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| Nor only has the stage lost a skilled actor in Mr
' Royce Carleton, but theatrical society has to regret an
‘always amusing companion, a teller of stories of extra-
| ordinary verve and humour. Of late years Mr Car-
| leton had acted chiefly in the United States, whither

|he had accompanied Mr Willard on three successive
tours ; and his constant theme was American living,
American customs, and American manners—all of
which he denounced, in a purely humorous spirit and

| with astonishing wealth of exaggeration, though in

| more serious moments he was fond of dwelling on the
-03isB@n-Women's UniversityLiibraryspi280y Le had met

| with across the Atlantic.
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AMONGST those present at the first night of King
Arthur atthe Lyceum Theatre on Saturday were Mr |
and Mrs ‘Arthur Lewis, Mrs Morris (Miss Florence
Terry), Mriand Mrs Fred Terry, Miss Marion Terry, Mr |
Gordon:Craig, Miss Ailsa Craig, Mr Bancroft, Mr John |
Hare, Mr Henry Irving, jun., Mrs Patrick Campbell, |
Mr F. C. Burnand, Mrs Charles Mathews, Mr and Mrs
Pinero, and Mr Hall Caine. After the fall of the cur- !
tain Mr Irving entertained a large party at supper on |
the stage, Mr and Mrs George Alexander, Mr and Mrs

assembly which accepted Mr Irving’s hospitality.

5 "Wo Uhiversity [ n Gggssmith, and Mr |
'Cyr_il Maude being amt(}/ngst the large and fashionablej
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It is a splendid chance for empty phrases.
criticism of ¢ Faust”” and the acting, by spinning words about the tour
in America and the wonderful welcome home again. It is so easy to talk
of the great heart of the people which has gone out to our leading actor,
and to express gratification that America, which failed to understand

One is tempted to avoid |

y
{
f
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¢ I’Enfant Prodigue,” and looks upon “The Second Mrs. Tanqueray” as

a succés de scandale, has poured its dollars into Mr. Irving’s treasury.

Canada, too, one may say, has been lavish. The stage mounting also

will serve as a convenient and not wholly irrelevant matter. L
Why, with all this to depend upon, a critic should speak’ of vital

“matters, feeling certain, moreover, that his opinions are of the minority,

one cannot guess. Yet, somehow, the instinct to speak the truth when
it is inconvenient—true badge of a critic—is too strong for successful
resistance. It is the custom to pretend that irreverence is a quality of
vouth ; nevertheless, it 1s the younger critics who protest the loudest
ilgainst the mutilation-of masterpieces. Now, Mr. Wills’s «“ Faust ”” has
one merit—it leads one to re-read Goethe’s, and then ingratitude plays
promptly a part. Since the “ first night”’ I have gone through the work,

purposely choosing a translation—John Anster's—for it would, in any |
event, be unjust to blame the adapter for the inevitable loss in ¢ throwing -

the bundle over the river,” which is the Aramaic phrase for translating.

- The result certainly is saddening : the more one loves the original the

less one likes the adaptation—there is the complete criticism in a phrase.
~ Asa reporter, I am bound to record that the public was delighted by
the revival. The work of the players and those who designed and
arranged the wonderful stage pictures certainly deserved warm applause.

. Mr. Irving was at his best, Miss Ellen Terry at hers, and Mr. William

Terriss, I was assured, ¢ excelled himself,” which did not seem an
astounding performance. Miss M. A. Victor acted with virtuous restraint

as Martha, and Mr. Julius Knight, the Valentine, though the flavour of |

Drury Lane still elingsto him, still played effectively. Perhaps we,who have
the highest opinion of Mr. Irving, are disappointed that * Faust” has
been chosen for revival; and even if we admit that it will be a great
success, we are hardly consoled.
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Miss MAY YOHE'S marriage with Lord Francis Hope
has been made generally known this week. Miss Yohe’s
many friends and admirers may now congratulate her
upon being Lady Hope. The followingis a copy of the
certificate of marriage, which took place at the Regis-
trar’s office at Hampstead on Nov. 27th, 1894. The
names of the parties are given as Henry Francis Hope
Pelham-Clinton Hope and May Augusta Yohe, and
their ages twenty-eight and twenty-five years respec-
tively. Lord Francis Hope is deseribed as *‘ bachelor,”
and Miss Yohe as ““spinster.” The residence of both is
given as 21, Maresfield-gardens. The name of Lord
Francis Hope’s father is given as Henry Pelham
Alexander Pelham-Clinton (deceased), and his rank
“The Duke of Newcastle.” Miss Yohe’s father is
described as William William Yohe, also deceased, * of
independent means.” The register is signed ‘“ Francis
P. Clinton-Hope” and ‘May A. Yohe.” The wit-
nesses are ‘‘ Norah Conway ” and *“ Frank S, N. Isett.”

| Lorp Francis HorE—who was educated at Eton,
took the additional surname of Hope in 1887, and is a
lieutenant of the Sherwood Rangers Yeomanry Cavalry
—is the brother of the present Duke of Newcastle, and
is descended from a Baron Clinton of the time of |
Edward I. Those clergymen who support the ** Church '
and Stage ” movement may hope that Lord Francis will
live to inherit the dukedom, for then he would become
the patron of no less than eight * livings.”

Lorp FRANCIS was publicly examined in the London
Bankruptey Court, on Thursday, before Mr Registrar
Hope, when it was stated that in 1887 he succeeded to
life interest in estates at Dorking, in Warwickshire,
Gloucestershire, and Castleblayney, Monaghan, Ireland,
under the will of his grandmother. The estates now
produce about £20,000 a-year, and charges have been

iven over the whole of the life interests. The gross

ebts are returned at £657,942 b5s. 6d., of which
£58,5629 is unsecured, and assets £173,920, or a surplus
of £115,391 9s. 2d. It appears that since he succeeded
to the properties he has lost £70,000 in gambling and |
betting, £21,610 in theatrical speculation, in connection |
with the Lyric Theatre he has incurred £45,586 5s. bd.
liabilities, and losses in connection with others, and
paid £10,000 minority debts, and £52,704 in living and
personal expenditure, There are contingent liabilities
to the amount of £446,116 Gs. 2d., of which £387,296
has been incurred in connection with the Lancashire,
Derbyshire, and East Coast Railway, of which he was a
director. Of this amount, however, only £13 1s. 8d. is
expected to r:nk The examination was adjourned.
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THE INDEPENDENT THEATRE, LIMITE
INTERVIEW WITH THE NEW DIRECTOR.

SOME months ago Mr. J. T. Grein hinted pretty broadly that he was getting
tired of running the Independent Theatre at his own expense. It is with quite l8’ql+
a chastened surprise, therefore, that one now learns that the concern will in
future be the Independent Theatre (Limited), with a capital of £4,500, payable
so much on application, so much more on allotment, and the balance as
required. Mr. Grein will in future, too, be only half a Cesar, for he is to
have with him as permanent co-director Miss Dorothy Leighton. It was to
the more interesting of the two permanent directors that an interviewer
went for information.
“You know,” said Miss Leighton, “that the Independent Theatre was
leading such a hand-to-mouth existence that Mr. Grein was on the verge of
throwing it up. There were good prospects for the concern, with certain
modifications made, but Mr. Grein did not feel financially strong enough to |
see it through. He sat down and wrote a letter last August in which he
stated that he should have to give it up unless a miracle happened before {
Ortober 15. He did not post that letter, but kept it in his pocket, like|

Micawber, to see if anything turned up.” !

THE INEVITABLE MIRACLE.

“ And the miracle happened, of course?”—*“Yes. When it is the unex- |
pected which always happens, the miracle is obviously inevitable. I went
to see him on October 14, and he was able to tear that letter up. I had never
seen him before that day, you must understand. I wrote a play, and sub- |
mitted it to Mr. Grein, and he wrote and asked me to come and see him.
He told me he was not in a position either to accept or to reject my play—
which, by-the-by, was a four-act society drama, ‘Thyrza Fleming.’ He
really did not know whether subscriptions would come in voluminously
enough to permit the continuance of the Independent Theatre. If he could |
find a co-director—either a man or a woman—of good standing and literary |
capacity, he would, he said, be prepared to continue it on the lines of a
limited liability company. Well, we talked for a long time, and then he
suddenly turned round and said : ¢ Will you be my co-director?’”

ON ‘A NEW PROBLEM DRAMA.

“Quite like a proposal?”—* Exactly. We went into the matter
and —"”

“ His winning ways coaxed you over ?”—¢“ Well, I didn’t want much per-
suasion, and I soon agreed to accept the position, which is an honorary one.
Mr. Grein, you know, has 650 founders’ shares of /1 each as his sole |’
remuneration. He at once accepted my play, and said he should like to
open the season with it, and that is what we have finally arranged.”

“1 wonder if it is a problem play?”—“Yes, it is a problem play, and
although it is somewhat advanced, its note is conciliatory. Nobody, not
even Mr. Grein, with all his knowledge of plays, could form the faintest idea
of how it ends until the final word is spoken. It keeps the interest up till
the absolute end.” |

“But in a problem play ought not the end to be something irresistible, |
something one sees coming all the time?”—“ What I mean is that the
interest is so absorbed that you are in suspense until the last word is
uttered ; but I can’t explain more fully yet. Wait and see it.” {

“How long shall I have to wait before 1 can see it, though?”—¢“ We |
hope to get the capital subscribed at once. Shareholders get certain |
privileges in‘the way of first-night seats, and as they have the power to sell |
those seats, they have the opportunity of recouping themselves at the rate
of 12} per cent., independently of any dividends on the working of the
company.” |

e
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“ ISN’T PHILANTHROPY ANY LONGER.”
i

“ But you don’t want the mere mercenary speculator, do you ?”7— Well, |
the Independent Theatre isn’t philanthropy any longer, and they must be
believers in the concern, or they will not see the possibility of selling their i
first-night seats. We hope to get our capital by November 1, and then we |
shall go to work and open, say, the first week in December, with my play. ¢
I am afraid we shall have to take the Royalty, for we must be economical.

“ But if the concern is to be no longer philanthropic, will the actors and &

actresses of note continue to perform at merely nominal fees?”—“ We shall |
only be able to pay nominal salaries, as before, but those who do not like it
need not be in the cast. We want to get the clever aspirants. The others
can look after themselves.”

i1

OTHER PLAYS IN PREPARATION. ‘

other plays have you for production?”—¢“There is one by Mr.
sinemann, the publisher. Perhaps we should have put that on
is a little too much like what people expect at the Independent
:thaps. We thought it wise to be as politic as may be in putting
: babes and sucklings. I should not like to imply at all that my
milk and water ; but all the same it is not the strong brandy and
Mr. Heinemann’s is. It is a three-act drama, ¢ The First Step,’
not be divulging a confidence when I tell you Mr. Pinero thinks
However, we are delaying the production of it until the public
more attuned to such notes. Then we have another of Mr.
rmard Shaw’s plays, a comedy by Mr. Hubert Crackanthorpe,
en’s ‘ Lady of the Sea,” and works by Gerhart Hauptmann and
andes.”

1
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“ LA FEMME DE CLAUDE.”

tood still, waiting for death, the guilty wife was lying dead on the |
11 that the avenging husband said was  Come along and work.”
{ time Claude Ruper deeply loved the woman whom he had
lmly as it she were a mad dog. Strange to say also, the
iat was killed while attempting a fearful crime against her
ad made him a sincere declaration of passionate love but an
e her death.
jave blamed the man for his daring act of justice, but if
sing can have the right to suppress a' fellow-creature he was
‘When Claude Ruper married Césarine, the daughter of Baron
en, he was absolutely chaste, and believed her to be a pure
Soon after his marriage he discovered that the wife whom
oped had borne an illegitimate child. e might have
er, have forgiven the fraud practised upon him had she .sho.\\'n
»od mother ; but she neglected her poor babe, and when it died
the removal of the proof of her fall.
man did not drive the woman from his house, fearing that it
2 her to the streets and drag his name through the dirt. She
ratitude, took lover after lover, havdly even attempting
it. After one escapade, a love or passion born of a comparison
¥ith her lovers, or of jealousy for his innocent friendship for
wughter of an old friend of his, awoke in her heart, and she
rekindle the love that had once burned fiercely for her. Now,
en life seemed hopeless of love, had turned his energies to the
f a weapon that should make France successful in the war of |
Aided by his adopted son, Antonin, he had done wonders, and
annon against which no foe could stand.
me of Claude’s invention spread wide and far, and an
is agent for a foreign Government was sent to learn his secret
oul means. This man, Cantagnac by name, got into Claude’s
retending to wish to buy it, since it had to be sold, as its
short of money. Cantagnac determined to use Césarine as
d felt sure of her, because he knew not only all the shameful
vhich her husband was acquainted, but one foul episode still
) him. He boldly proposed a bargain to the woman, met her
rotests with mockery, threatened to tell her husband of 1'101'1
ure, and then she gave way—or, rather, pretended to give
tor, in truth, she determined to make a last appeal te her
¢ his love and then tell him of the plot. s
Jésarine made her appeal to the man she had treated so ill,
th nothing but just scorn, and finally with an avowal that he
tcca; loved her hopelessly, purely, utterly. At this the
ission turned to hatred. She went to Cantagnac and agreed
8. Her plan was to use Antonin, who deeply loved her, to
m the key of the strong box where the working drawings of
e kept. She drew him on to a declaration of love, feigned
his passion, and even induced him to consent to an elopement.
ng box he had placed some moneys of hers for safety, and
iened it, to get funds for their flight, she lured him away, and \
ed the plans.
¢ the window Cantagnac was waiting ; outside also was Claude. |
een warned of the plot by Césarine’s maid, who shrank from
fier mistress in such a crime. Antonin saw the papers in her

S

hand, and strove to get them from her: she struggled with him, and 'éot
free, ran to the window, broke a pane of glass, and was going to throw
them out to Cantagnae, when the husband called out her name. She
turned, and he fired a gun that he had snatched out of the rack, and she
fell dead without a cry. Antonin he forgave, knowing that he, hardly
more than a boy, had been tempted beyond human endurance, yet was
loyal so far as the invention was concerned. |
*“ La Femme de Claude” was written just after M. Dumas £ls had:
written his famous *Tue-la”’ pamphlet, in which he put forward thei
proposition that the only thing to do with a thoroughly vicious woman is®
to kill her. ~ As often happens when people write books and plays to
prove theories, he has not succeeded in proving anything, for Césarine is .
killed, not on account of the misery and evil that her sexual viciousness
has caused, but because she attempts a purely nonsexual crime.
Augier’s * Le Mariage d’Olympe,” in which some straining persons have |
found an anticipation of “ The Second Mrs. Tanqueray,” is really a more |
logical development of M. Dumas’ thesis. - i
However, whether it is logically related to the pamphlet or not,
whether it is right to call it a  problem play,” or wrong to use the
author’s term * symbolic,” it is a powerful, deeply interesting work,
faulty in technique because of the gross disproportion of the acts and
ineffectiveness of the last act, yet wise in many aspects, witty at times,
and thoroughly human. |
Madame Bernhardt, as Césarine, has a part which gives her one great,|
scenc—that in which she tries to make her husband take her again to his|
heart—and she played it splendidly, yet with a curious restraint, for she
hardly displayed the fascination powers that have had wonderful effect
in some of her parts. It enables her also to show finely the rare gif”t;i
she has—and only the great possess it—of being silently interesting.
M. Guitry gave an admirable performance in the trying part of Claude..
The Cantagnac of M. Deval, though not at all like the author’s:
conception of the character, was a very clever piece of work, and
Mdlle. Valder played in excellent style the important part of thég
repentant maid. ; ¥

Taere are doubtless many people in.Liver-
pool to whom it is not an easy matter to
follow the French language when it is
spoken with the speed that is usual on the
stage. There are also, without doubt, many
who, not having seen La Tosca, will take the opportunity
of the visit of Madame Siraxt BurN#ARDT t8 form dn
acquaintance with it. In view of these things it has
been suggested to me that I might with advantage t8 &
large number of people piint & geneval ditling Bf the
plot, so that the action may be understood, even if the
dialogue is not, by those who attend the matinée at the
Shakespeare Theatre on Friday next. I think the idea |
is a good one, and have in consequence turned out my
old programme to refresh my memory. With the .
exception of a few minor incidents thit Have 85Chped
re, the story of Lid Tascd is as follows,

X K ¥ %

Tue period of the play is fixed at the cori-

The mencement ‘of the present century, and
Plot. M. VicrorieN Sirpou has chosen Rome as

the scene of its enaetments #7¢1fs T¥sca is

a beautiful prinict donna in that ety &b the tinie of the
battle of Marengo, the reading of & despatéh from the
battlefield being a minor incident of the story in telation
to La Toscd's engagenient t8 sing Befbre @iheed Maria
Carotiria and hief CButt. La Tosck 16ves and is loved in
Tetiirn by one Cavaradossi, a young painter, who is aiding
the flight and concealment of a friend condemned to
death by the odious government of Rome for a political
offence to which is attached no shame or disgrace.
Casare, the fugitive, is hidden at the bottom of a well in
the grounds which surround the dwelling of Cavaradossi,
who is so strange and constrained in his manner that
La Tosca’s suspicions are aroused, and becoming jealous
she easily convinces hexself that her lover has ancther
woman concealed on the premises, and actually dis-
covers the hiding-place. At this point Scarpia, the
regent of police, appears upon the scene, and, acting npon
La_Tosca’s jealousy, finds out the whereabouts of the

By
w . Special

\j Desire.
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It is a splendid chance for empty phrases.
criticism of ¢ Faust’’ and the acting, by spinning words about the tour
in America and the wonderful welcome home again. It is so easy to talk
of the great heart of the people which has gone out to our leading actor,
and to express gratification that America, which failed to understand

One is telﬁi)ted to'avoid | |

“ I Enfant Prodigue,” and looks upon “The Second Mrs. Tanqueray™ as

a succés de scandale, has poured its dollars into Mr. Irving’s treasury.
Canada, too, one may say, has been lavish. The stage mounting also

- will serve as a convenient and not wholly irrelevant matter.

Why, with all this to depend upon, a critic should speak’ of vital

;;.;uatters, feeling certain, moreover, that his opinions are of the minority,

2

one cannot guess. Yet, somehow, the instinet to speak the truth when
it is inconvenient—true badge of a eritic—is too strong for successful
resistance.
vouth ; nevertheless, it is the younger critics who protest the loudest
against the mutilation-of masterpieces. Now, Mr. Wills’s * Iaust ”’ has
one merit—it leads one to re-read Goethe’s, and then ingratitude plays
promptly a part. Since the * first night”’ I have gone through the work,

It is the custom to pretend that irreverence is a quality of |

purposely choosing a translation—John Anster’s—for it would, in any

event, be unjust to blame the adapter for the inevitable loss in ¢ throwing
the bundle over the river,” which is the Aramaic phrase for translating.

- The result certainly is saddening : the more one loves the original the

less one likes the adaptation—there is the complete criticism in a phrase.
~ Asa reporter, I am bound to record that the public was delighted by
the revival. The work of the players and those who designed and
arranged the wonderful stage pictures certainly deserved warm applause.

Mr. Irving was at his best, Miss Ellen Terry at hers, and Mr. William

Terriss, I was assured, ¢ excelled himself,” which did not seem an
astounding performance. Miss M. A. Victor acted with virtuous restraint

as Martha, and Mr. Julius Knight, the Valentine, though the flavour of |

Drury Lane still clings to him, still played effectively. Perhaps we,who have
the highest opinion of Mr. Irving, are disappointed that * Faust” has
been chosen for revival; and even if we admit that it will be a great
success, we are hardly consoled.

o

The Sna

— ——

Ta/w: ‘01.
(%45,

Miss May YOHE'S marriage with Lord Francis Hope
hasbeen made generally known this week. Miss Yohe’s
many friends and admirers may now congratulate her
upon being Lady Hope. The following is a copy of the
certificate of marriage, which took place at the Regis-
trar’s office at Hampstead on Nov. 27th, 1894. The
names of the parties are given as Henry Francis Hope
Pelham-Clinton Hope and May Augusta Yohe, and
their ages twenty-eight and twenty-five years respec-
tively. Lord Francis Hope is described as ‘‘ bachelor,”
and Miss Yohe as ““spinster.” The residence of both is
given as 21, Maresfield-gardens. The name of Lord
Francis Hope’s father is given as Henry Pelham
Alexander Pelham-Clinton (deceased), and his rank
‘““The Duke of Newcastle.” Miss Yohe’s father is
described as William William Yohe, also deceased, *° of
independent means.” The register is signed ‘‘ Francis
P. Clinton-Hope” and * May A. Yohe.” The wit-
nesses are ‘‘ Norah Conway ” and *‘ Frank S. N. Isett.”

| LorD Francis Hore—who was educated at Eton,
took the additional surname of Hope in 1887, and is a
lieutenant of the Sherwood Rangers Yeomanry Cavalry
—is the brother of the present Duke of Newcastle, and
is descended from a Baron Clinton of the time of |
Edward I Those clergymen who support the ** Church
and Stage ” movement may hope that Lord Francis will
live to inherit the dukedom, for then he would become
the patron of no less than eight ‘‘ livings.”

LorD FRrANCIS was publicly examined in the London
Bankruptey Court, on Thursday, before Mr Registrar
Hope, when it was stated that in 1887 he succeeded to
life interest in estates at Dorking, in Warwickshire,
Gloucestershire, and Castleblayney, Monaghan, Ireland,
under the will of his grandmother. The estates now
produce about £20,000 a-year, and charges have been
given over the whole of the life interests. The gross
debts are returned at £657,942 bHs. 6d., of which
£58,529 is unsecured, and assets £173,920, or a surplus
of £115,391 9s. 2d. It appears that since he succeeded
to the properties he has lost £70,000 in gambling and
betting, £21,610 in theatrical speculation, in connection
with the Lyric Theatre he has incurred £45,586 bs. bd.
liabilities, and losses in connection with others, and
paid £10,000 minority debts, and £52,704 in living and
personal expenditure. There are contingent liabilities
to the amount of £446,116 Gs. 2d., of which £387,296
bas been incurred in connection with the Lancashire,
Derbyshire, and East Coast Railway, of which he was a
director. Of this amount, however, only £13 1. 8d. is
expected to rla.nk The examination was adjourned.

'can look after themselves.”

THE II\?DEPENDENT THEATRE, LIMITEI
INTERVIEW WITH THE NEW DIRECTOR.

SOME months ago Mr. J. T. Grein hinted pretty broadly that he was getti:
tired of running the Independent Theatre at his own expense. It is with qu
a chastened surprise, therefore, that one now learns that the concern will
future be the Independent Theatre (Limited), with a capital of 44,500, payal
so much on application, so much more on allotment, and the balance
required. Mr. Grein will in future, too, be only half a Ceaesar, for he is
have with him as permanent co-director Miss Dorothy Leighton. It was
the more interesting of the two pesrmanent directors that an interview:
went for information.

“You know,” said Miss Leighton, “that the Independent Theatre w
leading such a hand-to-mouth existence that Mr. Grein was on the verge
throwing it up. There were good prospects for the concern, with certa
modifications made, but Mr. Grein did not feel financially strong enough
see it through. He sat down and wrote a letter last August in which
stated that he should have to give it up unless a miracle happened befc
Ortober 15. He did not post that letter, but kept it in his pocket, li
Micawber, to see if anything turned up.”

THE INEVITABLE MIRACLE.

“ And the miracle happened, of course? ”—*“ Yes. When it is the unt
pected which always happens, the miracle is obviously inevitable. I we
to see him on October 14, and he was able to tear that letter up. I had ney
seen him before that day, you must understand. I wrote a play, and su
mitted it to Mr. Grein, and he wrote and asked me to come and see hi
He told me he was not in a position either to accept or to reject my play
which, by-the-by, was a four-act society drama, ‘Thyrza Fleming.) 1
really did not know whether subscriptions would come in voluminou
enough to permit the continuance of the Independent Theatre. If he cor
find a co-director—either a man or a woman—of good standing and liter:
capacity, he would, he said, be prepared to continue it on the lines o
limited liability company. Well, we talked for a long time, and then
suddenly turned round and said : ¢ Will you be my co-director?’”

ON A NEW PROBLEM DRAMA.

“Quite like a proposal?”—* Exactly. We went into the maf
and 2

“His winning ways coaxed you over ?”—“ Well, I didn’t want much
suasion, and I soon agreed to accept the position, which is an honorary o
Mr. Grein, you know, has 650 founders’ shares of /1 each as his s
remuneration. He at once accepted my play, and said he should like
open the season with it, and that is what we have finally arranged.”

“I wonder if it is a problem play?”—“Yes, it is a problem play,
although it is somewhat advanced, its note is conciliatory. Nobody,
even Mr. Grein, with all his knowledge of plays, could form the faintest i
of how it ends until the final word is spoken. It keeps the interest up
the absolute end.”

“But in a problem play ought not the end to be something irresisti
something one sees coming all the time ?””—¢“ What I mean is that
interest is so absorbed that you are in suspense until the last word
uttered ; but I can’t explain more fully yet. Wait and see it.”

“How long shall I have to wait before I can see it, though?”—¢
hope to get the capital subscribed at once. Shareholders get cerf
privileges in‘the way of first-night seats, and as they have the power to
those seats, they have the opportunity of recouping themselves at the 1
of 12} per cent., independently of any dividends on the working of

company.”

¢ ISN’T PHILANTHROPY ANY LONGER.”

