that, though this is the first piece on any English
stage, within the
last half century, in
which a spade is
most decidedly
shown to be a
spade, yet has Mr.
PixERO been afraid
to let his undis-
ciﬁlined heroine,—
who does not stick
at a trifle and who
will blurt out any-
thing that comes
uppermost in her
thoughts, — utter
point - blank the
most simple state-
ment of fact either
when she is making
her confession to her
husband, or when
she is confronted
with Hugh Ardale
(a very difficult part,
brusquely played by
Mr. Bex W?EBS__TER),
her former lover-in-
chief. No doubt
he permitted the
woman to retain
- thisshred of delicacy
for the sake of actress and audience. But in such a play as this, the
dramatist who compromises is lost. :
The Second Mrs. T. marks an epoch in our dramatic annals. It
is every inch a play. Whether this dramatic food is too strong for
““the young person,” and whether, on that account, the elder per-
sons will not patronise it, remains to be seen. But for Mr. PINERO,
for Mr. ALEXANDER, and for Mrs. PATrick CAMPBELL this success is
‘* a record.” PrivaTE Box.

Played Out; or, The 252nd Mrs. Tanqueray.
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apparently on the ground that if an audience understands a

foreign language its morals may be corrupted with impunity.
He is a very nice, amiable, academic, gentle gentleman, but he
is about as much fitted to look after the music-halls as he is
' to command the Channel Squadron.
His office exists in virtue of an Act rushed through Par-
' liament by Walpole during a political scare. This was in 1737,
more than 150 years ago. The great Lord Chesterfield pro-
tested against it in words which I commend to all music-hall
' managem in face of the new censorship which Pigott is seeking
to impose upon them.

Lord Chesterfield said, “ But granting it necessary, which
I am far from thinking, to make a new law for restraining the
licentiousness of the stage, yet I shall never be for establishing
such a power as is proposed by this Bill. If poets and players
are to be restrained, let them be restrained as other subjects
are by the known laws of their country; if they offend, let
them be tried as every Englishman ought to be, by God and
their country. Let us not subject them to the arbitrary
will and pleasure of any one man. A power lodged in
the hands of a single man, to judge and determine, without
limitation, control, or appeal, is a sort of power unknown to
our laws, and inconsistent with our constitution; it is higher
and more absolute a power than we trust even to the klng I
 must therefor20190Ssd®Women's University, Librasy, 168:ch power in
His Majesty’s Lord Chamberlam s



A MADAME SANS-GENE.

O ma belle blanchisseuse,
If my laundress only were

Aussi bonne et gracieuse, 1
Should I ever growl at her? |

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,
Collars surely should be white;
Mais elle est sv paresseuse!
Mine are yellow—is that right ?

O ma belle blanchisseuse,
Home to other folks she sends—
Elle est vraiment généreuse !—
Clothes I love as dear old friends.

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,
Socks and handkerchiefs depart ;
EIP n'en sait rien, trompeuse !
‘Wring ? She wrings my very heart.

O ma belle blanchisseuse,

Shirt-fronts. wristbands,collarsfrayed!
Ruine calamiteuse

In my wardrobe is displayed.

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,
Banging, brushing, done in a
Facon st laborieuse,
Wash my washing clean away,

O ma belle blanchisseuse,

Would that you ind« ed were mine,
Toujours bonne et vertueuse,

1 should never more repine !

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,

Collars ironed by your sweet touch—
Votre main délicieuse—

Would delight me very much.

O ma bel.e blanchisseuse,
‘What a truly happy state!

Espérance trop flatteuse,
That can never be my fate.

Bonne et belle blanchisseuse,

I must weep, and, weeping, see
La méchante déchireuse

Heeds not Evcrip, woe is me!

O ma belle blanchisseuse,
) i yoLibrarys ;
Je n’en ar pas, la railleuse
Makes them parts, and also holes.

R S
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Mrs. Patrick CaMpBELL told an interviewer once that

| her confréres of the original T'anqueray cast were con-

realise the g, é%(fgw istory wit-
| Desses, she succeeded a mlmﬁv@%&\f‘ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁyh

vinced of the impossibility of sp=aking some of Paula’s
lines without creating & laugh, so outré were they. But
Mrs. CavpBeLL felt that she could make her adience




There was more than ordinary interest displayed in the first night of
John-a-Dreams at the Haymarket,” on Thursday, when Mrs. Patrick
Campbell was to make her appearance under the banner of Mr. Tree.
Thais alone was certain to attract a brilliant and representative audience.
" Among those in the front row of the stalls were Sir Frederick Haynes,
Mr. and Mrs. Henry Labouchere, and Lady Harris. Mr. Harry
Furniss discoursed with the new editor of the Fortnightly on their
respective periodicals, The theatrical element was strong, being repre-
gented by Mrs. Bernard Beere, who was looking delicate, and wore a
wondrous silken pelisse of old-world fashion, and had side-combs in her
hair; Mrs. Charles Mathews, accompanied by Mr. * Willie” and his
wife ; Miss Marion Terry, and Mrs. Avthur Lewis. The law was repre-
sented by Sir Edward Clarke and Sir George Lewis; and among others
present were Baroness and Mr. Burdett-Coutts, Sir Edward Lawson, Mr.
Oscar Wil Vi, gnd-Mrs, Do la Rue, Mr. and Mrs, Heilbut, Mr. and
Mrs, Tate, %i.gni(ia Tg%r.&%ﬁh R CeikeeLLersiy Library 171
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It may not be generally known that the charming and
populaxr wife of Mr. GEORGE ALEXANDER was for a short
period on the stage. She played in the Caste company,
where she met her husband, under the name of Miss
FroreNcE MERVYN, and was also for a time at the Prince
of Wales's, London, when it was under the management

of Miss G@%Mﬂ?umb&% [y iece called

Anme -Mie. :




‘When Siran BrRNHARDT was on the point of leaving |
her convent school she was asked what career she would |
most prefer in the future. “I should like to be a nun,”
she said, “Jis01WaBEHB University Egrdryhe Comédie

Frangaise.”
: B M M i oo s T




Mr. Beorbohm Tree has closed his Tay-
markeb season, and sails for America on the
12th. A “preliminary” in Lippincott's by
Gilbert Pavkor forecasts his success as
follows : — §

Tngland has sent over no actor to America who
should appeal so much to the temperament of the
American neople as Mr, 'I'ree.  He has that fine,
rervous force, that swiftness in projecting o sen-
sation, that flexibility of power, that hot dry
vigour of sense—in control—which is possesa,é;,d'b;:

the Am R s LY
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QUITE THE FIRST MRS. TANQUERAY.

Tue Second Mrs. Tanqueray is Mr. PINERo’s latest, and far and
away his best piece. The plot is simple, and intensely inter®sting ;
the characters marked, clearly drawn, and distinct; the situations
natural and powerful; the dialogue appropriate, and spontanecusly
witty., Thus in construction and dialogue it is a model play.
There is no waste of words, there are no sharp-sounding but
pointless gttemfts at epigram dragged in neck and crop anyhow,
no re-setting of old saws, no crackling of thorns to keep the pot
a-boiling, no furbishing up of old Jo Millers, no attempt at passing

not happy—Zanqueray is a peculiar, buti far from unfamiliar,
name, associated chiefly, I fancy, with the wine trade. Sir
George Orreyed, Bart.—pronounced ‘‘ Orrid”’—speaks for itself; |
the part of the sodden fool is capitally played by Mr. VANE-TEMPEST ;
the name of Frank Misquith, Q.C., M.P., is a sort of compound of
Frank Lockwoop, Q.C., M.P., and Mr. Asqurre, Q C., M.P.;
Gordon Jayne, M.D., is not very far off what it rhymes with,
yelept Quaty, M.D.; and Cayley Drummle suggests at once to all
wWho remember Great Expectations, the name, but not the person, of
Bentley Drummle, to whom Mr. Jaggers took so great a fancy.

Curious to note that, though this is the first piece on any English

off paste for dia- stage, within the
monds. ~ A bold au- B last half century, in
thor is Mr. PINERo, ,:42\%4,,‘ which a spade is
being an English A},\,, 2 most decidedly
dramatist, to con- £ shown to a

ceive such a play,
still bolder to write

it; and bolder still
was the manager
who, with all the
audacity of youth,
has dared to produce
what I venture to
think would not,
' some years since,
and not so very long
ago either, have
passed the Lorp
%IIAM?ELR'LAI_N’S

ramgpic Licensing

Ofﬁeef'1

The story is of how
- a kindly - natured,
somewhat eccentric
widower, of between
| forty and fifty years
' of age, with an
. unsatisfactory expe-
- rience of wedded
life, becomes so
enamoured of a
- courtesan, one of the upper demi-monde, that he determines to
““make an honest woman of her,” by marrying her. That is
all; and enough too. She is not a French Manon Lescaut, nor a
conveniently-consumptive Italian Poletta. No; she is ** English,
you know,” a thorough, right-down ILondoner, no matter where
she was born and bred; and of her parentage, whether gentle or
simple, there is scarcely a hint in the play. What was she ? What
was her bringing up? What ought by right to have been her
position in life? Was she a waif and stray from the commence-
ment? One allusion to her early {outh gives her pause—so
natural a pause, too! the perfection of art!—for a moment, and
then, with a shrug of the shoulders, she dismisses the recollection.
She has learnt the piano, that is evident; she has a refined taste,
oddly enough, in music; she is loving, she is vulgar; she can purr,
she can spit; she is gentle, she is violent; she has good impulses,
and she is a fiend incarnate ; she is affectionate, she is malicious;
generous and trusting, selfish and suspicious; she is all heart and
no soul ; she is a Peri at the Gates of Paradise; she is a béte fauve
that should be under lock and key.

And not SArA BERNHARDT herself, mistress of all feminine feline
arts as she is, could play this part better than Mrs. PaTrIcK
CAMPBELL. It is a wonderful performance, most striking, most
convincing, from the utter absence in it of all apparent conscious-
ness of the effects she is producing. She is to be most sincerely
congratulated ; so is Mr. PINEro, most heartily, as indeed may
he to be on the entire representation from every point of view.
Mr. ALEXANDER has never been better, indeed has never been so
thoroughly and entirely good. One word of friendly warning; the
telling effect of his pauses is endangered by their being unreasonably
prolonged. On the stage a second’s pause, ‘‘ as well he knows it,”
seems a good five minutes to an audience, and that five minutes’
“wait?’ is fraught with danger to all; it is here ** momentum unde
pendet eternitas.”  On the other hand, his great scene with his wife,
where the action is rapid and impulsive, when at last the truth will
out, and where he dominates her by his suddenly uncontrollable
violence, is very fine, both for him and for her.

Is there a moral to this wretched history 7 “Why should there be ?
‘Why should there be any moral except for those who contemplate
taking such a step as did Aubrey Tanqueray in this play, and to
them the advice is summed up in Mr. Punchk’s immortal advice to
- ‘“ persons about to marry,” 7.e. ‘‘ Don’t.”

