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An interesting revival, and perhaps even of
some importance. It will be important if it
signifies that Mr. Treo is no longer to exclude

from the repertory of His

Theatre. The curious will have

~ observed an alteration of the proscenium-frame
last night, which brings the stage-picture within
reasonable dimensions. Doubtless this means
that Mr. Tree and his company intend from

time to time to be seen in modern plays con-|

structed to the scale of ordinary life ; and

’

if that be 80, why so much the better, as Mr.

Tree and hisécompany ought not to be restricted !
to one or two kinds of drama, but to take, if they |

choose, all drama for their provinece. Everyhody
last night was obviously interested in the
now unusual spectacle of Mr. Tree in a modern
ay and, so to speak, in his own every-day
clothes. A modern play ? Weil, the ‘word
“ modern ”’ is elastie enough to cover 4 Woman
of No Importance, which certainly cannot be
called ‘‘ ancient.”” Of course it dates ; if
only beeause it so obviously belongs to a
period upon which its author set his mark and
which was not quite Iike any other period before
or since. A word constantly repeated in the
course of the play is ¢ nowadays ’—a word that
always has a curiously ironic ring a few years |
later. * Nowadays,” says this or that character,
people do or don’t do—whatever it may be.
Nowadays people don't talk in plays as Oscar
Wilde made them talk—for one reason because
there is no playwright among us capable of
inventing that brilliant talk, and, for another,
because playgoers would not be disposed to listen
to it with enthusiasm. The truth is, a little
of it goes a long way, and in 4 Woman of No
Importance there is far too much of it. The first’
act, for instance, is all epigram, and there is not a
‘hint of the play to come until the final sentence,
It would be interesting—on some other occasion—
to trace the filiation of Oscar Wilde's dialogne.
Obviously it owes something to the Disraelian
novel. Less obviously, but still unmistakably,
something to Thomas Love Peacock (for example,
‘the passage in Aect III. wherein each character
tries to define * the secret of life ' will be recog- |
nized, as in form, an old friend by all readers of |
¢ Crotchet Castle ). Bub the greater part,
though not always the best part, is of the
‘author’s own invention—includjng such really
good things as “ Women are Sphinxes with-
out secrets,” and such deplorably mechanical
ithings as ¢ Nothing succeeds like excess.”’
- Whatever the origin of this dialogue, and |
| whatever its merits and demerits, one thing is
‘certain—it ought to come trippingly off the
tongue. Mr. Tree and his company spoke it last
‘night a little too consciously—had, in fact, a
' ¢ difficult labour ” with their epigrams, This,
however, is a shortecoming which will probably
disappear in a couple of performances.

To the gist of the play, the story of Mrps.
Arbuthnot and Lord Hlingworth and their boy,
ample justice was done. It strikes one perhaps
. ““ nowadays,”’ as the author would say, to he a
rather sentimentally treated story—the sentiment

ces of the theatre of Augier and
which was inordinately fond of this
particular theme—and the sentiment, moreover,
rather jars with the cynicism of the other, or purely
conversational, elements of the play. It is ag
though the author were continually shifting hig
| point of view ; holding a candle to the devil in hig
' lighter passages and then atoning for that, freak
by a certain exaggeration of sentiment in the
| serious part of - his story. The effect isn pot-
pourri of moods, with an effect which is a little
| disconcerting. But the great point is that it is
always an exbilarating effect. The play is never
dull, and is often really: brilliant. 1t is capitally
acted. Miss Marion Terry gets a chance of
 pouring out all her sweetness, Mr. Tree is bright
E incisive, Miss neg‘_a.chnrming.ly sincere |
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ﬂecreed that it is not the

drama of Oscar Wilde's comedy which has aged since
first we saw it years ago at the Haymarket Theatre,

but the epigrammatic dialogue which in those days
we thought marked the last ery in the art of the

] pla ywright,

talk which “dateq » “A W
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foremost to the quality he affected to despise—the
power of telling a human story dramatically,
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the struggle between ‘mother and father for the

space could the author have

he wronged, the lovely
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A crowded and brilliant audience last n
extended a warm welcome to Mr. Tree's
of ““ A Woman of No Importance.” In the fo

rs. Allenby
Hester Worsley...

teen years which have elapsed since the produe ¥

tion at the Haymarket many  things hg

happened. Not the least important is the rise of
Mr. Bernard Shaw, who, while delighting no leg
than his countryman in perversity, has taught
audiences to expect more %o be done for them,

Not all the epigrams heard last night are of the ;‘ emday last.

| best, and some which required the mind to meet,
!
them half-

Some of the
d unheeded.
two.thirdq of

leisurely, the audience laughed most heartily. |
he most dramatic act—the third,$in ‘
Gerald Arbuthnot is only deterreds fr,

the attention !

e, and at its finish the curtain had |
to be raised and lowered many times. Mn. |
Tree has put the piece on very handsomely, the
gardgn scene being most beautiful, while the |
dr?,wmg-room scene, in which pass the second and
third acts, is a model of quiet and tasteful luxury.
Mr. Tree has not been as successful as usual in
engaging members
repeats, of course, his admirable impersonation of
Illingworth, calm, imperturbable,
insolent, and gives the utmost point to the
audacious sallies in which Iingworth specialises.
His cool, assured and graceful, almost, fasciﬁating
‘demeanour is wonderfully maintained. The only ||
other member of the original cast is Mr, Charles
A:llan, Who reappears as the pompous, platitu-
dinous politician Kelvil, Miss Marion Terry in
Mrs. Bernara Beere's old part, Mrs. Arbuthnot, |
acts with unfailing charm, tenderness and
sympathy. Her gorrow -and heyr . passion are

alike dignified. Mp. Charles Quartermaine is |
frank, bright, and pleasing as the son, and as
ester Worsley Miss Viola Tree sings extremely ||