“ But you don’t want the mere mercenary speculator, do you ?7—%W
the Independent Theatre isn’t philanthropy any longer, and they must
believers in the concern, or they will not see the possibility of selling t
first-night seats. We hope to get our capital by November 1, and then
shall go to work and open, say, the first week in December, with my p
I am afraid we shall have to take the Royalty, for we must be econom

“ But if the concern is to be no longer philanthropic, will the actors
actresses of note continue toperform at merely nominal fees?”—% We s
only be able to pay nominal salaries, as before, but those who do not ;jli
need not be in the cast. We want to get the clever aspirants. The o]
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‘ hand, and strove to get them from her: she struggled with him, and got
i e 5 DI AVS : Doon AT > o9 . 2 =4
| OTHER PLAYS IN PREPARATION. | free, ran to the window, broke a pane of glass, and was going to throw
: “What other plays have you for production ?”—¢ There is one by Mr them out to Cantagnac, when the husband called out her name. She
q William Heinemann, the publisher. Perhaps we should have put that on turned, and: he fired a gun that _he had snatched out (.’f the rack, and she‘
first, but it is a little too much like what people expect at the Independent fell‘dezlld wihout £ e b NN ke Sl b et
t Theatre, perhaps. We thought it wise to be as politic as may be in putting inovule : 1;1; a bog}*i had been tempted beyond human endurance, yet wan
meat before babes and sucklings. I should not like to imply at all that my ; itg ifl Fl;n‘lllsne (Ela)uglen'gol’l’ e cox}gezllcd: fir M D b
! own play is milk and water ; but all the same it is not the strong brandy and S : his & - “au . i e M e e e
| e 2 e ; o Sag written his famous “Tue-la” pamphlet, in which he put forward the
j soda which Mr. Heinemann’s is. It is a three-act drama, ¢ The First Step, ; t hat tt Tv thi : o .
B S e o s P T T — plolposx ton that the only thing to do with a thoroughly vicious woman is®
, _ ! A : - Pnero thinks to kill her. As often happens when people write books and plays to !
{ highly of it. However, we are delaying the production of it until the public prove theories, he has not succeeded in proving anything, for CésIZIriZle isi
i are a little mox: attuned to such notes. Then we have another of Mr. killed, not on account of the misery and evil that her sexunal viciousness
| George Bernard Shaw’s plays, a comedy by Mr. Hubert Crackanthorpe has caused, but because she attempts a purel ime. |
| . : aused, : E: y nonsexual crime.
| Henrik Ibsen’s ‘ Lady of the Sea,” and works by Gerhart Hauptmann anci { Augier’s “ Le Mariage d’Olympe,” in W}})Iich soxll?e stf‘aining persons have**
Edward Brandes.” = | fou'nd an anticipation of “ The Second Mrs. Tanqueray,” is really a more
§ : logical development of M. Dumas’ thesis. :
! Howeyer] W}lether it is logically related to the pamphlet or not, |
; whether it is right to call it a * problem play,” or wrong to use the
77 author’s term * symbolic,” it is a powerful, deeply interesting work,
! i TLL fauflfty i technique because of the gross disproportion of the acts and
TR . o neffectiveness of the last act, yet wise in many aspects, witty at times
‘ “ LA FEMME DE CLAUDE. ‘ Sh(l‘,‘e/!\, and thoroughly human. Y aspects, Y !
« : - T : - | . Madame Bernhardt, as Césarine, has a part which gives her one great!
The lover stood still, waiting for death, the guilty wife was lying dead on thf ~ scene—that in which she tries to make herphusbaud take her 'vmi]:x t%l ;\1‘:::
floor, but all that the avenging husband said was * Come along and work. a5 heart—and she played it splendidly, yet with e I‘eStl"l‘iI?E for kel
‘ Yet at one time Claude Ruper deeply loved the woman whom he had hardly displayed the fascination )o,w?ers that (hq e had w (d fal ﬁs il
§  shot as calmly as if she were a mad dog. Strange to say also, the I q 7 : : T ostl S e Sy |
j y ; o S 3 i b > in some of her parts. It enables her also to show finely the rare oift
{  creature that was killed while attempting a fearful crime against her she has—and only the great possess it—of being silently interesting
. husband, had made him a sincere declaration of passionate love but an M. Guitry gave an admirable performance in the trying part of Claude.
. hour before her death. The  Contor i ‘ : 2 ying pi aude.
3 r : e 2 e : antagnac of M. Deval, though not at all like the author’s
1 i bhz_ne 1)1:111;(3(1 ﬂtlﬁ m.m{ tf'(cn Slus (lzlsn'lgfealf(f“o(fng}lltsflll(;e,llbella"g conception of the character, was a very clever piece of work anﬁj
" 8 TUMARSEIER0D OABRC  IIZHS TSI PICSS ¢ ol - Mdlle. Valder played in excellent styl i ant part of G
©  justified. 'When Claude Ruper married Césarine, the daughter of Baron repentant maid.l y style the important part of the
de Fieradlen, he was absolutely chaste, and believed her to be a pure l ’ 4
‘young girl.  Soon after his marriage he discovered that the wife whom
\ he worshipped had borne an illegitimate child. He might have
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' by fair or foul means.

‘unknown to him. 0
lindignant protests with mockery, threatened to tell her husband of her|
&last adventure, and then she gave way—or, rather, protended to give
| give way, for, in truth, she determined to make a last appeal te her

'the gun were kept.

pardoned her, have forgiven the {fraud practised upon him had she shown
herself a good mother ; but she neglected her poor babe, and when it died
rejoiced at the removal of the proof of her fall.

Yet the man did not drive the woman from his house, fearing that it
would force her to the streets and drag his name through the dirt. She
had no gratitude, took loyer after lover, havdly even attempting
concealment. After one escapade, a love or passion born of a comparison
of Claude with her lovers, or of jealousy for his innocent friendship for
Rebecea, daughter of an old friend of his, awoke in her heart, and she

resolved to rekindle the love that had once burned fiercely for her. Now,
Claude, when life seemed hopeless of love, had turned his energies to the

invention of a weapon that should make France successful in the war of |
revenge.  Aided by his adopted son, Antonin, he had done wonders, and |

devised a cannon against which no foe could stand.

The fame of Claude’s invention spread wide and far, and an
unscrupulous agent for a foreign Government was sent to learn his secret
This man, Cantagnac by name, got into Claude’s

house by pretending to wish to buy it, since it had to be sold, as its

owner was short of money. Cantagnac determined to use Césarine as
his tool, and felt sure of her, because he knew not only all the shameful
facts with which her husband was acquainted, but one foul episode still
Ie boldly proposed a bargain to the woman, met her

husband for his love and then tell him of the plot. ;
When Césarine made her appeal to the man she had treated so ill,

'she met with nothing but just scorn, and finally with an avowal that he
‘loved Rebecea, loved her hopelessly, purely, utterly.
' woman’s passion turned to hatred.

At this the,
She went to Cantagnac and agreed |
‘to his terms. Her plan was to use Antonin, who deeply loved her, to
‘get from him the key of the strong box where the working drawings of
| She drew him on to a declaration of love, feigned
‘a return of his passion, and even induced him to consent to an elopement.
'In the strong box he had placed some moneys of hers for safety, and

when he opened it, to get funds for their flight, she lured him away, and |

then clutched the plans.

Outside the window Cantagnac was waiting ; outside also was Claude.

' He had been warned of the plot by Césarine’s maid, who shrank from
Laiding her mistress in such a crime. Antonin saw the papers in her
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TrERE are doubtless many people in_Liver- |
By pool to whom it is not an easy matter to.
Special follow the French language when it is
Desire. spoken with the speed that is usual on the
stage. There are also, without doubt, many
who, not having seen La Tosca, will take the opportunity
of the visit of Madame Siran BerNmiibt to form &n
acquaintance with it. In view of these things it has
been suggested to me that I might with advantage t8 a
large number of people piint & geneval ditline 8f the
plot, so that the action may be understood, even if the
dialogue is not, by those who attend the matinée at the
Shakespeare Theatre on Friday next. I think the idea |
is a good one, and have in consequence turned out my |
old progra.n;mef to refresh my memory. ‘Wétal;* the
exception of a few minor incidents that Wa¥e Btdjed
re, the atory of Lid Tascd is as fallows, ol

* X X ¥

Tur period of the play is fixed at the cor-
The mencement ‘of the present century, and
Plot. M. VictoriEN Sirpou has chosen Rome as
: the scene of its enaetment: #7#s T¥séa ls
a beautiful prima donna in that city abthe timie of the
battle of Marengo, the reading of & despatéh from the
battlefield being a minor incident of the story in telation
to L Tosct's engagenent t8 sing Befdre ?&M Maria
Carotina snd he¥ CButt. La Posch 16ves and is loved in
Tetitn by one Cavaradossi, a young painter, who is aiding
the flight and concealment of a friend condemned to
death by the odious government of Rome for a political
offence to which is attached no shame or disgrace.
Cwsare, the fugitive, is hidden at the bottom of a well in
the grounds which surround the dwelling of Cavaradossi,
who is 8o strange and constrained in his manner that
La Tosca’s suspicions are aroused, and becoming jealous
she easily convinces herself that her lover has ancther
woman concealed on the premises, and actually dis-
covers the hiding-place. At this point Scarpia, the
regent of police, appears upon the scene, and, acting upon
La_Tosca’s jealousy, finds out the ;v@le_a_bm
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eriticism of © Faust” and the acting, by spinning words about the tour
in America and the wonderful welcome home again. It is so easy to talk
of the great heart of the people which has gone S out to our leading actor,
and to express gratification that Ameuca which failed to undelstand
¢ I’Enfant Prodigue,” and looks upon *The Second Mrs. Tanqueray”’
a succes de scan(lale, has poured its dollars into Mr. Irving’s treasun
Canada, too, one may say, has been lavish. The stage mountmfr also
will serve as a convenient and not wholly irrelevant In‘lttl:‘l

Why, with all this to depend upon, a critic should. speak’ of vital
_matters, feeling certain, moreover, that his opmlons are of the minority,
one cannot guess. Yet, somehow, the instinet to speak the truth when
it is inconvenient—true badge of a critic—is too strong for successful

resistance. It is the custom to pretend that irreverence is a quality of |

vouth ; nevertheless, it is the younger critics who protest the loudest
fur‘unst the mutilation-of masterpieces. Now, Mr. Wills’s * I"aust ” has
one merit—it leads one to re-read Goethe’s, and then ingratitude plays
promptly a part. Since the * first night”’ I have gone thr ourvh the work,
purposely choosing a translation—John Anster’'s—for it w ould, in any
event, be unjust to blame the adapter for the inevitable loss in ‘ throwing
the bundle over the river,” which is the Aramaic phrase for trﬂns]ating.
The result certainly is saddening : the more one loves the original the
less one likes the adaptation—there is the complete criticism in a phrase.

As a reporter, I am bound to record that the public was delighted by
the revival. The work of the players and those who desumed and
arranged the wonderful stage pictures certainly deserved warm a])plause

LMy, Irvmg was at his best, Miss Ellen Terry at hers, and Mr. William

Terriss, I was assured, ¢ excelled himself,” which did not seem an
astounding performance. Miss M. A. Victor acted with virtuous restraint
as \Ialtha and Mr. Julius Knight, the Valentine, though the flavour of
Drury Lane still clingsto him, still played effectively. Per haps we,who have
the highest opinion “of M. Irving, are disappointed that Faust” has

been Chogenz%#)’dg]‘iéﬁseﬁ hrhéﬁ)g Uﬁl%f’sﬁ\‘/lmﬁa}bat it ?8‘)‘1 be a great } |
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It is a splendid chance for empty phrases. One is tempted to avoid |
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Miss MAY YOHE’S marriage with Lord Francis Hope
has been made generally known this week. Miss Yohe’s
many friends and admirers may now congratulate her
upon being Lady Hope. The following is a copy of the
certificate of marriage, which took place at the Regis-
trar’s office at Hampstead on Nov. 27th, 1894. The
names of the parties are given as Henry Francis Hope
Pelham-Clinton Hope and May Augusta Yohe, and
their ages twenty-eight and twenty-five years respec-
tively. Lord Francis Hope is described as *‘ bachelor,”
and Miss Yohe as ““spinster.” The residence of both is
given as 21, Maresfield-gardens. The name of Lord
Francis Hope’s father is given as Henry Pelham
Alexander Pelham-Clinton (deceased), and his rank
“The Duke of Newecastle.” Miss Yohe’s father is
described as William William Yohe, also deceased, ¢ of
independent means.” The register is signed ‘‘ Francis
P. Clinton-Hope” and ‘“May A. Yohe.” The wit-
nesses are *‘ Norah Conway ” and *“ Frank 8. N. Isett.”

LorD Francis HorE—who was educated at Eton,

took the additional surname of Hope in 1887, and is a

lieutenant of the Sherwood Rangers Yeomanry Cavalry
—is the brother of the present Duke of Newcastle, and
is descended from a Baron Clinton of the time of |
Edward I.  Those clergymen who support the ** Church '
and Stage ” movement may hope that Lord Francis will
live to inherit the dukedom, for then he would become
the patron of no less than eight ‘‘ livings.”

LorDp FRANCIS was publicly examined in the London
Bankruptey Court, on Thursday, before Mr Registrar
Hope, when it was stated that in 1887 he succeeded to
life interest in estates at Dorking, in Warwickshire,
Gloucestershire, and Castleblayney, Monaghan, Ireland,
under the will of his grandmother. The estates now
produce about £20,000 a-year, and charges have been

iven over the whole of the life interests. The gross

ebts are returned at £657,942 bs. 6d., of which |
£58,529 is unsecured, and assets £173,920, or a surplus
of £115,391 9s. 2d. It appears that since he succeeded |
to the properties he has lost £70,000 in gambling and !
betting, £21,610 in theatrical speculation, in connection '
with the Lyric Theatre he has incurred £45,586 5s. Hd.
liabilities, and losses in connection with others, and
paid £10,000 minority debts, and £52,704 in living and
personal expenditure. There are contingent liabilities
to the amount of £446,116 Gs. 2d., of which £387,206

B ke ot GVl vy 2

ector. Of this amount, however, only £13 1s. 8d. is

expected to rgnk The examination was adjourned.
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THE INDEPENDENT THEATRE, LIMITED. 5=

INTERVIEW WITH THE NEW DIRECTOR.

SOME months ago Mr. J. T. Grein hinted pretty broadly that he was getting
tired of running the Independent Theatre at his own expense. It is with quite
a chastened surprise, therefore, that one now learns that the concern will in
future be the Independent Theatre (Limited), with a capital of £4,500, payable
so much on application, so much more on allotment, and the balance as
required. Mr. Grein will in future, too, be only half a Caesar, for he is to
have with him as permanent co-director Miss Dorothy Leighton. It was to
the more interesting of the two permanent directors that an interviewer
went for information. |
“You know,” said Miss Leighton, “that the Independent Theatre was
leading such a hand-to-mouth existence that Mr. Grein was on the verge of
throwing it up. There were good prospects for the concern, with certain
modifications made, but Mr. Grein did not feel financially strong enough to |
see it through. He sat down and wrote a letter last August in which he
stated that he should have to give it up unless a miracle happened before
October 15. He did not post that letter, but kept it in his pocket, like|
Micawber, to see if anything turned up.” |
THE INEVITABLE MIRACLE.
“ And the miracle happened, of course?”—“ Yes. When it is the unex-|
pected which always happens, the miracle is obviously inevitable. I went
to see him on October 14, and he was able to tear that letter up. I had never
seen him before that day, you must understand. I wrote a play, and sub-
mitted it to Mr. Grein, and he wrote and asked me to come and see him.
He told me he was not in a position either to accept or to reject my play—
which, by-the-by, was a four-act society drama, ‘Thyrza Fleming.’ He
really did not know whether subscriptions would come in voluminously
enough to permit the continuance of the Independent Theatre. If he could
find a co-director—either a man or a woman—of good standing and literary
capacity, he would, he said, be prepared to continue it on the lines of a
limited liability company. Well, we talked for a long time, and then he
suddenly turned round and said: ¢ Will you be my co-director?’”

ON'A NEW PROBLEM DRAMA.

“Quite like a proposal?”—* Exactly. We went into the matter
N
and —
“ His winning ways coaxed you over ?”—¢“ Well, I didn’t want much per-
suasion, and I soon agreed to accept the position, which is an honorary one.

Mr. Grein, you know, has 650 founders’ shares of /1 each as his sole ’

remuneration. He at once accepted my play, and said he should like to
open the season with it, and that is what we have finally arranged.” |
“1 wonder if it is a problem play?”—“Yes, it is a problem play, and
although it is somewhat advanced, its note is conciliatory. Nobody, not
even Mr. Grein, with all his knowledge of plays, could form the faintest idea
of how it ends until the final word is spoken. It keeps the interest up till |
the absolute end.” !
“But in a problem play ought not the end to be something irresistible, |
something one sees coming all the time?”—¢“ What I mean is that the |
interest is so absorbed that you are in suspense until the last word is
uttered ; but I can’t explain more fully yet. Wait and see it.” {
“How long shall I have to wait before I can see it, though ?”—¢ Wei
hope to get the capital subscribed at once. Shareholders get certain |
privileges in‘the way of first-night seats, and as they have the power to sell |
those seats, they have the opportunity of recouping themselves at the rate
of 12} per cent., independently of any dividends on the working of the !
company.” |
“ IsN’T PHILANTHROPY ANY LONGER.”
“ But you don’t want the mere mercenary speculator, do you ?7— Well, !
the Independent Theatre isn’t philanthropy any longer, and they must be
believers in the concern, or they will not see the possibility of selling their |
first-night seats. We hope to get our capital by November 1, and then we
shall go to work and open, say, the first week in December, with my play.
I am afraid we shall have to take the Royalty, for we must be economical.
“ But if the concern is to be no longer philanthropic, will the actors and |
actresses of note continue toperform at merely nominal fees?”—%“ We shall |
only be able ol gife ™| Seser tndthen's Ufigiiin fiafaly 0 10 not lisgeit

need not be in the cast.” We want to gét the clever aspirants. The -others

can look after themselves.”
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OTHER PLAYS IN PREPARATION.,

“ What other plays have you for production?”—¢There is one by Mr. ‘
William Heinemann, the publisher. Perhaps we should have put that on

first, but it is a little too much like what people expect at the Independent
' Theatre, perhaps. We thought it wise to be as politic as may be in putting

meat before babes and sucklings. I should not like to imply at all that my
own play is milk and water ; but all the same it is not the strong brandy and
soda which Mr. Heinemann’s is. It is a three-act drama, ¢ The First Step,

‘and I shall not be divulging a confidence when I tell you Mr. Pinero thinks

highly of it. However, we are delaying the production of it until the public
are a little more attuned to such notes. Then we have another of Mr.
George Bernard Shaw’s plays, a comedy by Mr. Hubert Crackanthorpe,
Henrik Ibser2019-03-1Bssen.Women's Univessity Libraryerhart 287auptmann and |
Edward Brandes.” §
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OTHER PLAYS IN PREPARATION.

“What other plays have you for production?”—“There is one by Mr.
William Heinemann, the publisher. Perhaps we should have put that on
first, but it is a little too much like what people expect at the Independent
Theatre, perhaps. We thought it wise to be as politic as may be in putting
meat before babes and sucklings. I should not like to imply at all that my
own play is milk and water ; but all the same it is not the strong brandy and
soda which Mr. Heinemann’s is. It is a three-act drama, ¢ The First Step,
and I shall not be divulging a confidence when I tell you Mr. Pinero thinks
highly of it. However, we are delaying the production of it until the public
are a little more attuned to such notes. Then we have another of Mr.
George Bernard Shaw’s plays, a comedy by Mr. Hubert Crackanthorpe,
Henrik Ibsen’s ¢ Lady of the Sea,” and works by Gerhart Hauptmann and |

“young girl.

' by fair or foul means.

Edward Brandes.”
l
|
l!
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The lover stood still, waiting for death, the guilty wife waslying dead on the
floor, but all that the avenging husband said was * Come along and work.”’
Yet at one time Claude Ruper deeply loved the woman whom he had
shot as calmly as if she were a mad dog. Strange to say glso, the
creature that was killed while attempting a fearful crime against her
husband, had made him a sincere declaration of passionate love but an
hour before her death. ‘
Some have blamed the man for his daring act of justice, but if
a human being can have the right to suppress a- fellow-creature he was
justified. 'When Claude Ruper married Césarine, the daughter of Baron
de Fieradlen, he was absolutely chaste, and believed her to be a pure
Soon after his marriage he discovered that the wife whom
he worshipped had borne an illegitimate child. —He might have
pardoned her, have forgiven the fraud practised upon him had she shown
herself a good mother ; but she neglected her poor babe, and when it died
rejoiced at the removal of the proof of her fall. : .
Yet the man did not drive the woman from his house, fearing that it
would force her to the streets and drag his name through the dirt. She

“ LA FEMME DE CLAUDE.”

L

thad no gratitude, took lover after lover, havdly even attempting

concealment. After one escapade, a love or passion born of a comparison

of Claude with her lovers, or of jealousy for his innocent friendship for

Rebecca, daughter of an old friend of his, awoke in her heart, and she
resolved to rekindle the love that had once burned fiercely for her. Now,

Claude, when life seemed hopeless of love, had turned his energies to the
invention of a weapon that should make France successful in the war of |
revenge.  Aided by his adopted son, Antonin, he had done wonders, and

devised a cannon against which no foe could stand.

The fame of Claude’s invention spread wide and far, and an
unscrupulous agent for a foreign Government was sent to learn his secret
This man, Cantagnac by name, got into Claude’s
house by pretending to wish to buy it, since it had to be sold, as its

owner was short of money. Cantagnac determined to use Césarine as
his tool, and felt sure of her, because he knew not only all the .shamof.ul
facts with which her husband was acquainted, but one foul episode still
{unknown to him. He boldly proposed a bargain to the woman, met her
‘indignant protests with mockery, threatened to tell her husband of 1.101'.
(last adventure, and then she gave way—or, rather, pretended to give
give way, for, in truth, she determined to make a last appeal te her
husband for his love and then tell him of the plot. :
When Césarine made her appeal to the man :th had treated so ill,
she met with nothing but just scorn, and finally with an avowal that he
{loved Rebecca; loved her hopelessly, purely, utterly. At this the
' woman’s passion turned to hatred. She went to Cantagnac and agreed
to his terms. Her plan was to use Antonin, who deeply loved her, to
‘get from him the key of the strong box where the working drawings of
‘the gun were kept. She drew him on to a declaration of love, feigned
‘a return of his passion, and even induced him to consent to an elopement.
‘In the strong box he had placed some moneys of hers fO}' safety, and
when he opened it, to get funds for their flight, she lured him away, and
' then clutched the plans. : : v
' Outside the window Cantagnac was waiting ; outside also was Claude.
' He had been
Laiding her mistress in such a crime.

T e

Antonin saw the papers m her

'

The
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i8albt the plot by Césarine’s maid, who shrank Jissgn Women's University Library

hand, and strove to get them from her: she struggled with him, and réot
free, ran to the window, broke a pane of glass, and was going to throw
them out to Cantagnae, when the husband called out her name. She
turned, and he fired a gun that he had snatched out of the rack, and she
fell dead without a cry. Antonin he forgave, knowing that he, hardly
more than a boy, had been tempted beyond human endurance, yet was
loyal so far as the invention was concerned. |

*“La Femme de Claude” was written just after M. Dumas fi/s had}
written his famous *“Tue-la” pamphlet, in which he put forward thei
proposition that the only thing to do with a thoroughly vicious woman is®
to kill her.  As often happens when people write books and plays to
prove theories, he has not succeeded in proving anything, for Césarine is :
killed, not on account of the misery and evil that her sexual viciousness !
has caused, but because she attempts a purely nonsexual crime. i
Augier’s «“ Le Mariage d’Olympe,” in which some straining persons have '
found an anticipation of ¢ The Second Mis. Tanqueray,” is really a more |
logical development of M. Dumas’ thesis. 1

However, whether it is logically related to the pamphlet or not,
whether it is right to call it a * problem play,” or wrong to use the.
author’s term * symbolic,” it is a powerful, deeply interesting work, !
faulty in technique because of the gross disproportion of the acts and
ineffectiveness of the last act, yet wise in many aspects, witty at times,
and thoroughly human.