I cannot say that the title is an attractive one; perhaps, in its
original form2019+03+36d to Mr. ArRTHUR PINERO aiSsér
. hand Mrs. Tanqueray.”” The names of his dramatis persone are

Gl
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Proceeding by leaps and bounds. The Second Mrs. Tanqueray a good first.

spade, yet has Mr,
PixEro been afraid
to let his undis-
eiﬁlined heroine,—
who does not stick
at a trifle and who
will blurt out any-
thing that comes
uppermost in her
thoughts, — utter
point - blank the
most simple state-
ment of fact either
when she is making
her confession to her
husband, or when
she is confronted
with Hugh Ardale
(a very difficult part,
brusquely%ﬂayed by
Mr. Bex WEBSTER),
her former lover-in-
chief. No doubt
he permitted the
woman _to retain
B thisshred of delicacy
for the sake of actress and audience. But in such a play as this, the
dramatist who compromises is lost. :

_ The Second Mrs. T. marks an epoch in our dramatic annals. Tt
is every inch a play. Whether this dramatic food is too strong for
*‘the young person,” and whether, on that account, the elder per-
sons will not patronise it, remains to be seen. But for Mr. PINERO,
for Mr. ALEXANDER, and for Mrs. PaTrick CAMPBELL this success is
‘“ a record.” PrivaTE Box.
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s istinguished audience gathered together onSaturday evening atthe

| St. James’s Theatre, to witness the first performance of Mr. Henry James’s

play. Lord and Lady Londesborough occupied the stage-box on the
prompt side, and among others present were Sir Frederic Leighton, |
Lord Hothfield, Sir Frederick Haines, Sir George Arthur, the Hon. "
Maud Stanley, Mrs. Humphry Ward, Mr. Marion Crawford, Sir
Edward Burne-Jenes, Mr. Parsons, Mr. George du Maurier, Mr.
Edmund Routledge, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Lewis, Mr. Charles Mathews,
Mr. H. D. Traill, Dr. Playfair, Mr. Stuart Ogilvie, Mrs. Morris, Mr. |
H. F. Dickens, Q.C. :

The stage dresses were very artistic and correct. Mr. Alexander |
looked a striking figure in the black dress of the young novice, with
shovel hat and dress entirely black, only relieved by bright steel buckies
on the shoes. Miss Marion Terry looked very interesting in her old-

| world dress. She appeared first in a gown of silver-grey, with |
| the bodice laced across with black-velvet bows, terminating in a long

MRS PATRICK CAMPRELL
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bow and ends at the waist, the neck relieved by a white muslin |
fichu; a large straw hat tied down with black velvet strings
completed the costume. The second dress was made in a some- |
what similar style, only in white satin with panniers of brown gauze.

|
|

Bishops and actresses were the two things wanted to make the
success of Saturday’s private view complete. Actresses are not easily
caught now that matinées are common, and on Saturday there
was not even a dean, and very few of the “inferior clergy.” On the other
hand, there were plenty of judges : Mr. Justice Chitty, grave and preoccu-
pied ; Mr. Justice Day, airy and casual; Mr. ]gstigg Hawkins. studying

| her Majesty’s Velasquez and recording obifer his poor opinion of the
| Spaniard’s sporting dogs. Then we had two ambassadors: the American,

quite patriotic in his furs.  Sir William ‘Farrer was Jooked at with
interest as owning so many old masters, but it was with a kind of
hush and awe that Mr. McCulloch of Australia was mysteriously
‘pointed out as a man who has bought modern pictures lately,
‘and may buy more. The weddingat Kensington reduced the number
| of aristocratic visitors, but here at least were the Marquis of Granby,
3 Lord Cheylesmore, Baron Rothschild, Lord Halsbury, and Lord Play-
| fair; while in literature we had Mr. Lewis Morris, Mr. Lecky, Mrs.
Richmond Ritchie, and Mrs. Humphry Ward. Here too were Lady
Anna Chandos-Pole, 1ady Mary Foley, Lady Raines, Lady Monckton,
and Mrs. Linley Sambourne, the latter ‘much congratulated on the

of her fur. :
Dress was dull—it is the season of wraps, which are cumbrous

when they are cbnspicuous. ~Mrs. Patrick Campbell looked singularly
.unlike herself, weighed down by a clumsy coat of dull electric
/blue, with enormous Sleeves like pleated bolsters.  People did
‘not seem to recognise her, especially as a large picture-hat,
smothered in feathers, took away all the daintiness of her
face, Colour, where it was tried, was chiefly coral or prawn, in one
case relieved with pale violet rather successfully. A velvet cape
ofi rogal blue, crowned with a collar of white Mongolian
ike the mane of some glorified poodle, was another success ; while
gpie effect, a cape in three tiers, black velvet, the first apd last
wiching a flounce of white moir¢, was almost as much admired as

of theAS'gr Ioshuais_;

looking a size smaller than on Mr. Llewellyn’s canvas, and the Russian,

beauly of her daughter, in :her turn,much complimented on the beauty

MISS EVELYN MILLARD.
e SR
! ¢ SOWING THE WIND.” ¢
i EDINBURGH, MARCH 27tH, 1894.
| After seeing Miss Evelyn Millard in the réle of .
Rosamund one can very truly say that the epoch of
great actresses is not yet past. Miss Millard is a splen-
did actress. Not many so gifted have appeared in this
city for some time past. She has a gracious and attrac-
| tive presence, a beautiful voice, and dramatic gifts of
| no mean order. Two of these may be specially men-
tioned—one the power to sink her own personality
| absolutely in the part she is playing ; another, and this
i is even a greater possession, and one with which only
the greatest artistes are dowered, the power of moving
| and swaying at will the sympathies of the audience.
{ From the first the audience were fascinated by the
{charm with which Miss Millard invested the
| cbaracter of Rosamund—a part Mr Grundy bas
{drawn with a fine unerring hand. She has little
more than an entry in the first act, but it was well
“accomplished. The struggles in the second act were
depicted by Miss Millard with a true womanly instinct,
and in the third act the audience were treated toa
magnificent piece of intensely tragic acting, carried
through with the most subtle art. Not a tone in this
sustained burst of passion was out of tune ; not a ges-
ture out of place, scarcely an accent that one would
have wished changed. The audience sat spellbound
under her sway, and found relief to their feelings at
the close of the act in a great round of applause, which |
was again and again remewed. * * * 1In the last
lact so tender was the pathos expressed in look, in
| gesture, and in word, that it is doubtful if there was a
dry eye in the theatre. Tears were streaming down the
faces of men as well as of women.—Scotsman
Miss Evelyn Millard is an actress who has shot to the
front within the last year or two in a wonderful way.
Her acting is a revelation to those who have not seen
her before. It wasin turn graceful and sympathetic,
tragic and pathetic, and especially in the third ac tshe
achieved a great triumph.—Edinburgh Evening Dis-

atch.
: NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, MARCH 61H, 1804,

Miss Evelyn Millard appeared with unqualified sue-
cess as Rosamund. She was equal to every emergency,
Yand whether in scenes which demanded. exquisite

tenderness, or in those calling for passionate vehemence,
| she was alike successful.—Newcastle Daily Chronicle.
| Miss Evelyn Millard gives a superb reading of the |
part of Rosamund—impassioned, noble, dignified,
'womanly, and sympathetic. Without an apparent
effort she rose to the occasion in her great scene in the
third act, and was enthusiastically applaunded.—New-
castle Daily Leader.
LEEDS, MARCH 141H, 1804.

The exacting part of the heroine is taken by Miss
| Evelyn Millard, who showed herself equal to every'one
of the varying phases of passion and character she is
called upon to portray. It is rare indeed toseeso much
] refinement of manner and grace of movement combined
with such depth and force of dramatic power as Miss
Millard possesses.— Yorkshire Post.

CAMBRIDGE, MARCH 3p, 1894.
| We are doing no injustice to the other performers |
when we say that the honours of the piece were carried *
off by Miss Evelyn Millard, a young actress before
whom, if we mistake not, there is a brilliant future. It
would be difficult to speak in too high terms of praise |
of her impersonation of Rosamund. The finest scene in |
| the play 1s undoubtedly the meeting between father and
daughter, in which Miss Millard acquitted herself mag-
nificently. Now tender and pleading, anon angry and
defiant, she stirred the hearts of all, and was rewarded |
t with loud and long-continued applause.—Cambridge
{ Express. :
NOTTINGHAM, MARCH 20rH, 1894.

Very touching was Miss Evelyn Millard’s portrayal
of the part of Rosamund. Upon entering the stage she
appeared the embodiment of womanly grace. There
was befitting ingenuousness of style throughout, and
when the critical stages of the comedy were reached
| Miss Millard rose to heights of real dramatic power.
| The scenes in the last two acts were powerful in the
true sense of the term,—Nottingham Daily Guardian.
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St. James’s Theatre, to witness the first performance of Mr. Henry James’s
play. Lord and Lady Londesborough occupied the stage-box on the

Lord Hothfield, Sir Frederick Haines, Sir George Arthur, the Hon.
' Maud Stanley, Mrs. Humphry Ward, Mr. Marion Crawford, Sir
Edward Burne-Jones, Mr. Parsons, Mr. George du Maurier, Mr.
' Edmund Routledge, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Lewis, Mr. Charles Mathews,
Mr. H. D. Traill, Dr. Playfair, Mr. Stuart Ogilvie, Mrs. Morris, Mr.
H. F. Dickens, Q.C.

looked a striking figure in the black dress of the young novice, with

| the bodice laced across with black-velvet bows, terminating in a long
bow and ends at the waist, the neck relieved by a white muslin
fichu; a large straw hat tied down with black velvet strings
completed  2019-03<1Gissen Women's:University Libraryvas magg: in a some-

% ﬁistinguished audiencegathered together onSaturdayevening atthe ]

prompt side, and among others present were Sir Frederic Leighton, |

The stage dresses were very artistic and correct. Mr. Alexander |

shovel hat and dress entirely black, only relieved by bright steel buckles |
on the shoes. Miss Marion Terry looked very interesting in her old- |
| world dress. She appeared first in a gown of silvergrey, with |

what similar style, only in white satin with panniers of brown gauze.




Bishops and actresses were the two things wanted to make the |
‘success of Saturday’s private view complete. Actresses are not easily
caught now that matinées are common, and on Saturday there
was not even a dean, and very few of the “inferior clergy.” On the other
hand, there were plenty of judges : Mr. Justice Chitty, grave and preoccu-
| pied ; Mr. Justice Day, airy and casual; Mr. Justice Hawkins, studying |
| her Majesty’s Velasquez and recording obifer his poor opinion of the
| Spaniard’s sporting dogs. Then we had two ambassadors: the American,

. looking a size smaller than on Mr. Llewellyn’s canvas, and the Russian,
quite patriotic in his furs. Sir William Farrer was Jooked at with

interest as owning so many old masters, but it was with a kind of

hush and awe that Mr. McCulloch of Australia was mysteriously

‘pointed out as a man who has bought modern pictures lately,

‘and may buy more.  The wedding at Kensington reduced the number

L of aristocratic visitors, but here at least were the Marquis of Granby,

| Lord Cheylesmore, Baron Rothschild, Lord Halsbury, and Lord Play-

{fair; while in literature we had Mr. Lewis Morris, Mr. Lecky, Mrs.

Richmond Ritchie, and Mrs. Humphry Ward. Here too were Lady

Anna Chandos-Pole, 1.ady Mary Foley, Lady Raines, Lady Monckton,

'and Mrs. Linley Sambourne, the latter ‘much congratulated on the

beauly of her daughter, in -her turn,much complimented on the beauty
of her fur.

Dress was dull—it is the season of wraps, which are cumbrous
when they are conspicuous.  Mrs. Patrick Campbell looked singularly
.unlike  herself, weighed down by a clumsy coat of dull electric
/blue, with enormous Sleeves like pleated bolsters.  People did
‘not seem to recognise her, especially as a large picture-hat,
smothered in feathers, took away all the daintiness of her
face. Colour, where it was tried, was chiefly coral or prawn, in one
case relieved with pale violet rather successfully. A wvelvet cape
Qf,g,‘ royal blue, crowned with 'a collar of white Mongolian
ar like the mane of some glorified poodle, was another success ; while
pie effect, a cape in three tiers, black velvet, the first and last
wiching2e160meailer WoifchOiverdHy filfaRst a5 mpygr admired as
of the Sir Toshua’s.
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MISS EVELYN MILLARD.
- B L
‘ SOWING THE WIND.”
EDINBURGH, MARCH 27tH, 1894.