. She acts, too, with sincerity, but both the |
nationality and the eharacter of the American girl |
seem toelude her grasp. Mrs.Charles Calvert causes
much amusement as  {he fatuous old Lady
Hunstanton. Miss Ellis Jeffreys  is delightfully |

Kate Bishop ags Lady Gavoline and Miss Kate |
Cutler as Lady Stutfield materially contribute to f
the evening's success, A very clever performance
1s given by Mr. Edmund Maurice as the Rector ; |
it was hugely enjoyed, hut suffers somewhat from [
being too fareical for the tone of the play. ““A |
Woman of No Tmportance’ will be repeated |
nightly until furthep notice, and on Thursday |
next Mr. Tree will give a matinde of Hamlet, "
in which he will he supported by Miss Viola
%‘ree as Ophelia and Mys, Russ Whytal as the
ueen, :

' essing, after a lapse of many years, the revival

of the original cast. He' 3

and suavely |

| would dare to-day to set the characters of a play |
: in a semi-circle and for full seven-eighths_ of an
| entire act keep themn in their seats, u.tt,ermg the
words placed in their mouths by thfs witty a}xthor,
while the plot was allowed to eool 1ts'heels.m 1‘;‘he
wings? The strange thing in eonnection with “A
Woman of No Importance” is that its evanescent
qualities seem to be of a more endu'ring character
than its permanent, or what should be its pez'ma.nen.t,
properties. If anything about it has grown o.ld lxt
is the story, which, however, was never of. a stf-kag y
novel description. Yet, here and there, it grips with
undoubted and relentless force. The unexpected
meeting of Lord Illingworth with the woman he, as
a youth, had betrayed and heartlessly abandoned,
the marvellously path~tic interview bettween mother
and son, ¢ 'lminating in the confession by .Mrs.
Arbuthnot that the lad’s would-be benefactor is tbe
f;nher to whom he owes the disgrace attached to his
birﬁ, the powerful scene in the last act, wht_are
Hlingworth’s cynical offer to make tar«.iy reparatfon
to the woman he onee wronged rveceives a fifting
response in the shape of a blow on his. face—all these a
are incidents coneeived in a genuipely dmm*a.tac‘1
spirit. Treated also they are in a2 masterly manner, !
and with a sense of their emotional value Whmhi
cannet be over-praised. Here the- author : lays |
aside his cap and bells, and a;wpea.rsd 1;1 th? h;gh::
i iy ari moralist, determined t
VU — and true meaning of his
well worth waiting for;
the dramatist capable of
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‘“OMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.”
expomanom there are more curious than that

lay which has served, in how'soeve'r small o;
degree, to make theatrical history. On suc
ns there must always be a mental effort to;
stitute the original scene, an attempt to throw-
back into the atmosphere and to .re-cn.sdje
ings of other days. At the same time, it is
ble to resist the appeal of the present moment.
a happy phrase, what a brilli'a.nt paradox was
" he spectator wil]l say underhis brea@, only. an
nb later to find hitnself in the act of deliberating
, after all, the phrase was qui}e £0 h~appy4, the
jox quite so brilliant, as he origma%ly xma.gm‘ed.
change and we with them; there is mo denylng
uth of the Latin adage. On /},&Je ot.her
how stimulating, how refreshing, ¥ is
cover that the pleasure which a play, a
T a picture once afforded us u as Bf«rong, as
and as sure as ever. Something of .all thu:‘
gpectant audience which last night awaited the
f of the eurtain on “A Woman of No Impol‘to-L
at His Majesty’s must have felt. Wou!dn t‘ho

W 1«4:7 s
amatic critic will deal next week with the
‘Ixztll(/:Voman of No Importance at the Hay-
: In the meanwhile we are
ttecord that with the exception of the Témes
nearly all the morning papers gave a false

he evening. Whatever the opinions may be

y or the author, the fact remains that the
enthusiastic. We have heard of dramatic

ly papers who leave after the first act and
Fleet Street. On Wednesday one of them
ghole time in the bar of the theatre writing his
er the first Act; he did not return to the audi-
left the theatre in the middle of the fourth Act.

more.

Were many people who remembered the first
he play agl tge }I)-Iaymarket on April 19, 1993,
s a few of them regretted that the author was

d present to witness the brilliant performance
ola Tree as Hester Worsley. Itis a most diffi-

Miss Tree realised to a supreme degree the
the lines she had to say,and Miss I\,I,arlon Terr,y
ourse, born for the *‘ purple patches ”’ of Wilde’s
| Every one knew Miss_Terry would be perfect.
ot know that Miss Viola Tree was the ideal

! acquaintance with Mr.
lation of Hester.