Madame Bernhardt, as Césarine, has a part which gives her one great’
scenc—that in which she tries to make her husband take her again to his!
heart—and she played it splendidly, yet with a curious restraint, for she
hardly displayed the fascination powers that have had wonderful effect!
in some of her parts. It enables her also to show finely the rare gift
she has—and only the great possess it—of being silently interesting.
M. Guitry gave an admirable performance in the trying part of Claude.
The Cantagnac of M. Deval, though not at all like the author’s
conception of the character, was a very clever piece of work, and
Mdlle. Valder played in excellent style the important part of the!
repentant maid. : :
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TrERE are doubtless many people in_Liver- |

By pool to whom it is not an easy matter to

Special  follow the French language when it is
Desire. spoken with the speed that is usual on the
stage. There are also, without doubt, many
who, not having seen La Tosca, will take the opportunity
of the visit of Madame Saraxt BreNmARDE to form dn
acquaintance with it. In view of these things it has
been suggested to me that I might with advantage t6 a
large number of people piint & Feneval ditling 6f the
plot, so that the action may be understood, even if the
dialogue is not, by those who attend the matinée at the

Shakespeare Theatre on Friday next. I think the idea |

is a good one, and have in consequence turned out my |
old programme to refresh my memory. With the
exception of a few minor incidents thst Have Bsviped

me, the atory of fd Tascd is as follows, |
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Tur period of the play is fixed at the com-
mencement 'of the present century, and
M. VicroriexN Sarpou has chosen Rome as
the scene of its enaetment: #7ih T¥sia s
a beautiful prima donna in that city b the tinmie of the
battle of Marengo, the feading of & despatéh from the
battlefield being a minor incident of the story in felation
to La Tosca's engaenient t8 sing Befdre @ieed Maria
Qaratiric and hek CButt. La Tosck 16ves and is loved in
Yetiirn by one Cavaradossi, a young painter, who is aiding
the flight and concealment of a friend condemned to
death by the odious government of Rome for a political
offence to which is attached no shame or disgrace.
Cesare, the fugitive, is hidden at the bottom of a well in
the grounds which surround the dwelling of Cavaradossi,
who is so strange and constrained in his manner that
La Tosca’s suspicions are aroused, and becoming jealous
she easily convinces herself that her lover has ancther
woman concealed on the prenmtises, and actually dis-
covers the hiding-place. At this point Scarpia, the
regent of police, appears npon the scene, and, actigg upon
La_Tosca’s jealousy, finds out the whereabouts of the

The
Plot.
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Tuere are doubtless many people in_Liver-

By pool to whom it is not an easy matter to.
Special follow the French language when it is |

Desire. spoken with the speed that is usual on the
stage. There are also, without doubt, many
who, not having seen La Tosca, will take the opportunity
of the visit of Madame Sarant BerNuARDT t8 form an
acquaintance with it. In view of these things it has
been suggested to me that I might with advantage t8 a
large number of people piint & geneval ditling Bf the
plot, so that the action may be understood, even if the
dialogue is not, by those who attend the matinée at the
Shakespeare Theatre on Friday next. I think the idea
is a good one, and have in consequence turned out my
old programme to refresh my memory. With the
exception of a few minor incidents thut Have 8sviped
me, the atory of fid Tdscd is as follows,

* X X ¥

Tur period of the play is fixed at the com-

The mencement 'of the present century, and
Plot. ~ M. VicTorieN Sarpou has chosen Rome as
the scene of its enaetments #7it T¥sea Is

a beautiful prina donne in that city at the time of the
battle of Marengo, the feading of 4 despatéh from the
battlefield being a minor incident of the story in felaiion
to La Toscd's engaenient t8 sing befdre @ieed Maria
Carotina and hed Coutt. La Tosck idves and is loved in
Yetiitn by one Cavaradossi, a young painter, who is aiding
the flight and concealment of a friend condemned to
death by the odious government of Rome for a political
offence to which is attached no shame or disgrace.
Cwsare, the fugitive, is hidden at the bottom of a well in
the grounds which surround the dwelling of Cavaradossi,
who is so strange and constrained in his manner that
La Tosca’s suspicions are aroused, and becoming jealous
she easily convinces herself that her lover has ancther
woman concealed on the premises, and actually dis-

-033is8en;Womenis Upiversity kibranys 1,289 searpia, the

regent of police, appears npon the scene, and, acting upon

La_Tosca’s jealousy, finds out the whereabouts of the
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man he is seeking, though not the actual place of conceal-

ment, as explanations take place between Cavaradossi
and the prima donna in time to prevent it. La Tosca, |
hearing that her lover's protégé is a man, and not a |
woman, is of course horror-stricken at the danger she
has brought upon them all. Then the danger becomes
imminent. Scarpia is not a man to be played with, aud |
he orders Cavaradossi to be taken into a side room and -
~“interrogated” by means of the torture. Scarpia and
La Tosca remain on the stage, and he endeavours to
drag a confession from her lips by means of her lover's |
agony. During this the torture continues in the ante-
room, and Cavaradossi is heard moaning and groaning,
' and imploring La 7'osca to remain firm; she first begs hard -
for mercy from Scarpia, and then curses his hardhearted- -
ness, The groans become louder and more agonised as
Searpiaordersthe torture to be increased, and the scene be-
comes almost too painful for words. ~ At each refusal on
the part of prima donna to reveal the hiding-place, Scarpia
goes to the door of the torture-chamber, and exclaims
| “Insistez,” and fresh cries are wrung from the suffering
Cavaradossi. At last, however, she can stand it no
:-Ionger, and, amid a scene of breathless interest, she tells
- Scarpia that his victim lies concealed at the bottom of
“the well. But the confession comes too late; Crsare
* having resolved not to be taken alive, has shot himself,
and nothing but a dead body is discovered by
Scarpia’s agents. At this moment Cavaradossi is led on
the stage in a fearfully exhausted condition. Blood is
seen on his temples, and round his forehead is a livid
blue line showing where the iron band has crushed him.
The curtain falls upon this dreadful scene, when
Scarpia exclaims, “To the dunghill with the dead man, .
to the gallows with the living one.” ‘
There is no falling off in the horrors of the piece in the
subsequent portions thereof. The order has gone forth
for the execution of Cavaradossi, and Scarpia remains
deaf toall La Tosca’s entreaties for mercy. Asa last
chance the prima donna pays a visit to the tyrant in his
supper room, and entreats for the life of herlover. Scarpia
at first is entirely obdurate, but finally offers the life of
Cavaradossi if La Tosca will sacrifice her virtue in |
exchange. Not knowing what to do, for time presses
and the moment of execution is at hand, she appears to
consent, but secretly hides a knife from the supper table
in the folds of her dress, with which she stabs Scarpia to
the heart at the moment he claims the fulfilment of her |
promise. La T'osca is a Roman Catholic, and, finding
she has killed her enemy, she takes two lighted candles |
from the sideboard, places them beside the body, then |
unhooks a crucifix from the wall and, laying it reverently
on the dead body, silently steals out of the room. But
the execution takes place in the meantime, and when La
Tosca, seeking her loyer, finds his corpse perfectly riddled
with bullets, she loses all command over herself and with
curses on her lips flings herself into the Tiber, with
which melanchely finale the life of the prima donna and
& most painful play conte o 4 close:
ol mg: l;py féa&::;vgho&;@w #0 t6 doe ng fiece
tor themtselyes—it dny fite thdt portion of theri 8
*hbm&ﬂe 1‘?‘&1331‘! ldngtidge is i Qg‘gle’é Bd‘j&—'méﬁ' b
éld..ﬂ 81 the enlightenment which this small sketch of the
action will throw upon what they see and hear. Like
n‘lost French pieces, it is somewhat involved in construc-
tion, and the plot is not easy to follow without under-
standing the dialogue.
3 L S

MapswEe Saran BErNHARDT and her company
The Towr willleave Liondon on Saturday night, whence
?_)"'fth_c they will travel to Glasgow, in which city
Tragedienna, thay will open on Monday afternoon.
e Imntediately aftet this perfosrance they
Didéeed t6 Edinbuirgh, give dne perfoi  rde thete;

id then hdstén t3 Bradfdrd; Blrminghas  (iiverhool,

snd Muieheator: The Wdle towiwlil 1 cadmpiiched
in the space of one weet, which is very hard work indeed
for the artistes, many of whom are not used to travelling
at all, and still harder work, perhaps, for Mr. Hexgry E.
Apeey and Mr. Mavrics fBAIZ;.f der whse, direction
; ahepe ﬁ{mﬂ visits 8re being pdid. Tio stupendous
| difficulties in the way will be understood when it is stated

Theatre, Paris, will be carried by the company. A great
treat is therefore in store for the provincial towns which
Madame BernuarpT intends to favour.

(P ¢ i THE coming visit of Madame Saram |
«}M' ! Sarah, the BerxmarDT to the Shakespeare
g 1 . Divine. Theatre is being looked forward to
I ; j with intense eagerness by Liverpool
! playgoers. Already, I am told, the sale of stall
seats far exceeds the sitting capacity of that part |
[ of the theatre, and that in all probability nearly
the whole of the pit-will be converted into stalls-
for the occasion. Thus, if the patrons of the pit-
are ejected from their usual coign of vantage
they will perforce be obliged to ascend to the
gallery, which promises that the ‘““house” on
Friday afternoon will be a very respectable one.
| It is rather hard on the “gods’ to be invaded
in their high Olympus, but ZLa Tosca is
not exactly the sort of nectar which these
lofty powers are wont to indulge in, par-
ticularly as Madame BErNHARDT and her
company will represent it in what our sea-
faring friends would denominate as a “——
foreign lingo.” The stalls and the circle will |
of course, understand it, or pretend to,
and even the pit, exalted for the occasion, may
have a commercial smattering of French which
will stand them in good stead. But if there are
any, no matter wheresoever they sit in the
house, who are ignorant of the language, let them
turn to *The Playhour’ in this week's issue,
' where they will find the plot of the piece cares
| fully printed for them in plain English. J

Myr. Henry Arthur Jones ought to be greatly edified by Mr. William
Archer’s analysis of *“The Masqueraders.” Most of us have found that
,Play to b_o an effective piece of romantic melodrama, but Mr. Archer
hl}ds In 1t unsuspected depths of philosophy. It suggests to him the
“incalculable vastnesses of space and time,” the * material immensity
that is an illusion, and the infinitesimal that is truly immense.” « \\ﬁ
may, if we list,” adds the philosophic William, “seek relief from the
morally Incomprehensible in the materially Uncomprehended.” We
may, indeed ; but why we should scek it at the St. James's Theatre T am

the ““materially Uncomprehended” has resolved itself into a highly
satisfactory sum in arithmetic, v

——— S

¢ Miss Rutland,” Mr. Richard Pryce’s play at the Gaiety, has the |
merit of letting one gange the ability of pretty Miss Ettie Williams, and
the opinion cne forms is that some day she will be an actress of
importance. She has beauty, a charming voice, diseretion, and intelligence.
The other side of the hedge is that her acting is like old-fashioned quartz
gold mining—the rock might be rich, but you got little gold out of it.
She commits few positive faults—does not over-act, does not over-force

__that all the scenery and accessories from the Renaissance |

herself ; but there is lack of variety, want of expression, and too great
timidity in the employment of her powers. She did not warm to her |
work. Perhaps it was not surprising, for her part, like the play, was |
a long one, with little in it. *Miss Rutland ” is a respectable, but
inadequate, treatment of a rather good subject. Its qualities resembled
those of Miss Williams’s acting ; they were chiefly negative.

quite unable to say, unless we mgquire at the box-office, where, I suspect, |
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lesenting for the last night of his season a programme composed S koo LU
. €

igoire” and * An Enemy of ‘the People,” Mr. Beerbohm Tree

frived a cleverly-contrasted entertainment. What two plays T

more curiously unlike than the romantic comedy of the Irench
| the intensely non-romantic social tragedy by the Norwegian
t? For, really, “ An Enemy of the People” is a tragedy,
o blood -is spilt, though the only material evidence of a big
tife is a rent in a pair of trousers and a few broken panes of
fet the destruction of a man’s belief in his fellow-man, the
i of a philanthrope into a misanthrope, is really the murder of
character, and Dr. Stockmann is killed almost as conclusively
pwardice and selfishness of his fellow-citizens as was the hero
rely-acted * Timon of Athens.” :
curious what different standpoints for viewing human life are
y De Banville and Ibsen. In ** The Ballad-monger ” one has the
lc idea that the poet—the preacher, I should like to cnl.l lnm—_
k wonders: the grim Norwegian play teaches that silence is
ven when speech would be health-giving truth. I am bound to
in force of deduction Ibsen’s work shows itself the stronger.
ever in seeing or reading quite believed in ¢ Gringoire” ; it has
eemed to me that what the poet says is inadequate for the effect
is supposed to produce. This is not the common case of
rtion in stage matters, for, as a rule, the mountain and mouse |
iint in considering the relation of cause and effect in t.llL‘ﬂIl'lctl].
On the other hand, * An Enemy of the People ” is vigorously
1 one cannot vesist belief in the strange march of events that, with
buy, makes the public benefactor appear the general malefactor.
imensely impressive, not merely because of the truth and life-
of the characters, but also the brilliancy of the construction.
lic meeting is one of the most remarkable and ingenious picces
stage-craft that T can recollect, and in it is accomplished
m that might puzzle a Seribe. It is a marvel, to(}, b.ccnufc when
imply reading the play it does not appear effective from an
yoint of view, and even the experienced have fought shy of it,
ig it to be undramatic. :
I not sure that it was wholly wise to put the two plays side by
* they were bound to have a somewhat prejudicial effect on,
fher.  Perhaps the object of it was to give Mr. Tree an oppor-
i showing his versatility, since one cannot cnsﬂ_y imagine
r superficial difference than between Stockmann and Gringoire.
fcial,” I say, because at heart the two are of the same human
Certainly, he clearly differentiated the parts. It scemed to me
both he had one fault—the desire to be too picturesque.
ts at Gringoire’s appearance lost their point, while Stockmanu’s
and hat scemed utterly out of place. I think it is for
jon that his Ballad-monger is the finer piece of acting. f‘ort:unl_\',
i poet is a more romantic figure than the hustling local
and can stand some sacrifice of truth to elegance. IHowever, in
r. Iree’'s work was very able, and met with hearty applause.
ge was charming in* The Ballad-monger,” but why does she commit
jolecism as to sing a very modern pretty song in the mediweval days ?
deserve admiration, such as Mrs. Wright and Miss Lily Hanbury
gsrs. James Welch, I5. M. Robson, and Revelle. MONOCLE.
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Enention of Mabel Love reminds me of a conversationt I once had
dainty dancer on the subject of stage-fright. After suying that
only suffered from it twice, she told me the circumstances

ed with the occasion. I repeat an incident here, as nearly as

collect, in her own words : ¢ I had been taking the place of Annic
in ‘ Mamma’ at Cambridge with Mr. Arthur Bourchier’s company,
~arriving home one Iriday evening found a telegram from
ustus Harris asking me to come up to Covent Garden at once.
reached the theatre, I found he wanted me to dance on the
evening in Mr. De Lara’s ¢ Light of Asia.” They had intended

v an Italian premiére, and had instructed her to prepare a solo,
gxshe went through it at the first band rehearsal it was found
nsuited to the Nautch style of dance requived. At the last

‘therefore, it had been discarded, and I had been sent for. Seeing

my only course was to refuse emphatically, which I accordingly
at Sir Augustus had no idea of taking < No’ for an answer. lHe
ged me to Mr. De Lara, who fairly persuaded me until all power
al had gone, and, contrary to the advice of my mother and against
[ or;victi01ls, I ultimately consented to do my best.

s
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ever heard the music, and had never danced an Eastern dance,’

apald 1t 9y

“Of course, there could not be much rehearsal, as there was rather
less than a day before the production, and so a call was made for me tc
rehearsal next morning with the piano on the stage, half an hour before
the band rehearsal, which was to be the first and only one I was to have.
Truly, the Fates were not propitious. On arriving at the theatre,
I learned that the regular pianist was ill, and they had sent an Italian
who could not speak a word of English. As I did not know the musie,
I could not make out the beginning, middle, or end. The result was
that when the band rehearsal came off my arrangement did not fit, and,
perfectly disheartened, I went to Sir Augustus and said I had tried my
best, and must decline to perform. He, however, urged me to continue,
and arranged for the band to go through the dance again—a very
unusual thing. This time it went better, and the few hours before the
performance I spent looking after a costume which was being hastily
made. I hada very anxious time while waiting to go on, and, not having
seen a great part of it before, did not even know when my turn came.
. At last the dreaded moment arrived, and the dance which had cost me
so much trouble and anxiety was exceedingly well received.” After
hearing Miss Love’s account of the incident I have just related, I
referred to the notices of the ill-fated * Light of Asia,” and found the
' damnation of cold praise accorded to the opera itself, punctuated with
encomiums about * a Nautch dance, charmingly executed by Miss Mabel
Love.” 5

Sfuteh. | | T
Ii &

“I suppose that you share the approval, apparently felt by most
veterans, for the training afforded by a stock company ?” ‘

“There is nothing like it,” said Mrs. Boucicault. *“In my young
days every actor and actress went through a definite course of training. |
We went, so tospeak, through a period of apprenticeship, which generally
included a seven years’ stay in the provinces, and a thorough tuition in
every branch of our art. I learnt to fence from Angelo, followed a course |
of opera dancing, and played every sort of part, from Columbine to
Lady Macbeth. It would be difficult to make the young folk of the
present day even understand the composition of an old stock company.
There was the leading lady, the walking gentleman, the heavy father, the
juvenile lady, and the soubrette, or singing chambermaid. I do not
consider any age too young to make a start, and to any girl who wishes
to become a good actress I say, ¢ Get into some country theatre, learn to
forget yourself, and to play everything—burlesque, comedy, farce,
tragedy, and the classical and modern drama.” A good stage-manager is
the Dbest of elocution masters. There is a fancy nowadays that it is
a good thing to begin as understudy. I think this is a mistake, for,
though it gives the young actress an opportunity, eircumstances forbid
her availing herself of it—the
more so as she is generally only
!! l given the chance of taking part in

{ two or three performances.”

Skabeh .
Moy 6. gy '

THE JUBILEE OF “GO-BANG” — &

If T were a “Johnny,” I should haunt the stage-door of the Trafalgar,
Theatre. in order to pay court to Miss Letty Lind, who, to me, is
the embodiment of all that is brightest and best in musical farcedom.
One could not have anyone brighter, more energetic, more daringly
irrelevant, and delightfully impudent, more dainty in dancing, more
artful in singing, and more fascinating in person than the representative
of “Di, Di, Di” in *“ Go-Bang.” All this came into my head while
looking at the second edition, the other night. Primarily, T went to see
the new curtain-raiser, A Silver Honeymoon,” by Mr. * Richard-
Henry,” a domestic comedy that might disappoint those who have “ got
culture”’ in matters dramatic and claim exclusive possession, but charms
the people who trust to fate and early arrival to get good seats. The
play was written for them and they like it, and as T am a prejudiced
person, accused of Ibsenism, realism, and other crimes, I will not express
my opinion of it as an artistic work. Besides, I lost my coffee by
having to rush off early to see it, and then found it might have begu

_twenty minutes later.
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man he is seeking, though not the actual place of conceal-
ment, as explanations take place between Cavaradossi
and the prima donna in time to prevent it. La Tosca, |
hearing that her lover's protégé is a man, and not a’
woman, is of course horror-stricken at the danger she
has brought upon them all. Then the danger becomes
imminent. Scarpia is not a man to be played with, aud |
he orders Cavaradossi to be taken into a side room and -
*interrogated” by means of the torture. Searpia and '
La Tosca remain on the stage, and he endeavours to
drag a confession from her lips by means of her lover's
agony. During this the torture continues in the ante-
room, and Cavaradossi is heard moaning and groaning,
' and imploring La Tosca to remain firm ; she first begs hard
for mercy from Scarpia, and then curses his hardhearted-
ness, The groans become louder and more agonised as
Scarpiaordersthe torture to be increased, and the scene be-
comes almost too painful for words. ~ At each refusal on .
the part of prima donna toreveal the hiding-place, Scarpia
goes to the door of the torture-chamber, and exclaims
|“Insustez,” and fresh cries are wrung from the suffering
Cavaradossi. At last, however, she can stand it no
;longer, and, amid a scene of breathless interest, she tells
' Scarpia that his victim lies concealed at the bottom of
" the well.‘ But the confession comes too late; Cesare
* having resolved not to be taken alive, has shot himself,
and nothing but a dead body is discovered by
Scarpia’s agents. At this moment Cavaradossi is led on
the stage in a fearfully exhausted condition. Blood is
seen on his temples, and round his forehead is a livid
blue line showing where the iron band has crushed him.
The curtain falls upon this dreadful scene, when
Scarpia exclaims, “To the dunghill with the dead man, |
to the gallows with the living one.”

There is no falling off in the horrors of the piece in the
subsequent portions thereof. The order has gone forth
for the execution of Cazaradossi, and Scarpia remains
deaf toall La Tosca’s entreaties for mercy. Asa last
chance the prima donna pays a visit to the tyrant in his
supper room, and entreats for the life of herlover. Scarpia
at first is entirely obdurate, but finally offers the life of
Cavaradossi if La Tosca will sacrifice her virtue in
exchange. Not knowing what to do, for time presses
and the moment of execution is at hand, she appears to
consent, but secretly hides a knife from the supper table
in the folds of her dress, with which she stabs Searpia to
the heart at the moment he claims the fulfilment of her
promise. La Tosca is a Roman Catholic, and, finding
she has killed her enemy, she takes two lighted candles |
from the sideboard, places them beside the body, then |
unhooks a crucifix from the wall and, laying it reverently
on the dead body, silently steals out of the room. But
the execution takes place in the meantime, and when La
Tosca, seeking her lover, finds his corpse perfectly riddled
with bullets, she loses all command over herself and with
curses on her lips flings herself info the Tiber, with
which melancholy finale the life of the prima donna and
& most painful play conte to 4 clage:

. Thase of niy féaders Wwho edre to g0 to dee the picce

er tﬁ@lﬂsﬁl&gs—-ﬂ any fite thdt ,ﬁdrtéin of ther t8
Whini éHe FYendhi lngtidge Is & dadled Bogk—me3 bo
élﬂ.ﬂ of t)‘ie enlightenment which this small sketch of the
action will throw upon what they see and hear. Like
most French pieces, it is somewhat involved in construc-
tion, and the plot is not easy to follow without under-
standing the dialogue.
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¥ ’ MapavE SaraE BERNHARDT and her company
The Tour will leave London on Saturday night, whence
?fthe they will travel to Glasgow, in which city
ﬁthM.they will open on Monday afternoon.
‘ i Tiimediately after this performance they
xg ]:g%ceeg dtsd ﬁdggbsrgg} give Bine perfoi - e fhe'i‘ei:;

\d then hdsten td Bridfdrd, Blrminghdy  Giverho
snd Miiehsaleh The Wnole Lou wiil % mmgffﬁoa
in the space of one weel, which is very hard work indeed
for the artistes, many of whom are not used to travelling
at all, and still harder work, perhaps, for Mr. Hexry E.
AmpeY and Mr. Mavrice GRav, tinder Whode direetion
 these flying visits dre Being pdid. The stupendous
| diffictlties in the way will be understood when it is stated
__that all the yand a

ories from the Renaissance

Theatre, Paris, will be carried by the company. A great
treat is therefore in store for the provincial towns which
W]&{&fcfl&me BEBNH.\RD? intends to favour.

(PO"L ? | TuE coming visit of Madame Saram |

——m | Sarah, the BerNxuaRDT to the Shakespeare
X 3| . Dwine. Theatre is being looked forward to
XAQ;] : |

with intense eagerness by Liverpool
| %C'L’_f . | playgoers. Already, I am told, the sale of stall
| seats far exceeds the sitting capacity of that part -
| of the theatre, and that in all probability nearly
the whole of the pitwill be converted into stallg:
for the occasion. Thus, if the patrons of the pit -
are ejected from their usual coign of vantage
they will perforce be obliged to ascend to the
gallery, which promises that the ‘“house’ on
Friday afternoon will be a very respectable one.
| It is rather hard on the *“gods’” to be invaded
lin their high Olympus, but La Tosca is
i not exactly the sort of nectar which these
lofty powers are wont to indulge in, par-
ticularly as Madame BerNEARDT and her
company will represent it in what our sea-
faring friends would denominate as a “——
foreign lingo.” The stalls and the circle will
of course, understand it, or pretend to,
and even the pit, exalted for the occasion, may
have a commercial smattering of French which
will stand them in good stead. But if there are
any, no matter wheresoever they sit in the
house, who are ignorant of the language, let them
turn to *The Playhour in this week's issue,
' where they will find the plot of the piece cares
| fully printed for them in plain English. J

Mr.’ Henry Arthur Jones ought to be greatly edified by Mr. William
Archer’s analysis of ¢ The Masqueraders.”  Most of us have found that
play to bp an effective piece of romantic melodrama, but Mr., Archer
finds in it unsuspected depths of philosophy. It suggests to him the
“incalculable vastnesses of space and time,” the * material immensity
that Is an 1llu_sion, and the infinitesimal that is truly immense.” ¢« “)e
may, if we list,” adds the philosophic William, “seek relief from the

may, indeed ; but why we should scek it at the St. James’s Theatre T am
quite unable to say, unless we inquire at the box-office, where, I suspect
the ““materially Uncomprehended” has resolved itself into a i
satisfactory sum in arithmetic.

—_— e o

“ Miss Rutland,” Mr. Richard Pryce’s play at the Gaiety, has the
merit of letting one gauge the ability of pretty Miss Ettie Williams, and
the opinion cne forms is that some day she will be an actress of
importance. She has beauty, a charming voice, discretion, and intelligence.
The other side of the hedge is that her acting is like old-fashioned quartz
gold mining—the rock might be rich, but you got little gold out of it.
She commits few positive faults—does not over-act, does not over-force
herself ; but there is lack of variety,"want of expression, and too great

timidity in the employment of her powers. She did not warm to her |
work. Perhaps it was not surprising, for her part, like the play, was |
a long one, with little in it. *Miss Rutland ” is a respectable, but
madequate, treatment of a rather good subject. Its qualities resembled
those of Miss Williams’s acting ; they were chiefly negative.

morally Incomprehensible in the materially Uncomprehended.” We |

a highly
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Tn presenting for the last night of his season a programme composed & hﬁrplv

of “ Gringoire ” and *“ An Enemy of ‘the People,”” Mr. Beerbohm Tree

»

has contrived a cleverly-contrasted entertainment. What two plays 7 0 a5

could be more curiously unlike than the romantic comedy of the Fren.ch
poet and the intensely non-romantic social tragedy by the Norwegian
dramatist? For, really, “ An Enemy of the People” 1is a tragod:\',
though no blood -is spilt, though the only material evidence of a big
moral strife is a rent in a pair of trousers and a few broken panes of
glass. Yet the destruction of a man’s belief in his fellow-man, the
perversion of a philanthrope into a misanthrope, is really the murdgr of
a human character, and Dr. Stockmann is killed almost as conclusively
by the cowardice and selfishness of his fellow-citizens as was the hero
of the ravely-acted * Timon of Athens.” :

It is curious what different standpoints for viewing human life are
shown by De Banville and Ibsen. In ** The Ballad-monger ” one has the
optimistic idea that the poet—the preacher, I should like to call him—
can work wonders: the grim Norwegian play teaches that silence is
golden even when speech would be health-giving truth. I am bound to
say that in force of deduction Ibsen’s work shows itself t_lle~.\'t1'(.)1);:oz‘.
I have never in seeing or reading quite believed in ‘ Gringoire”; it has
always seemed to me that what the poet says is inadequate for the effect
that it is supposed to produce. This is not the common case of
disproportion in stage matters, for, as a rule, the mountain and mouse |
is in point in considering the relation of cause and effect in theatrical
effects. On the other hand, ¢ An Enemy of the People ” 1s \'Igorou,ﬁ]y
true, and one cannot vesist belief in the strange march of events tlmt: with
bitter irony, makes the public benefactor appear the general malefactor.
It is immensely impressive, not merely because of the truth and life-
likeness of the characters, but also the brilliancy of the construction.
The public meeting is one of the most remarkable and ingenious picces
of pure stage-craft that I can recollect, and in it 1s accomplished
a problem that might puzzle a Seribe. It is a marvel, too, because when
one is simply reading the play it does not appear effective from an
acting point of view, and even the experienced have fought shy of it,
supposing it to be undramatic. : :

I am not sure that it was wholly wise to put the two plays side by
side, for they were bound to have a somewhat. pr(‘jud,i‘cial effect on
one another.  Perhaps the object of it was to give Mr. Tree an oppor-
tunity of showing his versatility, since one cannot easily imagine
a greater superficial difference than between Stockmann and Gringoire.
« Superficial,” I say, because at heart the two are of the same human
class. Certainly, he clearly differentiated the parts. It svomcd to me
that in both he had one fault—the desire to be too picturcsque.
The jests at Gringoire’s appeaiance lost their point, while Stockmanu’s
clothes and hat seemed utterly out of place. I think it is for
this reason that his Ballad-monger is the finer piece of acting. f,‘ortmnl_\',
the poor poet is a more romantic figure than the hustling local
doctor, and can stand some sacrifice of truth to clegance. Iowever, in
both Mr. ‘I'ree’s work was very able, and met with hearty applause.
Mrs. Tree was charming in*I'he Ballad-monger,” but why does she commit
such a solecism as to sing a very modern pretty song in the medizeval days ?

