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The Boulevard which M. Ernest Lajeunesse describes; -.._............-.; e
his novel is the boulevard of tragedy and of tears Wilde's Brilliant Pl&y
sadness and of suicide, of philosophic melanclm]f;., e ‘ S
sordid sorrows, of simiesque mirth, of that mon-; "at the Theatre ROY&L--
and manifold Bohemianism, whose shadow has darke : ‘ ;
during the last decade all that was most typical e ot

forcible in the life of Paris. In Odin Howes we havie Wilde, the great satirist, has left us |

i f “Dorilg better than “The Impertance of
wonderful portrait of the hapll)ess autthtc:;) c}){ R ik i b s
G g N 7 ieatre Royal this week. It is brilliant,
We catch glimpses of this and that well-know n p
artist, actor, politician, swindler, courtesan, easily to ¥ 1o-bully ciise H6ess stbo e T
identified, but whom it would be mv1d101’1’s to name. g produoedinHulJlm, Sk et 185 sonles
story in the technical sense of “roman” there is Vithe i Witiay hekire ot to hlp’: =
The Jew Scosky, who is devoted to both art and fin S Whoet thn e it they had |
becomes a bankrupt in both, and, at the cynical  writhin. . Bpifvasas, port and ”muamy’
tion of the Marquis d'Udéne, commits suicide. and ‘the audlence is kept in a con-’
Marquis d'Udéne, by the way, the wealthy and arisiroar ofllawhter.
tic Bohemian, who oscillates between the * Kohinodl Worthing, J.P., has a weaknuess for
s ; i s a and amongst his friends ke counts
and the Jockey Club, whose whole existence 1s e v .
and cruel mystification, in which he himself Plé}y:’ia i;:muc.l:mg; w;manhja way ] being
of clown, is one of the most originally conceived dy pi is aunt’s apron

: : te as th sical
admirably drawn characters in modern fiction. He acts as the musica
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n its conception and in its present® |

o . receptiions, a‘nkli’; >

Udéne alone M. Lajeunesse’s ‘“Le Boulevard is e i |
buying and reading. Scosky having dlsapi:. ey hmdm&gwwmg’ .
M. Andrée Leglise, the moralist of the story, W O hation hind 1 bl o ol 1
obviously M. Ernest Lajeunesse himself, retires : u\f) fan name of irnest : admmtml?
diminutive hotel chamber, situated on the confines of} e Y Joine
Boulevard, and hung round with innumerable porirg g happy Y 5.
and miniatures of Imperial warriors, and theSt‘)(‘zl “

strange discourse, scintillating as their uniforms s
purest wit of the boulevard, constellated with gems
epigrammatic philosophy, give him first 1\2/1[ e e f Mo frlaairs
encouragement, and then a command to live. - lheclf of the abligation of dining witn
Lajeunesse has pictured tous a Paris which few foreigi av?go.f Mm i *mﬁ‘ﬁ%‘;@'
know, but it is none the less terribly true t‘? h:ag Bﬁthms"mwt s T‘n};.. cily. it s
though it has nothing to do with the Pz;ns of Tr:}b b, finding wm“mithﬂ‘*mmm Srive.
and would have been disowned by Monsieur B‘Ourbgdetf. brgﬁ:rh:,amd, dmied;eﬂjd ﬁdii"r"’m&ndtm
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y iven, in addi ont] »

zcﬁoa‘ff, %he es’sentially English view of the French ca i sudden bqwﬁmtlugwﬂy‘fm
Miss Menpes’s text contains of course many inaccurdgt »
which indeed could hali(lily _l}(:kllve lbeen a:og;ieeélt : nar momE@nb# 29 ; bg

ing li y and genially with so large a su . . « rrassing by

szaéigghl;%l;t?xpecte% her tsé) give a less fantastic acch "V%J-Lmof Gwé?e, who ﬁxrr;s thait
of the operations of the Hanging Committee of the 5

but we are really grateful to her for her descriptiof

the British tourist, whose vulgar manners and attiré S o ow
in so many cases not only an offence to the Frenc.l:l followe: “Ha G Nok 15 aeions
and the subject of his bitter ridicule, but a humlh.I Mb;zuﬁizl,wgle third 1“3'&33"1?&’
for the better-bred English. But in justice she shoulgg : b‘tegrmiydlém.aminl
reminded that the people “who go about with 0] : other has refueed
glasses slung round their shoulders” are not En Worthing on her “list of
These are the Germans.

] impersonate Wbrbhi.hg’s
.’ and to go down to his friend’s

oung men ” because of the mystery
18 paren He knows not

ROWLAND STRON mother, but remembers that

to be placed there is smartly told
S e e o
velopm: Lo e play. ose |
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Last week I called attention to the excellent service{#® Seerot—itcomes - a6 such - a
by ‘““that benign pirate,” Mr. Mosher, in connection ngly gratiy & B
*The Blessed Damozel.” I hope readers of the ACAIfit a'&mﬁing e iyl oit “‘-3
will not think that I have got an interest in Mr. Mos H&.w%mﬁgysé?g g:m o
firm or that I am paid for doing it, for I find o by his ‘hafuralness in - the
obliged to refer to him again. If they do I shal }Abem?p_! l%_, I-Ioﬁa o
even have the consolation of being buoyed upp b%—l af ,s.fma'k‘s ihe spa.rklﬁ;iaﬁr?% i;;
of guilt. But really what is one to do? Heq Bl the PR st
Mr. Mosher bringing out a beautiful edition of * U hocked to find that parents
neath the Bough,” a book of verses by Michael S 1espect fo _their children that
and as a foreword to the book the author writ ;

follows :

For some years my work has been done for the ** younger g
tion”’—not ?et kno}(’:king at the door, but awaited with we
Meanwhile readers from further England—if they will pardon
classing them—have given me that joy of listening denied to
my own island. ‘ :

ch smacks of melodrama.
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“THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING
EARNEST "

AT THE * ROYAL."

Good work cannot, be buried, and a play such
as “The Importance of Being Earnest,”” which
is of epigrams all compact, is certain to be
treasured on thestagefor yearstocome. It has
been seen in Hull once before—12 years ago—
?d last night it was presented by a most cap-
‘ble company, the different members of which
irought out all its points, no easy thing to do
vhen smart sayings follow one another almost
vith the rapidity of a discharge
rom a Maxim gun. There is a
dot  which serves to string the author’s/|
vitticisms and satire upon, but it does mnot |
jreatly matter. ““The Imvortance of Being
farnest ” is a framework on which he displays
ais lambent wit. One point of the plot
stands out, however, as exquisitely funny. 1t is
‘hat the hero, if such he can be called, of the
play is put by his nurse in a handbag and left
n a cloakroom, from which he is handed to a
rich gentleman with a season ticket to Worthing,
and who on that account bestows that mame
upon the foundling. When the child reaches 35,
and is about to marry, the mother of the care-
fully brought up young lady on whom his affec-
tions  light  not unnaturally does mnot
consider a om- a satisfactory subsetitute
“or a family mansion, or a handbag for a
:eputable parent. This, however, is by the way,
he attraction of the play consisting in the mor-
lant and occasionally perverse forms of wit in
vhich the author indulges, and which would
:asily fill half a column o newspaper space.

Mr Monckton Hoffe (whose company appears
3 capital as the sublimely conceited Algy, ani
Mr Nicholson as the rich foundling, Mr Worth-
ing, plays up to him well. Miss Phylis Manners
1s the elderly and would-be debonnaire Lady
Brackwell i¢ a success, and the two younger
‘adies, the Hon. Gwendoline Fairfax and Cicely
Oardew are satisfactorily taken by Miss
Minnie. Grey and Miss Hester Newton.
Miss Amy Lloyd-Desmond is olever in!
the ungrateful role of Miss Prism.

one-act drama, “A Queen’s Messenger,”
shich serves as a curtain raiser, affords an oppor-
amity for the display of marked dramatic skill
on the part of Mr Nicholson, the manager, and
Miss Nona Hope, a masked lady. who is a secrets
dmissary of the Rassian Embassy, and who tries
0 rob the Messenger of his confidential papers.
3he succeeds in decoying and drugging him, but
struck by his fine and manly spirit turns from
her purpose and so saves him from destruction.
It is & telling play, weli readered.
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REMINISCENCES OF THE STAGE.

The Art of the Victorian Stage. By Alfred
Darbyshire. (Sherratt & Hughes.)—We are
inclined to take exception to the title on
the ground that it is somewhat mislead-
ing. It promises much, for to the casual
reader it suggests a complete survey of
the conditions and progress of stagecraft
during the Victorian era. As a matter of
fact, beyond a slight execursion into the
history of the stage from the Elizabethan
period until the present day, Mr. Darbyshire
confines himself mainly "to his personal
experiences and relations with the various
actors and actresses with whom he has been
brought in contact. Moreover, so far from
being a true guide to the state of the Vie-
torian drama and the conditions under
which dramatic art laboured during the
period in question, Mr. Darbyshire is in-
clined to devote himself, in the main, to
Shakspearean drama and its various ex-
ponents, with a consequent tendency to
ignore contemporary playwrights. = The
work would more properly be described as a
record of Shakspearean drama from the
time when Charles Kean assumed the
management of the Princess’s Theatre in
1850 until Henry Irving relinquished the
management of the Lyceum.

On this subject the author is an enthusiast,

- with all an enthusiast’s bias for his favourite

. and ends with Shakspeare is svidently his
opinion, although he does not actually
express himself in so many werds. He has a
whole-souled predilection i favour of appro-
pliate apd gorgeous stage setting; he
endeavours to prove at some length that
Shakspeare wrote to be acted and not to
be read, and Cardinal Wiseman is cited as an
example of one who read the plays with
enthusiasm, and deplored the fact that he
had never in his life seen Shakspeare acted.
The poet himself is quoted for evidence that
he intended his plays to be produced in as
fitting a manner as possible; witness the
following apologies, from °Henry V., for
the primitive methods of production in those!
days :— {

But pardon, gentles all,

The flat unraised spirits that have dared

On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth

Sa great an object : can this cockpit hold

The vasty fields of France? or may we cram

Within this wooden O the very casques

That did affright the air at Agincourt ?

And again :—

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts;

Into a thousand parts divide one man,

And make imaginary puissance ;

Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them

Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth ;

For ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings.
These passages, however, refer to the in-
evitable limits of the stage rather than to!
details of scenery and display. :

For Charles Calvert and Henry Irving the
author has the keenest admiration, and
enjoyed a close friendship with the two men,
whose perseverance and genius enabled
them—the one in Manchester, and the other
in the metropolis — to raise the status of the '
actor to a new eminence, and to enhance
in & corresponding degree the reputation of
the playhouse. >

Of Helen Faucit and Ristori Mr. Darby-
shire has many laydatory reminiscences,
the most interesting anecdote of the former
being that told In connexion with the

Calvert Memorial performance of ‘ As You
Like It,’ in which the author took part,
and for which event Helen Faucit was

induced to emerge from her retirement,
and once again delight playgoers as Rosalind.

In his defence of interpolated silent scenes
or tableaux in classic drama Mr. Darby-
shire is at issue with those who hold that"
such scenes are inadmissible, as not being
intended by the author, or obstructing
the action of the play. In extenuation of
the practice he says, in effect, that as no
word is uttered, no attempt is thereby made
to improve on the dramatist, and that
furthermore the scenes themselves simply

dramatist. That the English stage begins

place in pictorial form what would otherwise
have to be imagined.

The art of the Victorian drama as applied
to the plays of Shakspeare is so ably dealt
with that it is a matter of regret that the
author has not thought fit to deal seriously
with contemporary playwrights. Mr. Pinero,
Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, Mr. Carr, Mr.
Barrie, Sir Conan Doyle, Sir Gilbert Parker,
Mr. Louis N. Parker, and others, as well as
the great name of Tennyson are dealt with
collectively in a paragraph of less than a
dozen lines. Oscar Wilde and Mr. Bernard
Shaw do not appear to be worthy of mention
at all, though they have made more mark in
drama than some of the writers just men-
tioned.

An interesting chapter is that devoted to
theatrical architecture, of which the author,
in his capacity as an architect, has had
considerable practical experience. As to
how a theatre should be built Mr. Darby-
shire has the clearest convictions, and pro-
claims them in no uncertain terms. !

In spite of its omissions and defects Mr.
Darbyshire’s book is interesting and at
times absorbing, being written in -an easy |
style, which is attractive. !

- ¥ A Rl =4

Mr. LEoNARD CRESSWELL INGLEBY is
publishing with Mr. Werner Laurie shortly |
‘ Oscar Wilde : a Literary Appreciation.’
The book gives a general account and
detailed criticisms of his works.