¥e on former occasions made observations on the ceases.

fice of the dramatic critics. But even the in-
Bt are entitled to their opinion, based though
bon a deficient education. When, however, the
ic, always an adept at 1 suppressio veri, falls
uggestio falsi, the actor-manager, if no one els?,
interfere, Any one present at His Majesty’s
00 Wednesday night must have rubbed his eyes
pened to see the Daily Mail on the f‘?llf)wm’g’
b The account of the evening given by “ K, H.
berate misrepresentation of facts: it is abopil:
as the Daily Mail’s account of, say, the Coloma
¢. The curtain was raised four times after
Act, and twice after each preceding Act. Mr.
talled npon for a speech and each of the actors
Widually, Tepeatedly called before the foot}lghts”.
fitly formed “Society of Dramatic Critics
ire into the conduct of “ K. H.: " if by chance
Ember of that body. That a fifth-rate playwright
thor-of vulgar suburban stories should be a
all {g only another of the amazing features of
ttheliffe’s amazing organ,

Congreve and Sheridan.
of the seventeenth

be playwrights themselves.

one of his stories), fsay

could not be very expensive.”

§ & 4
AT HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE i But

WHEN Mr. Beerbohm Tree left the Haymarket Theatre
it seemed as though we lost one of our finest character-
actors ; or rather not lost but mislaid on the vast stage of i
His Majesty’s. Neither Shakespeare nor scenery nor ible attraction
Mr. Stephen Phillips was any compensation. But now that
the proscenium can be made smaller there seems some
chance of our being able to enjoy drama and acting once
Who knows that we may not even enjoy Shake-
speare again ? The revival of Oscar Wilde’s Woman of No
Importance with an unusually brilliant caste has thrown
considerable light on the state of the drama and dramatic
criticism, and on contemporary taste.
Wilde was the only literary playw
whose dramas command any degree of popular atten-
tion, and that in artificial comedy he has never been
replaced. Mr. Bernard Shaw and the literary group of
Court dramatists have never been tested for long runs, _
at least in England, and of them Mr, St. John Hankin 5
alone is a derivative of Oscar Wilde’s. >
Shaw’s plays, or perhaps with
Wilde’s, induces some of the critics' to suggest that Mr.
Shaw belongs or belonged to the same school.
men of letters, both were Irish, and there the resemblance
Wilde was never influenced g
only interested : he never took the trouble to acquire
what for England was the new technique. :
the critics point out that constructively his plays
were old-fashioned when they were produced.
is actually true and it is for this reason perhaps that
they have all the freshness and the old fashion of
Just as Mr. Samuel Pepys
thought poorly of Hamlet when it was revived at the end
century, Wilde’s plays do not
appeal to some of the critics, especially if they happen to
With the exception of
*“Ernest,” none of them ever had a *“good press,” and
this is ascribed to the author making a character (in
“that all fthe dramatic critics rm.

right since Sheridan

were to be bought, but to judge by their appearance they
The number of times

'TRIBUNE, MAY 23, 1907.
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' “A WOMAN OF NO IMPORT-

ANCE/”

Comedy in Four Acts by Oscar Wilde.
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i “A Woman of No Importance,” one of the
chief successes ¢f Mr. Tree’s Haymarket man-
agement, was revived last night at 1'115
Majesty’s, and, despite a somewhat dragging
performance, was received with unlaounded ap;'
plause. Everyone agreed that it had no
« aged ” at all. But what was the reason? Be-

i cause it never was young. It never, so to
speak, took us in, and therefore there was

' nothing in it to be found out. Some plays have
a certain initial speciousness, a sort qf blo}(l)m
of youth, and look haggard when t.h_atxi;l “az

his w se wit!
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knows no more of it up to a certain point t
people acting. Then the audience is allowes
coming. To the actors it is as sudden as it
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A Just Fate.

HaroLD MARKS, whose just fate appears to be
of this book, was a very wicked young man
preserved from death the beautiful daugl
Richard Brandon, aspired to her heart and ha
however, was of lowly birth, and Sir Richard,
his daughter, declined with thanks. Sir ]
determined ; so was Harold, who swore
beautiful Helen, and to have and to hold h
money—until death should them part. H
Helen to elope with him, but Helen had assur
that she was “all obedience,” and so Harold
While ansuccessful with Helen, Harold had t
successful with a serving-maid, and while h
Helen he stirred emotions in another lady’s
clasped her to his own. In the interva
diamonds, pearls, rubies, deeds to estates.
tricked Helen into a marriage which was per
pawnbroker’s apprentice, and after a short t:
disregarding the claims of paternity, and
Elise, the third love. In the end he was
justice, and Elise’s brother—Harold’s co:
crime—shot himself and Elise, and Helen ma
Stradbroke, and Sir Richard married Ad:
married Arthur, and in a short space of tic
*¢got two children ” and Helen had got one.
had “* got a good husband at last ”’—which ¥
for Helen. We may mention that there is
the cover of *“A Just Fate ’’ which appears
designed for another book : it seems to hav
tion with the story,
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I thank you for the flowers you sent, she said,
And then she pouted, blushed, and drooped her

Forgive me for the words I spoke last night ;
The flowers have sweetly proved that you are rj

Then I forgave her, took her hand in mine,
Sealed her forgiveness with the old, old sign:
And as we wandered through the dim-lit bower
I wondered who had really sent the flowers ;

which is quoted from and attributed to the
Tribune. The author is Geoffrey Clark, and
which appeared originally in Kottabos, the i
magazine, was reprinted in ** Echoes from Kot
quoted in cur review of

February 2, America borrowed it, and th
borrows from America !
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 MAJESTY’S THEATRE.