Others deserve admiration, such as Mrs. Wright and Miss Lily Hanbury
_and Messrs. James Welch, 8. M. Robson, and Revelle. MONOCLE.

The mention of Mabel Love reminds me of a conversation I once had
with this dainty dancer on the subject of stage-fright. After suying that
she had only suffered from it twice, she told me the circumstances
connected with the occasion. I repeat an incident here, as nearly as
I can recollect, in her own words : ¢ I had been taking the place of Annic
Hughes in ‘Mamma’ at Cambridge with Mr. Arthur Bourchier’s company,
and on arriving home one Friday evening found a telegram from
Sir Augustus Harris asking me to come up to Covent Garden at once.
When I reached the theatre, I found he wanted me to dance on the
following evening in Mr. De Lara’s ¢ Light of Asia.” They had intended
to employ an Italian premiére, and had instructed her to prepare a solo,
but when she went through it at the first band rehearsal it was found
quite unsuited to the Nautch style of dance required. At the last
minute, therefore, it had been discarded, and I had been sent for. Secing
that I never heard the music, and had never danced an Fastern dance,’
I thought my only course was to refuse emphatically, which I accordingly
did. But Sir Augustus had no idea of taking ¢ No’ for an answer. e
introduced me to Mr. De Lara, who fairly persuaded me until all power
. of refusal had gone, and, contrary to the advice of my mother and against
‘my own convictions, I ultimately consented to do my best.

. | 2
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“Of course, there could not be much rehearsal, as there was rather
less than a day before the production, and so a call was made for me tc
rehearsal next morning with the piano on the stage, half an hour before
the band rehearsal, which was to be the first and only one I was to have.
Truly, the Fates were not propitious. On arriving at the theatre,
I learned that the regular pianist was ill, and they had sent an Italian
who could not speak a word of English. As I did not know the musie,
I could not make out the beginning, middle, or end. The result was
that when the band rehearsal came off my arrangement did not fit, and,
perfectly disheartened, I went to Sir Augustus and said I had tried my
best, and must decline to perform. He, however, urged me to continue,
and arranged for the band to go through the dance again—a very
unusual thing. This time it went better, and the few hours before the
performance I spent looking after a costume which was being hastily
made. I had a very anxious time while waiting to go on, and, not having
scen a great part of it before, did not even know when my twrn came.
At last the dreaded moment arrived, and the dance which had cost me
so much trouble and anxiety was exceedingly well received.” After
hearing Miss Love's account of the incident I have just related, I
referred - to the notices of the ill-fated * Light of Asia,” and found the
damnation of cold praise accorded to the opera itself, punctuated with
encomiums about “* a Nautch dance, charmingly executed by Miss Mabel
Love.” : ;

Ms@g}iu ; ;i

“1 suppose that you share the approval, apparently felt by most
veterans, for the training afforded by a stock company?”

“There is nothing like it,” said Mrs. Boucicault. *In r’ny young
days every actor and actress went through a definite course of training.
We went, so tospeak, through a period of apprenticeship, which generally
included a seven years’ stay in the provinces, and a thorough tuition in
every branch of our art. I learnt to fence from Angelo, followed a course
of opera dancing, and played every sort of part, from Columbine to
Lady Macbeth. It would be difficult to make the young folk of the
present day even understand the composition of an old s*ock company.
There was the leading lady, the walking gentleman, the heavy father, the
ju\‘mlile lady, and the soubrette, or singing chambermaid. I do not
consider any age too young to make a start, and to any girl who wishes
to become a good actress I say, ¢ Get into some country theatre, learn to
forget yourself, and to play everything—burlesque, comedy, farce,
tragedy, and the classical and modern drama.” A good stage-manager is
the Dest of elocution masters. There is a fancy nowadays that it is
a good thing to begin as understudy. I think this is a mistake, for,
though it gives the young actress an opportunity, circumstances forbid
her availing herself of it—the
more so as she is generally only
given the chance of taking part in
two or three performances.”

Moy 6. gy

THE JUBILEE OF “GO-BANG.”

Skabeh . l

If T were a ““Johnny,” T should haunt the stage-door of the Trafalgar,
Theatre in order to pay court to Miss Letty Lind, who, to me, is
the embodiment of all that is brightest and best in musical farcedom.
One could not have anyone brighter, more energetic, more daringly
irrelevant, and delightfully impudent, more dainty in dancing, more
artful in singing, and more fascinating in person than the representative
of “Di, Di, Di” in “ Go-Bang.” All this came into my head while
looking at the second edition, the other night. Primarily, I went to see
the new curtain-raiser, “ A Silver Honeymoon,” by Mr. *¢Richard-
Henry,” a domestic comedy that might disappoint those who have “ got
culture”” in matters dramatic and claim exclusive possession, but charms
the people who trust to fate and early arrival to get good seats. The
play was written for them and they like it, and as I am a prejudiced
person, accused of Ibsenism, realism, and other crimes, I will not express
my opinion of it as an artistic work. Besides, I lost my coffee by
having to rush off earl :

! y to see it, and then found it might have begu
twenty minutes later o
o C—— -




man he is secking, though not the actual place of conceal-
ment, as explanations take place between Cavaradossi
and the prima donna in time to prevent it. La Tosca,
hearing that her lover's protégé is a man, and not a'i
woman, is of course horror-stricken at the danger she
has brought upon them all. Then the danger becomes
imminent. Scarpia is not a man to be played with, aud |
he orders Cavaradossi to be taken into a side room and
“inferrogated” by means of the torture. Scarpia and |
La Tosca remain on the stage, and he endeavours to
drag a confession from her lips by means of her lover's |
agony. During this the torture continues in the ante-
room, and Cavaradossi is heard moaning and groaning,
and imploring La 70sca to remain firm ; she first begs hard
for mercy from Scarpia, and then curses his hardhearted-
ness. The groans become louder and more agonised as
Scarpiaordersthe torture to be increased, and the scene be-
comes almost too painful for words. ' At each refusal on
the part of prima donna to reveal the hiding-place, Scarpia
goes to the door of the torture-chamber, and exclaims ‘
“ Insistez,” and fresh cries are wrung from the suffering
Cavaradossi. At last, however, she can stand it no
longer, and, amid a scene of breathless interest, she tells
Searpia that his victim lies concealed at the bottom of
the well. But the confession comes too late; Cesare
having resolved not to be taken alive, has shot himself,
and nothing but a dead body is discovered by
Scarpia’s agents. At this moment Cavaradossi is led on
the stage in a fearfully exhausted condition. Blood is
seen on his temples, and round his forehead is a livid
blue line showing where the iron band has crushed him.
The curtain falls upon this dreadful scene, when
Scarpia exclaims, “To the dunghill with the dead man,
to the gallows with the living one.”
There is no falling off in the horrors of the piece in the
subsequent portions thereof. The order has gone forth
for the execution of Cavaradossi, and Scarpia remains
deaf toall La Tosca's entreaties for mercy. Asa last ;
chance the prima donna pays a visit to the tyrant in his
supper room, and entreats for the life of herlover. Scarpia
at first is entirely obdurate, but finally offers the life of
Cavaradossy if La Tosca will sacrifice her virtue in
exchange. Not knowing what to do, for time presses
and the moment of execution is at hand, she appears to
consent, but secretly hides a knife from the supper table
in the folds of her dress, with which she stabs Scarpia to |
the heart at the moment he claims the fulfilment of her |
promise. La T'osca is a Roman Catholic, and, finding |
she has killed her enemy, she takes two lighted candles
from the sideboard, places them beside the body, then
unhooks a crucifix from the wall and, laying it reverently
on the dead body, silently steals out of the room. But
the execution takes place in the meantime, and when La
Tosca, seeking her lover, finds his corpse perfectly riddled
with bullets, she loses all command over herself and with
curses on her lips flings herself into the Tiber, with |
which melanchely finale the life of the prima donna and
& most painful play conle t6 4 clege: e e
_ Thise of niy féaders Wh cdre t6 80 to dec the Piecs
for themselies—at any fite thdt portion of them t6
Whini tHe Ffendh ldugtidge Is & dedicn Book—mi3 bs
£14d Bf the enlightenment which this small sketch of the
action will throw upon what they see and hear. Like
most French pieces, it is somewhat involved in construc-
tion, and the plot is not easy to follow without under-
standing the dialogue.

* X X

MADAME SARAH BERNHARDT and her company

The Tour willleave London on Saturday night, whence
of the  they will travel to Glasgow, in which city
Tragedienne. they will open on Monday afternoon.
Imintedistely after this perfosriance they

will pidceed to Bdinbuirgh, give dne perfoi - e thete;
aiid then hdstén t3 Bradférd, Blrmingha:  Giverpdol,
sndl Maideheator: The Wraie louiwlil 1  cadmpiiehed
in the space of one weelt, which is vefy hard work indeed
for the artistes, many of whom are not used to travelling
at all, and still harder work, perhaps, for Mr. Hexry E.
Appey and Mr. Mivrice GRav; tinder whise direction
these flylng vislts 8re bBeinf pdid. The stupendous
- diflleulties in Jis20090BeAB University RAFAry: i <tated

__that all the secenery and accessories from the Renaissance J




Theatre, Paris, will be carried by the company. A great

troas is themém&w&aéﬁ@umﬁergwlm&rvowm which

Ma,dame Bth\H ARDT mtends to favour.
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THE coming visit of Madame Saram |

Sarah, the BErNHARDT to the Shakespeare

Divine. Theatre is being looked forward to

‘ with intense eagerness by Liverpool
| playgoers. Already, I am told, the sale of stall

seats far exceeds the sitting capacity of that part |

1 of the theatre, and that in all probability nearly

' the whole of the pit-will be converted into stalls:

for the oceasion. Thus, if the patrons of the pit-

are ejected from their usual coign of vantage
they will perforce be obliged to ascend to the
gallery, which promises that the ‘“house” on
Friday afternoon will be a very respectable one.
| It is rather hard on the “gods” to be invaded
in their high Olympus, but La Tosca is
not exactly the sort of nectar which these
lofty powers are wont to indulge in, par-
ticularly as Madame BerNmARDT and her
company will represent it in what our sea-
faring friends would denominate as a “——

of course, understand it, or pretend to,

and even the pit, cxalted for the occasion, may
have a commercial smattering of French which

house, who are ignorant of the language, let them

ighten's Uhiversiey Library® Boghe piece cares

fully pnnted for them in plain English.

turn to ““The Playhour” in this week's issue,

foreign lingo.” The stalls and the circle will

will stand them in good stead. But if there are
any, no matter wheresoever they sit in the




Mr. Henry Arthur Jones ought to be greatly edified by Mr. William
Archer’s analysis of *The Masqueraders.” Most of us have found that
play to be an effective piece of romantic melodrama, but Mr, Archer
finds in it unsuspected depths of philosophy. It suggests to him the
“incalculable vastnesses of space and time,” the *material immensity
that is an illusion, and the infinitesimal that is truly immense.” <« We
may, if we list,” adds the philosophic William, *seek relief from the
morally Incomprehensible in the materially Uncomprehended.” We |
may, indeed ; but why we should scek it at the St. James’s Theatre T am |
quite unable to say, unless we inquire at the box-office, where, I sus ect, |
the *“ materindp19108e161 pr dissed WorehissUniversityLibranylf into o #Rhly

satisfactory sum in arithmetic.
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¢ Miss Rutland,” Mr. Richard Pryce’s play at the Gaiety, has the
merit of letting one gauge the ability of pretty Miss Ettie Williams, and
the opinion cne foum is that some (ld) she will be an actress of
importance. She has beauty, a charming voice, diseretion, and intelligence.
The other side of the hed% is that her actm«r is like old-fashioned qumtz
gold mining—the rock mw\u be rich, but you got little gold out of it.
She (‘omm1ts few posvtxve mults———docs not over-act, does not over-force
herself ; but there is lack of variety, want of expression, and too great
tmn(ht} in the employment of her powers. She did not warm to her
work. Perhaps it was not surprising, for her part, like the play, was
a long one, with little in it. “\Ilss Rutland ” is a respectable, but

11111(10(1udt0 tl%@%(aét a 13“‘8“ 8|%(én ubm‘ﬁele %}VIETdeNhUC‘ resempdpd

those of \11\5 1ams's dctuw (y were chiefly negative
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In presenting for the last night of his season a programme composed
of  Gringoire ” and *“ An Enemy of ‘the People,”” Mr. Beerbohm Tree |
has contrived a cleverly-contrasted entertainment. What two plays
could be more curiously unlike than the romantic comedy of the French
poet and the intensely non-romantic social tragedy by the Norwegian
dramatist? For, really, *“ An Enemy of the People ” 1s a tragedy,
though no blood .is spilt, though the only material evidence of a big
moral strife is a rent in a pair of trousers and a few broken panes of
glass. Yet the destruction of a man’s belief in his fellow-man, the!
perversion of a philanthrope into a misanthrope, is really the murder of
a human character, and Dr. Stockmann is killed almost as conclusively
by the cowardice and selfishness of his fellow-citizens as was the hero’
of the ravely-acted * Timon of Athens.”

It is curious what different standpoints for viewing human life are
shown by De Banville and Ibsen. In ** The Ballad-monger ” one has the
optimistic idea that the poet—the preacher, I should like to call him—
can work wonders: the grim Norwegian play teaches that silence is|
golden even when speech would be health-giving truth. I am bound to
say that in force of deduction Ibsen’s work shows itself the stronger.
I have never in seeing or reading quite believed in  Gringoire ”’ ; it has
always seemed to me that what the poet says is inadequate for the effect
that it is supposed to produce. This is not the common case of|
disproportion in stage matters, for, as a rule, the mountain and mouse |
is in point in considering the relation of cause and effect in theatrieal
effects.  On the other hand, ¢ An Enemy of the Pecople ”
true, and one cannot vesist belief in the strange march of events that, with
bitter irony, makes the public benefactor appear the general malefactor.
It is immensely impressive, not merely because of the truth and life-
likeness of the characters, but also the brilliancy of the construction.
The public meeting is one of the most remarkable and ingenious picces
of pure stage-craft that I can recollect, and in it is accomplished
a problem that might puzzle a Scribe. It is a marvel, too, because when

‘one is simply reading the play it does not appear effective from an

acting point of view, and even the experienced have fought shy of it,
supposing it to be undramatic.

I am not sure that it was wholly wise to put the two plays side by
side, for they were bound to have a somewhat prejudicial effect on
one another. Perhaps the object of it was to give Mr. Tree an oppor-
tunity of showing his versatility, since one cannot easily imagine
a greater superficial difference than between Stockmann and Gringoire.
« Superficial,” I say, because at heart the two are of the same human
class. Certainly, he clearly differentiated the parts. It scemed to me
that in both he had one fault—the desire to be too picturesque.
The jests at Gringoire’s appeaiance lost their point, while Stockmann’s
clothes and hat scemed utterly out of place. I think it is for

this reason that his Ballad-monger is the finer piece of acting. Certainly, |
the poor poet is a more romantic figure than the hustling local|

doctor, and can stand some sacrifice of truth to elegance. Ilowever, in

‘both Mr. Tree’s work was very able, and met with hearty applause.

Mrs. Tree was charming in“ The Ballad-monger,” but why does she commit

such a solecism as to sine a very modern pretty song in the medizeval days?
: 0, i F‘iﬁ i .
: f

Others deserv on, LFEEN JORE ,_.S“n{'\{ﬁ‘ﬁtt?&rwrﬂﬁss Lily Ha#Bry

~and Messrs. James Welch, I3. M. Robson, and Revelle. MONOCLE.
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~with this dainty dancer on the subject of stage-fright. After saying that

‘one is simply reading the play it does not appear effective from an

_my own convictions, I ultimately consented to do my best.

In presenting for the last night of his season a programme composed & kebe i
of “ Gringoire ” and *“ An Enemy of ‘the People,” Mr. Beerbohm Tree &
has contrived a cleverly-contrasted entertainment. What two plays 1
could be more curiously unlike than the romantic comedy of the French
poet and the intensely non-romantic social tragedy by the Norwegian
dramatist?  For, really, “ An Enemy of the People” 1s a tragedy,
though no blood -is spilt, though the only material evidence of a big
moral strife is a rent in a pair of trousers and a few broken panes of
glass. Yet the destruction of a man’s belief in his fellow-man, the
perversion of a philanthrope into a misanthrope, is really the murder of
a human character, and Dr. Stockmann is killed almost as conclusively
by the cowardice and selfishness of his fellow-citizens as was the hero
of the rarvely-acted * Timon of Athens.”

It is curious what different standpoints for viewing human life are
shown by De Banville and Ibsen. In ** The Ballad-monger ” one has the
optimistic idea that the poet—the preacher, I should like to call him—
can work wonders: the grim Norwegian play teaches that silence is
golden even when speech would be health-giving truth. T am bound to
say that in force of deduction Ibsen’s work shows itself the stronger.
I have never in seeing or reading quite believed in * Gringoire ”’ ; it has
always seemed to me that what the poet says is inadequate for the effect
that it is supposed to produce. This is not the common case of|
disproportion in stage matters, for, as a rule, the mountain and mouse |
is in point in considering the relation of cause and effect in theatrieal
effects. On the other hand, ¢ An Enemy of the People ” is vigorously
true, and one cannot vesist belief in the strange march of events that, with
bitter irony, makes the public benefactor appear the general malefactor.
It is immensely impressive, not merely because of the truth and life-
likeness of the characters, but also the brilliancy of the construction.
The public meeting is one of the most remarkable and ingenious picces
of pure stage-craft that I can recollect, and in it is accomplished |
a problem that might puzzle a Seribe. It is a marvel, too, because when H

acting point of view, and even the experienced have fought shy of it,
supposing it to be undramatic.

I am not sure that it was wholly wise to put the two plays side by
side, for they were bound to have a somewhat prejudicial effect on,
one another.  Perhaps the object of it was to give Mr. Tree an oppor-
tunity of showing his versatility, since one cannot easily imagine
a greater superficial difference than between Stockmann and Gringoire.
« Superficial,”” I say, because at heart the two are of the same human
class. Certainly, he clearly differentiated the parts. It seemed to me
that in both he had one fault—the desire to be too picturesque.
The jests at Gringoire’s appeaiance lost their point, while Stockmann’s
clothes and hat scemed utterly out of place. I think it is for
this reason that his Ballad-monger is the finer piece of acting. Certainly,
the poor poet is a more romantic figure than the hustling local
doctor, and can stand some sacrifice of truth to clegance. However, in
both Mr. Iree’s work was very able, and met with hearty applause.
Mrs. Tree was charming in*The Ballad-monger,” but why does she commit
‘such a solecism as to sing a very modern pretty song in the mediweval days?
Others deserve admiration, such as Mrs. Wright and Miss Lily Hanbury
_and Messrs. James Welch, I8, M. Robson, and Revelle. MONOCLE.

The mention of Mabel Love reminds me of a conversation I once had S b—‘l«t'(’,“’b :
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she had only suffered from it twice, she told me the circumstances
connected with the occasion. I repeat an incident here, as nearly as
I can recollect, in her own words : ¢ I had been taking the place of Annic
Hughes in ‘Mamma’ at Cambridge with Mr. Arthur Bourchier’s company,
and on arriving home one Friday evening found a telegram from
Sir Augustus Harris asking me to come up to Covent Garden at once.
When I reached the theatre, I found he wanted me to dance on the
following evening in Mr. De Lara’s ¢ Light of Asia.” They had intended
to employ an Italian premiére, and had instructed her to prepare a solo,
but when she went through it at the first band rehearsal it was found
quite unsuited to the Nautch style of dance required. At the last
minute, therefore, it had been discarded, and I had been sent for. Secing
that I never heard the musie, and had never danced an Eastern dance,’
I thought my only course was to refuse emphatically, which I accordingly

apall 1 'qu

“I suppose that you share the approval, apparently felt by most

“Of course, there could not be much rehearsal, as there was rather
less than a day before the production, and so a call was made for me tc
rehearsal next morning with the piano on the stage, half an hour before
the band rehearsal, which was to be the first and only one I was to have,

Truly, the Fates were mot propitious. On arriving at the theatre,
I learned that the regular pianist was ill, and they had sent an Italian
who could not speak a word of English. As I did not know the musie,
I could not make out the beginning, middle, or end. The result was
that when the band rehearsal came off my arrangement did not fit, and,
perfectly disheartened, I went to Sir Augustus and said I had tried my
best, and must decline to perform. He, however, urged me to continue,
and arranged for the band to go through the dance again—a very
unusual thing. This time it went better, and the few hours before the
performance I spent looking after a costume which was being hastily
made. I had a very anxious time while waiting to go on, and, not having
seen a great part of it before, did not even know when my turn came.
. At last the dreaded moment arrived, and the dance which had cost me
so much trouble and anxiety was exceedingly well received.” After
hearing Miss Love’s account of the incident I have just related, I
referred - to the notices of the ill-fated * Light of Asia,” and found the
damnation of cold praise accorded to the opera itself, punctuated with'
; gxcon?’iums about ** a Nautch dance, charmingly executed by Miss Mabel
ove. : ;

!

|

|
Ak

Skl .

veterans, for the training afforded by a stock company?”
o o . B3 . A - v {
“There is nothing like it,” said Mrs. Boucicault. *In my young

We went, so to speak, through a period of apprenticeship, which generally
included a seven years’ stay in the provinces, and a thorough tuition in

of opera dancing, and played every sort of part, from Columbine to
Lady Macbeth. It would be difficult to make the young folk of the
present day even understand the composition of an old stock company.
There was the leading lady, the walking gentleman, the heavy father, the
juvenile lady, and the soubrette, or singing chambermaid. I do not
consider any age too young to make a start, and to any girl who wishes
to become a good actress I say, ¢ Get into some country theatre, learn to
forget yourself, and to play everything—burlesque, comedy, farce,
tragedy, and the classical and modern drama.” A good stage-manager is
the Dest of elocution masters. There is a fancy nowadays that it is
a good .thil}g to begin as understudy. I think "this is a mistake, for,
though it gives the young actress an opportunity, circumstances forbid
her availing herself of it—the
more so as she is generally only

{ two or three performances.”
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THE JUBILEE OF “GO-BANG” = &

If T were a “Johnny,” T should haunt the stage-door of the Trafalgar,
Theatre in order to pay court to Miss Letty Lind, who, to me, is
the embodiment of all that is brightest and best in musical farcedom.
One could not have anyone brighter, more energetic, more daringly
irrelevant, and delightfully impudent, more dainty in dancing, more
artful in singing, and more fascinating in person than the representative
of “Di, Di, Di” in * Go-Bang.” All this came into my head while
looking at the second edition, the other night. Primarily, T went to see
the new curtain-raiser, “A Silver Honeymoon,” by Mr. ** Richard-
Henry,” a domestic comedy that might disappoint those who have “got
culture ” in matters dramatic and claim exclusive possession, but charms
the people who trust to fate and early arrival to get good seats. The

did. But Sit Augustus had no idea of taking ‘ No’ for an answer. _ He
introduced mé908=1He Lara, who fairly persuaded me until all py3sep Women's Universit
of refusal had gone, and, contrary to the advice of my mother and against

play was written for them and they like it, and as T am a prejudiced
&%ﬂ;gon,‘ a_ccused <_)f Ibsenism, .rez_llism, and other crimes, I wj
.%mlon of it as an artistic work. Besides, I lost“My coffee by
having to rush (l)ﬂ? early to see it, and then found it might have begun
nutes late i
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every branch of our art. I learnt to fence from Angelo, followed a course
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“I suppose that you share the approval, apparently felt by most
veterans, for the training afforded by a stock company?”

| “There i1s nothing like it,” said Mrs. Boucicault. *“In my young
days every actor and actress went through a definite course of training.
We went, so tospeak, through a period of apprenticeship, which generally
included a seven years’ stay in the provinces, and a thorough tuition in

every branch of our art. I learnt to fence from Angelo, followed a course |
of opera dancing, and played every sort of part, from Columbine to
Lady Macbeth. It would be difficult to make the young folk of the

present day even understand the composition of an old stock company.
There was the leading lady, the walking gentleman, the heavy father, the
juvenile lady, and the soubrette, or singing chambermaid. I do not
consider any age too young to make a start, and to any girl who wishes
to become a good actress I say, ¢ Get into some country theatre, learn to
forget yourself, and to play everything—burlesque, comedy, farce,
tragedy, and the classical and modern drama.” A good stage-manager is
the best of elocution masters. There is a fancy nowadays that it is
a good thing to begin as understudy. I think this is a mistake, for,
though it gives the young actress an opportunity, circumstances forbid
her availing herself of it—the

_ ~more so as she is generally only

2019-03-18ssen Women's University, Libtanyhance299 taking part in
{ two or three performances.” !
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THE JUBILEE OF “GO-BANG.” &

If T were a ““Johnny,” I should haunt the stage-door of the Trafalgar
Theatre in order to pay court to Miss Letty Lind, who, to me, is
the embodiment of all that is brightest and best in musical farcedom.
One could not have anyone brighter, more energetic, more daringly
irrelevant, and delightfully impudent, more dainty in dancing, more
artful in singing, and more fascinating in person than the representative
of “Di, Di, Di” in “ Go-Bang.” All this came into my head while
looking at the second edition, the other night. Primarily, I went to see
the new curtain-raiser, “ A Silver Honeymoon,” by Mr. ** Richard-
Henry,” a domestic comedy that might disappoint those who have got
culture ”’ in matters dramatic and claim exclusive possession, but charms
the people who trust to fate and early arrival to get good seats. The
play was written for them and they like it, and as I am a prejudiced
person, accused of Ibsenism, realism, and other crimes, T will not express
my opinion 2019-03-1Q)issen Womens, University Library] |t %Q coffee by

having to rush off early to see it, and then found it might have begun

twenty minutes later. . Sl
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| dancing ; Mr. George Grossmith, jun., has new comic business that is
| successful. However, I cannot keep my pen off Miss Letty Lind, whose

°  The revised and corrected “ Go-Bang ”’ is greatly changed, so far as
the second volume is concerned, and improved, too. What was good
remains, what was doubtful has gone, and some capital new things have
come. Among the novelties is a comic ball-punching scene, in which
'Mr. J. L. Shine imitates the famous Corbett in ** Gentleman Jack,” while
Miss Letty gives her version of the affair. By-the-bye, in the utterly
delightful * Chinee Dolly,” could she not manage to do her hair d la
Chinoise or Japonaise? There is a burlesque, capitally played by
| Messrs. Shine and Grattan, on the great card-playing scene in *The
Masqueraders.”” Moreover, Miss Letty gave a new imitation —
Miss Yohé, in the plantation song from Little Christopher
Columbus.” It was very cleverly done, and Mr. Cecil Raleigh—
lone of the parents of *“L. C. Columbus”—who was in the house
‘with his handsome wife and pretty Miss Rose Nesbitt, nearly. fell
‘out of his box through excessive laughter. Mr. Fred Storey, the
‘new Guardian of the Golden Canopy, made a hit by his marvellous

singing and dancing are so fascinating that they might make the fortune

~of even a dull play, and, if I had not a respect for space, should become
dithyrambic concerning her. I may add that a third sister of Miss Lind
now appears in the piece. This is Miss Lydia Flopp. In another part
of the present issue of Z%e Sketch mention is made of this young lady,
who at the time the article was written still retained her real name,
Miss Lydia Rudge. The writer stated that she was likely to be seen
in London at no distant date, but she has quite anticipated even his
hopefulness for her future. MONOCLE.