Rosamund one can very truly say that the epoch of
great actresses is not yet past. Miss Millard is a splen-
did actress. Not many so gifted have appeared in this
city for some time past. She has a gracious and attrac-
tive presence, a beautiful voice, and dramatic gifts of
no mean order. Two of these may be specially men-
' tioned—one the power to sink her own personalit

| absolutely in the part she is playing ; another, and this
is even a greater possession, and one with which only
the greatest artistes are dowered, the power of moving
and swaying at will the sympathies of the audience.
From the first the audience were fascinated by the
charm with which Miss Millard invested the
ckaracter of Rosamund—a part Mr Grundy bas
drawn with a fine unerring hand. She has little

more than an entry in the first act, but it was well

*accomplished. The struggles in the second act were
depicted by Miss Millard with a true womanly instinct,
and in the third act the audience were treated toa
magnificent piece of intensely tragic acting, carried
through with the most subtle art. Not a tone in this
sustained burst of passion was out of tune ; not a ges-
ture out of place, scarcely an accent that one would
have wished changed. The audience sat spellbound

After seeing Miss Evelyn Millard in the réle of .

under her sway, and found relief to their feelings at |
the close of the act in a great round o arplause, whieh |

was again and again renewed. * * In the last

'act so- tender was the pathos expressed in look, in
gesture, and in word, that if is doubtful if there was a
dry eye in the theatre. Tears were streaming down the
faces of men as well as of women.—Scotsman
Miss Evelyn Millard is an actress who has shot to the
front within the last year or two in a wonderful way.
Her acting is a revelation to those who have not seen
her before. It wasin turn graceful and sympathetic,
tragic and pathetic, and especially in the third ac tshe
achi}eLved a great triumph.—Edinburgh Evening Dis-
atch.
}7 NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, MARCH 61H, 1804.
Miss Evelyn Millard appeared with unqualified suc-
cess as Rosamund. She was equal to every emergency,

| tenderness, or in those calling for passionate vehemence,
she was alike successful. —Newcastle Daily Chronicle.
Miss Evelyn Millard gives a superb reading of the

'womanly, and sympathetic. Without an apparent

effort she rose to the occasion in her great scene in the |

third act, and was enthusiastically applaunded.—New-
castle Daily Leader.
LEEDS, MARCH 141H, 1804.

| The exacting part of the heroine is taken by Miss

| Evelyn Millard, who showed herself equal to every'one
of the varying phases of passion and character she is

and whether in scenes which demanded  exquisite |

part of Rosamund—impassioned, noble, dignified, |

| called upon to portray. It is rare indeed toseeso much
| refinement of manner and grace of movement combined |

with such depth and force of dramatic power as Miss
Millard possesses. — Yorkshire Post.
CAMBRIDGE, MARCH 3p, 1804.
We are doing no injustice to the other performers

when we say that the honours of the piece were carried *
off by Miss Evelyn Millard, a young actress before |

whom, if we mistake not, there is a brilliant future. It
would be dificult to speak in too high terms of praise
of her impersonation of Rosamund. The finest scene in

( the play is undoubtedly the meeting between father and. |

daughter, in which Miss Millard acquitted herself mag-

defiant, she stirred the hearts of all, and was rewarded |

with loud and long-continued applause.—Cambridge |

“niﬁcently. Now tender and pleading, anon angry and

i Express.
NOTTINGHAM, MARCH 207H, 1894.

Very touching was Miss Evelyn Millard’s portrayal
of the part of Rosamund. Upon entering the stage she
appeared the embodiment of womanly grace. There
was befitting ingenuousness of style throughout, and
when the critical stages of 1’.hef comedy were reached

Tiss Mill Wﬁ of r ramatic power.
l'}‘he scenés é ru\fg%ﬁéj%fﬁ‘&ful in the

'S s

true sense of the term,—Nottingham Daily Gygrdian. 2




My pEAR Dick,—There were two big excitewents on

Thursday last—a matinée at the Royal Courts of Justice
‘and a premier at the Haymarket Theatre. The Empire
appeal was the attraction in the former case, and the
~ end was exactly what I told you to expect. Now it is
| all over you will, perhaps, admit that I have kept you
correctly informed with regard to it all from the first.
In a month’s time we shall look back and wonder
why on earth we were all worked up to a
state of hysterical frenzy about a comparatively
unimportant issue, and then the Empire promenade,
like the Argyll Rooms and Cremorne, will be
forgotten. It will then be found, I believe—and I am
sure I hope—that the popularity of the Empire as a
place of amusement, and the excellence of its entertain-
ments, will continue to draw large and remunerative
audiences, and the shareholders will feel all the happier
when they begin to realise that their business is not built
up on a lounging foundation which at any minute may
slip unexpectedly from beneath them. A solid 20 per
cent. is better than an uncertain 75.

Well, now to get away from the Empire promenade
to the Haymarket. John-a-Dreams impressed me as a
curious and interesting play. The influence of the
Second Mrs. Tanqueray was strongly marked in places,
and I should think that Chambers began his work some
time ago. When it came near to rehearsal, however, I
fancy he recensidered his original scheme, and having
noticed that a certain amount of reaction had set in, he
determined to leven his problem with an infusion of
drama. From amonetary point cf view he was probably

right, but the two don’t mix quite comfortably, and the"

Mrs. Pat Campbell had a bad cold, and was not
very audible at first. But she got the pitch of the
house later, and played her confession scene well, if with
a certain absence of colour and variation. Later on,
when she discovered that Harold has apparently
reverted to his opium, she did not rise to the horror
and intensity of the situation. Perhaps it did not
appeal to her imagination. Anyway, her acting con-
veyed nothing at all to me.

Tree I thought most excellent. He was the dreamy,
emotional, opium-tainted sentimentalist to the life. It
was only such a man who could have loved, in such a
way, such a woman. He invested the character with a
kind of intellectual sanctity, so that when Kate offered
to live with him rather than marry him, and he argued
in favour of marriage, you felt that they were discuss-
ing something wholly theoretical and unpersonal. The
first wife of Aubrey Tanqueray was an icicle. He
wanted to marry something real. With Harold it
was precisely the reverse. That this should be an
actual desire in these prosaic days takes a great deal of
proving, and it speaks volumes for Tree’s acting that it
convinced at every turn. Carbwright did not please me
quite so much. He was intended to represent the anti-
thesis of Tree. Yet I discerned nothing really animal
and fleshly in his impersonation. He seemed both
peevish and bad-tempered, sometimes irresolute, some-
times reckless, but sensually passionate never. Do you
remember Tree playing the old Russian prince in Banz-
mere’s Najozda? There was sensuality, if you like!
Cartwright was sparkling and brilliant, but he was as

o

| certain vagueness of assertion. g S
| pleasing, and her delivery 1s excellent, save only when 1

The Playgoers' Club meeting ab St. James’s H.all
was the most sardine-like squash I ever was In.
There must have been at least 500 members and guests
on the stairs who never got near the door of the Hall at}
auv time, and Carl Hentschel, Percy Howse, and their
assistant stewards were nearly pulled to pieces by the
surging multitudes. The audience was thoroughly

| representative, at least one Empire director being pre-

sent, but the debate disappointed me. Mrg. _Qllgnt was
very careful to treat the tenderest susceptibilities with
every consideration, and naturally this tended to a
A Her personality 1is

diverges into the sing-song of the pulpit. She does not
exactly say, “ Oh! my brethren,” but she makes you feel
that she would like to. Judging by the applause her
remarks elicited, she impressed the Playgoers favour-
ably.

Why the debate lacked vigour I do not know. Henry
Murray—David Christie Murray’s brother—was didac-

tie, but mot convincing; Charles Coborn,” the comio
| singer, apparently laboured under a sense of personal
|wrong done to him by music-hall managers; Johme
lHollingshem;l, who spoke with difficulty from an axyl;:
lwurd position in the gallery, thought that licensing
| would soon be taken away from the County Council
| altogether. Henry Hyndman, the great Socialist, spol-ie,
'as he always speaks, admirably; he set the blood tin-
 gline and the pulse beating, his enthusiasm and vigour
were contagious, and you felt that if ever Ais particular

S
THE DEGRADATION OF “ PUNGH.”\

AST week PorcuriNe contained a eritique
of Mr. Jones’s new play, he Masqueraders.

The outline of a singularly noble, if unequal,

contribution both to thg,_;_i‘nxfdem stage and to

English drama, was thet;-f_'g"iven. The critique
| —which was signed—contained this deseription

| of a part of the fourth act :—

I

1

«Tt is possessed of little dramatic force, it is quixotie, it i
is mystical, and, above all, it is religious. And yet with-
out it the play would be a comparatively poor one, and

| its peculiar significance and beauty would be entirely

destroyed. It takes place in Remon’s observatory in the
South of France, whither he brings Dulcie. * They are |
his wife and child now ;" passion has broken down his

quiet self-control, and he is half insane with exultation

at his victory. But Dulcie is cold’ and unresponsive to

his caresses, and when he tells her that this is their
« wedding-day,” the phrase arouses her to her position.

It is not possible to describe the scene in which David
Remon finds his cup of happiness dashed from his lips.

Dulcie, in a previous part of the play, has declared her
intention of *“thinking this ’—marriage—* out for her-
self,”” and the result of her thinking is revealed when she
tells Remon brokenly that she cannot do as he wishes.

“Life with my husband was vile,” she says, “no man |

and few women can understand how vile; but,” she

adds, amid a storm of convulsive sobs, “I seem to see |
that life with you would be even more vile.” Her deter-.
mination, however, breaks down before his misery, and"

i i | promenade were invaded he would protect it with a
. | Maxim gun, instead of a mandamus.  W. H. Jennings,

strength of the one rather detracts from the subtlety of
the other.

All the minor parts were well played. Nutcomb

For example, the scene between the old parson and
Kate, the heroine, is excellent. She explains in admir-
ably chosen phrases that her mother was an “unfor-
tunate.” But the mother fed and clothed.her. Latey
on when the mother was sick and dying she carned
money for the mother in the same way as the mother had
earned it for her. It is a painful story. The parson
pities her. She goes on to say that, after her mother
died, she, Kate, met Mrs. Chant, and was * rescued.”

an honest gentleman who loved her and wished to marry
her. = Ought she, with such a past, she asks, marry such
aman?

The parson says, “Yes,” and adds, “Who is the
man ?”
“ Your son !” is the reply.
The parson’s face gives the lie to his Christian pro-
fessions. Poor Kate reads the truth in his eyes. She
feels that she must leave her lover for ever, but deter-
mines on one last interview. Then comes the oppor-
| tunity of the -villain, and also the drama. The hero,
| Harold, is an opium drinker, but he has abandoned the
habit, telling Kate that if ever he returns to it she will
know that he loves her no longer. He has also made
a compact with a college chum Hubert, whereby they
bind themselves to be friends for life. DBut Hubert,
who is also the villain, says thereis no room for a woman
in the compact, and that it must be dissolved. He insists
that Harold shall write on a piece of paper simply the
words, “I release you.—HAroLp.” Directly this is
done, he drugs Harold, lays him on a sofa, puts an opium
bottle in his hand, points this out to Kate, and finally
gives her the paper, saying Harold wrote it for her. Then
he says “ Fly with me,” and Kate flies.
Of course it all comes right in the end, but as T said,
the confession and the drugging are two incidents which
don’t seem to belonggio the same play. They are both
| good, mark you. But the frame of mind induced by
' the one is antipathetic to the reception of the other.

e |

"‘She found that she had a fine voice, became famous, met |
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Gould, as the old parson, deserves the very highest
praise. Maurice gave a capital study of the con-
ventional husband, and Janet Steer was delightful as
the mode. - wife. Her frocks were a dream, and as I
happened (o be sitting near the stage I am in a position
toaflirm that her pink petticoats and black silk stockings,
in the second act, were distinctly precious. Ross, as her
feeble lover, was also very good. It was a rather nasty
part, but he dealt with it most artistically.