'\ WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.”

Fow §xpaniemoa there are more curious than wh:j
witnessing, after a lapse of many years, the reviv:
a play which has served, in hovs{soeve'r small or
70 a degree, to make theatrical history. On such
sasions there must always be a mental effort to

|

self back into the atmosphere and to fe-creu:e;
e feelings of other days. At the same time, it is
<ible to resist the appeal of the present moment.
at a happy phrase, whab a brilli.a.nt paradox was
41" the spectator will say underhis braatl_a, only. an,
ant later to find hiinself in the act of dehbera.t.mgl
sther, after all, the phrase was quite g0 ha,ppy_, the
aradox quite so brilliant, as he originally imagined.
imes change and we with them; there is no denying
he truth of the Latin adage. On -the other
ad how stimulating, how refreshing, ¥ is/
) d.‘meovar that the pleasure which a play, &
ovel or a pieture once afforded us is as s?r(ma, as
fal, and as sure as ever. Something of all hhm’i
‘ t audience which last night awaited the
of the eurtain on “A Woman of No Impori-
» at His Majesty’s must have felt, Would t}w
o be found to have fulfilled the pramise of its
puth, would it prove to have matured me_rely, or
o have aged all too scon? Bave by the juvenile play-‘
oer the question was one not lightly to be set!
side. For in the hierarchy of dramatic literature,
he author, Osear Wilde, tolds a prominent place,
lthough, perhaps, more by virtue ef what there
pas every reason to hope he would achieve than of
that ho actually accomplished, Rarely .ha.s a
laywright possessed so ~amazing a gift  for
ho utterance of brilliant epigrams; superfi-
as these often were, there luy in many
os beneath the veneer of reckless irresponsibility
 substratum of solid truth. Had these, in addition, <
any substantial claim to an enduring value, or were
hey simply the ephemeral creations of an elfish azEd;
Il too ready imagination? Last night's revival, it
must be confeséed, leaves the question pretty much
here it was. To-day, were “A Woman of no
portance ” performed for the first time, the
sms passed upon it would proba.bly- be as
eurly as possible identical with those originally
itten respecting it. One can hardly say that the
e has aged, for its paradoxes are just as true or
S false as they formerly weve; its story, when ab
st it is permitted to rise to the surface, as humanly
asible, The play, for all its brilli&ngq, is in no
ense a masterpiece; the author’s cynicism grates
pon the feelings, his verbal pyrotechnies, hugely ap-
reciated at firs, tend in the end to produce a
eling of fatigue, wellnigh of repulsion, while
he loose and disconnected manner in which he:
andles his theme is manifestly inimical to any-
hing like complete success. This notwithstanding,
lere is a fascination about the piece not to be gain-
2id; to the dialogue one listens, momentarily spell-
ound at any rate, while the action is followed with
' interest that seldom relaxes when onee the wheels
ave been fairly set in motion, :
" Last night; the clever, well-remembered phrases
ell on delighted ears. How easily one recalls them!
The Book of Life began in a garden—and ended in
evelations.” “I look upon my husband as &,
omissory mote which I am tired of meeting.”
Woman resembles the Sphinx without a
ddle,” not “without a . secret,” as the
peaker mistakenly said. * He talks, but has no eon-
“ Extravagance is the luzury of the
oor.” “A man can survive anything but death.”
Few of these obiter dicta are proof against analysis,
it i3 pleasant and edsy to give oneself over to
he unalloyed satisfaction of listening to them. The
ick of coining such phrases is, it has been contended,
wot difficult to master, but how many playwrights

ave, since Oscar ‘Wilde c¢eased to practise it, been

ble to amuse us ip the same way? Who, indeed,

would dare to-day to set the characters of a play |

4in a semi-circle and for full seven-eighths of an'
| entire act keep them in their seats, uttering the

words placed in their mouths by the witty author,

|| while the plot was allowed to cool its heels in the

wings? The strange thing in econnection with “ A
Woman of No Importance” is that its evanescent
qualities seem to be of a more enduring character
than its permanent, or what should be its permanent,
properties. If anything about it has growix old it
is the story, which, however, was never of a strikingly |

| novel deseription. Yet, here and there, it grips with

undonbted and relentless force. The unexpected
meeting of Lord Illingworth with the woman he, as
a youth, had betrayed and heartlessly abandoned,
the marvellously path-tic interview between mother
and son, ¢ 'lminating in the confession by Mrs.
Arbuthnot that the lad’s would-be benefactor is the
fathér to whom he owes the disgrace attached to his
birth, the powerful scene in the last ach, where

| Hlingworth’s cynical offer to make tardy reparation

to the woman he once wronged rveceives a fitting |
response in the shape of a blow on his face—all these |
are incidents conceived in a genuinely dramatic
spirit. Treated also they are in a masterly manner,
and with a sense of their emotional value which
cannoet be over-praised. Here the author lays
aside his cap and bells, and appears in the higher
capacity of unsparing moralist, determined to
enforce the due significance and true meaning of his
theme. Such moments are well worth waiting for;
they reveal the presence of the dramatist capable of
playing with startling effect upon the profoundest
and finest feelings of his audience.