Shuel,
Ma.'qm,

S—

Writing of Sunday excitements reminds me of the very remarkable
lecture which Mr. Bernard Shaw delivered in St. James’s Hall on that ‘
day to the Playgoers’ Club. The audience was one of the most interesting
that it could be possible to gather together; a large number of actors |
and actresses, artists,
literary and dramatic
critics, were among
Mr. Shaw’s hearers.
Mr. Shaw’s lecture was
on the corruption of
the Press with refer-
ence to dramatic and
musical eriticism, and
he told a story to the
effect that his very
frank criticism of the
Covent Garden Opera
in the World had led
to the stoppage of the
usual free tickets by
the lessee of the
theatre. “I do mnot
blame Sir Augustus
Haurris,” said Mr. Shaw;
‘“ he considered that in
giving me free tickets
there was a certain
sort of understanding
that I, in return,should
give him a favourable
notice of his produc-
tions.”” The remedy
for this, in Mr. Shaw’s v
eyes, is that proprietors Bk o ot
and cditorsI of news- S R :
papers should pay for ~ %S' % e Ay
seats for their eritics. ST
This is a proposition to MR. SHAW AT THE PLAYGOERS’ CLUB.
which I do not think
that any proprietor or
e('htor of a leading newspaper would in the slightest degree object it
would be very much better if the stalls for the first nights of theatres
‘and operas were paid for by journalists instead of given to them. This

ey,

o

sipe;

Drawn by J. Bernard Partridge.

step, however, is never likely to be taken, because there is, apart from |
the Press, a general understanding that a manager gives away a certain’
number of the stalls and dress circle to his friends on the first night.
Even should the dramatic critics have to pay for their seats, the manager
would be sure to number among his friends certain proprietors, or
editors, or people of considerable influence upon this and the other
journal, and the same result would ensue.

Mr. Shaw’s second reform is even less practicable ; he suggested that
the theatre system which obtains in Germany might be repeated here, |
and in relating his experience of the Frankfort Opera House he told |
how he had paid some two or three marks for an admirable seat, and had
beheld daughters of the leading citizens of Frankfort wandering to and
fro in the foyer between the acts. He implied that it was very evident
that this kind of thing went on night after night, the theatre being |
treated as an absolute adjunct to the home. Mr. Shaw here surely forgets |
the great difference which separates an ordinary moderate-sized town in
Germany from a vast metropolis like London, with its five millions of
inhabitants. We have no analogy to Irankfort in our own provincial
towns, because the cheap railway takes so many of the populace to
London on the most trivial excuse. Mr. Shaw implied that a man, |
could he take his wife comfortably to the theatre at a total cost of five
shillings instead of thirty, would be more likely to go; but that is only
partially the case. There are rarely more than half-a-dozen successful
plays running in London at a time, and the demand for seats on the part
of a vast mass of people necessarily sends up the price of these, When
Mzr. Irving attempted numbered seats in his pit—and surely numbered
seats in the Lyceum pit would be nearly as good as the stalls—he found
the thing an entire failure, owing to the disappointment of people

coming from a distance—in fact, the plan was absolutely unworkable. |
It would have succeeded anywhere else but in London; but London is*

unlike any other place in the world. Mr. Shaw said a great deal about
the superior comfort of the stalls, and so on, but, so far as that goes, the
ordinary half-crown pit seats in the Garrick Theatre—to name a com-
paratively new building—are quite as comfortable for any but the most
fastidious people as the stalls in any ordinary theatre. Yet the existence
‘of these charming pit seats is not likely to send anybody to the Garrick
when a play has gained the character of being only a qualified success.
Of course, there is one thing to be conceded in reference to Mr. Shaw’s
position, and that is that there is not the all-round enthusiasm for drama
in this country which is the rule in Germany. It must be remembered that
the fayourite literature, even of children, in Germany takes a dramatic
form, and no household is without its volumes of Schiller.

Mr. Shaw’s third proposition with reference to the corruption of
the critics treated of advertisements. IHe has, no doubt, heard of
the important part played by advertisements in newspapers; he knows
that without the advertisements of certain commercial firms, who
appreciate its great circulation and wide popularity, a paper like
The Sketch could not be produced for sixpence. He assumes, therefore,
that theatre advertisements have a great part in this, and after remarking

on the stupidity of managers, who fail to appreciate the relative importance |

of newspapers, he goes on to inform his hearers that the Daily Chronicle
has something like half the theatre advertisements of the Daily Telegraph.
He argued that the editor of the Daily Chronicle would be well advised
to publish all the playbills of theatres, including the cast of each play,
in his columns, free of all charge, these advertisements being matter of
public interest. When it is known, he argued, that the Daily Chronicle
contains all these day by day, large numbers of people who are
interested in theatres will go to it regularly for reference. It
would probably prove, if the subject were gone into, that, so far as
regards theatre advertisements, any paper that has not got them is
very well content to do without them. So far as Zhe Skeich is
concerned, I am in a position to say frankly that it cares nothing at all
about the theatre advertisements. They are of very little value, and they
do not affect in the slightest the attitude of the paper towards this or
that play. We should be quite ready to publish free advertisements of
all theatres if it were not that we think that we can give more interesting
matter in' op. columns, and a small charge for the insertion of these
advertisements acts as a very useful method of keeping them from
absorbing sjace which can be better employed. Certainly. the notion
that the editor’¢f any paper is in the slightest degree influenced by these
advertisemgrits an his attitude towards any given play or concert shows
that, while”Mrg $haw is one of the most brilliant journalists of the day,
le has absolutel§’no business grasp of the way newspapers are conducted.
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‘1s said, however, one is compelled to admit that those who

Shaw on Sunday listened to a most delightful lecture. ~ That
an should be able to produce so fascinating a play and so
» a lecture on two succeeding days indicates a brilliant future

rnard Shaw. ql.

|

hstanding the fact that there have been signs of a plethora of Shde/l“’ .
at the Haymarket lately, the first night of “ A Bunch of

rought together a smart house. Even Royalty, if one uses the <2
elastic way that would grieve the purist, was present in the
ie Duchess of Teck, who, accompanied by the Duke, occupied Qu.

ness Burdett-Coutts and her many-named husband, the
on what, I think, actors call the O.P. side. The Duchess
7 dressed in black, relieved by a few white flowers, and the
lore a dark gown, trimmed with lace, and a cap with pink
I'he marked contrast between the two ladies was that the
fore no diamonds and her companion many. In the box above
e two of Mr. Tree’s sisters, and dotted about the house in all
vere members of the two large theatrical families, the Terrys
rys: themost conspicuous was the point of junction, Miss Julia
vy, who, of course, looked handsome in a white dress, and
y curious about the performance of Miss Audrey Ford, the
te. By-the-bye, programmes would be needless if the very!
nch way of labelling ingénues could be carried out with all
ers of a play. Has any ngénue ever appeared on the French
:ared or dared to discard the traditional blue and white frock,
Ford wears in the first act ? Evidently her last night’s début
market was not only in acting, but also in ‘“making up,”
[r. Beerbohm Tree drew her to his heart, and said that her
d ever be engraven there, a comical effect came from the
distinct impress of her face was seen where it had rested

house I noticed Lord William Neville, Oscar Wilde, Aubrey

Mrs. Jopling Rowe, Fanny Brough, in a pur Louis XV.

le peach-coloured satin brocaded with white ; Lottie Venne, s
iwretty gown of grey satin, with sleeves and draperies of rose-

t; Lady Morell Mackenzie, in Dblack and diamonds ;

ilie ” Mathews, Mr. Bancroft, Sir George and Lady Lewis.
dresses were noticeable for freshness or beauty ; no doubt, the
arance”’ of many pretty gowns was kept for the premiére at
Theatre on Saturday evening.
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aess of Miss Rose Norreys has a special sadness to those play-|

> remember her in the days of *The Magistrate” and‘.?q"
Jolmistress.” I have a particularly vivid recollection of her |
the latter play, a performance full of delightfully piquant
Fhere was one line which tickles me still every time T think of
; Pegoy is dressed for the evening party, she remarks with

ity, « There is only one thing wanted to make me a duchess.”

t is that??” asks somebody. ‘A duke,” is the convincing |
fan see Peggy now with her nose in the air and her red locks |
distracting abandon. Never was red hair so fascinating; |
b young actress so excellent a chance of establishing herself |
favourite. Alas! Miss Norreys took quite a different view of |
m.  She despised her success in Mr. Pinero’s farces, and

ishine in the poetic drama. With the most earnest intentions,

L the indefinable quality which makes the higher dramatic
) years have been passed in unavailing struggle, and Peggy, |
le Peggy, has faded into a dream. : .

Although Nini Patte-en-I'Air has attracted considerable attention in | |
London, I do not think many people know how highly she is thought of
in France. She is the Katti Lanner of Paris, and has a large school, in 3
which she teaches the divers eccentrie dances of which she is so thorough 3
a mistress. She was the first to obtain remuneration for public dancing, :
as previous to her appearance the dancers at such places as the Moulin
Rouge and Casino de Paris were not paid to perform. Of course, in this
happy land of licensing committees, Madame Nini is not permitted to |
show Londoners what she can do, but even at home she is strictly proper.
La Goulue and Rayon d’Or, who are so popular with Parisians, are
avowedly unrestrained, and their costume 1s enough to give a nervous
man palpitation of the heart; but Nini Patte-en-I’Air, on the other
hand, has conscientiously striven to do for the chakut and splits ”’
what Kate Vaughan did for dancing at the Gaiety. There would be no
room for doubt as to her ultimate success, were not all that eccentric
dancing so painfully ugly. On all sides I find it coming into fashion, on
stage of theatre and music-hall alike. Is it the first symptom of decline
from the high form of skirt dancing, a little time ago so popular ? Just
as Sylvia Grey and Letty Lind, following the lead of Kate Vaughan, had
made skirt dancing delightful, the hideous serpentine came along,
bringing in its airy train the “ splits” and * Catherine-wheels ” now in
vogue. Why will not some philanthropic person start an association for
the protection of the playgoer against eccentric dancing ?  ‘When I saw
an audience go into hysterics over Les Sceurs Devervier, the latest
exponents of the *splits,” scarcely a week ago, I nearly shed tears, and
quite shed oaths.

Talking of dancing, which is a weakness of mine, Signorina Cavallazzi,
whose magnificent pantomimic powers have delighted Londoners for so
long, tells me that she intends shortly to open a school of her own. It
will not compete in any way with the National School, having rather for
its objects the teaching of deportment, pantomime, and fancy dancing,
together with the production of private theatricals. Signorina Cavallazzi
does not propose to give up her own stage work, but since the Jamented
death of her husband, the late Mr. Mapleson, she has found the time
hanging heavily on her hands, and seeks congenial occupation for the
many hours when she is not at the theatre. When I recall her
impersonation of Orfeo in the ballet of that name, and recollect how
replete with charm and grace it was, I feel convinced that her pupils
will benefit immensely from her tuition, if she can convey to others
intelligence similar to her own. Signorina Cavallazzi, in addition to her
physical gifts, possesses the rare power of merging her identity in the
character she portrays, and her movements are spontaneous and natural.
At the entertainment rvecently given at the West Theatre, Royal
Albert Iall, she arranged the dances in the masque by J ohn Gray and
in “Black Sheep,” a pantomime pastoral by André Raffalovich and
Cotsford Dick, and not a little of the success of the performances was
due to her efforts. I have no doubt that her new venture will rank

among her many triumphs, for, while it is given to no mortal to
command success, to very few is it given to deserve it as much as

she does.
!
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«TIE MASQUERADERS,” AT THE ST. JAMES'S THEATRE.

It certainly was a famous evening, famous enough to draw Royalty in
the person of the Duke and Duchess of York and the Duke and Duchess
of Teck, to say nothing of aristocracy and notable folk, Baroness Burdett-
Coutts, the Earl of Londesborough, Earl Cairns, the Earl of Kilmorey,
the Marchioness of Granby, the Right Hons. A. J. Balfour and G. J.
Goschen, Lord Randolph Churchill, Sir Francis and Lady Jeune, Sir
Douglas Straight, Mr. Lockwood, Q.C., M.P., Sir George and Lady Lewis,
Mr. C. F. Gill, Mr. * Charlie” Mathews, and others of importance, too
many for me to name; indeed, your society chronicler would have had
an evening’s entertainment without ever looking at the play. Of course,
I did occasionally look across the footlights, and as I have not space in
this number for serious notice must reserve it till next week.
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©  The revised and corrected *“ Go-Bang ”’ is greatly changed, so far as
‘the second volume is concerned, and improved, too. What was good
remains, what was doubtful has gone, and some capital new things have
come. Among the novelties is a comic ball-punching scene, in which
' Mzr. J. L. Shine imitates the famous Corbett in **Gentleman Jack,” while
Miss Letty gives her version of the affair. By-the-bye, in the utterly
delightful * Chinee Dolly,” could she not manage to do her hair a la
. Chinoise or Japonaise? There is a burlesque, capitally played by
| Messrs. Shine and Grattan, on the great card-playing scene in *“The
Masqueraders.” Moreover, Miss Letty gave a new imitation —
Miss Yohé, in the plantation song from “ Little Christopher
!Columbus.” It was very cleverly done, and Mr. Cecil Raleigh—
‘one of the parvents of “L. C. Columbus”—who was in the house
with his handsome wife and pretty Miss Rose Nesbitt, nearly. fell
lout of his box through excessive laughter. Mr. Fred Storey, the
‘new Guardian of the Golden Canopy, made a hit by his marvellous
' dancing ; Mr. Geoige Grossmith, jun., has new comic business that is
'successful. However, I cannot keep my pen off Miss Letty Lind, whose
singing and dancing are so fascinating that they might make the fortune
of even a dull play, and, if I had not a respect for space, should become
dithyrambic concerning her. I may add that a third sister of Miss Lind
now appears in the piece. This is Miss Lydia Flopp. In another part
of the present issue of Z%e Sketch mention is made of this young lady,
who at the time the article was written still retained her real name,
Miss Lydia Rudge. The writer stated that she was likely to be seen
in London at no distant date, but she has quite anticipated even his
hopetfulness for her future. MONOCLE.

Shubel,
Ma._qu,

Writing of Sunday excitements reminds me of the very remafkablet
lecture which Mr. Bernard Shaw delivered in St. James’s Hall on that
day to the Playgoers’ Club. The audience was one of the most interesting
that it could be possible to gather together; a large number of actors
and actresses, artists,
literary and dramatic

critics, were among
Mr.. Shaw’s hearers.

Mr. Shaw’s lecture was
on the corruption of
the Press with' refer-
ence to dramatic and
musical criticism, and
he told a story to the
effect that his very
frank criticism of the
Covent Garden Opera
in the World had led
to the stoppage of the
usual free tickets by
the lessee of the
theatre. “I do not
blame Sir Augustus
Harris,” said Mr. Shaw;
‘“ he considered that in
giving me free tickets
there was a certain
sort of understanding
that I, in return,should
give him a favourable
notice of his produc-
tions.””  The remedy
for this, in Mr. Shaw’s
eyes, is that proprietors
and editors of news-
papers should pay for
seats for their eritics.
This is a proposition to
which I do not think
that any proprietor or
editor of a leading newspaper would in the slightest degree object;-\'\it
would be very much better if the stalls for the first nights of theatres
‘and operas were paid for by journalists instead of given to them. This

MR. SHAW AT THE PLAYGOERS’ CLUB.

Drawn by J. Bernard Partridge.

step, however, is never likely to be taken, because there is, apart frc
the Press, a general understanding that a manager gives away a certs
number of the stalls and dress circle to his friends on the first nigl
Even should the dramatic critics have to pay for their seats, the manag
would be sure to number among his friends certain proprietors,
editors, or people of considerable influence upon this and the otk
journal, and the same result would ensue.

Mr. Shaw’s second reform is even less practicable ; he suggested tl
the theatre system which obtains in Germany might be repeated he
and in relating his experience of the Frankfort Opera House he tc
how he had paid some two or three marks for an admirable seat, and h
beheld daughters of the leading citizens of Frankfort wandering to a
fro in the foyer between the acts. He implied that it was very evide
that this kind of thing went on night after night, the theatre bei
treated as an absolute adjunct to the home. Mr. Shaw here surely forg
the great difference which separates an ordinary moderate-sized town
Germany from a vast metropolis like London, with its five millions
inhabitants. We have no analogy to Frankfort in our own provinc
towns, because the cheap railway takes so many of the populace
London on the most trivial excuse. Mr. Shaw implied that a mi
could he take his wife comfortably to the theatre at a total cost of f
shillings instead of thirty, would be more likely to go; but that is o
partially the case. There are rarely more than half-a-dozen success
plays running in London at a time, and the demand for seats on the p
_9{ a vast mass of people necessarily sends up the price of these, Wk
Mr. Irving attempted numbered seats in his pit—and surely numbe:
seats in the Lyceum pit would be nearly as good as the stalls—he fo
the thing an entire failure, owing to the disappointment of peo
coming from a distance—in fact, the plan was absolutely unworkal
It would have succeeded anywhere else but in London; but London
unlike any other place in the world. Mr. Shaw said a great deal ab
the superior comfort of the stalls, and so on, but, so far as that goes,
ordinary half-crown pit seats in the Garrick Theatre—to name a cc
paratively new building—are quite as comfortable for any but the m
 fastidious people as the stalls in any ordinary theatre. Yet the exister
of these charming pit seats is not likely to send anybody to the Garr
when a play has gained the character of being only a qualified succt
Of course, there is one thing to be conceded in reference to Mr. Sha
position, and that is that there is not the all-round enthusiasm for dra
in this country which is the rule in Germany. It must be remembered t
the favourite literature, even of children, in Germany takes a dramad
form, and no household is without its volumes of Schiller.

Mr. Shaw’s third proposition with reference to the corruption
the critics treated of advertisements. He has, no doubt, heard
the important part played by advertisements in newspapers; he kne
that without the advertisements of certain commercial firms, v
appreciate its great circulation and wide popularity, a paper 1
The Sketch could not be produced for sixpence. He assumes, therefc
that theatre advertisements have a great partin this, and after remark
on the stupidity of managers, who fail to appreciate the relative importa:
of newspapers, he goes on to inform his hearers that the Daily Chron
has something like half the theatre advertisements of the Daily Telegra
He argued that the editor of the Daily Chronicle would be well advi
to publish all the playbills of theatres, including the cast of each pl
in his columns, free of all charge, these advertisements being matter
public interest. When it is known, he argued, that the Daily Chron
contains all these day by day, large numbers of people who
interested in theatres will go to it regularly for reference.
would probably prove, if the subject were gone into, that, so far
regards theatre advertisements, any paper that has not got them
very well content to do without them. So far as Zhe Sketch
concerned, I am in a position to say frankly that it cares nothing at
about the theatre advertisements. 'They are of very little value, and tl
do not affect in the slightest the attitude of the paper towards this
that play. We should be quite ready to publish free advertisements
all theatres if it were not that we think that we can give more interest
matter in' ox. columns, and a small charge for the insertion of th
advertisemets acts as a very useful method of keeping them fr
absorbing s;ace which can be better employed. Certainly. the not
that the editor’¢f any paper is in the slightest degree influenced by th
advertisemgrits an his attitude towards any given play or concert shc
that, while”Mrg $haw is one of the most brilliant journalists of the d
he has absoluteli*no business grasp of the way newspapers are conduct;

&

S~

L —

ﬁ'\.

When all is said, however, one is compelled to admit that those who
heard Mr. Shaw on Sunday listened to a most delightful lecture. ~ That
any one man should be able to produce so fascinating a play and so
fascinating a lecture on two succeeding days indicates a brilliant future

for Mr. Bernard Shaw.
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Notwithstanding the fact that there have been signs of a plethora of 5”3,(1@)!\’ .

premiéres at the Haymarket lately, the first night of “ A Bunch of
Violets”” brought together a smart house.

t Even Royalty, if one uses the M 2.
term in an elastic way that would grieve the purist, was present in the q &

shape of the Duchess of Teck, who, accompanied by the Duke, occupied
with Baroness Burdett-Coutts and her many-flmned husband, the
stage box on what, I think, actors call the O.P. side. The Duchess
was simply dressed in black, relieved by a few white flowers, and the
Bzu‘onoss wore a dark gown, trimmed with lace, and a cap with pink
ribbons. The marked contrast between the two ladies was that the
wealthier wore no diamonds and her companion many. In the box above
this one were two of Mr. Tree’s sisters, and dotted about the house in all
directions were members of the two large theatrical families, the T errys
and Hanburys: the most conspicuous was the point of junction, Miss Julia
Neilson-Terry, who, of course, looked handsome in a white dress, and
seemed very curious about the performance of Miss Audrey Ford, the
new ¢ngénue. By-the-bye, programmes would be needless if the very:
simple I'rench way of labelling ingénues could be carried out with all
the characters of a play. Has any ingénue ever appeared on the French
stage who cared or dared to discard the traditional blue and white frock,
which Miss Ford wears in the first act ? Evidently her last night’s début
at the Haymarket was not only in acting, but also in making up,”
for when Mr. Beerbohm Tree drew her to his heart, and said that her
image would ever be engraven there, a comical effect came from the
fact that a distinct impress of her face was seen where it had rested
on his coat.

In the house I noticed Lord William Neville, Oscar Wilde, Aubrey
Beardsley, Mrs. Jopling Rowe, Fanny Brough, in a pwr Lowis X V.
dress of pale peach-coloured satin brocaded with white ; Lottie Venne,
wearing a pretty gown of grey satin, with sleeves and draperies of rose-
hued velvet; Lady Morell Mackenzie, in black and diamonds ;
Mr. ¢ Charlie ” Mathews, Mr. Bancroft, Sir George and Lady Lewis.
Few of the dresses were noticeable for freshness or bbuuty; no doubt, the
¢ first appearance ” of many pretty gowns was kept for the premiére at
St. James’s Theatre on Saturday evening.
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The illness of Miss Rose Norreys has a special sadness to those play-
goers who remember her in the days of * 'The Magistrate” and|
“The Schoolmistress.”” I have a particularly vivid recollection of her |
Peggy in the latter play, a performance full of delightfully piquant
humour. There was one line which tickles me still every time I think of
it. When Peggy is dressed for the evening party, she remarks with
great dignity,  There is only one thing wanted to make me a duchess.”
“ And what is that?’’ asks somebody. ¢ A duke,” is the convincing |
reply. I can see Peggy now with her nose in the air and her red locks |
twisted in distracting abandon. Never was red hair so fascinating; |
never had a young actress so excellent a chance of establishing herself |
as a public favourite. Alas! Miss Norreys took quite a different view of
her position. She despised her success in Mr. Pinero’s farces, and
yearned to shine in the poetic drama. With the most earnest intentions,
she lacked the indefinable quality which makes the higher dramatic
talent. So years have been passed in unavailing struggle, and Peggy, |

<

my irresistible Peggy, has faded into a dream. ,

Skately .
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Although Nini Patte-en-I’Air has attracted considerable attention in
London, I do not think many people know how highly she is thought of
in France. She is the Katti Lanner of Paris, and has a large school, in
which she teaches the divers eccentric dances of which she is so thorough
a mistress. She was the first to obtain remuneration for public dancing,
as previous to her appearance the dancers at such places as the Moulin
Rouge and Casino de Paris were not paid to perform. Of course, in this
happy land of licensing committees, Madame Nini is not permitted to
show Londoners what she can do, but even at home she is strictly proper.
La Goulue and Rayon d’Or, who are so popular with Parisians, are
avowedly unrestrained, and their costume 1s enough to give a nervous
man palpitation of the heart; but Nini Patte-en-I’Air, on the other
hand, has conscientiously striven to do for the ckahut and * splits”
what Kate Vaughan did for dancing at the Gaiety. There would be no
room for doubt as to her ultimate success, were not all that eccentric
dancing so painfully ugly. On all sides I find it coming into fashion, on |
stage of theatre and music-hall alike. I it the first symptom of decline |
from the high form of skirt dancing, a little time ago so popular ? Just
as Sylvia Grey and Letty Lind, following the lead of Kate Vaughan, had
made skirt dancing delightful, the hideous serpentine came along,
bringing in its airy train the * splits” and ¢ Catherine-wheels ”” now in
vogue. Why will not some philanthropic person start an association for
the protection of the playgoer against eccentric dancing ?  When I saw
an audience go into hysterics over Les Seeurs Devervier, the latest
exponents of the “splits,” scarcely a week ago, I nearly shed tears, and
quite shed oaths.

Talking of dancing, which is a weakness of mine, Signorina Cavallazzi,
whose magnificent pantomimic powers have delighted Londoners for so
long, tells me that she intends shortly to open a school of her own. It
will not compete in any way with the National School, having rather for
its objects the teaching of deportment, pantomime, and fancy dancing,
together with the production of private theatricals. Signorina Cavallazzi
does not propose to give up her own stage work, but since the Jamented
decath of her husband, the late Mr. Mapleson, she has found the time
hanging heavily on her hands, and seeks congenial occupation for the
many hours when she is not at the theatre. ~When I recall her
impersonation of Orfeo in the ballet of that name, and recollect how]_
replete with charm and grace it was, I feel convinced that her pupils
will benefit immensely from her tuition, if she can convey to others
intelligence similar to her own. Signorina Cavallazzi, in addit_ion to her
physical gifts, possesses the rare power of merging her identity in the
character she portrays, and her movements are spontaneous and natural.
At the entertainment recently given at the West Theatre, Royal
Albert Hall, she arranged the dances in the masque by John Gray and
in “Black Sheep,” a pantomime pastoral by André Raffalovich and
Cotsford Dick, and not a little of the success of the performances was
due to her efforts. I have no doubt that her new venture will rank
among her many triumphs, for, while it is given to no mortal to
command success, to very few is it given to deserve it as much as
she does.