1is easy stylé—-thét, we say, is the stuff to tickle

s best [we read again} that Spain should continue to torture
aba till the world ‘was forced to recognise the justice of
g an interference and till the United States had reached that
08 ate of civilisation that makes her the most worthy of all the
nations to take up ¢ the white man’s burden.”’

hich—again with the permission of our author—we
venture to call “bully.” In contrast with these stirring
assages, Mr. Marquis seems at times, on such common-
place topics as the actual lives of the Presidents them-
selves, to lack fire and to be (perhaps not unnaturally) a
rifle bored with his subject. Thus he sums up ‘the
haracter of Benjamin Harrison :

He was never a great man in the sense in which a Gladstone, a
incoln or a Jefferson was great, but a good man he ever was and
jeft behind him a clean record. It was thought by many that he was
old, in fact so much so that the wags took delight in making jokes at
his expense on his lack of enthusiasm, but to those who knew him
st he was warm-hearted and kindly.

\s the closing sentence of the peroration on the life of
»\ man who is intended to be a beacon light of inspiration
the young men of his country, this noble if tempered
ogium strikes us as a bit flabby. We have, in fact,
own books of the kind better done.

THE ETERNAL BOULEVARD

HERE is the French and the English view of the
Soulevard. The average Frenchman appreciates the
boulevards of Paris chiefly on account of the souvenirs
Jhich haunt them, and he has a tendency to deny that
1ey any longer exist in strict boulevardier sense. Iln'y a
‘us de boulevard ! is an exclamation which is constantly
ing uttered. When Tortoni closed his famous glacier,
‘e premises of which are now occupied by a purveyor of
“merican boots, he whispered to us, mournfully—we were
t finishing his last ice—** Que voulez vous, Monsieur? Le
Joulevard se meurt!” Since then the melancholy which
vas already settling upon the Boulevard has invaded it
bore and more. Its ancient cafés, with their red-plush
overed benches and Casarian visaged waiters, have been
“ermanised into muddy brasseries, whose conduits flow
ith the sickliest of beers to the extinction of those
syous and mind-bracing cordials, of which one of the
W survivors, the national absinthe, is now threatened
ith suppression by an ignorant and tyrannic legislature.
2e Boulevard is no longer the resort of a well-dressed
iid fashionable crowd. The people who regularly pace
3 pavements wear a look of ennui or disappointment.
ey have either nothing to do, or, having something to
(2nd these are plainly in the maj ority), lack the energy
) do it They suffer from the effects of moral decentrali-
tion, they are without a leader or a king. The last
ing of the Boulevard was, if we are to believe the
roniclers of the early ‘eighties, the late M. Aurélien
‘holl; but even he was but the king of a caste, and of a
W caste at that, the literary caste, and not king in the
use applicable to a Demidoff, a Gramont-Caderousse, or
Morny. True, the title of * king’’ has been more than
¢ attributed in reliable organs of both the French and
¢ foreign press to M. Ernest Lajeunesse, the author of
€ siriking novel (‘“‘ Le Boulevard,” Paris: Bosc), which
> have before us, and that he is one of the most remark-
le figures upon the Boulevard all who know their Paris
Well aware of ; but, though his manners are sufficiently
ajestic and his style imperial, his kingdom has ever
micd to us to be of a phantasmagoric order, to be
bited almost exclusively to the realms of esprit. The
t 1s that there are and always have been many different
levards, many in one, and the one that has disappeared,
has temporarily sunk out of sight,is the Boulevard
’t’:li’a few unquelled dandies persist in spelling with a

The Boulevard is eternal. :

5
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The Boulevard which M. Ernest Lajeunesse describes]
his novel is the boulevard of tragedy and of tears,
sadness and of suicide, of philosophic melancholy,
sordid sorrows, of simiesque mirth, of that monstic
and manifold Bohemianism, whose shadow has darke
during the last decade all that was most typical
forcible in the life of Paris, In Odin Howes we havéde !
wonderful portrait of the hapless author of “Dorig
Gray,” drawn with a masterly but not too kindly |
We “catch glimpses of this and that well-known p
artist, actor, politician, swindler, courtesan, easily 10§
identified, but whom it would be invidious to name.
story in the technical sense of “roman” there is litgs
The Jew Scosky, who is devoted to both art and finasg -
becomes a bankrupt in both, and, at the cynical sugg
tion of the Marquis d’Udéne, commits suicide.
Marquis d’Udéne, by the way, the wealthy and ari
cratic Bohemian, who oscillates between the *‘ Kohinog
and the Jockey Club, whose whole existence is a gl
and cruel mystification, in which he himself plays a
of clown, is one of the most originally conceived &
admirably drawn characters in modern fiction. !
Udéne alone M. Lajeunesse’s ““Le Boulevard” is wo
buying and reading. Scosky having disappea
M. Andrée Leglise, the moralist of the story, wha
obviously M. Ernest Lajeunesse himself, retires to
diminutive hotel chamber, situated on the confines of
Boulevard, and hung round with innumerable portrg
and miniatures of Imperial warriors, and these i
strange discourse, scintillating as their uniforms with
purest wit of the boulevard, constellated with gen
epigrammatic philosophy, give him first a v
encouragement, and then a command to live. M. £
Lajeunesse has pictured tous a Paris which few toreige
know, but it is none the less terribly true to na
though it has nothing to dowith the Paris of * Tri
and would have been disowned by Monsieur Bourge

In “ Paris”’ (London: Black), by Mr. and Miss Men
we are given, in addition to some clever illustratio
colour, the essentially English view of the French ca
Miss Menpes’s text contains of course many inaccur
which indeed could hardly have been avoided
dealing lightly and genially with so large a subject.
would have expected her to give a less fantastic ac
of the operations of the Hanging Committee of the ¢
but we are really grateful to her for her descriptiof
the British tourist, whose vulgar manners and attir
in so many cases not only an offence to the Frenchd
and the subject of his bitter ridicule, but a humili
for the better-bred English. But in justice she shou
reminded that the people “who go about with of
glasses slung round their shoulders” are not E
These are the Germans.

ROWLAND STRON

A NEGLECTED POET

LasT week I called attention to the excellent service!
by ‘“that benign pirate,” Mr. Mosher, in connection
*The Blessed Damozel.”” I hope readers of the Acal
will not think that I have got an interest in Mr. Mos ¥
firm or that I am paid for doing it, for I find nfpls
obliged to refer to him again. If they do I shal
even have the consolation of being buoyed up by a |
of guilt. But really what is one to do? Hej

Mr. Mosher bringing out a beautiful edition of * Ulin
neath the Bough,” a book of verses by Michael E
and as a foreword to the book the author writ¢
follows :

For some years my work has been done for the  younger g
tion”—not yet knocking at the door, but awaited with we!
Meanwhile readers from further England—if they will pardon
classing them—have given me that joy of listening denied to
my own island. .
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‘HULL AMUSEMENTS.
ke Wilde's Brilliant Play

| t:t‘ the Theatre Royal.

4r Wilde, the great satirist, has left us
% better ‘han “The Importance of
4 BEarnest,” which is being produced at
~ieatre Royal this week. It is brilliant,
its conception and in its present®

7 g: is fully twelve years since the play

produced in Hull, and yet its spark-{

"“%it and biting satire §sem to have a
"ess about them as if they had been
5Bly written. Epigrams, pert and saucy,

I, and the audience is kept in a con-

IS poar of langhter.

00l Worthing, J.P., has a weakness for
¢% and amongst his friends he counts
“ ton. Moncrieff, a young gentleman who
@7 much of woman’s way by being

| dly pinned to his aunts apron

. He acts as the musical director

| receptions, and becomes rather bored |

§ repeated invithtions to his aunt’s.
and winsome cousin, Gwendoline

x. wins the heart of Mr Worthing, but
us flirtation has led him to adopt the

an name of Eirnest, and he finds that

{48 upon the happy ddea of hawing a

n line thinks the name simply divine. |

= thiat h literally ““ ring the
: so_‘h‘jeecan y n.ng}

Algernon, overhearing a conver-

__lbetween Worthing and endoline,
TSE 4o

1 mpersonate Worthing’s
,” and to go down to his friend’s
+f residence for the purpose of reliov-
nself of the obligation of dining with
and of indulging in a little flirta-
Worithing’s ward, Cicily. And it is
the most ammsing situabion arises,
ng, finding that it is inconvemient to
.1 brother named Frnest, resolves to
f;e that he has died in Paris, and
. at his comntry residence in deep
ling and apparently sorely distressed
apiisndden bereavement. Unhappily for
Jowever, his friend Algernon arrives
“him, and has already won the heart
¥ under the name of Ernest Worthing.
Juation becomes more embarrascing by
ival of Gwendoline, who finds that
‘also engaged to Brpest Worthing.
e where they meet is excruciatingly
)i It is said that the author, believing
.. motto “ Bvery playright his own
isummed up his own opinion of the
1t follows: “ The ﬁ'xg act is ingemious,
d beautiful, the third abominably
i and no one will quarrel with him.
d sceneds undoubtedly clever—abamin.
‘wer. Gwendoline’s mother has Tefused
B Mr Worthing on her * list of

oung men ” because of the mystery
ding his parentage. ~ He knows not
ter or mother, but remembers that
ound as a baby in a handbox in the

l«ito be placed there is smartly told
d nurse, and forms one of the most
ng developments of the lay. Those |
end going to the Royal—and they |
e many—would not thank us for un-
the secret—it ‘comes as such &

‘exceedingly gratifying to have an
Uity o withessing the revival of the
‘such ‘a caﬂ-pable company as that of

on 'Hoffe,” who is himself the life

B by hi naturalness in  the
vion. of Algernon.! Mr Hoffe is ad-
% and, like Miss Minnie Grey as
dne, speaks the sparkling satire with
I force of ‘the author's meaning. |
ine is shocked to find that parents
tle vespect for their children that
ers the room just as ‘Worthing is
=recumbent ”’ position Proposing
* €. J. Nicholson is happily cast as
hing, and Miss Hesbon Newton is a
xlq, Mr Ralph Hutton is at home
‘elerical garb, and Miss Phyllis
and Miss Amy Lloyd-Desmond are

ful as Lady Bracknoell and Miss

g%wwegygm Library

at Victoria Station, Exactly how ,

8 “A Queen’s Mes-
hich smacks of melodrama.

————
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“THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING
EARNEST ”
AT THE *““ ROYAL.*

Good work cannot, be buried, and a play such
as “The Importance of Being Earnest,”” which
is of epigrams all compact, is certain to be
treasured on thestagefor yearstocome. It has
been seen in Hull once before—I2 years ago—
é}nd last night it was presented by a most cap-
tble company, the different members of which
irought out all its points, no easy thing to do
vhen smart sayings follow one another almost
vith the rapidity of a discharge
rom a Maxim gun There is a
dot  which serves to string the author’s|
vitticisms and satire upon, but it does mof |
greatly matter.  “The Importance of Being
farnest” is a framework on which he displays
ais lambent wit. One point of the plot
itands out, however, as exquisitely funny. 1t is
‘hat the hero, if such he can be called, of the
play is put by his nurse in a handbag and left
i a cloakroom, from which he is handed to a
rich gentleman with a season ticket to Worthing,
and who on that account bestows that name
upon the foundling. When the child reaches 35,
and is about to marry, the mother of the care-
fully brought wp young lady on whom his affec-
tions  light  not = unnaturally  does ot
consider a cloakroom  a satisfactory substitute
‘or a family mansion, or a handbag for a
‘eputable parent. This, however, is by the way,
he attraction of the play consisting in the mor-
lant and occasionally perverse forms of wit in
which the author :ndulges, and which would
:asily fill half a column of newspaper space.

Mr Monckton Hoffe (whose company appears
s capital as the sublimely conceited Algy, an
Mr Nicholson as the rich foundling, Mr Worth-
ing, plays up to him well. Miss Phyliis Manners
1s the elderly and would-be debonnaire Lady
Brackwell is a success, and the two younger
adies, the Hon. Gwendoline Fairfax and Cicely
Oardew are satisfactorily taken by Miss
Minnie. Grey and Miss Hester Newton.

Miss Amy Lloyd-Desmond is clever in!

the ungrateful role of Miss Prism.
The one-act drama, “A Queen’s Messenger,””

which serves as a curtain raiser, affords an oppor-
amity for the display of marked dramatic skill
on the part of Mr Nicholson, the manager, and
Miss Nona Hope, a masked lady. who is a secress
dmissary of the Russian Embassy, and who tries
0 rob the Messenger of his confidential papers.
3he succeeds in decoying and drugging him, but
struck by his fine and manly spirit turns from

her purp ﬁﬂm@ﬁavs ibrafyuction.
It is & tellng play, well readered.
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“THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING
| EARNEST ”
AT THE * ROYAL

Good work cannot be buried, and a play such
as “The Importance of Being Earnest,” which
is of epigrams all compact, is certain to be
treasured onthestagefor yearstocome. It has
been seen in Hull once before—I12 years ago—
é,ud last night it was presented by a most cap-
“ble company, the different members of which
rought out all its points, no easy thing to do
vhen smart sayings follow one another almost
vith the rapidity of a discharge
rom a Maxim gun. There s a
dlot  which serves to string the author’s
vitticisms and satire upon, but it does mot
greatly matter. “The Importance of Being
Garnest” is a framework on which he displays
ais lambent wit. One point of the plot
stands out, however, as exquisitely funny. 1t is
‘hat the hero, if such he can be called, of the
play is put by his nurse in a handbag and left
m a cloakroom, from which he is handed to a
rich gentleman with a season ticket to ‘Worthing,
and who on that account bestows that name
upon the foundling. When the child reaches 35,
and is about to marry, the mother of the care-
fully brought up young lady on whom his affec-
tions  light  not unnaturally does not
comsider a cloakroom a satisfactory substitute
“or a family mansion, or a ‘handbag for a
‘eputable parent. This, however, is by the way,
he attraction of the play consisting in the mor.
lant and occasionally perverse forms of wit in
vhich the author indulges, and which would
:asily fill half a column of newspaper space.