The revival is distinguished by acting of a very
remarkable quality. As Mrs. Arvbuthnot, Miss
Marion Terry gives a performance upon which
memory will long linger as one of the most exquisite
and tenderly pathetic that the London stage has
witnessed for many a day. The portrait is altogether
beautiful, and full of the most delicate touches. Inthe
scene, already referred to, between Gerald and
his mother Miss Terry moved her listeners to a quite
unusual extent, and left them penetrated with a
convincing sense of her highly-finished art. From
Mr. Charles Quartermaine, as Gerald, she received
superb support; in Mr. Quartermaine we have ‘a
young actor whose fresh and buoyant style is on a
par with the frank earnestness and delightful easie
of his manner. And how good it was to welcom™
back to the West-end stage an aciress, so thoroughl
in pqswsgion of her means, so cultured, and with §
excellent a comedy method, polished yeb resourcefu.
restrained yet brilliantly expressive, as Miss E‘lli
Jeffreys. Her Mrs. Allenby is beyond all praise
Admirable, also, was Mrs. Charles Calvert's Btu_d;
of the garrulous and inconsequent Lady Carolin
Pontefract; with what manifest zest the actres
delivered the many good things committed to he
charge! To the part of Lord Illingworth Mr. Tre
once more returns. It would be no compliment &
say that in it he was seen last nig'l'lt at his best
for hesitancy served again and again to mar the
effect of his perfqrma.nce. But it is a réle emme_ntl;
suited to his personality and his manner, and in :
day or two it will doubtless rank as one of his bes
eﬂ;ott,s,. For the rest, a word of g@{ngral commenda
tion must suffice for the good service rendered b;
Mzr. Pisher White, Mr. Charles Allan, Mr. Edmun(
Mauriéé, Miss Kate Bishop, and Miss Kate Cutle
in smaller characters. That of Hester Wor;ley, .thf.
uncompromising American girl, presents unquestion
able difficulties to the actressundertakxx}g l.t,_Sijholl;
out of keeping with the rest of the pxlc;tgre is she
Miss Viola Tree, nevertheless, displayed in it no smal
izxeasure of sincerity and gentle force,‘\althougll
somewhat handicapped by an obvious feeling of self
consciousness. Called before the curtain on the con
clusion of the play, Mr. Tree contented himself by
expressing, in the briefest terms, his gratitude fo!
the cordial welcome given to himself and hi
comrades.

| Mrs. Arbuthnot

i “aged” at all.

' nothing in it to be found out. Some plays have
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“A Woman of No Importance,” one of the
chief successes of Mr. Tree’s Haymarket man-
agement, was revived last night at His
Majesty’s, and, despite a somewhat dragging
performance, was received with unbounded ap-
plause. Everyone agreed that it had not
But what was the reason? Be-
cause it never was young. It never, so to

speak, took us in, and therefore there was

a certain initial speciousness, a sort of bloom
of youth, and look haggard when that has
worn off. But this was not the case with “A ;
Woman of No Importance.” The sentimental

portion of it was from the first undisggisedly
bad, and no one ever thought it otherwxs:e. It
was, as it were, born old-fashioned, insincere
and stagey; and it remains, after fifteen years,
neither more nor less so. Bubt it was
from the first easy, ~and it remains
easy, to forget the very slight groundwork of
gentimental plot, and to think only of the _de» ;
lightful embroidery of wit and paradox wh;ch {
was from the first the irresistible attraction |
of the play. This, indeed, is to under_sta.te {
the case. There is more than mere wit in

the play—there is humorous character-dra.w_mg
of a very high order. ~The two great ladies,
Lady Hunstanton and Lady Caroline Ponte-
fract, are exquisite creations, and Archdeacon
Daubeny is a delightful grotesque. The play, ‘
in short, contains some of Oscar Wilde’s most

brilliant work, and in the grace of its diction,
the inimitable finish of its phrasing, it is
nearer to Congreve than to any modern drama-
tist. Even the sentimental scenes are almost
redeemed by their style.

The performance is on the whole admirable,
or will be when two or three of the leading
actors are firmer in their words. Mr. Tree is
excellently suited in the part of Lord Iling-
worth. He plays it with an easy insolence,
an airy grace, which could not possibly be
béttered. Mrs. Charles Calvert, if not alto-
gether plausible as Lady Hunstanton, is ‘ex-
tremely amusing, and Miss Kate Bishop plays

. Lady Caroline Pontefract with excellent firm-

ness and without exaggeration. Nothing could
be more brilliant than Miss Ellis Jeffreys’s per-
formance of Mrs. Allenby. It sparkled and
shimmered almost as dazzlingly as her dinner-
gown of the second act. Miss Kate Cutler filled
in cleverly the effective little part of Lady
Stutfield, which it would be easy to burlesque.
To Miss Viola Tree fell the impossible task of
making the American heiress credible. She did
not achieve the impossible, but she made an
earnest and more than creditable endeavour.
Of Miss Marion Terry it may almost be said
that she did achieve the impossible, and make |
| @ human being of Mrs. Arbuthnot. Her per-
formance was throughout quite perfect in its
dignity, tenderness, and charm. The subor
dinate male parts are of small importance, but
Mr. Charles Quartermaine was good as Gerald
i Arbuthnot, and Mr. Edmund Maurice was very
! amusing as the Archdeacon.