=

l

«THE MASQUERADERS,” AT THE ST. JAMES’S THEATRE.

It certainly was a famous evening, famous enough to draw Royalty in
the person of the Duke and Duchess of York and the Duke and Duchess
of Teck, to say nothing of aristocracy and notable folk, Baroness Burdett-
Coutts, the Earl of Londesborough, Earl Cairns, the Earl of Kilmorey,
the Marchioness of Granby, the Right Hons. A. J. Balfour and G. J.
Goschen, Lord Randolph Churchill, Sir Francis and Lady Jeune, Sir
Douglas Straight, Mr. Lockwood, Q.C., M.P., Sir George and Lady Lewis,
Mr. C. F. Gill, Mr. * Charlie” Mathews, and others of importance, too
many for me to name ; indeed, your society chronicler would have had
an evening’s entertainment without ever looking at the play. Of course,
T did occasionally look across the footlights, and as I have not space in
this number for serious notice must reserve it {ill next week.

302

TR

IS




The revised and corrected « Go-Bang ” is greatly changed, so far as
the second volume is concerned, and improved, too. What was good
remains, what was doubtful has gone, and some capital new things have
come. Among the novelties is a comic ball-punching scene, in which
Mzr. J. L. Shine imitates the famous Corbett in ** Gentleman Jack,” while
Miss Letty gives her version of the affair. By-the-bye, in the utterly
delightful ¢ Chinee Dolly,” could she not manage to do her hair a la
Chinoise or Japonaise? There is a burlesque, capitally played by
' Messrs. Shine and Grattan, on the great card-playing scene in * The
Masqueraders.”” Moreover, Miss Letty gave a new imitation —
Miss Yohé, in the plantation song from “ Little Christopher
| Columbus.” It was very cleverly done, and Mr. Cecil Raleigh—
‘one of the parents of “L. C. Columbus”—who was in the house
~with his handsome wife and pretty Miss Rose Nesbitt, nearly. fell
‘out of his box through excessive laughter. ~Mr. Fred Storey, the
new Guardian of the Golden Canopy, made a hit by his marvellous
dancing ; Mr. George Grossmith, jun., has new comic business that is
successtul. However, I cannot keep my pen off Miss Letty Lind, whose
singing and dancing are so fascinating that they might make the fortune
of even a dull play, and, if T had not a respect for space, should become
| dithyrambic concerning her. I may add that a third sister of Miss Lind
| niow appears in the piece. This is Miss Lydia Flopp. In another part
of the present issue of 7%e Sketch mention is made of this young lady,
i}:'lho an Ehe time the article was written still retained her real name,

iss Lydia e The writer stated that she was ljkely to be seen
in Lon(}lon altzégi)é_ 1s_t‘i§il e'&ﬁ%ﬂ" Nt SVeTRiRY LRy atltigéfgfzft(\(l even his
hopefulness for her future. MONOCLE.
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~ The revised and corrected * Go-Bang 7 is greatly changed, so far as
the second volume is concerned, and improved, too. What was good
remains, what was doubtful has gone, and some capital new things have
come. Among the novelties is a comic ball-punching scene, in which
| Mr. J. L. Shine imitates the famous Corbett in ** Gentleman Jack,” while
‘Miss Letty gives her version of the affair. By-the-bye, in the utterly
delightful * Chinee Dolly,” could she not manage to do her hair a la
 Chinoise or Japonaise? There is a burlesque, capitally played by
'Messrs. Shine and Grattan, on the great card-playing scene in *The
Masqueraders.”” Moreover, Miss Letty gave a new imitation —
Miss Yohé, in the plantation song from “Little Christopher
' Columbus.”” It was very cleverly done, and Mr. Cecil Raleigh—
‘one of the parents of *“L. C. Columbus”—who was in the house
“with his handsome wife and pretty Miss Rose Nesbitt, nearly. fell
lout of his box through excessive laughter. Mr. Fred Storey, the
‘new Guardian of the Golden Canopy, made a hit by his marvellous
‘dancing ; Mr. George Grossmith, jun., has new comic business that is
successful. However, I cannot keep my pen off Miss Letty Lind, whose
singing and dancing are so fascinating that they might make the fortune
of even a dull play, and, if I had not a respect for space, should become
dithyrambic concerning her. I may add that a third sister of Miss Lind
now appears in the piece. This is Miss Lydia Flopp. In another part
of the present issue of 7%e Sketch mention is made of this young lady,
‘who at the time the article was written still retained her real name,
Miss Lydia Rudge. The writer stated that she was likely to be seen
in London at no distant date, but she has quite anticipated even his
hopetfulness for her future. MONOCLE.
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Writing of Sunday excitements reminds me of the very remarkable
lecture which Mr. Bernard Shaw delivered in St. James’s Hall on that‘
day to the Playgoers’ Club. The audience was one of the most interesting
gather together; a large number of actors

that it could be possible to
and actresses, artists,
literary and dramatic
critics, were among
Mr. Shaw’s hearers.
Mr. Shaw’s lecture was
on the corruption of
the Press with refer-
ence to dramatic and
musical eriticism, and
he told a story to the
effect that his very
frank criticism of the
Covent Garden Opera
in the World had led
to the stoppage of the
usual free tickets by

the lessee of the
theatre. “I do not
blame Sir Augustus

Harris,” said Mr. Shaw;
¢ he considered that in
giving me free tickets
there was a certain
sort of understanding
that I, in return,should
give him a favourable
notice of his produc-
tions.””  The remedy
for this, in Mr. Shaw’s
eyes, is that proprietors
and editors of news-
papers should pay for
seats for their crities.
This is a proposition to
which I do not think
that any proprietor or
editor of

t:y \?\f}g\,

MR. SHAW AT THE PLAYGOERS’ CLUB.
Drawn by J. Bernard Partridge. 4

very much' better if the stalls for the first nights of theatres
and operas were paid for by journalists instead of given to them. This

g

step, however, is never likely to be taken, because there is, apart from
the Press, a general understanding that a manager gives away a certain|
number of the stalls and dress circle to his friends on the first night.|
Even should the dramatic crities have to pay for their seats, the manager
would be sure to number among his friends certain proprietors, or
editors, or people of considerable influence upon this and the other
journal, and the same result would ensue.

Mr. Shaw’s second reform is even less practicable ; he suggested that
the theatre system which obtains in Germany might be repeated here, |
and in relating his experience of the Frankfort Opera House he told!
how he had paid some two or three marks for an admirable seat, and had |
beheld daughters of the leading citizens of Frankfort wandering to and
fro in the foyer between the acts. He implied that it was very evident
that this kind of thing went on night after night, the theatre being |
treated as an absolute adjunct to the home. Mr. Shaw here surely forgets |

the great difference which separates an ordinary moderate-sized town in
Germany from a vast metropolis like London, with its five millions of
inhabitants. We have no analogy to Frankfort in our own provincial
towns, because the cheap railway takes so many of the populace to
London on the most trivial excuse. ~Mr. Shaw implied that a man, |
could he take his wife comfortably to the theatre at a total cost of five
shillings instead of thirty, would be more likely to go; but that is only
partially the case. There are rarely more than half-a-dozen successful
plays running in London at a time, and the demand for seats on the part
_'lf a vast mass of people necessarily sends up the price of these, When |
Mr. Irving attempted numbered seats in his pit—and surely numbered
seats in the Lyceum pit would be nearly as good as the stalls—he found
the thing an entire failure, owing to the disappointment of people
coming from a distance—in fact, the plan was absolutely unworkable.
It would have succeeded anywhere else but in London; but London is*
unlike any other place in the world. Mr. Shaw said a great deal about
the superior comfort of the stalls, and so on, but, so far as that goes, the
ordinary half-crown pit seats in the Garrick Theatre—to name a com-
paratively new building—are quite as comfortable for any but the most
 fastidious people as the stalls in any ordinary theatre. Yet the existence
of these charming pit seats is not likely to send anybody to the Garrick
when a play has gained the character of being only a qualified success.
Of course, there is one thing to be conceded in reference to Mr. Shaw’s
position, and that is that there is not the all-round enthusiasm for drama
in this country which is the rule in Germany. It must be remembered that
the fayourite literature, even of children, in Germany takes a dramatic
form, and no household is without its volumes of Schiller.

]

Mr. Shaw’s third proposition with reference to the corruption of
the critics treated of advertisements. Ie has, no doubt, heard of
the important part played by advertisements in newspapers; he knows
that without the advertisements of certain commercial firms, who
appreciate its great circulation and wide popularity, a paper like
The Sketch could not be produced for sixpence. He assumes, therefore,
that theatre advertisements have a great partin this, and after remarking
on the stupidity of managers, who fail to appreciate the relative importance |
of newspapers, he goes on to inform his hearers that the Daily Chronicle
has something like half the theatre advertisements of the Daily Telegraph.
He argued that the editor of the Daily Chronicle would be well advised
to publish all the playbills of theatres, including the cast of each play,
in his columns, free of all charge, these advertisements being matter of
public interest. When it is known, he argued, that the Daily Chronicle
contains all these day by day, large numbers of people who are
interested in theatres will go to it regularly for reference. It
would probably prove, if the subject were gone into, that, so far as
regards theatre advertisements, any paper that has not got them is
very well content to do without them. So far as The Sketch is
concerned, I am in a position to say frankly that it cares nothing at all
about the theatre advertisements. 'They are of very little value, and they
do not affect in the slightest the attitude of the paper towards this or
that play. We should be quite ready to publish free advertisements of
all theatres if it were not that we think that we can give more interesting
matter in' op. columns, and a small charge for the insertion of these
advertisemerts acts as a very useful method of keeping them from
absorbing s;ace which can be better employed. Certainly. the notion
that the editor’¢f any paper is in the slightest degree influenced by these

a 156%1—]” upavspaper would in the slightest degreg; é@??ﬁs“%h . adyertisemerits an his attitude towards any given play gr concert shows
would be ﬁ, el S U“'Ve{ﬁk’i\(,ut’f :

6 MrE Shaw is oone of the most brilliant jom‘l?:%sts of the day,
he has absolutel§*no business grasp of the way newspapers are conducted.




When all is said, however, one is compelled to admit that those who
heard Mr. Shaw on Sunday listened to a most delightful lecture. That
any one man should be able to produce so fascinating a play and so

fascinating 326‘1(?% e fa?séé‘h(WBiﬁ%ﬁ“s“@i}%r&wtﬂ&%ﬁms 1136gil]iant future

for Mr. Bernax 1AW,
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Notwithstanding the fact that there have been signs of a plethora of 5\_"‘7;&1__8_/}(" .
premaéres at the Haymarket lately, the first night of “ A Bunch of

Violets”” brought together a smart house. Even Royalty, if one uses the ..
term in an elastic way that would grieve the purist, was present in the i
shape of the Duchess of Teck, who, accompanied by the Duke, occupied q :

with Baroness Burdett-Coutts and her many-named husband, the
stage box on what, I think, actors call the O.P. side. The Duchess
was simply dressed in black, relieved by a few white flowers, and the
Baroness wore a dark gown, trimmed with lace, and a cap with pink
ribbons. The marked contrast between the two ladies was that the
wealthier wore no diamonds and her companion many. In the box above
this one were two of Mr. Tree’s sisters, and dotted about the house in all
directions were members of the two large theatrical families, the T errys
and Hanburys: the most conspicuous was the point of junction, Miss Julia
Neilson-Terry, who, of course, looked handsome in a white dress, and
seemed very curious about the performance of Miss Audrey Ford, the
new ngénue. By-the-bye, programmes would be needless if the very A
simple I'rench way of labelling ngénues could be carried out with all
the characters of a play. Has any ingénue ever appeared on the French
stage who cared or dared to discard the traditional blue and white frock,
which Miss Ford wears in the first act ? Evidently her last night’s début
at the Haymarket was not only in acting, but also in “making up,”
for when Mr. Beerbohm Tree drew her to his heart, and said that her
image would ever be engraven there, a comical effect came from the
fact that a distinct impress of her face was seen where it had rested
on his coat.

In the house I noticed Lord William Neville, Oscar Wilde, Aubrey
Beardsley, Mrs. Jopling Rowe, fanny Brough, in a pur Lows XV.
dress of pale peach-coloured satin brocaded with white ; Lottie Venne,
wearing a pretty gown of grey satin, with sleeves and draperies of rose-
hued velvet; Lady Morell Mackenzie, in black and diamonds ;
Mr. ¢ Charlie” Mathews, Mr. Bancroft, Sir George and Lady Lewis.
Few of the dregses were noticeable for freshness or beauty; no dou he
¢ first appearag ig’b(.gf' gan;ﬁﬁls'ce\{]ty %[P)%nﬁ;s Was ' ke P Iﬁfg{v& the prcml}é%t at
St. James’s Theatre on Saturday evening.
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The illness of Miss Rose \(mms has a special sadness to those play-1 !

goers who remember her in the days of  The Magistrate” ‘1ndi9q'
“The Schoolmistress.” I have a particularly vivid 10(,01100ti0n of her
Peggy in the latter play, a performance full of delightfully piquant
humour. There was one line which tickles me still every time I think of
it. When Peggy is dressed for the evening party, she remarks with
great dignity, There is only one thing wanted to make me a duchess.”
“ And \\h'\t is that?”’ asks xmnobo(l\ “ A duke,” 1s the convincing
reply. I can see Peggy now with her nose in the air and her red locks |
twisted in distracting abandon. Never was red hair so fascinating ;
never had a young actress so excellent a chance of establishing herself |
as a public favourite. Alas! Miss Norreys took quite a different view of
her position. She despised her success in Mr. Pinero’s farces, and
yearned to shine in the poetic drama. With the most earnest intentions,
she lacked the indefinable %uah ch mal\ldx the higher_ dramatic

talent. So yc2949103-16),dissen Wa nﬁl QM%!}SHLM hra&’lumrlc, a3 Peggy,

my irresistible Peggy, has faded into a dream. 1

I



she does.

Although Nini Patte-en-I’Air has attracted considerable attention in
London, I do not think many people know how highly she is thought of
in France. She is the Katti Lanner of Paris, and has a large school, in
which she teaches the divers eccentric dances of which she is so thorough
a mistress. She was the first to obtain remuneration for public dancing,
as previous to her appearance the dancers at such places as the Moulin
Rouge and Casino de Paris were not paid to perform. Of course, in this
happy land of licensing committees, Madame Nini is not permitted to
show Londoners what she ean do, but even at home she is strictly proper.
La Goulue and Rayon d’Or, who are so popular with Parisians, are
avowedly unrestrained, and their costume is enough to give a nervous
man palpitation of the heart; but Nini Patte-en-I'Air, on the other
hand, has conscientiously striven to do for the chakut and * splits”
what Kate Vaughan did for dancing at the Gaiety. There would be no
room for doubt as to her ultimate success, were not all that eccentric
dancing so painfully ugly. On all sides I find it coming into fashion, on

stage of theatre and music-hall alike. I it the first symptom of decline |

from the high form of skirt dancing, a little time ago so popular ? Just
as Sylvia Grey and Letty Lind, following the lead of Kate Vaughan, had
made skirt dancing delightful, the hideous serpentine came along,
bringing in its airy train the * splits” and * Catherine-wheels ”” now in
vogue. Why will not some philanthropic person start an association for
the protection of the playgoer against eccentric dancing ?  When I saw
an audience go into hysterics over Les Sceurs Devervier, the latest
exponents of the “splits,” scarcely a week ago, I nearly shed tears, and
quite shed oaths.

Talking of dancing, which is a weakness of mine, Signorina Cavallazzi,
whose magnificent pantomimic powers have delighted Londoners for so
long, tells me that she intends shortly to open a school of her own. It
will not compete in any way with the National School, having rather for
its objects the teaching of deportment, pantomime, and fancy dancing,
together with the production of private theatricals. Signorina Cavallazzi
does not propose to give up her own stage work, but since the Jamented
decath of her husband, the late Mr. Mapleson, she has found the time
hanging heavily on her hands, and seeks congenial occupation for the
many hours when she is not at the theatre. ~When I recall her
impersonation of Orfeo in the ballet of that name, and recollect how
replete with charm aund grace it was, I feel convinced that her pupils
will benefit immensely from her tuition, if she can convey to others
intelligence similar to her own. Signorina Cavallazzi, in addition to her
physical gifts, possesses the rare power of merging her identity in the
character she portrays, and her movements are spontaneous and natural.
At the entertainment recently given at the West Theatre, Royal
Albert Iall, she arranged the dances in the masque by John Gray and
in “Black Sheep,” a pantomime pastoral by André Raffalovich and
Cotsford Dick, and not a little of the success of the performances was
due to her efforts. I have no doubt that her new venture will rank

212019-0816 M isséh Worbn's Uniiverdity ibrdry!s &1ven tgogio mortal to

command success, to very few 1s 1t given to deserve 1t as much as
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«THE MASQUERADERS,” AT THE ST. JAMES’S THEATRE.

It certainly was a famous evening, famous enough to draw Royalty in
the person of the Duke and Duchess of York and the Duke and Duchess
of Teck, to say nothing of aristocracy and notable folk, Baroness Burdett-
Coutts, the Earl of Londesborough, Earl Cairns, the Earl of Kilmorey,
the Marchioness of Granby, the Right Hons. A. J. Balfour and G. J.
Goschen, Lord Randolph Churchill, Sir Francis and Lady Jeune, Sir
Douglas Straight, Mr. Lockwood, Q.C., M.P., Sir George and Lady Lewis,
Mr. C. F. Gill, Mr. ¢ Charlie” Mathews, and others of importance, too
many for me to name ; indeed, your society chronicler would have had
an evening’s entertainment without ever looking at the play. Of course,
1 did oceasio?049-03-MBssen Women'sfUniversity. Libraryis [ h809 not space in

this number for serious notice must reserve it {ill next week.
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us ing, for we were to see Mr. Henry Arthur Jones set,
ie nill he, against Mr. Pinero, and Mrs. Patrick Campbell forced
mparison with her wonderful performance as Paula Wray. It is
hard to deal with the lady :- she had no chance of another triumph.
TLarondie is a decidedly passive person. In the first act—an,
cellent act of exposition and full of interest—she was a lively flesh-|
! -bloed creature; but afterwards she grew listless, almost indifferent,
she fired up in the third act and expressed some strong views forcibly
‘marriage. In the last act she seemed a changed person. A clever,
'ven performance it was, sometimes brilliant, not wholly unsuccessful,
suggesting that she is not a one-part actress. But why the blonde
wig and make-up? No doubt, as barmaid they were needful ; but they
~ clash with her style of beauty, and rob it of character.
~ The play? First, a brilliant, somewhat improbable act; then
a clever, rather dull act ; next an act with a tremendous, though hardly
novel, coup de théitre that brought down the house ; and, finally, a some-
what pretty, thin, poetical, and unsatisfactory conclusion. A very, very
_clever play it is, witty and cynical at times, quaintly unsophisticated at
E !iher_s; never wearisome, but occasionally distracting. The third act
- did the mischief: the blood-and-thunder of the card scene led one to
expect something violent in the fourth ; the house was prepared for the
worst—for murder, suicide, or accidental death—and was disappointed:
by an ending that seemed to say “ To be continued in our next.” 1
_ Mr. George Alexander was at his best as Remon, and gave a curious,
- interesting colour to the part, and threw immense fire into the card scene,
Lwhlch was also admirably played by Mr. Herbert Waring.  Indeed,
people who like thrilling moments cannot possibly afford to miss the third
~act of the play ; the critics may say that it is stagey, impossible, and not.
“evennovel, but the fact remains that, though the resultisaforegone conclu-
sion, it is exceedingly exciting. The minor parts were excellently played
(in most cases. No one can deny praise to Mr. H. V| Ismond,
Mr. Gmgxﬂle, Mr. W. H. Day, Mr. Ian Robertson, Mr. Vane-Tempest, and
Mr. Elliot. The mounting was admirable. The drawing-room scene,
in subtle tones of green, decorated with huge bunches of flowers, was
quite a triumph ; whilst the first set, the court-yard of the inn, if less
beautiful, was even more remarkable. MONOCLE.
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T is a curious commentary on the vaunted reconciliation between
the intelligent public and the theatre, that while our leading
manager makes haste to purchase Madame Sans-Géne for produc-
tion at his own temple, as it is called, of the classic drama, not al

~ single bid appears to have been made for the other notable Parisian |

- novelty presented to us this season. “What !” you say, “does he regfet_i

that the managers have not been struggling for the rights of /zéy/?”
I\i.othat all; no more than Mr. Kipling’s Tommy Atkins am I a worshipper:

of that 2 :

Bloomin’ idol made o’ mud,
Wot they calls the Great Gawd Budd,

as exhibited by M M. Silvestre and Morand in their noisy and turgid melo-
drama. But /zéy/ has not been the only novelty of Madame Bernhardt’s
season, nor even the most remarkable, though certainly, and in every sense, it;
made the most noise. Jules Lemaitre’s Zes Rois was produced with no
anticipatory flourish of trumpets, and was curtly dismissed by the critics,
who found it merely dull. One of them even “went one better,” and, with
inimitable gravity, pronounced it “vulgar.” If a prize had been offered for
the most inapplicable epithet in the English language, this gentleman would
’certa'mly have carried it off. It is precisely its delicacy of style and treat-
ment which prevents the play from coming home to the nerves of the
populace ; but if we critics were in earnest in our demand for plays that
i appgal to the intelligence, we should all have been clamouring for an English
~ versionof Les Rois.

The scene is laid in one of those imaginary kingdoms which have always
been the favourite haunts of romance. Mr. Stevenson’s Prince Otto ruled
over the Principality of Griinewald ; Mr. “ Anthony Hope’s * King Rudolf !
(in The Prisoner of Zenda) occupied, or should have occupied, the throne of |
Runtania ; M. Lemaitre’s Prince Hermann is King (on his father’s abdica-
tion) of Alfania. His wife, the Princess Wilhelmine, is a fanatic for the|

; monarchical idea, in which he himself has ceasec tdirbéli'é've.,‘Sink? the
‘accident of birth has forced stich uncongenial duties upon: him, at least he
" will rule in a spirit of béneficent brotherhood, and will lose no opportunity
of showing his sympathy with, and his belief in, the downtrodden masses.
At the entreaty of his democratic Egeria, the Countess Frida von Talberg,
he has released from prison a notorious agitatress, Avdotia Litianeff.
Avdotia’s first use of her liberty is to fly the flag of revolution in the
streets, and she is again arrested. The mob clamours for her release, and
the humanitarian king will not take such simple repressive measures as will |
prevent the demonstration from becoming a riot. He will show his confidence |
in the People ; and the People, misunderstanding him as he misunderstands

them, proceed from riot almost to revolt. At last, when they threaten to: _

storm his own palace, Hermann gives the order to fire upon them. The|
next moment he frantically endeavours to recall the word of command ;|
but it is too late. The rattle of musketry is heard, and is followed by yells
of rage and shrieks of agony. Then the noise of the tumult dies away, a |
great stillness falls upon the scene, and Hermann knows that his ideal |
kingship has ended, ere it had well begun, in the massacre of women and |
children by his command, on the very steps, as it were, of his throne. If |
this be not a tragic situation, I can conceive no meaning in the words ; and |
the tragedy is heightened by the presence of his wife, who shrinks no less
than he from bloodshed, and laments even more bitterly than he the un-
timely idealism which has brought things to this pass, since she believes
it to be due to the influence of another woman.