Mr Monckton Hoffe (whose company appears
3 capital as the sublimely conceited Algy, an
Mr Nicholson as the rich foundling, Mr Worth-
ing, plays up to him well. Miss Phylis Manners
1s the elderly and would-be debonnaire Lady
. Brackwell is a success, and the two younger

‘adies, the Hon. Gwendoline Fairfax and Cicely

Uardew are satisfactorily taken by Miss

Minnie. Grey and Miss Hester Newton.

Miss Amy Lloyd-Desmond is clever in

the ungrateful role of Miss Prism. :

one-act drama, ‘A Queen’s Messenger,”
shich serves as a curtain raiser, affords an Oppor-
ity for the display of marked dramatic skill
on the part of Mr Nicholson, the manager, and

Miss Nona Haope, a masked lady, who is a secress

ymissary of the Russian Erabassy, and who tries

50 rob the Messenger of his confidential papers.

She succeeds in decoying and drugging him, but

struck by his fine and manly spirit turns ‘from

her purpose and so saves him from destruction.

It is & telling play, well readered.
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REMINISCENCES OF THE STAGE.

The Art of the Victorian Stage. By Alfred
Darbyshire. (Sherratt & Hughes.)—We are
inclined to take exception to the title on
the ground that it is somewhat mislead-
ing. It promises much, for to the casual
reader it suggests a complete survey of
the conditions and progress of stagecraft
during the Victorian era. As a matter of
fact, beyond a slight exeursion into the
history of the stage from the Elizabethan
period until the present day, Mr. Darbyshire
confines himself mainly to his personal
experiences and relations with the various
actors and actresses with whom he has been
brought in contact. Moreover, so far from
being & true guide to the state of the Vie-
torian drama and the conditions under
which dramatic art laboured during the
period in question, Mr. Darbyshire is in-
clined to devote himself, in the main, to
Shakspearean drama and its various ex-
ponents, with a consequent tendency to
ignore contemporary playwrights. = The
work would more properly be described as a
record of Shakspearean drama from the
time when Charles Kean assumed the
management of the Princess’s Theatre in
1850 until Henry Irving relinquished the

and ends with Shakspeare is svidently his
opinion, although he does not actually
express himself in so many werds. He has a
whole-souled predilection in favour of appro-
pliate apd gorgeous stage setting; he
endeavours to prove at some length that
Shakspeare wrote to be acted and not to
be read, and Cardinal Wiseman is cited as an
example of one who read the plays with
enthusiasm, and deplored the fact that he
had never in his life seen Shakspeare acted.
The poet himself is quoted for evidence that
he intended his plays to be produced in as
fitting a manner as possible; witness the
following apologies, from ‘Henry V., for
the primitive methods of production in those
days :— i
But pardon, gentles all,

The flat unraised spirits that have dared

On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth

So great an object : can this cockpit hold

The vasty fields of France? or may we cram

Within this wooden O the very casques

That did affright the air at Agincourt ?

And again :—

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts ;

Into a thousand parts divide one man,

And make imaginary puissance ;

Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them

Printing their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth ;

For *tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings,
These passages, however, refer to the in-
evitable limits of the stage rather than to!
details of scenery and display. !

For Charles Calvert and Henry Irving the
author has the keenest admiration, and
enjoyed a close friendship with the two men,
whose perseverance and genius enabled
| them—the one in Manchester, and the other |
in the metropolis — to raise the status of the '
actor to & new eminence, and to enhance
in & corresponding degree the reputation of
the playhouse. >

Of Helen Faucit and Ristori Mr. Darby-
shire has many laudatory reminiscences,
the most interesting anecdote of the former
being that told in connexion with the
Calvert Memorial performance of ‘ As You
Like It,’ in which the author took part,
and for which event Helen Faucit was
induced to emerge from her retirement,
and once again delight playgoers as Rosalind.

In his defence of interpolated silent scenes
or tableaux in classic drama Mr. Darby-
shire is at issue with those who hold that"
such scenes are inadmissible, as not being
intended by the author, or obstructing
the action of the play. In extenuation of
the practice he says, in effect, that as no
word is uttered, no attempt is thereby made
to improve on the dramatist, and that
furthermore the scenes themselves simply
place in pictorial form what would otherwise
have to be imagined.

The art of the Victorian drama as applied
to the plays of Shakspeare is so ably dealt
with that it is & matter of regret that the
author has not thought fit to deal seriously
with contemporary playwrights. Mr. Pinero,
Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, Mr. Carr, Mr,
Barrie, Sir Conan Doyle, Sir Gilbert Parker,
Mr. Louis N. Parker, and others, as well as
the great name of Tennyson are dealt with
collectively in a paragraph of less than a
dozen lines. Oscar Wilde and Mr. Bernard
Shaw do not appear to be worthy of mention
at all, though they have made more mark in
drama than some of the writers just men-
tioned. j

An interesting chapter is that devoted to
theatrical architecture, of which the author,
in his capacity as an architect, has had
considerable practical experience. As to
how a theatre should be built Mr. Darby-
shire has the clearest convictions, and pro-
claims them in no uncertain terms.

In spite of its omissions and defects Mr,
Darbyshire’s book is interesting and at
times absorbing, being written in -an easy"
style, which is attractive,

i
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MRr. LEONARD CRESSWELL INGLEBY is
publishing with Mr. Werner Laurie shortly |

management of the Lyceum.
| On this subje2019:0318hor is an exissen am
- with all an enthusiast’s bias for his favourite
dramatist. That the English stage begins

o e o

_ ‘Oscar Wilde: a Literary Appreciation.’
n's Univergtyd-bESsk gives a genersl account and
detailed criticisms of his works.
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publishing with Mr. Werner Laurie shortly |

¢ Oscar Wilde : a Literary reciation.’
The boﬂ%e@m&%"ggﬁﬁ&%%nt and
detailed criticisms of his works.
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‘“A Woman of No Importance’’ at

' His Majesty’s.-—All who love epigram
and smart repartee will be interested
f in the revival of ‘“ A Woman of No
‘ Importance *° which Mr. Tree ha,s
placed upon the boards of His Majesty’s

Theatre. The late Mr. Oscar Wilde’s

claim to cleverness has never been

denied him, and of his many strikipg

plays this is, perhaps, the one which

best manifests this undoubted ability.

¢ The first act is mainly concerned with
‘“ bon mots’’ and epigrammatic re-

- marks such as the oft-quoted one:
. ** The book of life begins with a man
| and a woman in a garden—and finishes
with revelations,”” and they are much

enjoyed by the audience. A very

= SPEPE

strong cast has been collected tov_do
| justice to this clever comedy. With
the cynical and hard-hearted Lord
~ Illingsworth we have little sympathy,
¢ though Mr. Tree makes him a very
polished gentleman and ever so amus-
_ing ; but for poor Mrs. Arbuthnot, the
- injured and sweet lady who has suffered
. on his account, we feel much concern.
This part brings out the sweet womanly
qualities which Miss Marion Terry

- Mfr Darbyshire has meb that

Mr Alfred Darbyshire is an a.ré?mt ~bm
pot the least interesting qhapggr of 311:9
“The Art of the Victorian Stage,” 18 th
wwhich deals with theatrical ‘architecture: Re
g;ardinq this he has as dec\ded‘oplmons ae;
he has on the mounting and eet't.mg“o_fv pb_‘rs.;
He has no enthusiasm for the s mpur;x-‘y lmt
is urged by some critics, and he yuaice fm-n,
Shakespeare’s “Henry V.’ an extract wh ch.
the claims goes to prove that Shakespoare
[himself would ‘have preferred more luxuryt,
than the Elizabethan stage had ab 48 come
‘mand. The passages are ae f,ollows:l;— s
. But pardon, gemtles all,
| The flat unraised spirits that have .duﬁed
. On this unworthy scaffold to bring !prt»h o
| 'So great an. object: can this cockpit om.
i The vasty fields of France? or may W€ :ra
Within this wooden O ths very ca.squc-rn
1 That did affricht the air at Agmconv
& second isi— A
: I'f:‘a out our in ctions with your fhoughtst
Into a thausand parks divide one man, . © .
And malgy imaginary puissance; . $35h o then
Think. we B we ba':i:] <;§$;;§§Sﬁh;&mygiﬂu bt S ]
For Uit sous thonghts that-now arust deck out King, |
e e e £
: ' tors 3 homi
is with ths ac ‘and acbresses W ;
It is wi he deals, an&";
he writes most vavt'rvractivslj.h of“Ch‘!{r!eg }‘(em,
Henry Irving, Helen Fauoif, Charles Cal vet};o%
and ‘Ristori ~ But the great throng o
popular dramatists reocive scanty ettentiort..
This is the fate of Pinero, of Henry Arﬂm; 5
Jonos, of Barrie, of Tonis' N, Parker, an 5
mm.ny, othots. . Oecar. Wilde receive no"
‘mention at all while (still more strange) f.k::f
name of Ceorge Bk"rn&ﬁi SM}W; ca:;;ot e
‘found in the whole boo ok ! : Petnpe; 5}ﬁmw‘ 19
‘gomphment 1 can pay fo_ Mir ez f}m }ia)r}f
that I shouid iike to have read what ] &

knows so well how to portray. A
¥ very clever piece of acting is given by
Mrs. Calvert, who makes the untidy
and absent-minded Lady Hunstanton
a very real life study. We hear so
much nowadays about the sins of
smart society, that this play which
brings out the callous worldliness of
up-to-date smartness is likely to prove
very welcome sauce to many palates.

RICHARD STRAUSS'S remarkable operatic

\ setting of Oscar Wilde’s “ Salomé” has been
. the subject of much controversy. Mr. Law-
. rence Gilman has just published (John Lane:

3s. 6d.) a little volume on the opera which is

* mainly expository. He gives the outline of
| Wilde’s story and hints of Strauss’s music.

The ethical questions raised by the work are

/ not discussed. Those, of course, who believe

in art for art’s sake, justify Strauss’s treatment
of the story of the Daughter of Herodias who
danced before Herod, by the contention that
art has nothing to do with morals. They
would separate the man from the artist. But,
as a well known critic has asked, does anyone
imagine that the sensation seeking crowds in
New York went to the first performance of
“Salomé” for artistic reasons ; that they took

the artist with them to the theatre and left the |
man at home? Is it not rather true that, for |
the majority, the “art” of Wilde and of Strauss |
counted as little or nothing; that for the
New Yorkers “Salomé” offered food some-
what similar to the Thaw case?

RAMATIC & MUSIC?

What's Dbihg' at Theatres and

to say of thesg dr,gxy}uﬁpm He has' said
enough to make me wish for more.
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0SCAR WILDE COMEDY.

e plays of the late Oscar Wilde are
a.g,lzg‘; ‘zou};ing into favour. \{r Tree’s
recent revival of oue of them in London
was a great success, and there is every
‘ground for supposing that others will soon
‘be witnessed on the Metropolitan stage.

In the provinces a tour of | The Im-'
portance of being Earnest” is yle.ld:m,,
‘excellent entertainment under the auspices
‘of Mr. Monckton Hoffe, whose specially
chosen company interprets the famacgl
‘epirit, the brilliant wit and epigrammatiz
force of this comedy with nndoubtel\{

A :
aﬁﬁ the Glasgow K.ing’sv'l‘heg.h'o the com- -
pany referred to is uttrwtang ! ( t
able audiences, who #énjoy to the full the
author’s home thrusts—worthy of Shart,
dan and likely to rank with his in M
interest—at the Society uf the latter and of
' the century. Nothing could be mors
amnsing than the ripple of fun that sus-

tains the action, and the manner in which |
the Gilbertian method is adz.ptad 't: ﬂr: :

Vv

igencies of the story thr
;ﬁeuﬁvea.qf the healthiest

.