Mr. Tree has made a noteworthy structural
innovation in the shape of a movable inner pro-
scenium by which he can at will take some six
feet off the breadth of His Majesty’s stage, and
proportionally diminish the height. For draw-
ing-room plays, such as “ A Woman of No Im-
portance,” this contrivance is invaluab\l;. %




“A WOMAN OF No IMPORTANCE."
By OscAx WiLDE.
[Revival.]
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An interesting revival, and perhaps even of
some importance. It will be important if it
signifies that Mr. Treo is no longer to exclude
modern comedy from the repertory of His
a,xs Majesty's Theatre. The curious will have

observed an alteration of the proscenium-frame
last night, which brings the stage-picture within
reasonable dimensions. Doubtless this means
that Mr. Tree and his company intend from

structed to the scale of ordinary life ; and
if that be 80, why so much the better, as Mpy.
Tree and his company ought not to be restricted !
to one or two kinds of drama, but to take, if they |
choose, all drama for their province. Everybody
last night was obviously interested in the
now unusual spectacle of Mr. Tree in a modern
play and, so to speak, in his own every-day
. clothes. A modern play 2 Well, the word
~ ““modern " is elastie enough to cover 4 Woman
of No Importance, which certainly cannot be
called ‘‘ ancient.”’” Of course it dates ; if
only because it so obviously belongs to a
pericd upon which its author set his mark and
which was not quite like any other period before
or since. A word constantly repeated in the
course of the play is ‘¢ nowadays ’—a word that
: always has a curiously ironie ring a few years |
later. ¢ Nowadays,”” says this or that character,
people do or don’t do—whatever it may be.
Nowadays people don’t talk in plays as Oscar
Wilde made them talk—for one reason because
there is no playwright among us capable of
inventing that brilliant talk, and, for another,
because playgoers would not be disposed to listen
to it with enthusiasm. The truth is, a little
of it goes a long way, and in 4 Woman of No
Importance there is far too much of it. The first
act, for instance, is all epigram; and there is not a
‘hint of the play to come until the final sentence.
It would be interesting—on some other occasion—
to trace the filiation of Oscar Wilde’s dialogue.
Obviously it owes something to the Disraelian
novel. Less obviously, but still unmistakably,
something to Thomas Love Peacock (for example,
the passage in Aet III. wherein each character
tries to define “ the secret of life "’ will be recog-
nized, as in form, an old friend by all readers of |
‘“ Crotchet Castle ”). But the greater part,
though not always the best part, is of the
. author’s own invention—including such really
g good things as * Women are Sphinxes with-
out secrets,”” and such deplorably mechanical
‘things as Nothing succeeds like excess.”’
| Whatever the origin of this dialogue, and |
| whatever its merits and demerits, one thing is
' certain—it ought to come trippingly off the
_ tongue. Mr. Tree and his company spoke it last
- night a little too consciously—had, in fact, a
~ “ difficult labour " with their epigrams. This,
owever, is a 'shortcoming which will probably
disappear in a couple of performances.
. To the gist of the play, the story of Mps.
- Arbuthnot and Lord Ilingworth and their boy,
- ample justice was done, It strikes one perhaps
‘ nowadays,”’ as the author weuld say, to be a
rather sentimentally treated story—the sentiment
has reminiscences of the theatre of Augier and
Dumas fils, which was inordinately fond of this
particular theme—and the sentiment, moreover,
rather jars with the cynicism of the other, or purely
conversational, elements of the play. It is ag
~ though the author were continually shifting his

A pelecainiiyh s o

point of view; holdinga candle to the devil in his
 lighter passages and then atoning for that freak
by a certain eXaggeration of sentiment in the
| serious part of  his story. The effect is g pot-
| pourri of moods, with an effect which is a little
| disconcerting. But the great point is that it is
always an exhilarating effect. The play is never
dull, and is often really brilliant. It is capitally
acted. Miss Marion Terry gets a chance of
pouring out all her sweetness, Mr. Tree is bright
and incisive, Miss Tree 2 charmingly sincere

e, and Mrs. Calvert a richly comic dowager. |
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REVIVAL OF “A WOMAN OF NO
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The irony of cvents has decreed that it is not.the i
drama of Oscar Wilde's comedy which has aged since
first we saw it years ago at the Haymarket Theatre,
but the epigrammatic dialogue which in those days
we thought marked the last cry in the ant of the -
‘ pléywrdght. It was the artificiality of the brilliant '
talk which “dated” “ A Woman of No Importance ”
on its revival at His Majesty’s Theatre last nig?lt~
The story, simple to a degree, gripped the attention
and held the great audience enchained, because of
its pathos, its humanity, and its drama—it was the
“effective situation” which aroused the enthu-
siasm; and it was the clever but irrelevant
witicisms—sparkled they never so brightly, causing
a continual ripple of laughter through the even-
ing as they did—which, nevertheless, were plainly
felt to be holding back the plot and delaying the
action. It is the drama, the plot, the action of
Wilde’s comedy which went home last night. The
qualities of the theatre, not of the writer of
epigrams, were the qualities which held and which
were accountable for the enthusiasm which marked
the revival of a play which at its birth was held to
be first and foremost a comedy of dialogue. It is
along these lines that we have progressed—dialogue,
nowadays, does not strain after effect, it
jmust be mnatural, direct, and it must
develop the story. No longer are we
willing to watch the characters of a play seated
around a room shooting off fireworks at each other,
be those fireworks as stimulating, as clever, and as
pungent as those of Wilde. Of course, there is no
Wilde now to write them—but, had he lived, it is
almost certain that a dramatist with his force and
his superb simplicity in aetion—a curious contrast
to his extravagance and effort in language—would
have subordinated the quality which first made him
foremost to the quality he affected to despise—the
power of telling a human story dramatically.