The rest of the play is not as striking as this great scene, but it is through-
out a graceful, moving, and genuinely dramatic romance. Hermann himself
is a character that might tempt any actor (M. Guitry made him unnecessarily |
lumpish and lugubrious) ; Wilhelmine is a noble and beautiful figure,
embodied by Madame Bernhardt in such a way as to bring out all its poetry ;.
and the old King Christian, who appears in the first act and the last, is an
admirable acting part. To mount the play properly would demand some
outlay in costumes, but not one tithe as much as will be required for the
Empire dresses and uniforms of Madame Sans-Géne. Yet Sardou’s pseudo-
historical vaudeville is at once snapped up, while noone would have at a gift’
Lemaitre’s beautiful and thoughtful romance. Of course this is not in the
least surprising. Sardou is unquestionably a safer investment than Lemaitre.
But the fact that Zes Rois should be loftily pooh-poohed by the majority of
the critics, and entirely overlooked by the managers, is, I repeat, a signiﬁcant?
commentary upon the boasted “intellectuality ” of our theatrical life.
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"~ A famous evening, for we were to see Mr. Henry Arthur Jones set,
Awill he nill he, against Mr. Pinero, and Mrs. Patrick Campbell forced
‘into comparison with her wonderful performance as Paula Wray. It is
‘not hard to deal with the lady : she had no chance of another triumph.
Duleie Larondie is a decidedly passive person. In the first act—an
excellent act of exposition and full of interest—she was a lively flesh-
and-blood creature; but afterwards she grew listless, almost indifferent,
till she fired up in the third act and expressed some strong views foreibly
on marriage. In the last act she seemed a changed person. A clever,
uneven performance it was, sometimes brilliant, not wholly unsuccessful,
but suggesting that she is not a one-part actress. But why the blonde
wig and make-up? No doubt, as barmaid they were needful ; but they
clash with her style of beauty, and rob it of character.
The play? First, a brilliant, somewhat improbable act; then
a clever, rather dull act ; next an act with a tremendous, though hardly
novel, coup de théitre that brought down the house ; and, finally, a some-
what pretty, thin, poetical, and unsatisfactory conclusion. A very, very
clever play it is, witty and cynical at times, quaintly unsophisticated at
others ; never wearisome, but occasionally distracting. The third act
did the mischief: the blood-and-thunder of the card scene led one to
expect something violent in the fourth ; the house was prepared for the
worst—for murder, suicide, or accidental death—and was disappointed
by an ending that seemed to say * To be continued in our next.” E
Mr. George Alexander was at his best as Remon, and gave a curious,
interesting colour to the part, and threw immense fire into the card scene,
‘which was also admirably played by Mr. Herbert Waring. Indeed,
people who like thrilling moments cannot possibly afford to miss the third
act of the play ; the critics may say that it is stagey, impossible, and not
even novel, but the fact remains that, though the result isaforegone conclu-
§ion, it is exceedingly exciting. The minor parts were excellently played
in most cases. No one can deny praise to Mr. H. V Iismond,
Mr. Granville, Mr. W. H. Day, Mr. Ian Robertson, Mr. Vane-Tempest, and
Mr. Elliot. The mounting was admirable. The drawing-room scene,
in subtle tones of green, decorated with huge bunches of flowers, was
quite a triunﬁm?'oﬁgflﬂi@ﬁiﬁwmgﬂ'wﬁ‘ﬂﬁiw ibfaprd of3ike inn, if less

beautiful, was even more remarkable. MONOCLE.
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A famous evening, for we were to see Mr. Henry Arthur Jones set,
he nill he, against Mr. Pinero, and Mrs. Patrick Campbell forced
“into comparison with her wonderful performance as Paula Wray. It is
“not hard to deal with the lady :- she had no chance of another triumph.
‘Dulcie Larondie is a decidedly passive person. In the first act—an
“excellent act of exposition and full of interest—she was a lively flesh-|
; ;aﬁd-blood creature; but afterwards she grew listless, almost indifferent,’
till she fired up in the third act and expressed some strong views forcibly
“on marriage. In the last act she seemed a changed person. A clever,
‘uneven performance it was, sometimes brilliant, not wholly unsuccessfal,
but suggesting that she is not a one-part actress. But why the blonde
“wig and make-up? No doubt, as barmaid they were needful ; but they
“clash with her style of beauty, and rob it of character.
The play? First, a brilliant, somewhat improbable act; then
‘a clever, rather dull act ; next an act with a tremendous, though hardly
“novel, coup de théitre that brought down the house ; and, finally, a some-
- what pretty, thin, poetical, and unsatisfactory conclusion. A very, very
_clever play it is, witty and cynical at times, quaintly unsophisticated at
_others ; never wearisome, but occasionally distracting. The third act
~did the mischief: the blood-and-thunder of the card scene led one to
~ expect something violent in the fourth ; the house was prepared for the
- worst—for murder, suicide, or accidental death—and was disappointed
- by an ending that seemed to say * To be continued in our next.” 1
~ Mr. George Alexander was at his best as Remon, and gave a curious,
interesting colour to the part, and threw immense fire into the card scene,
~which was also admirably played by Mr. Herbert Waring. Indeed,
“people who like thrilling moments cannot possibly afford to miss the third
act of the play ; the critics may say that it is stagey, impossible, and not
even novel, but the fact remains that, though the result isaforegone conclu-
sion, it is exceedingly exciting. The minor parts were excellently played
in most cases. No one can deny praise to Mr. H. V. Ismond,
Mr. Granville, Mr. W. H. Day, Mr. Ian Robertson, Mr. Vane-Tempest, and
Mr, Elliot. The mounting was admirable. The drawing-room scene,
in subtle tones of green, decorated with huge bunches of flowers, was
quite a triumph ; whilst the first set, the court-yard of the inm, if less
beautiful, was even more remarkable. MONOCLE.
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T is a curious commentary on the vaunted reconciliation between
the intelligent public and the theatre, that while our leading

Sl 1q. 1894

manager makes haste to purchase Madame Sans-Géne for produc-

tion at his own temple, as it is called, of the classic drama, not a
single bid appears to have been made for the other notable Parisian
novelty presented to us this season.

Not at all ; no more than Mr. Kipling’s Tommy Atkins am I a worshipper
of that ’ '

Bloomin’ idol made o’ mud,

Wot they calls the Great Gawd Budd,

i

“What !” you say, “does he regret:
that the managers have not been struggling for the rights of Zzdy/?”.

as exhibited by M M. Silvestre and Morand in their noisy and turgid melo-!

drama. But /zéy/ has not been the only novelty of Madame Bernhardt’s

season, nor even the most remarkable, though certainly, and in every sense, it |

made the most noise.
anticipatory flourish of trumpets, and was curtly dismissed by the critics,
.who found it merely dull. One of them even “ went one better,” and, with
inimitable gravity, pronounced it “vulgar.” If a prize had been offered for
the most inapplicable epithet in the English language, this gentleman would
certainly have carried it off. It is precisely its delicacy of style and treat-
ment which prevents the play from coming home to the nerves of the
populace ; but if we critics were in earnest in our demand for plays that
appeal to the intelligence, we should all have been clamouring for an English
version of Les Rois.

The scene i§ laid in one of those imaginary kingdoms which have always
been the favourite haunts of romance. Mr. Stevenson’s Prince Otto ruled
over the Principality of Griinewald ; Mr. “ Anthony Hope’s * King Rudolf

(in The Prisomgefodeuga) occupied, or should have occupied, the thizeag mef

Ruritania ; M. Lemaitre’s Prince Hermann is King (on his father’s abdica- |
tion) of Alfania. His wife, the Princess Wilhelmine, is a fanatic for the]

=

Jules Lemaitre’s Les Rois was produced with no|

en's Univers

"monarchical idea, in which he himself has ceased to believe. Since the)
“accident of birth has forced stich uncongenial duties upon- him; at least he

will rule in a spirit of beneficent brotherhood, and will lose no opportunity
of showing his sympathy with, and his belief in, the downtrodden masses.
At the entreaty of his democratic Egeria, the Countess Frida von Talberg,
he has released from prison a notorious agitatress, Avdotia Litianeff.
Avdotia’s first use of her liberty is to fly the flag of revolution in the
streets, and she is again arrested. The mob clamours for her release, and !
the humanitarian king will not take such simple repressive measures as will |
prevent the demonstration from becoming a riot. He will show his confidence |
in the People ; and the People, misunderstanding him as he misunderstands
them, proceed from riot almost to revolt. At last, when they threaten to
storm his own palace, Hermann gives the order to fire upon them. The|
next moment he frantically endeavours to recall the word of command ;
but it is too late. The rattle of musketry is heard, and is followed by yells
of rage and shrieks of agony. Then the noise of the tumult dies away, a |
great stillness falls upon the scene, and Hermann knows that his ideal
kingship has ended, ere it had well begun, in the massacre of women and |
children by his command, on the very steps, as it were, of his throne. If
this be not a tragic situation, I can conceive no meaning in the words ; and
the tragedy is heightened by the presence of his wife, who shrinks no less
than he from bloodshed, and laments even more bitterly than he the un-
timely idealism which has brought things to this pass, since she believes
it to be due to the influence of another woman.

The rest of the play is not as striking as this great scene, but it is through-
out a graceful, moving, and genuinely dramatic romance. Hermann himself
is a character that might tempt any actor (M. Guitry made him unnecessarily |
lumpish and lugubrious); Wilhelmine is a noble and beautiful figure,
embodied by Madame Bernhardt in such a way as to bring out all its f)oetry 14
and the old King Christian, who appears in the first act and the last, is an
admirable acting part. To mount the play properly would demand some
outlay in costumes, but not one tithe as much as will be required for the
Empire dresses and uniforms of Madame Sans-Géne. Yet Sardou’s pseudo- |
historical vaudeville is at once snapped up, while noone would have at a gift
Lemaitre’s beautiful and thoughtful romance. Of course this is not in the
least surprising. Sardou is unquestionably a safer investment than Lemaitre.
But the fact that Zes Rois should be loftily pooh-poohed by the majority of
the critics, and entirely overlooked by the managers, is, I repeat, a signiﬁcant'¢
commentary upon the boasted “intellectuality ” of our theatrical life.
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At the entreaty of his democratic Egeria, the Countess Frida von Talberg,
he has released from prison a notorious agitatress, Avdotia Litianeff.
Avdotia’s first use of her liberty is to fly the flag of revolution in the
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it to be due to the influence of another woman.

The rest of the play is not as striking as this great scene, but it is through-
out a graceful, moving, and genuinely dramatic romance. Hermann himself
is a character that might tempt any actor (M. Guitry made him unnecessarily
lumpish and lugubrious); Wilhelmine is a noble and beautiful figure,
embodied by Madame Bernhardt in such a way as to bring out all its poetry ;
and the old King Christian, who appears in the first act and the last, is an
admirable acting part. To mount the play properly would demand some
outlay in costumes, but not one tithe as much as will be required for the
Empire dresses and uniforms of Madame Sans-Géne. Yet Sardou’s pseudo-
historical vaudeville is at once snapped up, while noone would have at a gift
Lemaitre’s beautiful and thoughtful romance. Of course this is not in the
least surprising. Sardou is unquestionably a safer investment than Lemaitre.
But the fact that Zes Kois should be loftily pooh-poohed by the majority of
the critics, and entirely overlooked by the managers, is, I repeat, a signiﬁcant?
commentary upon the boasted * intellectuality ” of our theatrical life. ‘
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| OSCAR WILDES NEW PLAY. |

! _In giving a title to his latest piece, “ The
Importance of Being Earnest,” produced
by Mr. George Alexander last night,
jat .the St. James’s Theatre, with the
{utmost  success, Mr. .Oscar Wilde has
- descended to the perpetration of a pun.|
. The whole of the story of the three-acts.
| deals with a certain ** Ernest,” who, by the
~andience is believed to be non-existent
;until five minutes before the end offa
production  that is as whimsical in
idea as it is eccentric in execution.
Neither in treatment mor in material
does it in the least resemble the author's
receding contributions to the stage. Itis
arce exhibiting a tendency towards the
| Gilbertian method, alike in the peculiar de-
| velopment of an altogether impossible plot,
i in the humour of much of the stage busi-
ness,and in the mock gravity of a great
portion of the dialogue. Mt Osear Wilde
has in a measure disarmed criticism by de-
scribing his work as “a trivial comedy for
serious people.”  But to those inclined for-
merriment as well as to those whom the
author may consider *serious,” the re.
sult of the f)erforma.nce will be the same,
laughter will reign throughout. Seme of '
the scenes are so ridiculous as to scarcely
bear ‘examination—a process mot’ at all
likely to be adopted, by the way. The ex.
travagant attitude of the claracters, and
the obvious leading up of the conversation
in places to an easily guessed issue, will
probably be looked wpon as good: points
rather’ than blemishes by audiences who
attend the theatre to be ammsed and kunow.
-something  of  Mr. Oscar Wilde’s labours.
Last night, from the moment a light.
bearted young fellow asking his valet'
why so much more champagne was,
drunk at select bachelor parties than was
usually the case when the guests were mar-
ried folk, received the reply, “ILattribute it
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ion plays an important part in the [ oceur 161 deREE 4t length With U6¢ various ~ cabinet rank. So actively enlisted on the Intrinsic & gth of certain scenes, and

on fiom the beginning. Jobhn Worthing, | { impersonations; but it is ‘sufficient now to : : : secured for it a favourabl e
_« Hertfordshire J.P. on»nghe right side of gsa;that M Aloseinde i bp this buayiney ob his | | i:de olfl.tlﬁertgu‘?ﬁ'dxan, Lo:}(ll‘ Klllfarﬁey, Il;a,ve ‘ Té‘rry’s%;ﬁn _.a.,;a .agl;(li-eceptlon, Mlss
i ‘ thirty, runs up to town and calls on k | acting as Worthing, Mr. Allan Aynesworth by e e e L PR U R Mr. F. Te B e, I A l'fmlmfm-
t i ‘ ‘acquaintance ernon Moncrieffe, a_con- the easy ‘assurance with' which he Ph!‘ﬂ'g GG St b AN duss oped S e ‘ MISS.. M s oy e
r: hethe o rbh Fhe agd}e;ee are in af“fg Momil,ieﬁge’b ]%‘liss : Rosef ]f‘ec,;em% bylmbg fnendésthlp tw1§h Llew_ellyn arg f%ardedh_ as o dn? kél:a;zy w:s% f,ouc%llmg in a i{nall
; whether Worthing’s Christian name is John stately embodiment of “La racknell, an attempt to inveigle and betray him. o> and oI Sydney brough acceptable in
i i or Ernest, until the gentleman confesses | the ‘Misses Irens Vanbrugh ya,nd Evelyn, | Circumstances lend some faint appey;!.rance a second. The general Perfug‘manﬂe? though
i that in order to disarm mspxcmn.mgeqkmg | Millard as_the two young girls, Mrs. Can« of colour to this dishonouring suspicion, first some good actors participated in it, was
‘bis frequent absences from bome, he has | ninge as the repentant governess, and Mr. broached by a jealous rival. In fact, Mrs. beloﬂfm evel Mr. Carr has taught us to

: \ been compelled to invent a dissolute brother, | % H. H. Vincent as the Rector of Woolton,
z & christened Ernest. Then it transpires that | | could not have been improved upon. '

i Moncrieffe- has also an. excuse on bis - Asacontrast to this “trivial” comedy Mr.
side for leaving town and his .relahveq,:;j Alexander has selected for his curtain-raiser
‘He gives it out that be bhas a {a little piece called “In the Season,”

Dundas, who, for unexplained and wholly [ expect.
inadequate reasons, lives apart from her
_husband, has learnt fervently to love her

new associate, and womanlike has become a
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it may prove awkward for him to be Ernest/
jn London and John in the country, he
learns on proposing marriage to Gwendolen
Fairfax, the daughter of dy Bracknell,”
that she was first attracted to him by the
peculiar fascination for her of the name
‘of Ernest. He is afraid to say that he
is simply John, neither does he tell Gwen-
!'dolen that he has a ward, Cecily Cardew, of .
about her own age, but on being cross- |

examined by Lady Bracknell he makes the |
astounding announcement that he has no
(knowledge of his parents, and that as a baby
he was found in a handbag at Vic-
{toria Station. Such a confession causes
Lady Bracknell “to forbid her con-
\sent to the proposed umion, as she
| cannot bear the idea of having a son-in-law,
{ who though having an income of from

obtuins the desited 1nformation, and arrives
‘at the Manor House, Woolton, as the once’
‘bad, bub now penitent Ernest, just before
| Worthing returnshome with sad countenance.
*and clad in solemn suit of black to announce.
the death in Paris of the erring Ernest.
Cicely—like Gwendolen—has an absorbing
_passion for the name of Ernest, and has
fallenin love with the imaginary Brnest
before Moncrieffe makes his aﬁfeatﬁncc
| as the supposed dead brother. 'The con-
fusion is temporarily increased when Gwen-:
dolen unexpectedly visits ‘Woolton,

Gy MY,‘:@%‘Q@ 1, &
‘meeting Cecily in the garden, the two girls
FIRAatING ﬂaxmm_a}{e@.’_.kg_b«: girle

L it : A contract (hopeless and meaningless from the 1z04 CPatiafie Y The ]
!f‘oﬁﬁﬁ%&x{!:;’g:;:” oni‘heb%iz;ggﬁaeMOﬂ--‘ 1l T“\Q I first) to endure. Her conduct has already An 8.50 .. Academy  burlesque
' crieffe has heard of pretty little Cecily, but l DRAMA caused some scandal, and those who are : foll-shost. nal i winat -
 Worthing hashithertosncceededinconcealing Qe noums | l o | nearest to her and most in authority over was done, but rather i
“hiscountry home. Byan accident Monerieffe iy THE WEEK her insist on her going back to her husband. in what might have ‘fl

1ol 16 9% ; |

:r:gen dmphﬁe,.,theh_ﬂ b"“’g@a . bo
e young men having urg ir re-
,:’gecgve ‘g;mit‘s» in  that name. When
the two BErnests enter, the truth is revealed.,
The watter of Worthing’s birth has yet to
be cleared up. The climax is thoroughly,
in the spirit of Mr. Gilbert at his oddest.
Cecily’s governess turns out to have been
‘the nursegirl who nearly thirty years
(before, put the baby of which she was in
| charge into the handbag instead of the
'MS. of a three-volume novel she was
_sending to a publisher, and his father was
‘Lady Bracknell's brother. Furthermore, |
‘he was christened Ernest. The effect of
\these scenes, most ingeniously worked out,
?oantbe onlyjinadequatelyjdescribed.[As regards
‘last might, the more grotesque the ' fun  the’
Jouder theandience expressed their approval,
‘but for once in a way a speech was not tobe .
wrang from Mr. Wilde. He came forward
| and bowed, and on the cheers continuing Mr. |
| Alexander, half an hour before midnight,
came forward to state that on the verdict |
of ‘satisfaction with Jhis play-being passed !
‘the author had left the theatre. . ‘
_quaintness of the production was

|

I

| bill at the Strand Theatre in May 1892.
My, Herbert Waring last night resumed his |

original character of Sir Harry Collingwood, |
‘a generous middle-aged man, who acts
{as mediator between two captious lovers, |
iEd_ward Fairburne and Sybil March.
‘it isa sympathetic and telling work, not
‘in the smallest  degree wiredrawn, fully
‘deserving the careful interpretation it re-
"ceived on this occasion from Miss Elliott

Page, a young actress with considerable
| command of feeling, Messrs. Waring and
- Avthur Royston. . ;

CoMEDY.—* A Leader of Men,’a Comedy in Three Acts.
By Charles E. D. Ward.

TooLE's.—* Thoroughbred,” a Comic Play in Three Acts.
By Ralph R. Lum!ey.

Our modern dramatists can scarcely claim
the courage of their eonvictions. Inexpert
or foolhardy conjurors, they raise up spectres
before which they quail, or spirits they can-
not command. They are compelled to take
refuge within the thrice- woven circle of
conventionality lest they should be rent to
}J):ieces by the demons they have summoned.
This tendency on their part is strikingly
illustrated in ‘A Leader of Men,’ a work
which, as the production of a dramatist

previously untried, inspires much interest, |

and is, in fact, worthy of consideration. A

second fault—less potent for evil than the

first, but closely connected with it—is that
while the main action is direct and progres-
sive, its march is disturbed by obstacles

purposely, deliberately, and almost, so to
speak, in sight of the audience, thrown in:
the way, like the hooks and spikes placed’
by an enemy on the path of cavalry to:
impede their advance. What interest and |
stimulate the spectator are the loves of

Robert Llewelyn and Mrs. Dundas, in
which those curious in such coincidences
may find an oblique reference to the
conditions under which an Irish parlia-

' mentary leader was discredited and dis-

crowned. Ilewelyn is the head of the
labour party in Parliament, and holds at
this moment the balance of power, since, if

he carries out his present purpose, the reins -
of government must drop from the nerveless:
hands of Lord Killarney, who has vainly
~sought to bribe him with the offer of |

rebuke away. Womanlike again, having
done her duty, she repents. She has resisted
his importunity and his pleading, but she
cannot withstand his coldness. In a touching
and human scene she apologizes for her

| cruelty, and would, were she not caught in

I

his arms, have sunk in penitence to his
feet. A compact of the kind by which
blind mortals seek to cheat themselves and
destiny is made, and it is temporarily ar-
ranged that she will be his in all but facts:
—his idol, his goddess, his support, his all.
She, meanwhile, will hold herself for his
sake unspotted and aloof, so that if the
merciful gods allow, she may some day
share his life. Not long is this poor, futile

The idea is desecration. It is the absolute
renunciation of the whispered vows which
constitute her new-found sanctity and joy.
Go back to her husband! Never. Sooner
she will break altogether with her past and
accept the new and paradisaical life she

' has put on one side. Straightway she

goes to her lover, and, placing herself
once more in his encircling arms, says,
“Take me, I am yours; do with me as
you will”” Here ends, or should end,
a tragic story of the ruin of two lives. A
month or two to live on honeycomb, and then
disillusionment, weariness, commonplace.
This life begins even, since at the opening of
the last act the woman is contentedly in her
lover’s house. The door has but to be kept.
shut and all is over. Everybody enters,
however, ad lbitum, and some weak, mean-
ingless, inconceivable, and, if the fact must
be stated, distasteful scenes follow, and
furnish opportunity for the obliging and
unjustly condemned husband to die. This
will not do. = If society will not accept your
thesis in dramatic shape, leave it alone. Do
not, however, palter with your audience.
You have stirred the public by your pic-
tures of unhallowed love. Go through with
it. Show it triumphant, imperial, vindi-
catory—the conquest by love of all other
deities, who it is known are subject fo his

sway—or heroic, dark, fatal. You have

raised your demon, do something with him.
In killing the husband you make absolnte
proclamation of incompetency and ineptitude.

Superb acting on the part of Miss Marion
Terry, now out and away the best emo-
tional actress on the stage, commended

the piece to the audience, as did the

sick friend named Bunberry, who is ever by Mr. Langdon Elwyn Mitchell, which, convert to his views. - When he protests his Yo o CH_
anxious for his presence. Just after’ with two other productions of like passion, she listens with rapture, but has
‘Worthing has been warned that some day | calibre from his pen, formed an afternoon | sense enough of honour to send him with e =

Dramafe Performancs |
SF GEeRZES Hall
MAY- 2%, 31¥ |

ARTISTS OR “ ARTISTES.”

It is only occasionally that these two terms, differentiated, as they some-
times are, by a single letter, become synonymous. One of these rare
occasions was afforded by the Royal Academy Students’ Dramatic Club,
which on Tuesday and Thursday of last week supplanted Mr. Corney

Grain at St. George’s
1Iall, and produced an
¢ original and artistic
burlesque,”  entitled
* Virginibus Puerisque
in Arte.” Artis ever
a good target to shoot
at, but it is not every-
one who can hit the
bull's-eye as in

been done. ‘While
bristling - with bright
points, it rather lacked
the cohesive force of
a central idea. The
action was divided
between three art

students, three merry
maidens (members of:

“The Pigment Sister-
hood” in the “ No
Flies Seminary’”), and

a female model, who |

supplied the friction
necessary for the far-
cical eclement of the
love interest.  The
other characters com-

prised the visitor of the seminary, a critic of the Bunthorne type, two
curators (Hades and Celum), and an elderly amazonic chaperon, while

there was a chorus of students of both sexes.

Naturally enough, the

-

dresses werc a very strong point in every detail. Miss E. Pyke-Nott
_Yer) g I : y

made a charming boy, with a. Burne-Jones aureole; and her com- |

panions, Mr. L. C. E. Baumer and Mr. C. Q. Orchardson, acted with spirit.

Their lady-loves were represented by Miss N. du Maurier, who danced |
cleverly, Miss Venn, and Miss I. Coates, who sang charmingly. Miss |
Olive Owen, as the model, scored by her dancing. Mr. G. F. Metcalfe |
was made up and danced very grotesquely as the giant-chaperon. His |

dance with a tiny child, * Little Nello,” was very funny, from mere |

contrast. The most comic clement, however, was contributed by the 1

curators, Mr. S. Jacobs and Mr. W. G. Churcher, the latter making the
hit of the evening with a song on the contents of an art gallery;
Mr. W. H. Byles was not'only a Highflyre, but a high-kicker ;
Mr. E. H. Read was the critic ; and Mr. Wilmshurst was encored with his
duet, “ Oh, that we two were maying!’’ sung with Miss Coates, The

burlesque was appropriately opened by its author, Mr. C. II. Sims, who
played the small part of the hall-porter with quiet, *“h”’-less humour.

Taken all over, the performance was creditable to everybody concerned.
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[ thirty, runs up to town and calls

® an importan %@ngg
he! in obn Worthing, -
g g right side of

on his
acq ? ernon Moncrieffe, a _con-
firmed flaneur. The audience are in doubb|
‘whether Worthing’s Christian name is John
or Ernest, until the gentleman confesses
that in order to disarm sﬁspicioﬁ.retﬁeeﬁng
 bis frequent absences from home, he has
been compelled to invent a dissolute brother,
christened Ernest. Then -it transpires that |
Moncrieffe- has also ‘an. exeuse on bis -
side for leaving town and his relatives.
‘He gives it out that be bhas a
sick friend named Bunberry, who is ever |
anxious for his
‘Worthing has been warned that some day
it may prove awkward for him to be Ernest-
in London and Jobhn in the country, he
learns on pro:osing marriage to Gwendolen
Fairfax, the daughter of Lady Bracknell,
that she was first attracted to him by the
culiar fascination for her of the name
‘of Ernest. He is afraid to say that he
is simply John, neither does he tell Gwen-
!'dolen that he has a ward, Cecily Cardew, of .
about her own age, but on being cross- |
examined by Lady Bracknell he makes the |
astounding announcement that he has no |
L knowledge of his parents, and that as a baby
Fhe. was found in a handbag at Vic-
‘toria Station. Such a confession causes
‘Lady Bracknell “to forbid her con-
|sent to the proposed umion, as she
| cannot bear the idea of haviug a son-in-law,
{ who though having an income of from £7,000
" to £8,000 :gea.r, can only he regarded as
- unclaimed Iuggage.” The ﬁipgm_}t} Mon-
i crieffe has heard of pretty little Cecily, but
| Worthing hashithertosucceededinconcealing |
_hiscountry home. Byan accideni Moncriefie
‘obtains the desived information, and arrives
‘at the Manor House, Woolton, as the once
‘bad, bub now penitent Ernest, just before
| Worthing returnshome with sad countenance.
‘and clad in solemn suit of black to announce.
the death in Paris of the erring BErnest.
Cicely~—like Gwendolen—has an absorbing
passion for the name of Ernest, and has
fallen in love with the imaginary Brmest
before Moncrieffe makes his aﬁfea.tance
‘as the supposed dead brother. 'T'he con-
fusion is temporarily increased when Gwen-
dolen unexpectedly 'iﬂf? Woolton, e
| meeting Cecily in the garden, fhe two gxrl
'soon dispute the right to Ernest, both
‘the young men having urged their re-
spective suits in that name. en
be two Ernests enter, the truth is revealed..
The matter of Worthing’s birth has yet to
be cleared up. The climax is‘thorougrly{d
in the spirit of Mr. Gilbert at his oddest
Ceeily’s governess turns out to have been
the nursegirl thirty years

1 who nearl
 before, put the baby of which she was iu.
| charge into the handbag instead of the
(MS. of a thrmqme Ho}v:elf s}h;e Was
§ ing to a publisher, and his father was
‘%}n@g{’a brother. Furthermore,
‘he was christened Ernest. The effect of
ithese scenes, most ingenionsly worked out,
rclntbe onlyfinadequatelyjdescribed.[As regards
last might, the more grotesque the fun the'
Jouder theandience expressed their approval,
but for once in a way a speech was not tobe |
wrang from Mr. Wilde. He came forward |
‘and bowed, and on the cheers continuing Mr. |
{‘7£1e:mder,'half an hour before midnight,
came forward to state that on the verdict |
‘of satisfaction with lhis play-being passed
athor had le ftﬂge eatre. .. . .
" 8 5 S
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{ impersonations; bub it is sufficient now to
{ say that Mr.Alexander by the buoyancy of his |
! acting as Worthing, Mr. Allan Aynesworth by
the easy ‘assurance with which he playéd |
Moncrieffe, Miss Rose Leclereq by her
| stately  embodiment of Lady Bracknell,’
. the Misses Irens Vanbrugh and Evelyn
i Millard as the two young girls, Mrs. Ca.n-}
ninge as the repentant governess, and Mr..
H. H. Vincent as the Rector of Woolten,
could not have been improved upon. ;
Asacontrast to this “trivial” comedy Mr.
| Alexander has selected for his curtain-raiser
ia little piece called “In the Season,”
by Mr. Langdon Elwyn Mitchell, which,
with two other productions of like
i calibre from his pen, formed an afterncon |
| bill at the Strand Theatre in May 1892.
 Mr. Herbert Waring last night resumed his
original character of Sir Harry Collingwood,
{a generous middle-aged man, who acts
ias mediator between two captious lovers, |
‘Edward Fairburne and Sybil March,
it isa sympathetic and telling work, not
‘in the smallest . degree wiredrawn, fully
‘deserving the careful interpretation it re-
"ceived on this occasion from Miss Elliott
Page, a young actress with considerable
| command of feeling, Messrs. Waring and |
¢ Avthur Royston.
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THE WEEK.