KING'S THEATRE. e
“Tae IMPORTANCE OF BrING Eumr.”-,—“
After an interval of several years, the play-

| goors of Glasgow have an opportunity of en-

9‘/M5N£M«:7 a&‘& %7“"£-

joyieg an Oscar Wilde com gt}’y at tho 'Kigg’s.‘
|1t is typical of the man and his writings ,‘gmart,f
| synical, epigrammatic, and tqpsyfturvxgal as g‘n.yv
' Gilbertian humorous opera. Even t‘}v‘m-‘mﬁ,lq 1,5"
whimsical; it is not to be taken as mmest, bt o1
but as *Froest,” the name which the équ_%
would-be brides will have as that ?i their
g husiijx?_nfe'apd societ; Otzhhe: so?iet;o ‘:vrxsf};
it deals with life in c s B
the very big 8. One intended br s
1d £8000 a year, and althougl

Eﬁ:w:glerg{?g) ‘%’r;dcthiﬁ‘ - but his debts,”’ as.olsas
ractical mmtpu@&_t;,,imw has £130, :
Rm;urally in such company we hear a sgre(ai !
deal about society and its deeds and mi ee:_,
from the main topic of the a‘_‘arc»ars_t‘w‘eoqver:be.
tion in which the various personages ;g e
comedy indulge. The complications i Tes|
dialogue are ﬁzlightﬁxlly amusing, anm e,
was a continuous ripple of laughter t rot‘;‘lgnf
the auditorium from the rising of the w‘{r ?{li 1,
until the going down thercof.  The Wi b
fumour loses nothing of its pungent ga:mtmm
o o s ke “ongamises of tho com:
ton Ho e { !
'M(;l;c)k;o leé } . Nicholson, as the f.vlgorvetzi
Ixifuéh up-to-dato lovers; Misses Hestor Pegv b
Oy, e 0P Nttt motrinions
o : |
Aetager; Miw Ay Lloyd-Desmond, ss tho
sovsrs and Agaerich qistet S0 T e ook
H?::::ée&fsazégiatidu; arc 4 company of players
3 ho act naturally and spealk as if their sgymrg
zm spontancous, The principal piece is pre
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sidered he should have heen awarded a flint arrow-head; >

but as there was a moderate majority on the council, the

motion for the grant was lost by one vote. Certain ill-

feeling was engendered: And to cut a short story shorter

he was the ancestor of all old-fashioned people. Who.
- will deny that such a venerable pedigree does entitle

the family to be represented by dramatic critics? The

cackling geese are |still guardians of the Capitol and

safely preserve us from any attempt at Gallic or Nor-
. wegian invasion, of a dramatic kind ; and Mr. Redford is
always there with anserine watchfulness to give the alarm.
It is right that they should be stupid and old-fashioned.
But it is the ignorance of the dramatic critics to which I
take exception.

A short time ago the Stage Society produced Les
Hannetons of Brieux. You would have thought that the
meaning of the play was made sufficiently clear by the
superb interpretation of the actors; or if they failed to
convey any meaning to ears long inured to the blame-
less dramas of Mr. Sutro and Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, a
reference to anatural history book and a French dictionary

would have given them the explanation for which the

are at a loss, Yet they nearly all declared of this bitter
little comedy that its moral purpose was to show that an
irregular ménage leads to unhappiness! And some of
them added reflections on the superiority of wedlock !
Now was this astonishing opinion due to delicacy, to
hypocrisy, to stupidity or te ignorance ? They praised
the play, to do them justice ; and they praised the acting,
I am inclined to think that in most cases it was due to
virginal ignorance and incapacity. If this is the case it

~ dramati : %A Queen’s
by a dramatic playlet,
mngé%'," by J. Hsrﬂg

‘Manners, realisti-

cally -pesformed by M Nicholson and Mis
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LA is in store at the King’s Theatre
ihé. ?é:ﬁf?ormhn who care for witty &?ge
dialogue and amusing stage ’Sltuad'nt‘:;
] are qualities we are accustome oil
associate, and rightly so, with the works of
Mr Gilbert. hHawev?r', t’}{g ai&;}:ﬁ :Bzeprsi‘
 vailing qualities of % )
{’;lill!lggEgmest'n an Oscar lede_'oomed s 9;
rather farce, which up till last night h no‘
| been seen in Glasgow. Oscar ‘,1.*1?&“‘,’” .
| born humourist. He displayed his: e
| when he perambulated the ,oquntry«,muﬁ
| in a’'velvet jacket and knee hreeches pre‘s;“i_
ing the philosfbphiq_fo‘r%ngs'xh’l’ch riz:ngw“
ir Wdeath-blow in ‘'Pafience.”” Was.
g:z:;)ur ewhioh inspired ‘Dorian 1G_X:&KI,"',_)?§
| veneer of emotional sstheticism notwit’ ptand—‘
ing. But his humour was utilised tof
best advantage in his four plays, and of
these the crown, the masterpiece—so. far :;
humour is concerned—is ‘“The Impog’aaln, ;
of Being Earnest.” This, which was the las ;
of the four, dates from 1885. Taken o.gﬁbn;
| play _it-rea,ﬁy‘ doesn’t count for very ;muthl‘
The story 1s trivial, the characters, well .He‘
‘| characters are absurd, and what is more they
_are meant by their creator to be absur <
They are not characters which have any rea
‘resemblance to actual, living, men ‘and women.
However, 'the dialogue is so »ap“arkh‘pg,ﬁlso
_cynical, it comes home to us all so phqﬁx,’
hitting at our weaknesses. our little toucl eg
of meanness. our selfishness, our mora
cowardice, that it is impossible not to enjoy
‘it. Human nature, at all events the mol!;o
seamy side of human nature, is laid bare by
Wilde in a menner which is at once unspar:
ing, grotesque, and  altogether enjoy-
able. %v’ery justice is done to the piece by
the company engaged in its representation
‘ab the King’s Theatre. The leading parts,
| those of Jggn ‘Worthing and Alsemgn Mon-
1| crieff, are sustained by Mr C. J. N;Ql,;qlgog.
|and Mr Monckton Hoffe—Mr Ho!]f: s the
| manager of the company—and susta
| admirabl ?fWQ-:;aa&.; lightness of
| Other of the performers:
(e
‘| Newton, and Nor: P
|| to the demands of their respecti
1 A little e-act s ma,aggfuggsw b G

| of the original of Archibald ~Grosvenor.

is a tribute to their private lives. On reflection I hesitate

- to invite Mr. Tree to corrupt them with the fruits of his

namesake. But it is the untruthfulness generated by

_ ignorance to which I take exception,

The brilliant revival of Patience has served as an occa-
sion for a deliberate perversion of facts. Patience, we
are told by one critic, is a kindly satire which effectually
killed wstheticsm. Another critic expressed mild surprise,
not very complimentary to Mr. W. S. Gilbert, that the

| opera had lost nothing of its piquancy although

a@stheticism meant nothing to this generation! Another
refers to the Jash of Mr. Gilbert’s satire which drove the
@sthetic movement and all it meant into obscurity,
Another of them recorded that it put an end to the
“* extravagant worship of the beautiful roused in the
bosom of some foolish people by the successful posturing *’
There were,
however, a few honorable exceptions ; notably the
Tvmes critic who pointed out acutely that one of the
reasons that Patience amused us now is due to the fact
that estheticism is st/ a living force in our literature and
art. But most of the critics spoke as if they were critics

| twenty-six years ago. Probably they were. The thoughts
| of the dramatic critics to-day are the grandchildren of

| their wishes at the time. They are as false and illusive
| now as then,

When I think of the men who were rightly branded as

| asthetes—Morris, Pater, Rossetti, Burne-Jones, Whistler,
| and Mr. Swinburne, some of whom never came into their

own until long after Patience had ceased to run—I am
amazed at the ignorance and the falsehoods of these old
gentlemen. Patience is one of the most delightful and
beautiful satires ever composed. I should not call it
“kindly,” but that is a matter of opinion. I am only
concerned with dull facts. Bunthorne, the fleshly poet,
was a combined caricature of Whistler and Mr. Swinburne,

- whose seventieth birthday has been recently celebratedin
- the papers (and I hope in the hearts of every educated
- man and woman in England). To the great painter of

Miss Alexander a statue by Rodin is about to be placed
on the Chelsea Embankment. At the Tate Gallery
may be seen the beautiful Cophetua of Sir Edward Burne-
Jones, whose feminine types were burlesqued in the
Patience chorus. I refer the dramatic critics to Christie’s

| catalogues for the record prices fetched by his pictures
‘K

some fifteen years after Patience was produced. I refer |

them t.9..?\9y...l?2‘°155f,”95f_9r,i list of rather dreary books
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DRAMA
REALISM AT THE COURT

| ® A MaN should know either everything or nothing—

. which do you know ? ”’ says Lady Bracknell in The Im-
portance of Being Earmest. *I know nothing, Lady
| Bracknell,” replies Mr. Alexander, after an instant’s

hesitation. This quotation came into my mind as the
result of spending the greater part of last Tuesday at the
Court Theatre. The afternoon was consecrated to the
performance of Miss Elizabeth Robins’s Dramatic tract,”
Votes for Women !, the evening to the revival of Mr., John
Galsworthy’s Silver Box, originally given at a series of
matinées at the same theatre last autumn. - After witnes-
sing these two plays I feel, with Lady Bracknell, that a
man should know either everything or nothing—especially
if he (or she) intends to write for the stage. *‘ Ignorance
is a delicate exotic plant. Touch it and the bloom is
gone.” Mr. Galsworthy when he wrote The Silver Box
seems to have had the incomparable advantage of know-
ing nothing. Nothing of the theatre, I mean. His
knowledge of life and character and the springs of human
action was extensive and profound, but of the contem-
porary stage, unless I am greatly mistaken, he was
entirely ignorant. In fact it would not surprise me to
learn that he had never seen any modern play at all

: Ioje[ s1eak
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except The Voysey Inheritance. The result was that he

' approached the writing of his own play without any
- hampering recollections of how the other fellows would

have done it. He had certain characters whom he
wished to represent in certain relations. He looked
about for a series of situations which should allow
those characters to reveal themselves to us and just
pitched them on to the stage without bothering
about niceties of * construction.”” He divided his first
act into three scenes by dropping the curtain to indicate
the flight of time. The critics shook their heads and

- murmured *‘ Very bad technique.’” When an English

dramatic critic talks about technique you may be tolerably
certain he is going to talk nonsense. Again he dropped
his curtain in the middle of Act ii., accompanying it this
time with a change of scene. * Worse and worse!”
murmured the critics. In the third act the first ten or
more minutes were devoted to the question whether two
little girls, whom we had never heard of before and whose
names we never know, should or should not be removed
from the care of their father and handed over to that of a
philanthropic society, Only after this little matter had
been disposed of were we permitted to resume the thread
of the story and plunge once more into the adventures of

| the principal characters. *“ Dreadful!” said the critics.

ACADEMY APRIL 13, i907

THE BLESSED DAMOZEL

THAT benign pirate, Mr. Thomas Mosher, of Portland
Maine, performed a great service to literature when he
- published in a beautiful little book the original text, as it
appeared in “The Germ,” of “ The Blessed Damozel,”
together with all the emendations made by Rossetti
between the appearance of the poem in {‘ The Germ,” in
1850, and 1886, when it finally assumed its form as we now
- know it. Mrs. E. Grant Richards has recently published -
a little book called “Early Poems of Dante Gabriel
Rossetti,” in which the original *“ Germ ” text is repro-
duced ; but this strikes one as being not quite fair to the
poet, who for nearly forty years went on changing and
always improving this wonderful poem, which, if not
admittedly Rossetti’s masterpiece, has certainly serious
claims to be so considered. Oscar Wilde in the course of
| a controversy carried on in the Pall Mail Gazetle, in the
 early ’nineties, made use of the phrase, “no artist
improves. The artist revolves in a cycle of masterPieces, ‘
the first of which is no less perfect than the last.”’ On
being congratulated by a friend on having written “a
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«“ A Woman of No Importance’’ at

. His Majesty’s.—All who love epigram

and smart repartee will be interested
in the revival of “ A Woman of No
Importance *’ which Mr. Tree ha’s
placed upon the boards of His Majesty s
Theatre. The late Mr. Oscar Wilde’s
laim to cleverness has never been
lenied him, and of his many stnk{ng

ays this is, perhaps, the one which

st manifests this undoubted ability.

. The first act is mainly concerned with
i ““ bon mots’’ and epigrammatic re-

marks such as the oft—quqted one :
““ The book of life begins with a man
and a woman in a garden—and finishes

! with revelations,”” and they are much
| enjoyed by the audience. A very

| strong cast has been collected to do

justice to this clever comedy. With
the cynical and hard-hearted Lord
Illingsworth we have little .sympathy,
though Mr. Tree makes him a very

| polished gentleman and ever so amus-
| ing ; but for poor Mrs. Arbuthnot, the

| injured and sweet lady who has suffered
. on his account, we feel much concern.
This part brings out the sweet womanly

qualities which Miss Marion Terry

knows so well how to portray. A
very clever piece of acting is given by
Mrs. Calvert, who makes the untidy
and absent-minded Lady Hunstanton
a very real life study. We hear so
much nowadays about the sins of
smart society, that this play which
brings out the callous worldliness of
up-to-date smartness is likely to prove
| very welcome sauce to many palates.