The plot of “A Woman of No Importance ” could
be told in an hour upon the stage if the extraneous :
conversation were cut out. The woman wronged,
the profligate father, the meeting after many years,
the struggle between mother and father for the
child. Even in so short a space could the author have
drawn for us no less admirably than he has done
the characters of the decadent Lord Illingworth,
cynic and loose liver, casuist and egotist, who meets .
years after the woman he wronged, the lovely .
| woman, beautifully conceived, Mrs. Arbuthnot.
Illingworth has already met his son, and, not know-
| ing him, been drawh to him, and offered him the
post of private secretarg. Joyfully the boy accepts,
and when, his mother and father having met, she
asks her 'son to give up the bright
dreams  which have come to him, he tem-
porarily is estranged from her, and the
triumph seems again to be the man’s. Illingworth,
still utterly and entirely selfish, and, knowing now
the truth, presses his advantage, and is ready to do
this further evil thing to her—to take from her her
son. It is only when Illingworth, to win a wager, |
insults the Puritan American girl Gerald Arbuthnot
loves, that the hoy’s eyes are opened, and he casts
the father off. The confession of the mother to her
son of his parentage and all that led to it is only
one among many exquisite pieces of natural writing
—which alternate continually with the affected
smartness of the lighter portions of the play. Too
late Illingworth would make amends—still actuated
by selfishness merely, still a cad, and still a brute,
though he may hide it ever so carefully,
and finds himself thrust out, useless;  unnecessary,
‘and scorned. It is, indeed, a simple tale, but, in
its essentials, it is superbly told, Irritated as we are
by the trivial, though sparkling, clevernesses of the
‘dialogue of the scenes which do not matter, in those
‘that do ~the author never falters  and never errs.
There are moments in this play-of the most delight-
~ful- sincerity and feelir ‘The character of the |
- American girl, for all her pry : 7
. honest, and Sweet, ar 1
cleverly contrasted her faith and her idesl
ha'base egotism of some and the callous and
ferent “smartness” of others of his characters.
. The piece is finely interpreted at His Majesty’s.

Miss Marion Terry, despite a certain hesitation,
proved once again that she is an incomparable artist
in her own genre. The pathetic naturalness of her
acting, its gentle simplicity and quiet scorn, de-
servedly won for the actréss the chief triumph of
the evening. Mr. Tree, also a little uncertain of
his lines, played with an admirable sense of charac-

. ter the part of Illingworth. Every phase of the man
| was shown us—his graeeful airiness, his brutality,
his coarseness, and his superficial refinement, the
almost animal affection and fierce desire for his son.
Mr. Tree presents a finished picture..  Miss
Viola Tree acted with much charm as Hester

Worsley, the American girl; the sympathetic quality
of her voice and her unaffected manner were very
winsome. Miss Ellis Jeffreys sparkled through the
piece as a typical “smart” woman, who has so many
dlever things to say, and says them in the grand
“style.” Mrs Charles Calvert, as Lady Hunstanton,
gives us another of those delightful old women which
/Mever cease to amuse, from their verbal crispness and
their sluggish intelligerce. = Mr.’ Charles Quarter-
maine, as Gerald, acted sincerely; and Miss Kate
Cutler, as Lady Stutfield, could not have been more |
inancly natigisserpianes'siBniversitpiibrary
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Morning

'HIS MAJESTY'S THEATR

“A WOMAN OF. NO I.ZIPORTA‘
Lord Illingworth ......... Mr. TRER.
Sir John Pontefract...... Mr. J, Fisner WarTe,
Lord Alfred Rufford ... Mr. LANGHORNE BURTOY,
i Mry Kelvil, M.P. ......... Mr., CHARLES ALLAN,

The Ven. James Dau-
beny, D.D. (Rector of
Wrockley). ..o iavis Mr. EDMUND MAURIOE,.

Gerald Arbuthnot. «+ Mr. CHARLES QUARTERM
Farquhar (Butler)......... Mr. CLive CURRIE.

* Francis (Footman) ...... Mr. F. Cowrey WRicnHr,
Lady Hunstanton ......... Mrs. CHARLES CALVERT,
Lady Caroline Ponte- !

R R S ] Miss KATE BisHor,
Lady Stutfiold . « Miss Kote CUTLER.
Mrs. Allenby ....... «» Miss ELLIS JEFFREYS,
Hester Worsley. Miss ViorLA TREE.
Alice (Maid) ....... Miss HIiLDA MOORER,
Mrs. Arbuthnot............ Miss MARION TERRY,

Act I,—Lawn at Hunstanton.
Aots II. and I1I.—Room at Hunstanton.
Act IV.—Room at Mrs. Arbuthnot’s.

A crowded and brilliant audience last night
extended a warm welcome to Mr. Tree’s reviva]|
of ‘“ A Woman of No Importance.”” In the fou,p.)'
teen years which have elapsed since the produe.
tion at the Haymarket many things haye
happened. Not the least important is the rise of
Mr. Bernard Shaw, who, while delighting no less
than his countryman in perversity, has taught
audiences to expect more to be done for them, !