The scenery was all that could be wished, and the
sailing of the yacht from Southampton water by moon-
light was a really excellent stage illusion. The play was
well received, and the author was called and applauded.

Whether John-a-Dreams would draw for a long run
is, to my thinking, doubtful. But it will certainly serve
to cram the Haymarket till Tree departs for America.
He will give matintes of Hamlet and The Merry
Wives of Wandsor before he goes.

Mr BEERBOHM TREE took the chair last Saturday
at the house dinner of the Green Room Club, which was
i well attended. ~ After dinner Mr Terriss proposed Mr
Tree’s health in the following speech :—*‘ Mr Chairman
and gentlemen,—I rise to propose Mr Beerbohm Tree’s
{ health. I feel sure you are all of the same opinion as I |
{am—that he is a worthy man, a good fellow, a clever
|artist, and one who deserves our good wishes for his
| success in the United States. Shadows we are and
shadoyvs we pursue. I trust the shadow which is
hovering over him is the shadow of success—a cloud
which is fringed with a golden lining ; and that he may
come back unspoiled by the generous treatment of our
American friends. Mr Tree will leave us in a few
days for the Actors’ Mecca, for American audiences
are the beet in the world and generous to a fault. Let
us hope that he may have a prosperous tour. Here’s
to his health, success, and speedy return. He is a
good fe}low,‘so b_reak the rules of the club this once
apd let it be “musical honours,’” Mr Terriss’s sugges-
tion was complied with amidst great enthusiasm.

;9;_

| a new playgoer from Yorkshire, made, perh't\ps,, th'e

best speech of the evening. He took the philosophic

view. He said. in effect, that every sane man knew vice

had been prominent in the Empire promenade, but that

vice had also been prominent since the beginning of

thines. Nations had risen and fallen, kingdoms had

pass‘éd away, but vice remained. Did not this argue

ithat what we called vice was something other than the
mere corrupt edge of our social system? IHe thought
|1t did. He thought that Mrs. Chant would not gucceed
'in sweeping vice away, and, even if she did—what then?
Tt was a daring speech, but it reflects very accurately
a large phase ef modern thought., Presently Zangwill
defended the Puritans of history, and Ben Nathan 1m-
plored Mrs. Chant to assist in the conversion of the Jews.
A Mr. Sands, who is, I think, a barrister, said that
whenever he went to the Empire he met lots
of old acquaintances who he had not seen for
years, a statement that was received with loud
and prolonged shricks of ribald laughter. ~ This
disconcerted him. Mrs. Chant, in winding up the de-
bate, let go for a few minutes on what really is at the
bottom of all the trouble. It is against systematic vice
' that she is fighting—against the bully, the introdl}cing
house, the public procuress, and the rich man’s private
pimp. After twenty years of rescue work she knows
more of these things than many men about town. When
she gpoke of them there was the ring of truth and sin-
cerity in her every word. Whatever we may think of
her methods, her motives are above reproach. And re-
member this, the Salvation Army lived down persecu-
tion and ridicule, because it was led by a sober enthu-
giast, General Booth never went too far. His motto
was, apparently, Don’t be too much of a nuisance, be just
nuisance enough. The Salvation Army is now a na-
tional institution. It would not surprise me to see Mrs.
Chant emulate his example very closely. If, now, the
Purist Party will only be as temperate as they are en-
thusiastic, Mrs. Chant may become their Boadicea. It
is excess that will jeopardise both her success and

heir own. : e .
Presseas |

she yields herself to him. “Do anything you like with |
me, anything you like, but kill me afterwards, or I shall

kill myself.” Here there is a break. If Remon is going
to Africa he must go at once, and if he does not go the
observations over the whole world will be of no use. The

| contest must be fought out on the instant. Nellie

1

|

Larondie, Dulcie’s sister, decides it. She is a good |

woman, and appeals to the good in Remon. If he loves
Dulcie, she tells him in a fine phrase, his love will

| make for the best in her and in himself. * There

‘. immortal thing.”

is her child,’ says Nellie, with a touch of healthy
prose; ‘ when she is a woman, is her mother to say to
her, ‘Take this man, and if you are not happy, leave
him and take another; it was what I did’? Oh!" she
appeals to him with a sob, “I know that the woman who
lives with another man while her husband is alive sins
against her sex and is a bad woman. Keep her, Mr.
Rexox—keep her pure for her child’s sake.”

Nellie has won. Remon goes to Africa. *Our love
will never grow stale,”” he tells Dulcie, with a little touch
of the exalteé; * it will always be to us a beautiful and a
sacred thing, and—if there be anything wbich is so—an
“But shall we not meet again?”
wails Dulcie. *“ Who knows ? "’ says Remon, with a touch

‘of fantasy; ‘“perhaps in that little world in the nebula

of Andromeda.”

That description is reproduced in order that
the reader may review by its light the extra-
ordinary comment made upon the fourth act in
the present issue of Punch. ‘“He” [Mr.
Joxus], says the Punch dramatic critic—who
may, or may not, be Mr. Burxaxp—** shows us
¢ the rich astronomer, the unprincipled winner
«of the Wife and Nursery Stakes, the desper-
«gately infatuated and long-hungering lover,
« David Remon, suddenly converted by the copy-
< hook morality of a nursing sister, seconded by the
<« whimpering sentimentality of a foolish, vapouring
“ younger brother.”

The italics are mine.
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My peAR Dick,—There were two big excitements on
Thursday last—a matinée at the Royal Courts of Justice
" and a premier at the Haymarket Theatre. The Empire
appeal was the attraction in the former case, and the
end was exactly what I told you to expect. Now it is
all over you will, perhaps, admit that I have kept you
correctly informed with regard to it all from the first.
In a month’s time we shall look back and wonder
why on earth we were all worked up to a
state of hysterical frenzy about a comparatively
unimportant issue, and then the Empire promenade,
like the Argylli Rooms and Cremorne, will be
forgotten. It will then be found, I believe—and I am
sure I hope—that the popularity of the Empire as a
place of amusement, and the excellence of its entertain-
ments, will continue to draw large and remunerative
audiences, and the shareholders will feel all the happier
when they begin to realise that their business is not built
up on a lounging foundation which at any minute may
slip unexpectedly from beneath them. A solid 20 per
cent. is better than an uncertain 75.
Well, now to get away from the Empire promenade
to the Haymarket. John-a-Dreams impressed me as a
curious and interesting play. The influence of the
Second Mrs. Tanqueray was strongly marked in places,
and I should think that Chambers began his work some
time ago. When it came near to rehearsal, however, I
fancy he recensidered his original scheme, and having

determined to leven his problem with an infusion of
drama. From amonetary point of view he was probably

strength of the one rather detracts from the subtlety of
the other.

For example, the scene between the old parson and
Kate, the heroine, is excellent. She explains in admir-
ably chosen phrases that her mother was an “unfor-
tunate.” But the mother fed and clothed.her. Latey
on when the mother was sick and dying she earned
money for the mother in the same way as the mother had
earned it for her. It is a painful story. The parson
pities her. She goes on to say that, after her mother

an honest gentleman who loved her and wished to marry
her. = Ought she, with such a past, she asks, marry such
a man?

The parson says, “Yes,” and adds, “Who is the
man ?”

% Your som !” is the reply.

_ The parson’s face gives the lie to his Christian pro-
fessions. Poor Kate reads the truth in his eyes. She
feels that she must leave her lover for ever, but deter-
| mines on one last interview. Then comes the oppor-
| tunity of the villain, and also the drama. The hero,
' Harold, is an opium drinker, but he has abandoned the
habit, telling Kate thav if ever he returns to it she will
know that he loves her no longer. Hehas also made
a compact with a college chum Hubert, whereby they
bind themselves to be friends for life. But Hubert,
who is also the villain, says there is no room for a woman
in the compact, and that it must be dissolved. He insists
that Harold shall write on a piece of paper simply the
words, “I release you.—HaroLp.” Directly this is
done, he drugs Harold, lays him on a sofa, puts an opium
bottle in his hand, points this out to Kate, and finally
gives her the paper, saying Harold wrote it for Aer. Then
he says “ Fly with me,” and Kate flies.

Of course it all comes right in the end, but as T said,
the ’conqusion and the drugging are two incidents which
don’t seem ax. They are both’
good, mark%?ou. W%ﬁ%&ﬁt@?%l{&%izduced by
}ghpﬂwc to the reception of the other.

TR

right, but the two don’t mix quite comfortably, and the"

noticed that a certain amount of reaction had set in, he |

died, she, Kate, met Mrs. Chant, and was “ rescued.” !
‘She found that she had a fine voice, became famous, met. |



Mrs. Pat Campbell had a bad cold, and was not
very audible at first. But she got the pitch of the
house later, and played her confession scene well, if with
a certain absence of colour and variation. Later on,
when she discovered  that Harold has apparently
reverted to his opium, she did not rise to the horror
and intensity of the situation. Perhaps it did not
appeal to her imagination. Anyway, her acting con-
veyed nothing at all to me.

Tree I thought most excellent. He was the dreamy,

- emotional, opium-tainted sentimentalist to the life. It

was only such a man who could have loved, in such a
way, such a woman. He invested the character with a
kind of intellectual sanctity, so that when Kate offered
to live with him rather than marry him, and he argued
in favour of marriage, you felt that they were discuss-
ing something wholly theoretical and unpersonal. The
first wife of Aubrey Tanqueray was an icicle. He

. wanted to marry something real. With Harold it

was precisely the reverse. That this should be an
actual desire in these prosaic days takes a great deal of
proving, and it speaks volumes for Tree’s acting that it
convinced at every turn. Cartwright did not please me
quite so much. He was intended to represent the anti-
thesis of Tree. Yet I discerned nothing really animal
and fleshly in his impersonation. He seemed both
peevish and bad-tempered, sometimes irresolute, some-
times reckless, but sensually passionate never. Do you
remember Tree playing the old Russian prince in Banz-
mere’s Najozda? There was sensuality, if you like!
Cartwright was sparkling and brilliant, but he was as
brittle and hard as ice.

All the minor parts were well played. Nutcomb
Gould, as the old parson, deserves the very highest
praise. Maurice gave a capital study of the con-
ventional husband, and Janet Steer was delightful as
the mode.- wife. Her frocks were a dream, and as I

_happened o be sitting near the stage T am in a position

toaffirm that her pink petticoats and black silk stockings,
in the second act, were distinctly precious. Ross, as her
feeble lover, was also very good. It was a rather nasty
part, but he dealt with it most artistically. .

The scenery was all that could be wished, and the
sailing of the yacht from Southampton water by moon-
light was a really excellent stage illusion. The play was

. well received, and the author was called and appla,uaad.’