SRR @ e

published (John Lane:
the opera which is
: e gives the outline of
s story “hints of Strauss’s music.
1ical questions raised by the work are
=,

of the story of the Daughter of Herodias
'danced before Herod, by the contention that
art has nothing to do with morals. They
would separate the man from the artist. But,
as a well known critic has asked, does anyone
imagine that the sensation seeking crowds in
v York went to the first performance of

lomé” for artistic reasons ; that they took

| sidered he should have been awarded a flint arrow-heads
 but as there was a moderate majority on the council, the
motion for the grant was lost by one vote. Certain ill-
feeling was engendered. And to cut a short story shorter

he was the ancestor of all old-fashioned people. Who.
will deny that such a venerable pedigree does entitle
the family to be represented by dramatic critics? The
cackling geese are|still guardians of the Capitol and
safely preserve us from any attempt at Gallic or Nor

always there with anserine watchfulness to give the alarm.
It is right that they should be stupid and old-fashioned.
But it 1s the ignorance of the dramatic critics to which I
“take exception. S ;
A short time ago the Stage Society produced Les
Hannetons of Brieux. You would have thought that the

superb interpretation of the actors; or if they failed to
~convey any meaning to ears long inured to the blame-

less dramas of Mr. Sutro and Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, a
reference to anatural history book and a French dictionary
would have given them the explanation for which they
are at a loss, Yet they nearly all declared of this bitter
little comedy that its moral purpose was to show that an
irregular ménage leads to unhappiness! And some of
them added reflections on the superiority of wedlock !
Now was this astonishing opinion due to delicacy, to
hypocrisy, to stupidity or to ignorance? They praised
the play, to do them justice ; and they praised the acting.
I am inclined to think that in most cases it was due to
virginal ignorance and incapacity. If this is the case it
is a tribute to their private lives. On reflection I hesitate
to invite Mr. Tree to corrupt them with the fruits of his
namesake. But it is the untruthfulness generated by
ignorance to which I take exception,

The brilliant revival of Patience has served as an occa-
sion for a deliberate perversion of facts. Patience, we
~are told by one critic, is a kindly satire which effectually
killed @stheticsm. Another critic expressed mild surprise,
not very complimentary to Mr. W. S. Gilbert, that the
‘opera had lost nothing of its piquancy although
@stheticism meant nothing to this generation! Another
refers to the Jash of Mr. Gilbert’s satire which drove the
asthetic movement and all it meant into obscurity,
Another of them recorded that it put an end to the
“ extravagant worship of the beautiful roused in the
bosom of some foolish people by the successful posturing ’
of the original of Archibald Grosvenor. There were,
however, a few honorable exceptions; notably the
Times critic who pointed out acutely that one of the
reasons that Pafience amused us now is due to the fact
that eestheticism is s#// a living force in our literature and
art, But most of the critics spoke as if they were critics
twenty-six years ago. Probably they were. The thoughts
of the dramatic critics to-day are the grandchildren of
their wishes at the time. They are as false and illusive
now as then,

- When I think of the men who were rightly branded as
a@sthetes—Morris, Pater, Rossetti, Burne-Jones, Whistler,
and Mr. Swinburne, some of whom never came into their
own until long after Patience had ceased to run—I am
amazed at the ignorance and the falsehoods of these old
gentlemen. Patience is one of the most delightful and
beautiful satires ever composed. I should not call it
*kindly,” but that is a matter of opinion. I am only
concerned with dull facts. Bunthorne, the fleshly poet,
was a combined caricature of Whistler and Mr. Swinburne,
. whose seventieth birthday has been recently celebratedin
- “the papers (and I hope in the hearts of every educated
man a;ad woman in England). To the great painter of

le.

Miss

wegian invasion, of a dramatic kind; and Mr. Redford is

meaning of the play was made sufficiently clear by the

xander a statue by Rodin is about to be placed

- on the Chelsea Embankment. At the Tate Gallery
' may be seen the beautiful Cophetua of Sir Edward Burne-

Jones, whose feminine types were burlesqued in the
Patience chorus. I refer the dramatic critics to Christie’s
catalogues for the record prices fetched by his pictures

fifteen years after Patience was produced. I refer

- them to any bookseller for a list of rather dreary books

on the great painter and poet Rossetti, and to the won-
derful collection of drawings at Birmingham. On’ the
outside of the new Victoria and Albert Museum there has
been recently erected a grotesque image of William Morris,
which must be intended to illustrate the line “ Oh! South
Kensington” in Mr. Gilbert’s text. Finally, I would
remind the critics that Mr, Archibald Grosvenor, who at
the end of the opera discarded @sthetic costume, became

ears after the first of Epglish playwrights. And I

some
~shall be reminded that he was afterwards put in prison.

In Germany, rightly or wrongly, he is considered the peer
of the other wsthetes, and one of his works is the most dis-
cussed drama in Europe. Its operatic form has turned
American journalism into a colosseum. In a short time
Messrs. Methuen will be bringing out I understand a
uniform edition of *Mr. Grosvenor's” works. But it
will be very expensive, and, I fear, above the purse and
the intelligence of the average dramatic critic.

CHRISTIAN FREEBORN,

&Mﬂns ;
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which do you know ? ” says Lady Bracknell in The Im-

[ portance of Being Earmest. *I know nothing, Lady

Bracknell,” replies Mr. Alexander, after an instant’s

| hesitation. This quotation came into my mind as the

result of spending the greater part of last Tuesday at the
Court Theatre. The afternoon was consecrated to the

Votes for Women !, the evening to the revival of Mr. John

| Galsworthy’s Silver Box, originally given at a series of

matinées at the same theatre last autumn. - After witnes-
sing these two plays I feel, with Lady Bracknell, that a
man should know either everything or nothing—especially
if he (or she) intends to write for the stage. * Ignorance
is a delicate exotic plant. Touch it and the bloom is
gone.” Mr. Galsworthy when he wrote The Silver Box
seems to have had the incomparable advantage of know-
ing nothing. Nothing of the theatre, I mean. His

action was extensive and profound, but of the contem-
porary stage, unless I am greatly mistaken, he was
entirely ignorant. In fact it would not surprise me to
learn that he had never seen any modern play at all

approached the writing of his own play without any
hampering recollections of how the other fellows would

wished to represent in certain relations. He looked
about for a series of situations which should allow
those characters to reveal themselves to us and

pitched them on to the stage without bothering
about niceties of *‘ construction.”” He divided his first

= - act into three scenes by dropping the curtain to indicate

the flight of time. The critics shook their heads and
murmured * Very bad techmique.” When an English
dramatic critic talks about technique you may be tolerably
certain he is going to talk nonsense. Again he dropped
his curtain in the middle of Act ii., accompanying it this

\g time with a change of scene. **Worse and worse!”

- murmured the critics. In the third act the first ten or

|+ more minutes were devoted to the question whether two

little girls, whom we had never heard of before and whose
names we hever know, should or should not be removed
from the care of their father and handed over to that of a
philanthropic society, Only after this little matter had
been disposed of were we permitted to resume the thread
of the story and plunge once more into the adventures of
the principal characters. *“Dreadful!” said the critics.

*A MAN should know either ever&thing _or nothing—

performance of Miss Elizabeth Robins’s ¢ Dramatic tract,”

knowledge of life and character and the springs of human

except The Voysey Inheritance. The result was that he

have done it. He had certain characters whom he
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THAT benign pirate, Mr. Thomas Mosher, of Portland
Maine, performed a great service to literature when he

published in a beautiful little book the original text, as it -

appeared in “The Germ,” of “ The Blessed Damozel,”
together with all the emendations made by Rossetti

between the appearance of the poem in “ The Germ,” in

3

1850, and 1886, when it finally assumed its form as we now
know it. Mrs. E. Grant Richards has recently published

a little book called *“Early Poems of Dante Gabri

Rossetti,” in which the original *“ Germ” text is repro-
duced ; but this strikes one as being not quite fair to the

poet, who for nearly forty years went on changing and

‘ always improving this wonderful poem, which, if S
admittedly Rossetti’s masterpiece, has certainly i

. e

claims to be so considered. Oscar Wilde in the course Ld,f""
a c;iﬁtrover_sy carried on in the Pall Mall Gazetle, in the

use of
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. ‘““A Woman of No Importance’’ at
~ His Majesty’s.-—All who love epigram |
. and smart repartee will be interested
£ in the revival of ““ A Woman of No
' Importance ’° which Mr. Tree has
- placed upon the boards of His Majesty’s
| Theatre. The late Mr. Oscar Wilde’s
= claim to cleverness has never been
_ denied him, and of his many striking
plays this is, perhaps, the one which
- best manifests this undoubted ability. &
¢ The first act 1s mainly concerned with =
| *“ bon mots’’ and epigrammatic re-
F marks such as the oft-quoted one:
. ‘' The book of life begins with a man
#| and a woman in a garden—and finishes
* | with revelations,”’ and they are much
enjoyed by the audlence A very

. strong cast has been collected to do
justice to this clever comedy. With
the cynical and hard-hearted Lord
Illingsworth we have little sympathy,
¢ though Mr. Tree makes him a very
| polished gentleman and ever so amus-
' ing ; but for poor Mrs. Arbuthnot, the
i injured and sweet lady who has suffered
on his account, we feel much concern.
! This part brings out the sweet womanly
) qualities which Miss Marion Terry
i knows so well how to portray. A
very clever piece of acting is given by
Mrs. Calvert, who makes the untidy
| and absent-minded Lady Hunstanton
& a very real life study. We hear so
~ much nowadays about the sins of
smart society, that this play which
brings out the callous worldliness of
up-to-date smartness is likely to prove
| very welcome sauce to many palates.
] Jissen 20a81e08s LiversityBLibrary
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- Mr Alfred Darhyshire 15 an act,

pot the least interesting chapter of his baol

£The - Azt of tho Vietorian Stage,” i b

svhich deals with theatrical architecture: R&ﬁ
garding this he has as decided opintons LIS
e has on the mounting and setting of plss
‘He has no enthusiasm for the s mpiictsy hatt
s urged by some critics, and he guaice frony
' Shakespeare’s ‘“‘Henry V. an exteact whochii

the claims goes to prove that Shakespoare.
jhimself would ‘have preferred more Juxurgt
'{han the Elizabethan stage had at s coms
mand. - The passages are ao follows:—
& : " But pardon, gentles all

| The flat vnraised "spirircsp?hai S e

& On this unworthy scaffold to brin&k&xth_ ;

So great an object: can this cockpit bold.

¢ 'The vasty fields of France! or may W€ cram

{ Within this wooden O ths very casgues

% That did affrizht the air at Ag{nco\m?

I i

¥

Into a f-;v";v«ri ¢ t ] %

And ma maginary puissance; DR o i |

Think. \‘4? 5 we talkiat hotm,‘cvhﬂ: 10.5 <00 them

 Printing their prond Ticofs i" the Teceiwing eorthi

. For 'tis yout thoughts that-now must deck our Kingfy
’ e T SRS S = & Sl

s with your fhonghtss
"a‘;?;ﬂ&ﬁ f St e et

%
1
4

It is with ths actors and aotresses whomi..

_\r Darbyshire has met thet he deals, and

he writes most atiractively of Charles Keat,
‘Tenry Irving, Helen Faucit, Charles Calve
‘and - Ristori - But - the great throng o
‘popular dramatists receive scanty attention.
I'This is the fate of Pinero, of Henry Arthu; A
{Jones, of Darrie, of Touis N, Parker, and:
imany others. . Oscar. Wildle receives
‘mention at all] while (still more strange) tha
name of George ‘Bernard Shaw cannot ba.
\found in the whole book! Perhips the best:
‘compliment 1 can pay to Afr Derbyshire 13

that T.shouid like to have read what he had

to €&y AUBmen’s University Libraryi4 said.
‘enough to make me wish for more. ks
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KING’S THEATRE,

«Ppp IMPORTANCE OF BXING EARNEST.”—
After an interval of several vears, the play-
goors of Glasgow have an opportunity of en-
joying an Oscar Wilde comedy at the King’s.
1t is typical of the man and his writings, smart,
synical, epigrammatic, and topsy-turvical as any
Gilbertian humorous opera- Even the title is
whimstcal ; it is not to be taken as “ enrnest,”’
but as *“Frnest,”’ the name which the two

would-be brides will have as that of their
| future busbands and none other. Of course, |
it deals with life in society—the “society wit

tho very big S. One intended bridegroom has
between £7000 and £8000 a year, and although
tho other has * nothing but his debts,” as his
practical aunt puts it, his fiancee has £130,000. |
Naturally in such company we hear a great|
donl about society and 1ts deeds and misdeeds
from the main topic of the sarcastic conversa-
tion in which the various personages in the
comedy indulge. The complications and the
dialogue are delightfully amusing, and there
was a continuous ripple of laughter through
the auditorium from the rising of the curtain
until the going dowrn thereof. The Wilde
umour loses nothing of its pungent flavour as
it flows from the mouths of these speakers. Mr
Moneckton Hofle (the organiser of the com-
pany) and Mr C. J. Nicholson, as the two very
much up-to-dato lovers; Misses Hestor Newton
and Nora Hope, as the boloved; Miss Phyllis
Manrners, 8% the caleulating  matrimony
avenger; Miss Amy Lloyd-Desmond, as the
i sevore and learncil governess; and Mr Ralph
Hutton, as the rector for whom she has such
a strange fascination; arc @ company of players
who act naturally and speak as if their sayings
were Spontancous. The principal piece is pre-
cedcdg_by a dramatic playlet, “ A Queen's

M essedissen WRRISrEAIaR/e| realisti-
%Llly performed - by Mr m&@ﬁ%nd Miss
ope. ¢
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~ RICHARD STRAUSS's remarkable operatic
\, setting of Oscar Wilde’s “ Salomé” has been

 the subject of much controversy. Mr. Law-
' rence Gilman has just published (John Lane:
© 3s. 6d.) a little volume on the opera which is
_ mainly expository. He gives the outline of
| Wilde’s story and hints of Strauss’s music.
| The ethical questions raised by the work are

! not discussed. Those, of course, who believe

in art for art’s sake, justify Strauss’s treatment
of the story of the Daughter of Herodias who

. danced before Herod, by the contention that
| art has nothing to do with morals. They

would separate the man from the artist. But,
as a well known critic has asked, does anyone
imagine that the sensation seeking crowds in

“ Y New York went to the first performance of

5 /_.’u.‘.hs;u e A

« Salomé” for artistic reasons ; that they took

the artist with them to the theatre and left the |
man at home? Is it not rather true that, for |

- the majority, the “art” of Wilde and of Strauss

o s MERUE R o

what similar to the Thaw case?