CoMEDY.—‘A Leader of Men,”a Comedy in Three Acts.
By Charles I% D. Ward. - 5 ;
BS"I‘%(;II,E !fl-%- I'.Flklxr(:!oex;";hbred, a Comic Play in Three Acts.
Our modern dramatists can scarcely claim
the courage of their eonvictions. Inexpert
or foolhardy conjurors, they raise up spectres
before which they quail, or spirits they can- |
not command. They are compelled to take |
refuge within the thrice- woven circle of
conventionality lest they should be rent to
ieces by the demons they have summoned.
his tendency on their part is strikingly
illustrated in ‘A Leader of Men,” a work
which, as the production of a dramatist
previously untried, inspires much interest, |
and is, in fact, worthy of consideration. A
second fault—Iless potent for evil than the
first, but closely connected with it—is that
while the main action is direct and progres-
sive, its march is disturbed by obstacles
purposely, deliberately, and almost, so to
speak, in sight of the audience, thrown in:
the way, like the hooks and spikes placed’
by an enemy on the path of cavalry to:
impede their advance. What interest and |
! stimulate the spectator are the loves of |
| Robert Llewelyn and Mrs. Dundas, in
which those curious in such coincidences
may find an oblique reference to the
conditions under which an Irish parlia-
' mentary leader was discredited and dis-
crowned. Tlewelyn is the head of the
labour party in Parliament, and holds at
this moment the balance of power, since, if
he carries out his present purpose, the reins -
of government must drop from the nerveless
hands of Lord Killarney,” who has vainly
~sought to bribe him with the offer of |
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| impersonations; but it is ‘sufficient now to
i say that Mr.Alexander by the buoyancy of his |
i acting as Worthing, Mr. Allan Aynesworth by
the easy ‘assurance with' which he playéd |
Moncrieffe, Miss Rose Leclereq by her:
stately embodiment of Lady Bracknell,
. the ‘Misses Irene Vanbrugh and Evelyny
} Millard as the two young girls, Mrs. Can.
| ninge as the repemtant governess, and Mr. !
| H. H. Vincent as the Rector of Woolton, |
i conld not have been improved upon. !
Asacontrast to this “trivial” comedy Mr.
| Alexander has selected for his curtain-raiser
ia little piece called “In the Season,”
by Mr. Langdon Elwyn Mitchell, which,
with two other productions of like
i calibre from his pen, formed an afterncon
| bill at the Strand Theatre in May 1892. !
' Mr. Herbert Waring last night resumed his
original character of Sir Harry Collingwood,
'a generous middle-aged man, who acts
{as mediator between two captious lovers, |
t]ildward, Fairburne and Sybil March. !
it is a sympathetic and telling work, not
‘in the smallest , degree wiredrawn, fully
‘deserving the careful interpretation it re-
"ceived on this occasion from Miss Elliott
Page, a young actress with considerable
| command of feeling, Messrs. Waring and
¢ Avthur Royston. . J
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THE WEEK.

CoMEDY.—‘A Leader of Men,”a Comedy in Three Acts.
By Charles E. D. Ward.

TooLe's.—* Thoroughbred,” a Comic Play in Three Acts.
By Ralph R. Lum!ey.

Our modern dramatists can scarcely claim
the courage of their eonvictions. Inexpert
or foolhardy conjurors, they raise up spectres
before which they quail, or spirits they can-
not command. They are compelled to take
refuge within the thrice- woven circle of
conventionality lest they should be rent to

ieces by the demons they have summoned.
his tendency on their part is strikingly
illustrated in ‘A Leader of Men,” a work
which, as the production of a dramatist

previously untried, inspires much interest, !

and is, in fact, worthy of consideration. A

second fault—Iless potent for evil than the

first, but closely connected with it—is, that
while the main action is direct and progres-
sive, its march is disturbed by obstacles
purposely, deliberately, and almost, so to

speak, in sight of the audience, thrown in:

the way, like the hooks and spikes placed’

by an enemy on the path of cavalry to:
impede their advance. What interest and’

!stimulate the spectator are the loves of
Robert Llewelyn and Mrs. Dundas, in
which those curious in such coincidences

may find an oblique reference to the

conditions under which an Irish parlia-
' mentary leader was discredited and dis-
crowned. Tlewelyn is the head of the
labour party in Parliament, and holds at
this moment the balance of power, since, if

he carries out his present purpose, the reins -
of governmef018+08t Ibrop from the nerveless
hands of Lord Killarney, who has vainly
_sought to bribe him with the offer of |

e

cabinet rank. So actively enlisted on the
side of her guardian, Lord Killarney, have

| been hitherto the sympathies of Mrs. Dun- |
| das, that her newly developed intimacy and
| friendship with Llewelyn are regarded as

an attempt to inveigle and betray him.

| Circumstances lend some faint appearance

of colour to this dishonouring suspicion, first
broached by a jealous rival. In fact, Mrs.
Dundas, who, for unexplained and wholly
inadequate reasons, lives apart from her
husband, has learnt fervently to love her
new associate, and womanlike has become a
convert to his views. = 'When he protests his
 passion, she listens with rapture, but has
i sense enough of honour to send him with
rebuke away. Womanlike again, having
done her duty, she repents. She has resisted
his importunity and his pleading, but she
cannot withstand his coldness. In a touching
and human scene she apologizes for her
| cruelty, and would, were she not caught in
his arms, have sunk in penitence to his
foet. A compact of the kind by which
blind mortals seek to cheat themselves and
| destiny is made, and it is temporarily ar-
ranged that she will be his in all but facts
—his idol, his goddess, his support, his all.
She, meanwhile, will hold herself for his
sake unspotted and aloof, so that if the
merciful gods allow, she may some day
share his life. Not long is this poor, futile
contract (hopeless and meaningless from the
first) to endure. Her conduct has already
caused some scandal, and those who are
| nearest to her and most in authority over
her insist on her going back to her husband.

| The idea is desecration. It is the absolute

| renunciation of the whispered vows which
constitute her new-found sanctity and joy.
Go back to her husband! Never. Sooner
she will break altogether with her past and
accept the new and paradisaical life she
'has put on one side. Straightway she
goes to her lover, and, placing herself
once more in his encircling arms, says,
“Take me, I am yours; do with me as
you will” Here ends, or should end,
a tragic story of the ruin of two lives. A
month or two to live on honeycomb, and then
disillusionment, weariness, commonplace.
This life begins even, since at the opening of
the last act the woman is contentedly in her
lover’s house. The door has but to be kept
shut and all is over. Everybody enters,
however, ad lbitum, and some weak, mean-
ingless, inconceivable, and, if the fact must
be stated, distasteful scenes follow, and
furnish opportunity for the obliging and
unjustly condemned husband to die. This
will not do. If society will not accept your
thesis in dramatic shape, leave it alone. Do
not, however, palter with your audience.
You have stirred the public by your pic-
tures of unhallowed love. Go through with
it. Show it triumphant, imperial, vindi
catory—the conquest by love of all other
deities, who it is known are subject fo his

raised your demon, do something with him.
In killing the husband you make absolnte
proclamation of incompetency and ineptitude.

Terry, nhtse
tional actress on the stage, commended

sway—or heroic, dark, fatal. You have

Superh acting on the part of Miss Marion
o Homen's UniversibgLbreegs cmo-

M intrinsic

ic strength of certain scenes, and
secured for it a favourable reception, ’ Miss
Terry’s acting was, indeed, a revelation.
Mr. F. Terry was earnest as her lover ;
Miss May Harvey was touching in a small
part; and Mr. Sydney Brough acceptable in
a second. The general performance, though
some good actors participated in it, was
beloyzghe level Mr. Carr has taught us to
expect. g

Sheekeh

TJuna b.)ciq.

e - S - =

ARTISTS OR ¢ ARTISTES.”

It is only occasionally that these two terms, differentiated, as they some-
times are, by a single letter, become synonymous. One of these rare
occasions was afforded by the Royal Academy Students’ Dramatic Club,
which on Tuesday and Thursday of last week supplanted Mr. Corney
Grain at St. George’s
1Iall, and produced an
¢ original and artistic
burlesque,”  entitled
¢ Virginibus Puerisque
in Arte.” Artis ever
a good target to shoot
at, but it is not every-

DRramafec Performancs §

s L
SE GeeeRES Hall §

o one who can hit the
MAY'»Zsﬁ&Sl'%r bull's-eye as in
LEa * Patiencges The

Am 8.50 P.M. Academy  burlesque

fell short, not in what
was done, but rather
in what might have
been done. ‘While
bristling - with bright
points, 1t rather lacked
the cohesive force of
a central idea. The
action was divided
between three art

“The Pigment Sister-
hood” in  the: “ No
Flies Seminary’’), and
a female model, who
supplied the friction
necessary for the far-

other characters com-
prised the visitor of the seminary, a critic of the Bunthorne type, two
curators (Hades and Ceelum), and an elderly amazonic chaperon, while
there was a chorus of students of both sexes. Naturally enough. the
dresses were a very strong point in every detail. Miss 1. Pyke-Nott
made a charming boy, with a. Burne-Jones aureole; and her com-
panions, Mr. L. C. E. Baumer and Mr. C. Q. Orchardson, acted with spirit.

students, three merry
maidens (members of:

cical element of the
love interest. The |

Their lady-loves were represented by Miss N. du Maurier, who danced
cleverly, Miss Venn, and Miss I. Coates, who sang charmingly. = Miss |
Olive Owen, as the model, scored by her dancing. Mr. G. F. Metcalfe |

was made up and danced very grotesquely as the giant-chaperon. His

dance with a tiny child, * Little Nello,” was very funny, from mere |

contrast. The most comic clement, however, was contributed by the
curators, Mr. S. Jacobs and Mr. W. G. Churcher, the latter making the
hit of the evening with a song on the contents of an art gallery;
Mr. W. H. Byles was not'only .a Highflyre, but a high-kicker ;
Mr. E. H. Read was the critic ; and Mr. Wilmshurst was encored with his
duet, “ Oh, that we two were maying!’’ sung with Miss Coates. The
burlesque was appropriately opened by its author, 1\55‘7(,'. II. Sims, who
played the small part of the hall-porter with quiet,”*'h ’-less humour.
Taken all over, the performance was creditable to everybody concerned.

| the piece to the audience, as did the
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ARI‘ISTS OR "ARTISTLS.”

It is only occasionally that these two terms, differentiated, as they some-
times are, by a tnwle letter, become synonymous. One of these rare
occasions was rfoolded by the Royal Acadom\ Students’ Dramatic Club,
' which on Tuesday and Thursday of last week supplanted Mr. Corney
| Grain at St. George’s
1lall, and produced an
¢ original and artistic
burlesque,”  entitled
* Virgimibus Puerisque
in Arte.” Artis ever
a good target to shoot

G’&EOR%ES Ha“ ' : at, but it is not every-
one who ecan hit the

MAY- .2915&. 1y : bull's-eye as in
f2=s <} = W) “ Patience.” = The

dAmn 8.50 P.M. - B A Academy  burlesque

fell short, not in what
was done, but rather
i what might have
been done. ‘While |
bristling - with bright |
points, 1t rather lacked !
the cohesive force of |
a central idea. The
action was divided
between three art
students, three merry
maidens (members of
“The Pigment Sister-
hood” in the “ No
Flies Seminary’”), and
a female model, who
supplied the friction
necessary for the far-
cical element of the
love interest. The
other characters com-
prised the visitor of the seminary, a critic of the Bunthorne type, two
curators (Hades and Ceclum), and an elderly amazonic chaperon, while
there was a chorus of students of both sexes. Naturally enough. the
dresses were a very strong point in every detail. Miss E. Pyke-Nott
made a charming b()\. with a- Burne-Jones aureole ; and her com-
panions, Mr. L. C. I' Baumer and Mr. C. Q. Orchardson, acted with spirit.
Their lady-loves were represented by Miss N. du Maurier, who danced
cleverly, Miss Venn, and Miss I. Coates, who sang charmingly. = Miss |
Olive Owen, as the model, scored by her dancing. Mr. G. F. Metcalfe
was made up and danced very (rlotcsquol\ as the giant-chaperon. His
dance with a tiny child, ¢ Little Nello,” was very funny, from mere
contrast. The most comic clement, however, was contributed by the
curators, Mr. S. Jacobs and Mr. W. G. Churcher, the latter nmkmw the |
hit of the evening with a song on the contents of an art "allcn :
Mr. W. Hi B\lcs was not onlv a Highflyre, but a high- kl('l\u
Mr. E. H. Read was the critic ; and Mr. Wilmshurst was (\n('()rv(l with ]1is
duet, “ Oh, that we two were maying !’ sung with Miss Coates. The
burlesque was2019>03:18issen Women's b[qniérsimut_lmw\h (318. Sims, who
pla\ ed the small part of the hall-porter with quiet, *“h ”’-less humour.
aken all over, the per fm m(mcc was creditable to (\(-nlm(l\ concerned.
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&W’{ fP M. {B ‘ Mr. Allan Monkhouse of Manchester, author of Books and Plays| FE [HE IMPORTANCE OF BEING OSCAR. * 5‘941‘64\’. gi:e{:lilt]l;o?ai Zlﬁgrﬁg;zmm&x %va:;%;:mﬁo& iﬁizqﬁ:ﬁ?‘e
%au‘l Ll ! (Mathews & Lane), is in my opinion one of the most enlightened and| § 1 : i : im = 84 description. For Mr. Wﬁi:féijﬁo;}is’ﬁpbu the economical plan of using
7 smadls | sagacious of critics. Do you think this judgment a trifle emphatic? You! § ot be made a reproach against English people (writes a ke : 2 almost all his comic ideas twice. ."{fonseipl,ently, Algy went down to the
M&’v 4.9 5 - will be the less surprised to learn that I happen to agree with almost every | F it) that' they are unduly influenced by the .Pre‘ss. In ‘theatncal | (Sﬁ 5. Manor House and gained admittance by pretending that he was Ernest;‘i;j%‘
word he says about the theatre. And that reminds me of an anecdote, not; espem?l}y they show a resolute determination to judge for the imaginary brother. In ten minutes he had proposed to Cecily, and
in any way relevant to Mr. Monkhouse, but illustrating the warmth of one’s _ ves. Vainly, in various instances, have the critics endeavoured : been accepted by her. He, like John, was much embarrassed to find how
appreciation of criticism with which one happens to agree. Last autumn [ fce, by their \\"hlspers, wild shouts of applause, or to scold the great was the importance attached by his sweetheart to the name Ernest.
down to L to see the first production in the provinces of a play’ fnto going to see a play it does not fancy. But the Public is a John had decided to.put an end to the imaginary existence of Ernest,
ran down to y tO i B R e e rious thing ; it is sometimes perverse, and even obstinate, and it s0 he boucht himself a suit of mournine of the deepest e and camei
o e e e P s flently made up its mind to like the plays of Mr. Oscar Wilde. T o Saropehire vwith 4 Ead sham e of His eotli ks Gol
next morning, 1 bought' a locgl paper at the station, and at once turne to! play at present being given at the Haymarket is a great success, et P a5 e A e ong
ht's performance. 1 read it with pleasure . ; ; . ; 8 e day that Algy was paying his surreptitious visit. Of course, he was
the notice of the previous nig p p it 2 istanding the fact that its point and object have not been startled to find Aley in such a guise, but, for his own sake, was com-
with admiration, with astonishment. Here was a namele‘ss‘country .crlf-lc * understood: I mean the overthrowing of the contemporary led 6o dhatai ?Zom i e gi:uim ’awé, g reienp £s S hee
expressing to a nicety my own feelings about the play, both in itself and in its ut the disproportionate caliie afwontaioan modbrahife 2 Avants Eweetheart to tho Manoh I-%ouééa‘and “ he{ R diseovf ereduuu : tihat % :
: relations ! 1 felt myself, as Marjorie Fleming puts it, “ primmed up with ays Lord Goring, in “An Ideal Husband,” is more important had such & vretty Wil Céeﬂy, The t::tlyrpgirls’ _w}“‘) .m;.as i
majestick pride,” for here at last I had found a congenial soul, and actually woman’s; it has a wider scope, larger issues, higher ambitions. nature and lli)kc o)xr1e anothel";a.m'is'coﬁceivahle 'prd;lpt'ly became great
! made a disciple ! Then a particular phrase struck me as curiously familiar an’s life revolves in curves of emotion: it is on the straight lines feichils e e {
! __and another—and another—until finally a light burst in upon me, and [ intellect that a man’s life progresses. . . . . If you can keep a Suc'h a friendship could ardly last, seeing that each believed herself
i saw that this was my own account of the play, telegraphed on the first night ove, and love him in return, you have done all that we ask of 40 be encaced to Krnest Wt Soon th?ay began to speak of their |
‘e | to a paper in M——, and treasured up by my thrifty L— — confrére against ”  Thus Mr. Wilde places the newest woman in avery charming oo . then arose a ﬁmﬂerstanding, which naturally begat a : ‘i
1§28 j the time when the piece should come his way. I was amused, but at the rere of softness, of gentleness, of forgiveness. And are these not her | quarrel. Peace was rest y the appearance of John and Algy, for f
‘ : same time genuinely disappointed. This hasty sketch, scribbled “in the Pétre? He has shown that, as a man can love, knowing every"} the girls discovered the d < s to the name that had been practised i
3 i barren heart of midnight,” had seemed to me, for the moment, a thing of ild {)OItIty ?f a Womi}‘ln‘—}llo“ilg lhe.r, 1t 1;113}’ t{e’ fo.r .thése' fault.s and. ‘upon them, and therefore join forces in an attack upon 1':he impostors. ‘
% 3 e e : fing h(?r h'qu.and doomeq !30 disgrace_ a'nd exposure, we see Lady Of course, as the play is a farce—* trivial comedy ’’ is the official
F, Similarly, my admiration for Mr. Monkhouse’s judgments and suggestions 1 by his side in sympathising fellowship, 1'?ady to mourn with his description, but only one-half of it is correct—a happy ending had to be
- must be discounted in view of the fact that they represent with the most !3,111: not to r?proaqh.hlm Wlt}_l }_ns f%}ult. 5 'l'he Importance of 1,391“3: bcontrived.  Sothe i i vith daring simplicity, took advantage of the
] gratifying accuracy many of my own preferences and fads. Of course, Mr. . ocun 15 _dehCIOUSIY’ airily 1r1‘e§ppn51bl_e: an extl‘aordmary{ ‘fact that John was a foundling. By the aid of Lady Bracknell and.
Monkhouse has arrived at them quite independently ; and he often expresses fi effort of wit and humour. In brilliant dialogue Mr. Wilde is | Miss Prism, the governess of Cecily, it was discovered that his father
them so happily as to carry added conviction to my mind. Of Ibsen, {a pival ; ad how versatile an arfist he is! Not only a poet, an actually was the husband of Lady Bracknell's sister. This removed the |
indeed, I should write in a different key, but my intervals, so to speak, q.;ll?édlls,f’t;‘ ;m amaftelilr of bea}‘)lt}lfl}ll thlfigs f}l}_dha ilettante of difficulty of the questi_ol,)t\x_:‘_é_fibirttf,'3and_only Gwendolen’s attachment to
| | would be much the same as Mr. Monkhouse’s. The plays of Messrs. e T one Y t £ Tuost iant playwrights of modern the name Ernest }'emalxl;t?;i as an impediment. It was suggested that his.
' ; ; i e ratien Hede e ‘Why carp at ** improbability ” in what is confessedly the merest father’s name might have been Ernest, and that the son should have
‘ gHen.ley and Stevenson he treats wi Al;(,rl’lll.n] pp i If. T ' bubble of fancy ? \Vhy_ not acknowledge, honestly, a debt of been christened after him. Lady Bracknell could not recollect the
‘  the just and aptly-put remark with which his essay opens : T ; 5 e to one who adds so unmistakably to the gaiety of the nation ? name of her brother-in-law, but, by aid of the Army List, the question
‘have good plays, 1t 1s Wf‘-” for our men of genius to set about producing in called before the curtain, with almost uproarious applause, at was settled affirmatively. Algernon was pardoned because his imposture
them. They are more likely to succeed than the others; “}deed, by any James’s on Thursday night, Mr. Wilde must assuredly have felt, was due solely to his desire to see Cecily. T
fine standard of success, they only can succe‘ed.” As for “The Politics of ubtle enjoyment, all the Importance of being Oscar. . No doubt, the tale-sounds even more than * trivial.” Certainly it
Dramatic Art” its eighteen brief pages are simply chock-full of sound sense.. cannot be pretended that in such matters as construction, invention—or
If we had but a dozen men like Mr. Monkhouse in each great prov1x.1c1.al adaptation—of subject, contrivance of comic business, or delineation of 4
centre, the Municipal Theatres which he advocates would soon come within | character, Mr. Wilde has shown much ability. However, the liveliness.
the sphere of practical politics. Only on the subject of pantomime do I of the dialogue saved the piece—even rendered it very successful. I do. |
slightly dissent from him. He would end it, I would mend it. Mr. E | not beligvefthai: the \V}‘itin§ txﬁ heeal;zer t;x‘at ith;ldhhavetgecured[ 4
s not sufficiently realised the great law of the Indestructi- | e R e s = success but for the prestige of the theatre and name of the author, yet !
i\)/ill(i)g/kg? lj:it-tll’aorms. They ma}; be indeﬁniteigy modified, but they cannot | HE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.” ’SM__&)’ : cannot deny that it contains many smart speeches. 0,1;0‘08.11 have too i
be stamped out or “ sneered ” away. F3el ; 2e. much of such sayings as * Divorces are made in heaven”—*to have lost
- n Worthing, of the Manor House, Woolton, Shropshire, in order ~ one parent is a }msfortune, to have lost both lookslike carelessness ’’—or i
in to his pretty ward, Cecily, with whom he was not in love, his \‘&75’. T am only serious about my amusements.” On- the other hansl, there 4
t visits to town, imagined the existence of a younger brother, are many clever jests in the play, and if the average were raised by
e called Ernest, and pretended that he went to see him. When judicious elimination of the numerous failures, everybody would be heartily
don he, for no discoverable reason, called himself Ernest. These | amused by ¢ The Importance of being Larnest.” .
ghd‘ eh. ere not culpable in character, for he was courting honestly the | One would rz}ther have Mr. George Alexander doingj_’wor!c of greater !
10[% l 5 wendolen Fairfax. Now, the two girls had what one may call value than playing a Charles Hawtrey part, yet must admit that it is
St 7~ ﬁ - ? an views about names. By the way, did not Lytton, in *The pleasant to see how cl<:>ver1y he did it. In the qulckness_,:and alertness
e e e i i s s,”” use Sterne’s idea to some extent? Lytton’s name naturally of his really comic acting he gave a valuable lesson to the others, who, |
Dramatic critics are not, as a rule, in high favour with actors, and} nto mind when one thinks of Mr. Oscar Wilde, for in one aspect with the exception of Miss Rose Leclereq—she was an ideal Lady
they must be rather astonished by the tribute which M. Coquelin has lately | liant author of *“ Pelham” suggests the modern apostle of culture— Bracknell—played rather hez.wily. If’ would be unfair to suggest that
paid to their acumen. M. Coquelin has been sued by the sociétaires of l ' Etely, other aspects of Lytton excuse his weaknesses. | the acting of Miss Evelyn Millard, Miss Irene Vanbrugh, and Mr. Allan
the Comédie Frangaise for having withdrawn from that body and accepted i | rendolen fell in love with John because she believed that his name * Aynesworth is not sound and clever, but at present their style is not
another engagement in Paris. In the opening speech for the defence i est. Cecdy.beca!ne enamoured of the mere name of FErnest and | sufficiently crisp and light. ‘
owih datodtlst Anitha s alFnbnt of the best Preueh criidas . C Hiate | ription of him given by John—in which she reminds one of a_ g
P IR O ST ogUEn S | ited by Burton in his * Anatomy of Melancholy ”—and, being i
successors at the Théatre Frangais in the Pal:ts he had created were quite whose studies in French seem to have extended to Marivaux, she | ¢ : . |
as good as he. The counsel for the plaintiffs, when he. heard this, re- : y went so far as to engage herself to this mere fiction. As soon !
quested a weck to consider his reply. I do not wonder. The most expert n, posing as Ernest, proposed to Gwendolen, he was accepted, |
advocate might well be staggered by such a plea. M. Coquelin’s object 8 was rather embarrassed to hear her say that his name,
was, of course, to show that his late colleagues had lost nothing by his e Jlbl‘ated in her soul. However, when he spoke to Lady
; secession ; but who will not prefer to believe that his remarkable _ae"—hgr mother—difficulties arose, for he ha.pPGHEd to be a ;
admission was the spontaneous frankness of a noble mind? I can see }I:)z:n::in iJJ adbe:aclmell tc e noéaf:cell)tlas i 1a§'3 nlz:metless '
e Codnidi it WLk b i bl ¢ L ¢ ! L a bag at a s ation. Gwendolen promised to be true
q g : G shedding tears of joy to discover > Mamma’s opposition.
that he has left no gap in an admirable company of artists. W it chanced that Gwendolen’s cousin, Algernon Moncrieffe, was |
friend of Worthing. Algy for a long time believed that his
was Frnest, and di Jknow his country address. By accident |
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