Whether John-a-Dreams would draw for a long run
is, to my thinking, doubtful. But it will certainly serve
to cram the Haymarket till Tree departs for America.
Tlo  will 201%@Sxi@lomen's University Libtaryzgd 7%he Merry

Wives of Wandsor before he goes.
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Mr BEERBOEM TREE took the chair last Saturday
at the house dinner of the Green Room Club, which was

| well attended. ~After dinner Mr Terriss proposed Mr

Tree’s health in the following speech :—* Mr Chairman
and gentlemen,—I rise to propose Mr Beerbohm Tree’s |
health. I feel sure you are all of the same opinion as I
| am—that he is & worthy man, a good fellow, a clever
{artist, and one who deserves our good wishes for his
|success in the United States. Shadows we are and
|shadows we pursue. I trust the shadow which is
hovering over him is the shadow of success—a cloud
which is fringed with a golden lining ; and that he may
come back unspoiled by the generous treatment of our
American friends. Mr Tree will leave us in a few
days for the Actors’ Mecca, for American audiences
are the best in the world and generous to a fault. Let
us hope that he may have a prosperous tour. Here’s
to his health, success, and speedy return. He is a

OW, f 8 he club this once
%%% M@Yxiﬂgﬁé&e” T Terriss’s sugges-

tion was complied with amidst great enthusiasm.




The “Playgoers’ Club meeting ab St. James’s Hall
was the most sardine-like squash I ever was in.
There must have been at least 500 members and guests.
on the stairs who never got near the door of the Hall at}
auy time, and Carl Hentschel, Percy Howse, and their
assistant stewards were nearly pulled to pieces by the
surging multitudes. The audience was thoroughly
representative, at least one Empire director being pre-|
sent, but the debate disappointed me. Mrs. Chant was
very careful to treat the tenderest susceptibilities with
every consideration, and naturally this tended to a
certain vagueness of assertion. Her personality is
pieasing, and her delivery is excellent, save only when it
diverges into the sing-song of the pulpit. She does not
exactly say, “ Oh! my brethren,” but she makes you feel
that she would like to. J udging by the applause her
remarks elicited, she impressed the Playgoers favour-
ably.

Why the debate lacked vigour I do not know. Henry
Murray—David Christie Murray’s brother—was didac-

e

tic, but not convineing; Charles Coborn,” the comio
singer, apparently laboured under a sense of personal
wrong done to him by music-hall managers; Johe
Hollingshead, who spoke with difficulty from an awk-
ward position in the gallery, thought that licensing .
| would soon be taken away from the County Council |
| altogether. Henry Hyndman, the great Socialist, spoke,.
las he always speaks, admirably ; he set the blood tin-
| ¢line and the pulse beating, his enthusiasm and vigour
‘were contagious, and you felt that if ever lis particular
promenade were invaded he would protect it with a
Maxim gun, instead of a mandamus. W. IH. Jennings,
a new playgoer from Yorkshire, made, perhaps,. the
best speech of the evening. He took the philosophic
 view. He said. in effect, that every sane man knew vice
had been prominent in the Empire promenade, but that
vice had also been prominent since the beginning of
things. Nations had risen and fallen, kingdoms had
-passed away, but vice remained. Did not this argue
ithat what we called vice was something other than the
'mere corrupt edge of our social system? He thought
'iL did. He thought that Mrs. Chant would not succeed
in sweeping vice away, and, even if she did—what then?
It was a daring speech, but it reflects very accurately
a large phase of modern thought., Presently Zangwill
defended the Puritans of history, and Ben Nathan 1m-
plored Mrs. Chant to assist in the conversion of the Jews.
A Mr. Sands, who is, I think, a barrister, said that
whenever le went to the FEmpire he met lots
of old acquaintances who he had not seen for
years, a statement that was received with loud
and prolonged shricks of ribald laughter.  This
disconcerted him. Mrs. Chant, in winding up the de-
bate, let go for a few minutes on what really is at the
bottom of all the trouble. Tt is against systematic vice
that she is fichting—against the bully, the introducing
house, the public procuress, and the rich man’s private
pimp. After twenty years of rescue work she knows
more of these things than many men about town. When
she spoke of them there was the ring of truth and sin-
cerity in her every word. Whatever we may think of
|l her methods, her motives are above reproach. And re-
member this, the Salvation Army lived down persecu-
tion and ridicule, because it was led by a sober enthu-
siast. General Booth never went too far. His motto
was, apparently, Don’t be too much of a nuisance, be just
nuisance enough. The Salvation Army is now a na-
i tional institution. It would not surprise me to see Mrs.
i Chant emulate his example very closely. If, now, the
~ |l Purist Party will only be as temperate as they are en-
{husiasti 201dv88dalwGrmeRs University Litary1gsn oo 1t
xcess that will ;jﬁo’pax"dis? both her success and




| its peculiar significance and beauty would be entirely

| Larondie, Dulcie’s sister, decides it. She is a good |

THE DEGRADATION OF “PUNCH.

AST week Porcurixe contained a critique

of Mr. Joxes's new play, The Masqueraders.

The outline of a singularly ;ioble, if unequal,

contribution both to the modern stage and to

English drama, was theﬁ-,,_gwen. The critique

—which was signed—contained this description
of a part of the fourth act :—

Tt is possessed of little dramatic force, it is quixotie, it
is mystical, and, above all, it is religious. And yet with-
out it the play would be a comparatively poor one, and

destroyed. It takes place in Remon’s observatory in the
South of France, whither he brings Dulcie. “ They are
his wife and child now ;" passion has broken down his
quiet self-control, and he is half insane with exultation
at his victory. But Dulcie is cold” and unresponsive to
his caresses, and when he tells her that this is their
“ wedding-day,” the phrase arouses her to her position.
It is not possible to describe the scene in which David
Remon finds his cup of happiness dashed from his lips.
Dulcie, in a previous part of the play, has declared her !
intention of *thinking this ’—marriage—*out for her-
self,”” and the result of her thinking is revealed when she
tells Remon brokenly that she cannot do as he wishes.
“Life with my husband was vile,” she says, “no man
and few women can understand how vile; but,” she
adds, amid a storm of convulsive sobs, “I seem to see
that life with you would be even more vile.” Her deter-.
mination, however, breaks down before his misery, and
she yields herself to him. “Do anything you like with
me, anything you like, but kill me afterwards, or I shall.
kill myself.” Here there is a break. If Remon is going
to Africa he must go at once, and if he does not go the
observations over the whole world will be of no use. The
contest must be fought out on the instant. Nellie

woman, and appeals to the good in Remon. If heloves !
Dulcie, she tells him in a fine phrase, his love will
make for the best in her and in himself. * There
is her child,” says Nellie, with a touch of healthy |
prose; “when she is a woman, is her mother to say to
her, ‘Take this man, and if you are not happy, leave
him and take another; it was what I did’? Oh!" she

| appeals to him with a sob, “I know that the woman who

. sacred thing, and—if there be anything which is so—an

r:;whimpﬁri'i sentimentality of a {.‘ig’“"’ vapouring

lives with another man while her husband is alive sins
against her sex and is a bad woman. Keep her, Mr.
Remox—keep her pure for her child’s sake.” ‘

Nellie has won. Remon goes to Africa. *Our love ]
will never grow stale,”” he tells Dulcie, with a little touch
of the exalteé; * it will always be to us a beautiful and a

immortal thing.” ¢But shall we not meet again?’
wails Dulcie. * Who knows ? '’ says Remon, with a touch
‘of fantasy; ‘“perhaps in that little world in the nebula
of Andromeda.”

That description is reproduced in order that
the reader may review by its light the extra-
ordinary comment made upon the fourth act in
the present issue of Punch. ““He” [Mr.
Joxes], says the Punch dramatic critic—who
may, or may not, be Mr. Burxaxp—¢ shows us
¢ the rich astronomer, the unprincipled winner
«of the Wife and Nursery Stakes, the desper-
«gately infatuated and long-hungering lover,
« David Remon, suddenly converted by the copy-
< hook morality of a nursing sister, seconded by the
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The italics are mine.




‘ Now, it is worth while analysing this before | |
passing any definite verdict upon it. Follow |
' the development of the situation referred to. |

«Life with my husband,” says Dulcie, ¢ was
vile, but I seem to see that life with you ‘* would
be even more vile.” But ‘the desperately
infatuated and long-hungering lover” (look
at the hideous conception of love embodied
in that phrase ¢long-hungering”!) is
aghast at this, as he thinks, proof of
Dulcie’s changed affections, and prevails
upon her to yield. And Mr. Joxes touches
a subtly true chord in the passionless sur-

render of the woman—¢ Do anything you |

like with me.” " But look at the addition :
« Kill me afterwards, or I shall kill ' myself.”
Is all this “copybook morality”?  True,
however, the Punch critic (is it Mr. Burxaxp?)

take her ¢ gospel ’—if she be a moralist. ¢ If

speaks of ‘ the copybook morality of a nursing
sister”’ (see the evil sneer in the phrase). Well, |

- you love her, your love will make for ghe best ‘

in her, as well as for the best in you.” Is that
copy-book morality? Then the great-hearted,.
sane purity of the daringly prosaic question
- about Dulcie’s child—the Nursery Stakes as the:
| eritic (blasphemously enough) termsit—and the:

womanly appeal, ¢ Keep her- e fox her child’s

sake.” Mere copy-book morality, aecording to
| the Punch critic. But there is another person
| concerned in the sneer. Eddie Remon (beauti-
fully rendered by Mr. Esuonp) is the quaint,
fantastic, but noble-natured brother of the
| astronomer, and in thislast act his ¢“whimpering
sentimentality ’ takes the form of a humble kiss
pressed upon Nellie Larondie’s hand, and the
broken exclamation to his brother, ¢“It’s the
- voice of God speakin’ t' ye, Davie, dear.”
“ Whimpering sentimentality ! ” ¢ Foolish,
vapouring, younger brother!”  Effeminate
purity, stupid chivalry, grotesque and un-
healthy self-sacrifice! IFheu, Punchinello !
The bat's-eyed critic wonders at the finale.
“ And so the astronomer, passionately loving
“the woman he has won, who passionately
“returns his love, renounces her, gives her up
““ag if she were an insoluble riddle—which she
“isn’t, and saying, airily and astronomically,
“¢<We will meet again in Andromeda’—he
“ might just as well have said, ‘ We will go
“and stay with my old friend the Man in the
“Moon'—he departs on his astronomical
¢ expedition.” Blind dramatic critic of Punch !
He cannot conceive how anyone passionately
loving the woman he has won—the woman
who passionately returns his love—should
“renounce her” or ¢ give her up.” It is too
much to expect & Punch ecritic to comprehend
Mr. Joxes’s delicate imagery, but to fail also to be
touched into nobleness by the pureself-sacrifice

of David Remon, the spontaneous, genuine
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thé voice of a gentleman.”
the great actor.
M. Braw Stoker, had tea served out to the women waiting from early
morning round the booking-office after the first production of ¢ Henty
VITI?  Was it not charming of him?” adds the impressionable |
chronicler ;- . e

| goodness of Eddie, the simple, tender sanctity

| of Nellie Larondie! It is bad enough to be so

| foul, but why should a Punch critic write him-
self down, not ass, but swine? ¢« Copy-book
morality!” ¢whimpering sentimentality!” the
sneer is only fit for the beery lips of a souteneur.
It is like nothing in earth or hell save the
hideous whine of Boult, the pander in Pericles,
Prince of Tyre:—* The nobleman would have
« dealt with her as a nobleman, and she sent
¢« him away as cold as a snowball; saying his
« prayers, too!”