PO
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My, Tree has revived at His Majesty’s A Woman
of No-Importance,” written by Oscar Wilde. It is
always interesting in cases of & revival as to whether
it will please the audience as it once did or whether
our tastes have changed . In some respects there
are many things n ** A Woman of No Importance
that pall on one now, but on the whole the piece is
as intoresting as ever, full of sparkling wibticisms.
Miss Marion Terry plays Dirs. Arbuthnot. Her
rendering of the part is absolutely beautiful.  As
herson Gerald Mr. Charles Quartermaine is excellent.
Miss Ellis Jefireys as Mrs. Allenby is splendid, ~As
‘| the garrulous y  Caroline Pontefract Mrs.
Charles Calvert is all one could:desire. Mr. Treeis, of
course, Lord Illingworth, a part which is thoroughly
suited to him. Miss Viola Tree plays extremely
well a ta‘ggg W of an American girl.
Other parts G iversity7Librasy.r White,
My, Charles Allen, Mr. Edmund Maurice, Miss

Kate Bishop, &,‘f‘ Miss Kate Cutler.

By SO
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KING’S THEATRE.

A treat is in store at the King’s Theatre
this week for all who care for witty stage
dialogue and amusing stage situations.
These are qualities we are accustomed  to
associate, and rightly so, with the works of
Mr Gilbert. However, they are also the pre-
vailing qualities of “The Importance of
Being Barnest,”’ an Oscar Wilde comedy, or
rather farce, which up till last night had not
been seen in Glasgow. Oscar Wilde was &
born humourist.  He displayed his humour
when he perambulated the country attired
in 2 velvet jacket and knee breeches preach-
ing the philosophic formulas which received
their <eath-blow in “Patience.”” It was
humour which inspired “Dorian Gray,” its
veneer of emotional sstheticism notwithstand-
ing. But his humour was utilised to
best advantage in his four plays, and of
these the crown, the masterpiece—so far as
humour is concerned—is ‘The Importance
of Being Earnest.”” This, which was the last
of the four, dates from 1895. Taken as a
play it really doesn’t count for yery much,
The story 1is trivial, the characters, well the
characters are absurd, and what is more they
are meant by their creator to be absurd.
They are not characters which have any real
resemblance to actual, living, men and women.
However, ‘the dialogue 1s $0 sparkling, so
i eynical, it comes home to us all so sharply,
hitting at our weaknesses. our little touches
of meanness. our selfishness, our moral
cowardice, that 1t is impossible not to enjoy
it. Human nature, at all events the more
seamy side of human nature, is laid bare by
Wilde in a manner which 1s at once unspar-:
ing, grotesque, and altogether _enjoy-
able. Every justice is done fo the piece by
the company  engaged in its representation |
at the King’s Theatre. The leading parts,
those of John Worthing and Algernon Mon-
crieff, are sustained by Mr C. J. Nicholson
and Mr Monckton Hoffe—Mr Hoffe is the
manager of the company—and sustained with
admirable grace and lightness of touch.
Other of the pgrforhmers are Mr Ralph
Hutton; and Misses Phyllis Manners, Hester |
Newton, and Nora Hope, and all are equal
1o the demands of their respective characters.
11\&4 little one-act drgma, egtitl‘ed “A Queen’s
| Mesgen ‘precades, and serves as a-cur-|’
%ut ﬁ%??}imﬁén University:tibrary of Being

arnest.
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What’s Doing at Theatres and
‘Music-Halls.

The late Oscar Wilde’s smartly-written
{ comed~. “ The Importance of Being Karnest,”

{ which was originally produced at the St James’s
e ;
Theatre,. London, eleven years ago, provides
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N receded by a one-act rgma, een’s
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0SCAR WILDE COMEDY.

The plays of the late Oscar Wilde are
again coming into favour. Mr. Tree’s
recent revival of one of them in London
was a great success, and there is every
ground for supposing that others will soon
be witnessed on the Metropolitan stage.

in the provinces a tour of “The Im-
portance of being Earnest » js yieldiny
oxcellent entertainment under the auspices
of Mr. Monckton Hoffe, whose specially
chosen company interprets the farcical
spirit, the brilliant wit and epigrammatis
foree of this comedy with undonbted

ect.

At the Glasgow King’s Theatre the com-.
pany referred to is attracting considers
able audiences, who enjoy to the full the
autlior’s home thrusts—worthy of Shart,
dan and likely to rank with his in Jaseie
interest—at the Society of the latier and of
the century. Nothing could be wmors
amnsing than the ripple wf fun that sus-
tains the action, an% ot({m maa?an in which
the Gjlbertis o is to the
e Ol ithoRbikieshon Library - pro.
vocative of the healthiest w




~ APRIL ‘13 1907

sidered he should have been awarded a flint arrow-heads
but as there was a moderate majority on the council, the
motion for the grant was lost by one vote. Certain ill-
feeling was engendered. And to cut a short story shorter
he was the ancestor of all old-fashioned people. Who.
' will deny that such a venerable pedigree does entitle
the family to be represented by dramatic critics? The
cackling geese are|still guardians of the Capitol and
safely preserve us from any attempt at Gallic or Nor-
wegian invasion, of a dramatic kind ; and Mr. Redford is
always there with anserine watchfulness to give the alarm.
It is right that they should be stupid and old-fashioned.
But it 1s the ignorance of the dramatic critics to which I
take exception.

A short time ago the Stage Society produced Les
Hannetons of Brieux. You would have thought that the
meaning of the play was made sufficiently clear by the
superb interpretation of the actors; or if they failed to
convey any meaning to ears long inured to the blame-
less dramas of Mr. Sutro and Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, a
reference to a natural history book and a French dictionary
would have given them the explanation for which the
are at a loss, Yet they nearly all declared of this bitter
little comedy that its moral purpose was to show that an
irregular ménage leads to unhappiness! And some of
them added reflections on the superiority of wedlock !
Now was this astonishing opinion due to delicacy, to
hypocrisy, to stupidity or to ignorance? They praised
the play, to do them justice ; and they praised the acting,
I am inclined to think that in most cases it was due to
virginal ignorance and incapacity. If this is the case it
| is a tribute to their private lives. On reflection I hesitate
- to invite Mr. Tree to corrupt them with the fruits of his
namesake. But it is the untruthfulness generated by
- ignorance to which I take exception,

The brilliant revival of Patience has served as an occa-
sion for a deliberate perversion of facts. Patience, we
are told by one critic, is a kindly satire which effectually
killed @stheticsm. Another critic expressed mild surprise,
not very complimentary to Mr. W. S. Gilbert, that the
opera had lost nothing of its piquancy although
@stheticism meant nothing to this generation! Another
refers to the /ash of Mr. Gilbert’s satire which drove the
a@sthetic movement and all it meant into obscurity,
Another of them recorded that it put an end to the
“ extravagant worship of the beautiful roused in the
bosom of some foolish people by the successful posturing ’
| of the original of Archibald Grosvenor. There were,
however, a few honorable exceptions; mnotably the
Times critic who pointed out acutely that one of the
reasons that Pafience amused us now is due to the fact
that astheticism is s#i// a living force in our literature and
art. But most of the critics spoke as if they were critics
| twenty-six years ago. Probably they were. The thoughts
of the dramatic critics to-day are the grandchildren of
| their wishes at the time. They are as false and illusive
| now as then.
|  When I think of the men who were rightly branded as
| @sthetes—Morris, Pater, Rossetti, Burne-Jones, Whistler,
| and Mr. Swinburne, some of whom never came into their
| own until long after Patience had ceased to run—I am
amazed at the ignorance and the falsehoods of these old
| gentlemen. Patience is one of the most delightful and
| beautiful satires ever composed. I should not call it
*Kkindly,” but that is a matter of opinion. I am only
concerned with dull facts. Bunthorne, the fleshly poet,
was a combined caricature of Whistler and Mr. Swinburne,
4 - whose seventieth birthday has been recently celebratedin
“the papers (and I hope in the hearts of every educated

{  manand woman in England). To the great painter of
g . Miss Alexander a statue by Rodin is about to be placed

on the Chelsea Embankment. At the Tate Gallery
- may be seen the beautiful Cophetua of Sir Edward Burne-
£ . Jones, whose feminine types were burlesqued in the
) . Patience chorus. I refer the dramatic critics to Christie’s
+ L@talo&fo_r the record prices fetched by his pictures

some fifteen years after Patience was produced. I refer
- them to any bookseller for a list of rather dreary books
& on the great painter and poet Rossetti, and to the won-
~ derful collection of drawings at Birmingham. On’ the
- outside of the new Victoria and Albert Museum there has
been recently erected a grotesque image of William Morris,
which must be intended to illustrate the line “ Oh! South
Kensington” in Mr. Gilbert’s text. Finally, I would
remind the critics that Mr. Archibald Grosvenor, who at
¢ the end of the opera discarded @sthetic costume, became |
some years after the first of English playwrights. And I
shall be reminded that he was afterwards put in prison.
4 In Germany, rightly or wrongly, he is considered the peer
of the other @sthetes, and one of his works is the most dis-
cussed drama in Europe. Its operatic form has turned
American journalism into a colosseum. In a short time
Messrs. Methuen will be bringing out I understand a
uniform edition of **Mr. Grosvenor’s” works. But it
will be very expensive, and, I fear, above the purse and
the intelligence of the average dramatic critic.
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DRAMA
REALISM AT THE COURT

“A maN should know either everything or nothing—

' which do you know ? >’ says Lady Bracknell in The Im-
" portance of Being Earmest. “‘1 know nothing, Lady

Bracknell,” replies Mr. Alexander, after an instant’s
hesitation. This quotation came into my mind as the
result of spending the greater part of last Tuesday at the
Court Theatre. The afternoon was consecrated to the
performance of Miss Elizabeth Robins’s ¢ Dramatic tract,”
Votes for Women !, the evening to the revival of Mr. John
Galsworthy’s Silver Box, originally given at a series of
matinées at the same theatre last autumn. - After witnes-
sing these two plays I feel, with Lady Bracknell, that a
man should know either everything or nothing—especially
if he (or she) intends to write for the stage. * Ignorance
is a delicate exotic plant. Touch it and the bloom is
gone.” Mr. Galsworthy when he wrote The Silver Box
seems to have had the incomparable advantage of know-
ing nothing. Nothing of the theatre, I mean. His
knowledge of life and character and the springs of human
action was extensive and profound, but of the contem-
porary stage, unless I am greatly mistaken, he was
entirely ignorant. In fact it would not surprise me to
learn that he had never seen any modern play at all
except The Voysey Inheritance. The result was that he
approached the writing of his own play without any
hampering recollections of how the other fellows would
have done it. He had certain characters whom he
wished to represent in certain relations. He looked
about for a series of situations which should allow
those characters to reveal themselves to us and just
pitched them on to the stage without bothering
about niceties of * construction.”” He divided his first
act into three scenes by dropping the curtain to indicate
the flight of time. The critics shook their heads and
murmured * Very bad technique.” When an English
dramatic critic talks about technique you may be tolerably
certain he is going to talk nonsense. Again he dropped
his curtain in the middle of Act ii., accompanying it this
time with a change of scene. * Worse and worse!”
murmured the critics. In the third act the first ten or
more minutes were devoted to the question whether two
little girls, whom we had never heard of before and whose
names we never know, should or should not be removed
from the care of their father and handed over to that of a
philanthropic society, Only after this little matter had
been dispose201iFsrisvomen'stunivarsityticbrasu 22e the thread
of the story and plunge once more into the adventures of

| the principal characters. ‘¢ Dreadful!” said the critics.
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THE BLESSED DAMOZEL

THAT benign pirate, Mr. Thomas Mosher, of Portland
Maine, performed a great service to literature when he
published in a beautiful little book the original text, as it
appeared in “The Germ,” of “ The Blessed Damozel,”
together with all the emendations made by Rossetti
between the appearance of the poem in  The Germ,” in
1850, and 1886, when it finally assumed its form as we now
know it. Mrs. E. Grant Richards has recently published
a little book called *“Early Poems of Dante Gabriel
Rossetti,” in which the original *“Germ "’ text is repro-
duced ; but this strikes one as being not quite fair to the
poet, who for nearly forty years went on changing and
always improving this wonderful poem, which, if not
admittedly Rossetti’s masterpiece, has certainly serious
claims to be so considered. Oscar Wilde in the course of
| a controversy carried on in the Pall Mall Gazeile, in the
early ’nineties, made use of the phrase, “no artist
improves. The artist revolves in a cycle ‘of masterpieces,
the first of Widflémfmom Uriversity Librapy gae last.” On

| being congratulated by a friend on having written *“a

e
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splendid piece of nonsense” in that sentence, he retorted | which really are not much better, if at all, than the
by inquiring whether the friend thought that Rossetti had | original lines. In 1870, twenty years after the lines were
ever written anything which he would definitely charac- | written, Rossetti was still hunting and groping for the
terise as finer than “ The Blessed Damozel.” The friend | right words. He changes
replied that on the whole he thought not. * Very well,” :
replied Oscar Wilde, ** Rossetti wrote that poem when he into TREEED My e
was seventeen ; isn’t that a proof of the truth of what
you call my ‘ splendid piece of nonsense’ ?”” The friend,
as behoved his position in what he now recognised as a | Which does not seem a great improvement, but the third
short but trenchant Socratic dialogue, admitted that it |line he changes into:
did. He might, of course, have argued that the poem
' was not really completed when Rossetti was seventeen, and
that the fact that he went on altering it during practically | which gave him the clue to the last perfect version sixteen
all the rest of his life was, on the contrary, a proof that | years later:
the artist does improve. In which case it might have Around her lovers newly met
been replied that though the poem was subsequently L] P doN deve £ A,
altered and improved it was actually conceived and p‘I‘heier hzgjr‘zrfe;rzgiqtfe:eg?:n‘ezs
written when Rossetti was seventeen, and that the altera- And the souls, mounting up to God,
tions, although admittedly improvements to the poem, Went by her like thin flames.
did not imply that Rossetti improved, but merely that he
had given longer time and more thought to it; and the
latter is, I think, on the whole the truer aspect of the
case. At any rate, there is enough of truth in it to show
stupid people that it is rather unsafe to say, of a brilliant
thing said by a brilliant man, that it is nonsense, simply
because one does not happen to understand it. Brilliant
people do not generally talk or write nonsense even when
they engage in controversies in the daily papers.
. Notf all poets have possessed this faculty that Rossetti
ad of improving what they emended. Tennyson made : =
several unfortunate changesyin the later editiyons of his g ¢ = Put | must stop, although 1 have galy

3 : dealt with two of the stanzas of the poem. (Every stanza,
Y(ig:ls:ice](;(f) 1;?:{?, only one example. The lines in the | it the exception of three, was altgred by Rossgtti, and

in every single case the alterations were improvements )
Or else flushed Gannymede his golden thigh I am reminded how dangerously narrow is the border line
Half buried in the eagle’s down, between the language of true admiration and emotion,

Disliorma: St a8 cpoilc by sutticating < rosy R Rl el R AL U [ R
or golden ;. y thigh. olden is infinitely finer, : 4 I :
nﬁore bee(liutlféxl and mlgre c121_§sical in the r‘ight sense of :ﬁ;nlg,c;glgeaﬂ%trgrﬁf;;%d?i %rfeaﬂtlor;xter; fw(I)llllcrh hs:s(rlrt) ntn(;dt;(i
]t):m‘:zoerl.’.’ Ign':gzrﬁers tosstszf;;lashzhk?;lge;iuilna]-f h? Blessed eritics, when they are not taking the other and still more
g > usual alternative of being merely dull and dismal. This
Her blue grave eyes were deeper much alternative is perhaps suggested to them by the lines in
Than:a deep water even, the ““ Duchess of Malfi ”’ ;

Six years later he improved it into: Come let us sing a heavy note,
Some deadly dogged howl !
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of the Société des Grandes Auditions de France | 3scar Wilde’s play, which he wrote himself
i f . # very flamboyant French, was first acted,
presided over by the Countess Greffulbe, and under but 12 years ago, by “L’(Euvre” Drama-
the management of Mr. Gabriel Astruc, who holds § Society, then ir its heyday. The opera
the French rights of the work. The first rehearsals E ¥l be given at the Chatelet Theatre, under
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How splendid, how perfect! And yet remember this in
support of the ““cycle of masterpieces” theory that the
two last lines, which 1 have italicised, have not been
altered at all. They were there from the beginning, and
they are Zhe lines of the stanza, perhaps of the whole
poem, both from the splendour of the image they evoke
and the cunning skill of using the epithet * thin’’ for
flames. Almost any one else would have said *‘red
flames” or *curled flames,” or something else which
would have spoilt the perfect beauty of the stanza.
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Her eyes knew more of rest and shade
Than waters stilled at even; At anyfrthe, that appears to be the sort of spirit in which

most of the gentlemen who discourse i i
and finally, fourteen years after that, came the perfect: | devoted to literature sit down touwritler.l w"?ilfyy ?35355“33
Her eyes were deeper than the depths forget that the lines in Webster's play are put into the
Of waters stilled at even. mouth of a madman, and are not intended as “ advice to
those about to write an article.”” Or is it the editors who
forget, or perhaps (horresco referens) the proprietors ; and
1s it they who are responsible for the perverted alchemy
which transmutes brilliant talents (and London is to-day
full of brilliant talents) into dull metal? I don’t know.
But I do know that there is a theory (emanating from
Fleet Street) that it *“ doesn’t pay” to be brilliant, and
that * the public doesn’t like 1t.” I think the theory is

: e L st a mistaken one. Need I say that these remarks do not

ggtl)?oegysatii?r%r; t,llégtet}}?;h;}é?;vse}gfer Cclrseeatil(]i %iqultSItE refer to the journal in whichyI have the honour to write ?
A 3 au

those children of Thought and patient Selection, s, Lo dotect motes de welk B mug i

- atient living, but as to beams, I have never been able to s
Let us take again Stanza 8 as it originally appeared : except, occasionally, moonbeams.v I amea poei. i

Mg. BEErRBOEM TREE some time ago started a dramatic
school for the training of young actors—an experiment
which more than justified the sanguine hopes of our most
enterprising managers. Could he be induced to start a
school for dramatic critics ? That there is a crying need
for some such institution, the dramatic notices in the
daily press afford a melancholy proof. My complaint™
against a particular class of journalist is not that his
oint of view is stupid or old-fashioned. It is only fair
that stupidity should have its recognised mouthpiece on |
the staff of every paper, especially on a questlonlof'such 1
commercial importance as the drama. The majority of 1
plays are written down to the intelligence of the dramatic |
critics: A play, even when itisa failure, is seen and dis- |
cussed by persons who never think of reading the other |
lies in a newspaper. Old-fashioned people, pumerlcally :
less than the stupid, are also of considerable importance.
Age does mnot wither for them, the Robertsonian drama,
nor does custom stale the infinite Variety stage. Age hecxls
nothing to do with prejudices and predilections. The old-
fashioned are intellectually important because theél
remind us of what our fathers had to fight against an
what our children may become. They emphasise for ucs1
that there is no finality in art and that old-fashione
people will exist forty years hence, clinging with tllll_e:
tenacity of youth to ideas which have ceased to be intelli
gent or to have significance, because the env1.ronment has
changed. The paradox of the first generation becomes
the truth of the second, theh commonplace of the third
latitude of the fourth. : : v
an%g(k;;gn who first said ¢ Boh ’ to a goose,”’ was probably |
a great innovator and in his day a hero who received the
freedom of his city and the thanks of the community mi
the shape of a flint arrow-head—the Victorian Order o
the period, awarded for acts of conspicuous bravery.
Mothers told their children of his daring and sages
lamented the lack of spirit and enterprise of good old days
when speech was freer and courage held of more account.
Then some horrid little boy, bored with tradition, chose a
favourable opportunity, when every one could both see
and hear him, for repeating the words to a flock of geese, |
which paid not the slightest sttention. His family con- o
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the poet as a sort of inspired gramophone * pouring out ”’
beautiful words as a nightingale pours out beautiful
sounds. Real poets never * pour out’” words, they coin
them painfully and slowly and lovingly * with fire in the
soul and ice in the brain,” they leave the ** pouring out ”’ of
words to journalists and stump orators and *distin-
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splendid piece of nonsense ” in that sentence, he retorted
- by inquiring whether the friend thought that Rossetti had
ever written anything which he would definitely charac-
terise as finer than * The Blessed Damozel.” The friend
replied that on the whole he thought not. ** Very well,”
replied Oscar Wilde, ** Rossetti wrote that poem when he
was seventeen ; isn’t that a proof of the truth of what
you call my  splendid piece of nonsense’ ?”” The friend,
as behoved his position in what he now recognised as a
short but trenchant Socratic dialogue, admitted that it
did. He might, of course, have argued that the poem
* was not really completed when Rossetti was seventeen, and
that the fact that he went on altering it during practically
all the rest of his life was, on the contrary, a proof that
the artist does improve. In which case it might have
been replied that though the poem was subsequently
altered and improved it was actually conceived and
written when Rossetti was seventeen, and that the altera-
tions, although admittedly improvements to the poem,
did not imply that Rossetti improved, but merely that he
had given longer time and more thought to it; and the
~ latter is, I think, on the whole the truer aspect of the
_ case. At any rate, there is enough of truth in it to show
stupid people that it is rather unsafe to say, of a brilliant
- thing said by a brilliant man, that it is nonsense, simply
because one does not happen to understand it. Brilliant
people do not generally talk or write nonsense even when
they engage in controversies in the daily papers.
Not all poets have possessed this faculty that Rossetti
had of improving what they emended. Tennyson made
. several unfortunate changes in the later editions of his
~ works. To take only one example. The lines in the
 Palace of Art,” :

Or else flushed Gannymede his golden thigh
Half buried in the eagle’s down,

he afterwards changed and spoilt by substituting “‘ rosy ”
for golden ; “his rosy thigh.” Golden is infinitely finer,
more beautiful and more classical in the right sense of
the word. Compare Rossetti’s changes in ** The Blessed
Damozel.” In the first stanza he had originally :

Her blue grave eyes were deeper much
Than a deep water even,

Six years later he improved it into:

Her eyes knew more of rest and shade
Than waters stilled at even;

and finally, fourteen years after that, came the perfect :

Her eyes were deeper than the depths
Of waters stilled at even.

~ Here is an object-lesson in the way to write poetry, and
a rebuke to the foolish and the ignorant who imagine
the poet as a sort of inspired gramophone * pouring out”’
beautiful words as a nightingale pours out beautiful

- sounds. Real poets never * pour out ”’ words, they coin
them painfully and slowly and lovingly “ with fire in the
soul and ice in the brain,”” they leave the ** pouring out ”’ of
words to journalists and stump orators and * distin-
guished statesmen” ; rather they exercise an exquisite
economy of words, those “shadows of created Beauty,”
those children of Thought and patient Selection.

Let us take again Stanza 8 as it originally appeared :

Heard hardly, some of her new friends
Playing at holy games,

Spake gentle-mouthed among themselves
Their virginal chaste names ;

And the souls, mounting up to God,
Went by her like thin flames,

The first emendations are—in the first line:
2 She scarcely heard her new sweet friends,

and then in thfdigslqgine :

SoftlyJthey spake among themselves,

which really are not much better, if at all, than the
original lines. In 1870, twenty years after the lines were
written, Rossetti was still hunting and groping for the
right words. He changes

Playing at holy games, »
into
; Amid their loving games ;

which does not seem a great improvement, but the third
line he changes into :

Spake evermore among themselves,

which gave him the clue to the last perfect version sixteen
years later :
Around her lovers newly met
’Mid deathless love's acclaims,
Spoke evermore among themselves
Their heart-remembered names
And the souls, mounting up to God,
Went by hev like thin flames.

How splendid, how perfect! And yetremember this in
support of the ““cycle of masterpieces” theory that the
two last lines, which 1 have italicised, have not been
altered at all. They were there from the beginning, and
they are Zhe lines of the stanza, perhaps of the whole
poem, both from the splendour of the image they evoke
and the cunning skill of using the epithet “ thin”’ for
flames. Almost any one else would have said *‘red
flames’” or *curled flames,” or something else which
would have spoilt the perfect beauty of the stanza.