: _— : :
This is how I heard Sir Augustus Harris '’
rehearse his pantomime a day or two agoi—

*“Now then,Father Christmas,you comne in and
tell the cabby to stog. You, cabby, get off the
box and ring the bell, Collins, {eil those chil- |
dven if they don't keep quiet I'll be affer them {
with athick stick, Now, cabby, you say ‘Cold |
night, sir.) See? Stamp off the snow. That’s |
right. Put up those lights there; Ican'tsec
what I'm doing. Turn it up. |

ssmhat’s betler. Now, Christmas,. youring the 1
bell. The door opens—so. You, Miss Delphine, |
come down and welcome him. Now, Christmus, |
go inside; there's a limelight here, so we can |
see your shadow through the window, Car-
penter, don't you think we can have a rail along
here? Yes, that linoleum will do. Glover,
where are you? You know what -1 want here,
I{'um;pty-tumpty, tumpty-tum~—see? Yes, thav's
right.

“ Now, my little girl, comec along. You have to
dance round Father Chivistas, and he shows
you all thie toys. D'you see what I mean ? Look,
ycund and round, round and round, like me.
That’s right. Cabby, you ought to be oft the
stage. Yes, you drive away over there. Oh, wait
a minute, Christmas, yowd better ask him |

. what’s the fare;  *Three shillings, sir.” - ¢ Well,
here's three-and-sixpence jit’s Christmas time.”
Now, off you go. :

s Come here, my dear; you opeén all the
boges.,,Colliqu,v'fol' gooducss sake keep those
%e;ﬁg: quiet, - Now, dance round  like e,

a , iny dear boy, how arc you? Now then,

everyhody, to-morrow at twelve sharp.” |

L%

i s o R L S ST

Alexandre Dumas—the present Alexandre——was fond of saying that |

an author enjoys immortality in his lifetime if he has the chance to read
his own books in another language. And an actor surely may be called
immortal by his friends if foreignreaders are interested inthe gossipabout |
him. Hereis what a French paper says about Mr. Irving :—* He 1
possesses the qualities of bearing and appearance which the insulars |
so highly admire. His face has a marvellous mobility ; his |
eye is large and deep and bathed in light; his features seem
as if chiselled by a sculptor; and with this he has a grand

air, an easy walky a lithe supple figure of an elegant tenuity |

made  for costume, He is the friend of the Prince of Wales,
goes .on distant yachting excursions with Lady Burdett-Coutts, once

met Mr. Gladstone in the street, who spoke to him and was compli-

mented by Lord Houghton on having endowed the usurer Shylock with
But foreign intefest is not limited to
I'be record continues thus. * His amiable secretary,

nd we certainly think it was. :

SRE iz A

e

— "

| MR. HENRY JAMES AT TH

“concession, the exact nature of which can hardly be explained without
 giving some idea of the story of the play.

| encumbered estates.

.than play building—the law that conviction of the truth of what is exhibited

for Mrs.
| a sigh, certainly without hesitation; nay more, he was willing to
!advise hef to marry Frank. Temptation came a few minutes before he
was to start.

E ST. JAMES'S,
Probably many of the audience were as much pained by the scene
that took plaCe on“Saturday at the end of * Guy Domville % as were Mr.
Henry James, thie author, and Mr. George Alexander, who produced it.
That a house which at the beginning of ‘the night had applauded enthu-
siastically a trivial farce adopted from the French should have greeted
Mr. Alexander and Mr. Henry James with every sound of scorn and
derision because the piece was not exactly to its taste seems
startling.  Certainly the fact that Mr Alexander has made his
theatre one of the first in Europe, and done as great service to
modern drama as any other manager, and that the name of Mr. James
is respected, and his work is admired in every English-speaking country,
should not preserve them from failure if their work be bad, but it should
have saved them frof insult and contumely. It is difficult to speak of
what happened without indignation. Fortunately, although in a moment
of pain, excitement, and perhaps bewilderment the manager seemed to
accept the disapproval of pit and gallery as conclusive, it is probable that
there are enough people of culture and taste in London to give such a plea-
sant interesting work as “Guy Domville” some, even if not a great measure
of success. For whatever fatit we may have to find in the play, it is
one that everyone should see. The faults of the play are the
result of mnon-recognition of a law, less important in novel writing

must be conviction at first sight, not upon afterthought. We must admit
that at the time the act of renunciation and self sacrifice that made the
end of tNe play painful and irritated the house seemed needless and
improbable. ~ Afterthought brings conviction that the renunciation was
right ; yet for sake of the safety of a fine play we venture to recommend a

The Piot.

\Guy Domville, younger member of an ancient important Catholic
family, had been brought up for the Church. Ere taking vows he lived
some time in the village of Porches, acting as tutor to the son of a charm-
ing widow, Mrs. Peverel. He was a dreamy young man of pleasant person,
and the widow's eyeb were caught by him rather than by his dear friend
and her ardent suitor, "Frank Humber. The time came for Guy's
departure to France to take his vows, and so strongly had his priestly
training -influenced him that it over-mastered his lukewarm love
Peverel, and he was prepared to go, perhaps with

Lord Devenish, bosom friend, literally, though Domville

did not know it, of Guy's cousin, Mrs. Domville, arrived with the news

that a sudden death had made Guy head of the house and heir to its |

Guy as Msband for Mary Brasier, daughter, in name, of Mrs. Domville’s
first marriage, but really of her intimacy with Devenish. It is needless
to state the successful arguments of Lord Devenish and Mrs. Peverel to
induce Guy to abandon the priesthood, though it may be mentioned that the
messenger’s reasons were curiously clumsyfor an elderly Macchiavellian beau.
Guy bade farewell to the widow, urged her to marry Frank Humber, and
set out for Richmond, where Mrs. Domville lived. Everything went almost
as Mrs. Domville and her lover wished, and Guy was within a few hours
of wedding Mary. Suddenly. by what we deem a clumsy and needlessly
violent contrivance, Guy was brought face to face with the fact that Mary
loved someone else, and had been forced into the marriage by her
ambitious mother and the elderly beau who had not hesitated to tell innu-
merable lies to him. Even George Round, Mary's real sweetheart, instead
of telling the truth like a man to his rival, tried to make Guy hopelessly
drunk so as to facilitate an elopement. Moreover, poor Domville learnt
that Mrs. Domville, whom he respected, was the adulterous mistress of
Devenish. Guy aided Mary and her lover in their flight, and then,
sickened and horrified by the sinfulness and dishonesty of what he bad
seen of life, hastened to Porches = For reasons haxdly copmunging, Mrs.
Domville sent Devenish to Porches to try tomake Guy marry Mrs. Peverel

' rather than let the family be extinguished and the ancestral estates escheat

issen Women's Unive

by his childle:
he

ss priesthood. This interference of Lord Devenish ruined
‘He appeared just in time to prevent the widow from accept-
ted offer of Frank by telling her that Guy was f{ree ; but |
m him that he had no time to leave the house ere his
uy would be irritated beyond measure at his ;
n inner room. Poor Domville
that his idea of an‘ up ¢

The real mission of Lord Devenish was to secure |

'the very point of telling her that he
' silver-threaded perfumed gloves of the eighteenth-century beau, and knew

asserted its influence and over-mastered once more the love that it looked
upen as a temptation to-desert the path of duty. Sweet thoughts of the
| joy of his old friend Frank came into his mind : he determined to go to
| France to take his vows. Lord Devenish argued with him Frank
generously implored him to remain and be happy ; even Mrs. Peveralmutely
confessed her love and begged bim to stay. He was inflexible, bade

i
|
| unselfish Frank, and went away.

| play, though we feel, as we have said, that it is true and  right,
| we venture to suggest
might be changed. Had Mr. James brought out clearly all
| it would be impossible, but he certainly has not. At all events,
by making Lord Devenish arrive aiter Guy the change could be
madelegitimately. Nodoubt it would be troublesome to effect the alteration ;
yet to preserve a work which, in its skill in bringing the old-world charm
of bygone days beiore us, has no rival in modern times save ‘ Beau
Austen,” no pains should be spared. Indeed, so far as capacity for solidly

pamting characters is concerned, Mr. James seems to have reached more

| third is fascinating if somewhat unsatisfactory. The dialogue througho
| is charming in its subtlety, restraint, and delicacy, and comes as a welcome
relief after the recent deluge of shoddy epigrams. ¥

The Performance.

manner, beauty of voice, and grace of person, aided by his admirable style,
| rendered him lovable and fascinating as this modern Philammon who
| peeped into the fierce world of everyday life and found it unendurable.
1; There is too little of Mrs. Peverel—that is our real grievance
| with Mr. Henry James; for so exquisitely does Miss Marion

Terry play the part, that one grudges every moinent of her absence:
presented perfectly,
and it may be that the ending really seems incredible because one cannot
We have often admired the
| virile force of Mr. Herbert Waring, yet never before had a chance of
| seeing how much manly grace and tenderness he can show in such a part |
The blemish in the acting comes from the un- |
succdssful elaboration of detail by the really clever actor Mr. Elliot as Lord
Devenish. MissEvelyn Millard acted veryablyas Mary Brasier,and Mr. H:&;

the weak-willed, gentle, charming woman is

_ believe that anyone could ever give her up.
as that of Frank Humber.

Esmond played cleverly as .George Round, though the part hardly sui
him. Mrs. Edward Saker, the Mrs. Domville, also deserves praise, an
also - Miss Irene Vanbrugh, who was charming as Mrs. Peverel’s mail
The piece is mounted with the judicious luxury and perfect taste th
George Alexander always shows, and the scene of the last act, a room
Lwhite wood panels, is delightful. .

= o s T A e ..
“again the career that he had abandoned melted away; he was on
loved her when he saw the

that Devenish was or had been there. Away flew his thoughts to the life |
he had been leading and its horrors; the long culture for priestcraft ‘

| beauty of renunciation of his earthly happiness and of self:sacrifice for the |

farewell to his friend and sweetheart, urged her to marry the faithtul
Now the audience was indignant at this |
| unhappy-ever-after endinz, which somewhat too greatly resembles the
' close of ‘ The Masqueraders,” and since it is but the Jast minute of a long

that without great artistic impropriety it

' that by afterthought we have discovered concerning Guy’s motives |

complete success than Stevenson and Mr. W. E. Henley. As it stands we

find that the first act is whoily delightful ; the second, despite the unneces-
sary violence in employing a superfluous sham drunken scene to inform
Guy that Mary does not love him, is interesting and effective ; and the

It would be difficult, if possible, to find an actor able to play 'th'e\_'
part of Guy so admirably as Mr. George Alexander, whose charm of

Mg AND Mgs BEERBOEM TREE on Wednesday after-
noon travelled from London by the L. and N.Wi
Railway by one of the new special trains running to theé

oy | Alexandra Dock Station, Liverpool. The party arrived
kel q at the station at 125, and were driven to the dock,
& where they embarked on board the White Star liner

Majestic. The departure of the vessel in the afternoon
was witnessed by a large number of persons who had
come to bid the popular actor and his wite  God-gpeed.”
The party consisted of Mr Beerbohm Tree, Mrs Beer-
bohm Tree, Mr Lionel Brough, who only arrived from
South Africa on Monday, and Mr Max Beerbohm, Mr
Beerbohm Tree’s brother. Mr Hall Caine, who had
been staying with Mr John Ruskin in the Lake district, |
travelled specially from the north to see Mr Tree off. |

Mr Tree’s tour, under the direction of Messrs Abbey, ‘
Schoeffel, and Grau, is to last ten weeks, i
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Now, it is worth while analysing this before
passing any definite verdict upon it. Follow

“the development of the situation referred to.
«Tife with my husband,” says Dulcie, “ was

' vile, but I seem to see that life with you *“ would
" be even more vile.”