Thin flames!—but I must stop, although I have only
dealt with two of the stanzas of the poem. (Everystanza,
with the exception of three, was altered by Rossetti, and
in every single case the alterations were improvements )
I am reminded how dangerously narrow is the border Jine
between the language of true admiration and emotion,
and the language of gush. I don’t want to gush if I can
help it; but I would rather do that than not say what I
think, or be patronising of great men which seem to be
the Scylla and Charybdis of most of our hebdomadal
critics, when they are not taking the other and still more
usual alternative of being merely dull and dismal. This
alternative is perhaps suggested to them by the lines in
the ““ Duchess of Malfi ”’ :

Come let us sing a heavy note,
Some deadly dogged howl !

At any rate, that appears to be the sort of spirit in which
most of the gentlemen who discourse in weekly magazines
devoted to literature sit down to write. They appear to
forget that the lines in Webster’s play are put into the
mouth of a madman, and are not intended as “ advice to
those about to write an article.”” Or is it the editors who
forget, or perhaps (horresco referens) the proprietors ; and
is it they who are responsible for the perverted alchemy
which transmutes brilliant talents (and London is to-day
full of brilliant talents) into dull metal? 1 don’t know.
But I do know that thereisa theory (emanating from
Fleet Street) that it ** doesn’t pay” to be brilliant, and
that * the public doesn’t like it.” I think the theory is
a mistaken one. Need I say that these remarks do not
refer to the journal in which I have the honour to write ?
I hope not. I can detect motes as well as any man
living, but as to beams, I have never been able to see any
except, occasionally, moonbeams, I am a poet.
AD,
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Jissen Women's University Library [ right. 18us; where the text
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Glasgow Evening News,

LITERATURE, ART, MUSIC.

Messrs Vickers send out the very mterestlr:ig it
correot, information that the late Oscar Wilde is
qupposed to be the author of a book entitled ‘A
Holiday in Hades,” which they dpropose to issue
under the pw% of “Pavid Scoffern.” We
are ace s to actxvxty
of t.he é@%’ﬁw-m t., but-if is
another matter when authors ‘Oscar
Wiide renew their | labours..
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I‘ right. Thus; where the text says: ‘“ More

OSCAR WILDE IN FRENCH. | women grow old nowadays through

It is devoutly to be hoped that the ‘ the faithfulness of their admirers than
Freunch valuation of the talent of Oscar | through anything else,” the sentence is
Wilde will not base itself upon the_ trans- ‘ translated correctly, but for the small de-
lation into French by a well-meaning B{d jtail’- that “faithfulness”’ becomes * in-
Arnelle of *‘ Lady Wirtdermere’s Fan,” “A | fidelitg.” Again, “We do our best to
Woman of No Importance,” and “An |waste the public time ” js translated by
Ideal Husband.”” The wit and sparkle “ Nous faisons de notre mieux pour ne
of the dialogue are the very life of these | pag perdre e temps destiné au public.”’
comedies, and this astonishing translation . This sort of thing is so amazing that one

has managed to kill both, In many CAses, - ceases to.be thrilled by mere mistransla-

when a characteristic paradox appeal}rls 10 tionsg s(;xch as ‘“étandard de morale?’’ for

the original, M. Arnelle appears to have | “gtandard of life.’ or 55il faut ls con-.
’ 038, univers iy, 0 27 '

come to the chari2Qb9 udi&iﬁﬂmﬁﬁ'ﬁ; B¥ment ?? fof! “ig should be
inversion of the obvious was due to aslip imore widely known.” 2
of the pen, which it is his duty to_set ' by




a question which many people ask
themselves at this time of the year;
20 nor is the question a snobbish one, or
a foolish one, for nowadays it is almost necessary
o have a “Peerage” at one’s elbow so as to
understand the news of the passing hour.
‘At a moment when the House of Lords is being
| once more threatened this may seem extra-
ywrdi . As a matter of fact, however, there
| has probably never been a time when the peerage
was so integral a part of the community as at the
‘present. It is an extraordinary comment on de-
. aocracy that this should be the case, but it re-
| mains a fact. I once heard Mr. John Burns in a
speech at Hyde Park ridiculing a worker for
balancing himself on the railing in Rotten Row
‘4o watch the “swells’’ go past. But in spite of
all that, the theoretical democrat may say-——and
This attitude is delightfully burlesqued in’ “The
| Mun from Blankleys ”~~there is not ouly a great
interest in a lord among the masses, but it 13 an
‘absolute fact that a lord (though only flesh and
| blood like other people) auntomatically assumes a
1 certain value in the mind of a country such ‘@s

aurs.
4 The growth of the peerage Oi:o cmn;a;ldeeilt with
"\ the i wn which seems
g hind n&mﬁaﬁx this and kindred

‘WHO'S WHO IN T

*
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E PEERAGE.
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BULLOCH.

methods to plant the feet of the throne on a
wider basis. Not only has the number of peers
been inereased, but practically a new class has
been created in making the children of life peers
“ Honourable ”’—an order which was retrospec-
tive and which has given immense umbrage to
the baronets. Many new orders and decorations
have been created by the Crown as the fountain
of honour, and the holders of these go to increase
the Court or privileged class. Here is a list of a

few of these recent orders.

1856. The Vietoria Cross.
1861. The Most Exalted Order of the Star of
India, which takes precedence after the

Bath, }
1862. The Royal Order of Victoria and Albert

(for Women).
1878. The Imperial Order of the Crown of India
{for Women).

1878. ThE‘mMpst Eminent Order of the Indian
pire.

1886. The Distinguished Service Order.

1896. The Royal Victorian er.

1899. The Order of Mercy.

1901. The Conspicuous Service
Navy).

1902. The Order of Merit.

1902. The Tmperial Service Order.

The paradoxical note of our time is illustrated
very strikingly this year. Although last year
marked the return of the most powerful demo-
cratio Parliament in the history of our country, it
also marked an almost record number of crea-
tions,  including = seventeen pecrs, nineteen
baronets, 190 knights, and 338 ecompanions.

Five annuals, specially devoted to the peerage,
aro mow making their appearance, although 100
years ago there was but one or two, notably
Debrett; moreover, the same ground is covered
more or less by nearly all the different annuals,
such as Whitaker, Hazell, and o on. Most of
the peerages areiexpensive, but the popular de-
mand for such a work has increased so much that
within the last few years a 3s. 6d. peerage has
been issued by our old friend Whitaker, and it is
not only the cheapest but it is one of the very

) R ,
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Cross (for the

also complementary. = Thus Burke, now in its
sixty-ninth edition, and published at two guineas,
is undoubtedly the best for giving the genealogy
of the peers, and it has improved immensely of
recent years, with the increasing accuracy of
genealogy which no lomger answers . Oscar
Wilde's description of it as ‘‘ the best thing the
English have done in fiction.” The oldest peer-
age, Debrett, which is now in its 194th year, and
which also costs two guineas, specialises on the
living coilaterals of the particular families, and
devotes but small space to genealogy. It is done
with extraordinary care so that it may be taken to
justify the title sometimes bestowed upon it as
the ‘ Bible of Society.’’ Then comes Lodge’s
Peerage, now in its eeventy-fifth edition. This
work has had a very curious history, for Lodge,
who was Norroy King of Arms, had practically
nothing whatever to do with its compilation. The
book was really eompiled by three ladies—Anne,

Eliza, and Maria Innes—and Lodge, from
“motives of benevolence,” simply lent his name
to 'it.

A year or two ago the peerage was taken

ccorporated (without stati

CPVIVVIV VIV P UV S v w vy |

by the Kellys, of Dir

: ectory
very wisely jettisoned the ladies’ worl

and in-
: - the fact), the remark
able peerage which had compiled by
late Mr. Joseph Foster. Why Mr. )

age was not a success is difficult to say, for it

tha’

fame, and tboy

was very well done, if on somewhat purist lines, |

and it was the pioneer in the new school of de-
corative heraldry. The new Lodge remains by
far the best peerage in this respect. We come to

a capital 10s. 6d. book in Dod’s peerage, which

has just been issued for the sixty-seventh year,

Dod, like Burke, was an Irishman, and compiled !

a well-known Parliamentary Guide in addition to |

the peerage. = The specialty of Dod is in bio-
graphies of the peers rather than in geneglogical
histories or lists of relations. Whitaker, which

is only a Pew years old, contains everything that ‘

most of us want in ite 737 pages.

Notwithstanding the large number of annuale .

published about the peerc and the great amount
of gossip that appears in newspapers about them,
their biographies in book form are extremely in-
adequate. Nearly all the peerages proper con-
tent themselves with simply giving official infor-

»»

mation, and even ‘‘ Who's Who,” which more or

less covers the same ground, has much to mend

in this respect. I have often thought that a man
who can compile a peerage which would treat of
peers as human beings rather
an inherited succession would make a hit.

§
£h

ggun figure-heads in.
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Dally Tclcgraph

Our Paris Corresponde—nt writes: After lengthy
negotiations, arrangements have been made to per-
form Richard Strauss’s “Salome” in Paris, where
Oscar Wilde'’s play, which he wrote himself in very
flasmboyant French, was first acted, about a dozen
years ago by “LdBuvre” Dramatic Society, then
in its heyday. The opera will be given on or about
May 10, at the Chitelet Theatre, under the patronage
of the Société des Grandes Auditions de France,
presided over by the Countess Greffulhe, and under
the management of Mr. Gabriel Astruc, who holds
the French rights of the work. The first rehearsals
will be conducted by Gabriel Pierné, an intimate
friend of Strauss, who is expected, towards May 2,
to superintend the, final preparations. “Salome”

| will be sung in German by the artists who “ created ”

the opera in different German towns, the cast being
varied for successive performances. The erchestra
will be that of Mr. Colonne. “Salome” is eagerly
expected in Paris, where the critiw have praised it

highly, M Plerﬁ&é@a vers E’Far who is no
Ioaroller emg en usws ic ovelr stc, while
% slatmg Oscar Wilde'’s play ﬁercely
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The Paris correspondent of the “Tele-
raph’” writes: —After lengthy nsgotiations,
rrangements have been made to perform
lichard Strauss’s “Salome” in Paris, where
j §nr Wilde’s play, which he wrote himself

i very flamboyant French, was first acted,
sub 12 years ago, by “IL/@Euvre” Drama-
Society, then in its heyday. The opera

il be given at the Chatelot Theatre, under

» s patronage of the Rociete des Grandes

% ditions de France: The first rehearsals

. # 1 be conducted by Gabrisl Pierne, an infi-
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! pupo friend of Straunss. “Salome” will be

#%% in German by the arfistes who “created”

opera in different German towns, the

;o boing varied for successive performances.

" ¥ orchestra will be that of Mr Colonne.
t “Salone” is eagerly expected in Paris, where

he crigissant mmjge 1y \g Pierre
Lalo; o? tge .“ie'mps. who ?sb %@r Qfg-foller.
being enthusiastic over the musie, while
‘slating’> {Oscar Wilde’s play fercely. *
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We are mfulmed that the authmst of a
‘fmthcm'unnr work entitled “A Holl(fl')w in
Hades deamw with the might dead is
ﬂSS‘““"@IéSﬁrﬁWBﬁmmtﬂht By though

*David, Scoffern will officially appear as




ACADEMY

IMPATIENCE

In fact my form’s the bloomin’ utter.—W. E, HENLEY.

Mr. BEErBOEM TREE some time ago started a dramatic
school for the training of young actors—an experiment
which more than justified the sanguine hopes of our most
enterprising managers. Could he be induced to start a
school for dramatic critics ? That there is a crying need
for some such institution, the dramatic notices in the |
daily press afford a melancholy proof. My complaint
against a particular class of journalist is not that his |
point of view is stupid or old-fashioned. It is only fair |
that stupidity should have its recognised mouthpiece on |
the staff of every paper, especially on a question of such
commercial importance as the drama. The majority of |
plays are written down to the intelligence of the dramatic
critics: A play, even when it is a failure, is seen and dis-
cussed by persons who never think of reading the other
lies in a newspaper. Old-fashioned people, numerically |
less than the stupid, are also of considerable importance.
Age does not wither for them, the Robertsonian drama,
nor does custom stale the infinite Variety stage. Age has
nothing to do with prejudices and predilections. The old-
fashioned are intellectually important because they
remind us of what our fathers had to fight against and
what our children may become. They emphasise for us
that there is no finality in art and that old-fashioned
people will exist forty years hence, clinging with the
tenacity of youth to ideas which have ceased to be intelli-
gent or to have significance, because the environment has
changed. The paradox of the first generation becomes
the truth of the second, the commonplace of the third
and the platitude of the fourth. : ;
The man who first said * ¢ Boh ’ to a goose,” was probably
a great innovator and in his day a hero who received the
freedom of his city and the thanks of the community in
the shape of a flint arrow-head—the Victorian Order of
the period, awarded for acts of conspicuous bravery.
Mothers told their children of his daring and sages
lamented the lack of spirit and enterprise of good old days
when speech was freer and courage held of more account.
Then some horrid little boy, bored with tradition, chose a
favourab rtunity, when every one could both see
and hear 1%&%%&%39%%%’0%@% aPock of geese, |
which paid not the slightest sttention. His family con- ©




	v9cover
	v9