But ¢ the desperately
infatuated and long-hungering lover” (look
at the hideous conception of love embodied
in that phrase ¢ long-hungering”!) is
aghast at this, as he thinks, proof of |
Dulcie’s changed affections, and prevails
upon her to yield. And Mr. Joxes touchegj4

a subtly true chord in the passionless sur- |

render of the woman—¢ Do anything you |

like with me.” But look at the addition : |
«Kill me afterwards, or I shall kill myself.” |
Is all this “copybook morality”? True,

however, the Punch eritic (is it Mr. Burxaxn?)

| speaks of  the copybook morality of a nursing

sister”’ (see the evil sneer in the phrase). Well, "
take her “* gospel ’—if she be a moralist. “If

" you love her, your love will make or the best

in her, as well as for the bestin you.” Is that
copy-book morality? Then the great-hearted,
sane purity of the daringly prosaic question

" about Dulcie’s chili—the Nursery Stakes as the
critic (blasphemously enough) terms it—and the'
womanly appeal, ¢ Keep her pme for her child’s ‘;

Mere copy-book morality, aecording to

sake.”
the Punch critic. But there is another person
concerned in the sneer. Eddie Remon (beauti-

fully rendered by Mr. Eswoxp) is the quaint,
- fantastic, but noble-natured brother of the
| astronomer,and in thislast act his ¢“whimpering

sentimentality ”’ takes the form of a humble kiss

pressed upon Nellie Larondic’s hand, and the

broken exclamation to his brother, “It’s the
‘yoice of God speakin’ t ye, Davie, dear.”
“ Whimpering sentimentality !’ ¢ Foolish,
vapouring, younger brother!”  Effeminate
purity, stupid chivalry, grotesque and un-
healthy self-sacrifice! Fheu, Punchinello |
The bat’s-eyed critic wonders at the finale.
¢ And so the astronomer, passionately loving
“the woman he has won, who passionately
“returns his love, renounces her, gives her up
¢ ag if she were an insoluble riddle—which she
‘“isn’t, and saying, airily and astronomically,
“¢<We will meet again in Andromeda’—he
“ might just as well have said, ‘ We will go
¢ and stay with my old friend the Man in the
“Moon '—he departs on his astronomical
¢ expedition.” Blind dramatic critic of Punch !
He cannot conceive how anyone passionately
loving the Womn’mﬁg has won—the woman
who passionately returns  his love—should
“renounce her”’ or “give her up.” It is too
much to expect a Punch eritic to comprehend
Mr. Joxes’s delicate imagery, but to fail also to be
touched inf3oBtaAlss by the pureself-sacrifice

of David Remon, the spontaneous, genuine
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goodness of Eddie, the simple, tender sanctity ]
of Nellie Larondie! Tt is bad enough to be so

‘ foul, but why should a Punch critic write him-
self down, not ass, but swine? ¢« Copy-book

' morality!” ¢ whimpering sentimentality!”’ the

| sneer is only fit for the beery lips of a soutenewr.

' It is like nothing in earth or hell save the
hideous whine of Boult, the pander in Pericles,
Prince of Tyre:— The nobleman would have
« dealt with her as a nobleman, and she sent

«him away as cold as a snowball ; saying his
« prayers, too!”

This is how I hem:a Sir Augustus Harris’
rehearse his pantomime a day or two agoi—

*Now then,Father Christmas,you come in and
tell the eabby to stop. You, cabb{ get off the
box and ring the bell. Collins, te i those chil-
dren if bliei don't keep quiet I'll be after them
with athick stick, Now, cabby, you say ‘Cold
night, sir.’ See? Stamp off the snow. That's
right. Put up those lights there; Ican'tsec
what I'm doing. Turn it up. .

“That’s betler. Now, Christmas. yourin the |
bell. The door opens—so. You, Miss Delphine,
cm}la down and welcome him. Now, Christmas,
go inside; there’s a limelight here, so wo can
see your shadow through the window, Car-

enter, don't you think we can have a rail along

ere? Yes, fthat linoleum - will do. Glover,
where are you? You know what -1 want hove.
gug%pty'-imx‘.pty, tumpty-tum~—see? Yes, thav's
ght. :

“ Now, my little girl, come along. You have to
danece round Father Clirvistmas, and he shows
you ail the toys. D'you see what Imean ? Lok,
rcund and round, round and round, like ui:a.;

“Thay’s right. Cabby, you ouglit to be off the.
stage. Yes, you drive away over theve. Oh, wait
a minnte, Clristmas, yowd better ask him |
. what’s the fare;  *Three shillings, sir.” - *Well,
Tere’s three-and-sixpence ; it's Christmas time.”

~ Now, off you go. : “ o TR

. %Come here, my dear; you open all the
“Collins, for gooducss sake keep those
e quiet. - Now, dance round like mie.
Hafloa, Iy dear boy, how are you? Now then,
_everybody, to-moyrow af twelve sharp.” ; {

2

- Alexandre Dumas—the present Alexandre—was fond of saying that
an author enjoys immortality in his lifetime if he has the chance to read
his own books in another language. And an actor surely may be called
immortal by his friends if foreignreaders are interested inthe gossipabout i
him. Hereis what a French paper says about Mr. Irving :—* He
possesses the qualities of bearing and appearance which the insulars
so highly admire.  His face has a marvellous mobility ; his |
eyeis large and deep and bathed in light; his features seem

“as if chiselled by a sculptor; and with this he has a grand
‘pir, an easy walky @ lithe supple figure of an elegant tenuity
made for costume. He is the friend of the Prince of Wales,
goes on distant yachting excursions with Lady Burdett-Coutts, once
met Mr. Gladstone in the street, who spoke to him and was compli-
mented by Lord Houghton on having endowed the usurer Shylock with
thé voice of a gentleman.” But foreign intefest is not limited to
the great actor. 'The record continues thus. * His amiable secretary,
M. Braw Stoker, had tea served out to the women waiting from early
mfming round the booking-office after the first production of ‘ Henty
VIIL pression

|

Was it not charming of him?” adds the impressic

i d we certainly think it was.
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Alexandre Dumas—the present Alexandre-—was fond of saying that
an author enjoys immortality in his lifetime if he has the chance to read
his own books in another language. And an actor surely may be called
immortal by his friends if foreignreaders are interested inthe gossipabout
him. Hereis what a French paper says about Mr. Irving :—%“ He
possesses the qualltles of bearing and appearance which the insulars
s0 hxgh]y admire. His face has a marvellous mobility ; his
eye is large and deep and bathed in light; his features seem
as if chiselled by a sculptor; and with this he has a grand

air, an easy walky @ lithe supple figure of an elegant tenuity |

made for costume. = He is the friend of the Prince of Wales,
goes .on distant yachting excursions with Lady Burdett-Coutts, once
met Mr. Gladstone in the street, who spoke to him and was compli-
mented by Lord Houghton on having endowed the usurer Shylock with
thé voice of a gentleman But foreign intefest is not limited to

the great actor. 'The record continues thus. * His amiable secretary,

M. Braw Stoker, had tea served out to the women waiting from early

morning round the booking-office after the first production of ¢ Henty

VIII Was it not charming of him?” adds the 1mpressmnable |
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i MR. HENRY JAMES AT THE ST. JAMES'S,
| Probably many of the audience were as much pained by the scene
that took plaCe on"Saturday at the end of * Guy Domville” as were Mr.
Henry James, tiie author, and Mr. George Alexander, who produced it.
That a house which at the beginning of the night had applauded enthu-
siastically a trivial farce adopted from the French should bave greeted
Mr. Alexander and Mr. Henry James with every sound of scorn and
derision because the piece was not exactly to its taste seems
startling. ~ Certainly the fact that Mr Alexander has made his
theatre one of the first in Europe, and done as great service to
modern drama as any other manager, and that the name of Mr. James
' is respected, and his work is admired in every English-speaking country,
should not preserve them from failure if their work be bad, but it should
have saved them frogf insult and contumely. It is difficult to speak of
what happened without indignation. Fortunately, although in a moment
of pain, excitement, and perhaps bewilderment the manager seemed to
accept the disapproval of pit and gallery as conclusive, it is probable that
there are enough people of culture and taste in London to give such a plea-
sant interesting work as “Guy Domville” some, even if not a great measure
of success. For whatever fault we may have to find in the play, it is
one that everyone should see. The faults of the play are the
result of mnon-recognition of a law, less important in novel writing
.than plz’y building—the law that conviction of the truth of what is exhibited
must be conviction at first sight, not upon afterthought. We must admit
that at the time the act of renunciation and self sacrifice that made the
end of tNe play painful and irritated the house seemed needless and
improbable.  Afterthought brings conviction that the renunciation was
right ; yet for sake of the safety of a fine play we venture to recommend a
“concession, the exact nature of which can hardly be explained without
| giving some idea of the story of the play.
The Piot.

\Guy Domville, younger member of an ancient important Catholic
family, had been brought up for the Church. Ere taking vows he lived
some time in the village of Porches, acting as tutor to the son of a charm-
ing widow, Mrs. Peverel. He was a dreamy young man of pleasant person,
and the widow's eyes were caught by him rather than by his dear friend
and her ardent suitor, "Frank Humber. The time came for Guy's
| departure to France to take his vows, and so strongly had his priestly
training influenced him that it overmastered his lukewarm love

for Mrs. DPeverel, and he was prepared to go, perhaps with
a sigh, certainly without hesitation; nay more, he was willing to
advise het to marry Frank. Temptation came a few minutes before he
"was to start. Lord Devenish, bosom friend, literally, though Domuville
did not know it, of Guy's cousin, Mrs. Domville, arrived with the news
that a sudden death had made Guy head of the house and heir to its
_ encumbered estates.

first mar?fage, but really of her intimacy with Devenish. It is needless
to state the successful arguments of Lord Devenish and Mrs. Peverel to
induce Guy to abandon the priesthood, though it may be mentioned that the
messenger's reasons were curiously clumsy for an elderly Macchiavellian beau.
Guy bade farewell to the widow, urged her to marry Frank Humber, and
set out for Richmond, where Mrs. Domville lived. Everything went almost
as Mrs, Domville and her lover wished, and Guy was within a few hours
of wedding Mary. Suddenly, by what we deem a clumsy and needlessly
violent contrivance, Guy was brought face to face with the fact that Mary
loved someone else, and had been forced into the marriage by her
ambitious mother and the elderly beau who had not hesitated  to tell innu-
merable lies to him. Even George Round, Mary's real sweetheart, instead
of telling the truth like a man to his rival, tried to make Guy hopelessly
drunk so as to facilitate an elopement. Moreover, poor Domville learnt
that Mrs. Domville, whom he respected, was the adulterous mistress of
Devenish. Guy aided Mary and her lover in their flight, and then,
sickened and horrified by the sinfulness and dishonesty of what he had
seen of life, bastened to Porches . For reasons huwdly copsunging, Mrs:

_Domville sent Devenish to Porches to try tomake Guy marry Mrs. Peverel
the family be extinguished and the ancestral estates escheat

less priesthood. ~This interference of Lord Devenish ruined

‘ red just in time to prevent the wid “}
Guy was free; but

i

The real mission of Lord Devenish was to secure |
Guy as husband for Mary Brasier, daughter, in name, of Mrs. Domville’s |

from accept-

T e —— — =
fagain the career that he had abandoned melted away; he was on
‘the very point of telling her that he loved her when he saw the
" silver-threaded perfumed gloves of the eighteenth-century beau, and knew l
that Devenish was or had been there. Away flew his thoughts to the life l
he had been leading and its horrors; the long culture for priestcraft §
asserted its influence and over-mastered once more the love that it looked
upen as a temptation to desert the path of duty. Sweet thoughts of the
| beauty of renunciation of his earthly happiness and of selfsacrifice for the
joy of his old friend Frank came into his mind : he determined to go to
France to take his vows. Lord Devenish argued with him Frank
generously implored him to remain and be happy ; even Mrs. Peveralmutely
confessed her love and begged bim to stay. He was inflexible, bade
1 farewell to his friend and sweetheart, urged her to marry the f&xthful
| unselfish Frank, and went away. Now the audience was indignant at this
| unhappy-ever-after endinz, which somewhat too greatly resembles th
close of ©The Masqueraders,” and since it is but the last minute of a Ic
play, though we feel, as we have said, that it is true and  right,
we venture ' to suggest that without —great artistic impropriety it
might be changed. Had Mr James brought out clearly all |
! that by afterthought we have discovered concerning Guy’s motives |
{ it would be impossible, but he certainly has net. At all events,
by making Lord Devenish arrive aiter Guy the change could be
" madelegitimately. Nodoubtit would be troublesome to effect the alteration ;
yet to preserve a work which, in its skill in bringing the old-world charm
of bygone days beiore us, has no rival in modern times save ‘‘ Beau
Austen,” no pains should be spared. Indeed, so far as capacity for solidly
pamting characters is concerned, Mr. James seems to have reached more
complete success than Stevenson and Mr. W. E. Henley. As it stands we
' find that the first act is whoily delightful ; the second, despite the unneces-
sary violence in employing a superfluous sham drunken scene to inform
Guy that Mary does not love him, is interesting and effective ; and th

third is fascinating if somewhat unsatisfactory. The dialogue throv
| is charming in its subtlety, restraint, and delicacy, and comes asa welc
| relief after the recent deluge of shoddy epigrams. L

The Performance. = e
It would be difficult, if possible, to find an actor able to play the
part of Guy so admirably as Mr. George Alexander, whose charm of
manner, beauty of voice, and grace of person, aided by his admirable style,
rendered him lovable and fascinating as this modern Philammon who
peeped into the fierce world of everyday life and found it unendurable.
There is too little of Mrs. Peverel—that is our real grievance
with Mr. Henry James; for so exquisitely does Miss Marion
Terry play the part, that one grudges every moment of her absence :
the weak-willed, gentle, charming woman is presented perfectly,
and it may be that the ending really seems incredible because one cannot
. believe that anyone could ever give her up. We have often admired the
| virile force of Mr. Herbert Waring, yet never before had a chance of
| seeing how much manly grace and tenderness he can show in such a part |
as that of Frank Humber. The blemish in the acting comes from the un- |
succéssful elaboration of detail by the really clever actor Mr. Elliot as. Lord‘
Devenish. MissEvelyn Millard acted veryablyas Mary Brasier,and Mr.H
Esmond p\aye&~~ cleverly as .George Round, though the part hardly
him. Mrs. Edward Saker, the Mrs. Domville, also deserves praise,
also - Miss Irene Vanbrugh, who was charming as Mrs. Peverel’
The piece is mounted with the judicious luxury and perfect taste th
George Alexander always shows, and the scene of the last act, a room
Lwhite wood panels, is delightful. . :
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Mg AxD MRS BEERBOHM TREE on Wednesday after-
noon travelled from London by the L. and N.We
Railway by one of the new special trains running to'the
Alexandra Dock Station, Liverpool. The party arrived
at the station at 1:25, and were driven to the dock,
where they embarked on board the White Star liner
Majestic. The departure of the vessel in the afternoon
was witnessed by a large number of persons who had
come to bid the popular actor and his wife * God-gpeed.”
The party consisted of Mr Beerbohm Tree, Mrs Beer-
bohm Tree, Mr Lionel Brough, who only arrived from
South Africa on Monday, and Mr Max Beerbohm, Mr
Beerbohm Tree’s brother. Mr Hall Caine, who had |
been staying with Mr John Ruskin in the Lake district, |
travelled specially from the north to see Mr Tree off. |
Mr Tree’s tour, under the direction of Mgsprs Abbey, |
Schoeffel, and Grau, is to last ten weeks. l
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been the expression of praise. It was mere journeyman’s work to
condemn, but the critic rose nearest to the level of the artist who
knew how rightly to praise. After a succession of such assurances,
Mr. Pinero concluded with a dramatic earnestness by conjuring his
hearers to remember that, in a time of struggle and stress for the
drama, it was only to be fostered by praise, praise, praise.”

It has been urged that it would not be reasonable to pin Mr. Pinero
to the most literal interpretation of a doctrine that has stimulated con-
siderable discussion. But the doctrine, even in a modified and qualified
form, is a dangerous doctrine for Mr. Pinero to back with the weight
of his name and the strength of his influence. The *atmosphere of
praise,” for which Mr. Pinero calls, has often been fatal to art. It
might be fairly contended that dispraise had done as much for the
cause of art as ever praise had done, and this not altogether para-
doxically. It is by no means “mere journeyman’s work to con-
demn ” ; it might with more reason be urged that it is mere joufﬁéy-
man’s work to praise, if we think of the loose, ungovernable way in
which praise is too often exhibited. It is journeyman’s work to
dispraise for the sake of dispraising, if you will ; but no sincere critic
ever does dispraise for such a purpose. He has a natural and an
honourable reluctance to dispraise, but it is as much his duty, if he
have any regard at all for the gravity of his office and the effect of
his words, to condemn where he believes condemnation to be
deserved, as to applaud when he can applaud with all his heart and
soul.

The advocates of  praise, praise, praise ” in criticism have been
advised to study some words that appear in the first number of the
Revue de Paris. 'The words are written by Emile Faguet, the well-
known critic, in his article on another conspicuous critic, Ferdinand
Brunetitre. Criticism, according to M. Brunetitre, as interpreted
by M. Faguet, is not necessarily fecund when it praises and sterile
when it blames. Brunetitre maintains that the main business of
criticism is to distinguish between the beauties and the faults of a
work of art. These faults are more often than not less obvious than
the beauties, and call for a greater effort to discern them. The
merits, as a rule, are patent, and have but to be recorded ; the public
taste generally discovers them at once. The defects, on the other
hand, are those weak points that are scarcely noticed in the novelty
of the work, but which will make their appearance in time, like
wrinkles, and prove its destruction. To criticise: defects, therefore,
is quite as fertile as to accord praise, and may be even more fertile,
especially when it is borne in mind that these defects may be false

Pages on Plays. 5y

beauties capable of deceiving for a time the observation of the
public. Brunetitre is no unimpeachable authority, but here he
teaches a wholesome lesson.

A lesson no less wholesome, but surely much more unnecessary,
comes from one who is himself a dramatic critic.  Mr. William
Archer transmutes Mr. Pinero’s exhortation to  praise, praise,
praise,” into think, think, think.” The counsel is kindly meant ;
it is to be hoped that it is superfluous.  Indeed, it is reasonable to
assume it to be superfluous, for an enterprising interviewer in the
pages of a monthly magazine has listened to the confessions of a
fumber of dramatic critics, from which it would appear that * think,

 think, think,” has always been their watchword, and that there was

no need for one of their company to advance it as a counsel of per-
fection. But, as has been said, it is pleasant to think of the
counsellor reclining in some green cOrner of the world ““a-thynkynge,
a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge,” and refusing to be lured by the “ birde
upon the spraye ” from his meditations upon the latest glory of the
London stage.

When Mr. Pinero assured his hearers that only those critics were
remembered whose voices were the voices of praise, he was rightly
reminded that Lessing was a great German dramatic critic, and that
the “ Hamburgische Dramaturgie” is not all untempered praise :
that Hazlitt was a great English dramatic critic, who could and did
write often enough with a ferocity unknown to our more amiable
manners. There are pages of his criticisms which could scarcely
be written, scarcely be printed now. But it would be vain to extend
the list, vain to press the argument. The root of the matter, we
read, is that the aim of art is beauty, and of criticism to discover
beauty, and that the duty of the critic is to praise when he can
and to dispraise when he must, according to his heart, his mind,
and his knowledge. It is not a very jovial affair at the best ; it would
certainly not be bettered by being converted into a mechanism for
the promulgation of praise. Excessive and exuberant praise becomes
in time as valueless as a smoothworn token or a bankrupt assignat.
Its value depends, like the value of precious metal or of precious
stones, upon limitations ; it is the more valuable when it is not too
lightly gained. Praise is a splendid stimulant, but art, like life, is

'not to be sustained on stimulants.

It has been truly said that when the dramatist and the critic
combine to counsel the dramatic critic, it is scarcely to be expected
that the actor should keep out of the business. And the actor has
not kept out of the business. Mr. Charles Wyndham has his plan,

i
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‘too, for the amelioration of criticism. He does not say “ Praise,

praise, praise,” with Mr. Pinero. He does not cry out “Think,
think, think,” with Mr. Archer. His modest demand is “ Unmask,
unmask, unmask.” He yearns to look upon the countenances of those
who criticise him, and for him “the vexed problem of the anony-
mous in journalism presents no perplexities. ~As with all other prob-
lems that trouble humanity, this problem kindles irresistible argu-
ments on both sides. In the meantime, however, Mr. Wyndham may

find a measure of consolation in the fact that a considerable propor-

tion of contemporary criticism is signed. It is true that the signatures
are generally initials, which may or may not be cryptic to the general,
but which have at least the effect which Mr. Wyndham so ardently
desires, of asserting an individual responsibility for the utterances
they end.” If the dramatic critic, thus lectured, advised and
counselled from all sides, does not learn how to mind his own busi-

ness, it is no fault of the busybodies.
JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY.
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FaBLES FOR CRITICS.

THE general interest in the stage has recently extended its circle.
It has concerned itself not merely with those who act on the
stage, and those who write for the stage, but with those who write
about the stage. It is, perhaps, a healthy sign of theatrical activity
that dramatic criticism and, in consequence, dramatic critics occupy
a larger portion of the attention, bulk more largely upon the vision
of the public, to whom the one is addressed by the other. Some of
our critics, following a custom that has long prevailed in France,
have taken to republishing their collected criticisms in volume form.
This seems to be a proof that the public takes an increased interest
in criticisms ; proofs have not been wanting of late that the public
takes an interest in the critics as well. Yet the interest is not,
apparently, unaccompanied by a considerable amount of miscon-
ception. The world has been told a good deal about the critics, not
always very accurately. Mr. George Moore some little time ago
devoted himself to a series of articles on dramatic critics, which were
not characterised by the realism we usually expect from that student
of the human document. He painted pictures of critics occupyinga
large leisure, chiefly at the tea-tables of popular actresses and the
supper tables of popular actors, and accepting with indifference, or
rejecting with disdain, the solicitations of obsequious managers.

It is possible that there are dramatic critics who pass their time
in that Capuan kind of way ; but at least I can say that I never met
any of them, and never heard of them except in the entertaining
articles which painted this picture. That is one theory of the life of
a dramatic critic. That was the theory which sought to prevail
some two years ago. Since then, we have been favoured with
another theory, a “Moonlight” theory, a theory which represents a
large proportion of the dramatic critics of the day as bravoes,
assassins, blackmailers, and idiots. I can only say of this picture,
that while it is less agreeable to me than its predecessor, it is quite
as grotesque, quite as unfamiliar. I know nothing whatever of the
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