 Not all the epigrams heard last night are of the g
best, and some which required the mind to meet i
them half-way did not go so well as in the old ‘
days, when such things were the staple of conver-
sation and everybody was on the look-out for them,
Mr. Shaw is at pains to drive his points home,
Of the two playwrights he hits the harder, but
i most of his hits are straight in front of him, and
he has not the variety of strokes or the delicate
and subtle wrist-play of his rival. Some of the
quiet *‘ glances '’ of last night passed unheeded.
Yet on the whole the dialogue—and two-thirds of |
the play is dialogue but remotely connected with :
the little action there is—told well, and for the §
first two acts at least, where the writing is most |
leisurely, the audience laughed most heartily.
The most dramatic act—the tRird,%in ° clw
{&g
al

Gerald Arbuthnot is only deterreds f
Lord Illingworth for kissing the puritanic |
American girl by his mother's telling him that
Hlingworth is his father—gripped the attention
of the audience, and at its finish the curtain had
to be raised and lowered many times. Mr. |
Tree has put the piece on very handsomely, the
garden scene being most beautiful, while the
drawing-room scene, in which pass the second and
third acts, is a model of quiet and tasteful luxury. |
Mr. Tree has not been as successful as usual in |
engaging members of the original cast. He
repeats, of course, his admirable impersonation of
Illingworth, calm, imperturbable, and suavely
insolent, and gives the utmost point to the
audacious sallies in which Illingworth specialises. |
His cool, assured and graceful, almost fascinating
demeanour is wonderfully maintained. The only
other member of the original cast is Mr. Charles ;
Allan, who reappears as the pompous, platitu-
dinous politician Kelvil. Miss Marion Terry in |
Mrs. Bernard Beere's old part, Mrs. Arbuthnot,
acts with unfailing eharm, tenderness and
sympathy. Her sgorrow and her passion are
alike dignified. Mr. Charles Quartermaine is |
frank, bright, and pleasing as the son, and as
Hester .Worsley Miss Viola Tree sings extremely
well. She acts, too, with sincerity, but both the
nationality and the character of the American girl
seem toelude hergrasp. Mrs.Charles Calvertcauses
much amusement as the 'fatuous old Lady |
Hunstanton. Miss Ellis Jefireys is delightfully
buoyant and piquant as Mrs. Allenby, and Miss :
Kate Bishop as Lady Cavoline and Miss Kate i
Catler as Lady Stutfield materially contribute to | .
the evening’s success. A very clever performance 3
is given by Mr. Edmund Maurice as the Rector 3
it was hugely enjoyed, but suffers somewhat from |
being too fareical for the tone of the play. ‘A
Woman of No Tmportance”’ will be repeated
nightly until further notice, and on Thursday
next Mr. Tree will give a matinde of ‘* Hamlet,"
in which he will he supported by Miss Viola
Tree as Ophelia and Mrs. Russ Whytal as the

Queen.  jissen 20086085 Liiversits6Library




meris”
matic critic will deal next week with the
A Woman of No Importance at the Hay-
‘Wednesday last. In the meanwhile we are
record that with the exception of the Tumes
asd nearly all the morning papers gave a false
 the evening. Whatever the opinions may be
slay or the author, the fact remains that the
was enthusiastic. We have heard of dramatic
aily papers who leave after the first act and
et Street. On Wednesday one of them
time in the bar of the theatre writing his
the first Act; he did not return to the audi-
t left the theatre in the middle of the fourth Act.

e ——

{were many people who remembered the first
fihe play at the Haymarket on April 19, 1993,
1 faps a few of them regretted that the author was
'&Plgesent to witness the brilliant performance
Ja Tree as Hester Worsley. It is a most diffi-
Miss Tree realised to a supremé degree the
the lines she had to say, and Miss Marion Terry
ourse, born for the purple patches ” of Wilde’s
Every one knew Miss Terry would be perfect.
ot know that Miss Viola Tree was the ideal

ation of Hester.

N
0

e on former occasions made observations on the
ce of the dramatic critics. But even the in-
are entitled to their opinion, based though
on a deficient education. When, however, the
itic, always an adept at | suppressio vers, falls
uggestio falsi, the actor-manager, if no one else,
interfere, Any one present at His Majesty’s
on Wednesday night must have rubbed his eyes
ened to see the Daily Mail on the following
" The account of the evening given by “ K. H."”
berate misrepresentation of facts: it is about
las the Daily M ail’s account of, say, the Colonial
The curtain was raised four times after
Act, and twice after .each preceding Act. Mr.

called upon for a speech and each of the actors

widually, repeatedly called before the footlights.
itly formed * Society of Dramatic Critics”
wire into the conduct of «“ K. H.: » if by chance
ember of that body. That a fifth-rate playwright
author of vulgar suburban stories should be a
all is only another of the amazing features of

ihcliffe’s amazing organs
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AT HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE

WHEN Mr. Beerbohm Tree left the Haymarket Theatre
it seemed as though we lost one of our finest character-
actors ; or rather not lost but mislaid on the vast stage of
His Majesty’s. ‘Neither Shakespeare nor scenery nor
Mr. Stephen Phillips was any compensation. But now that
the proscenium can be made smaller there seems some
chance of our being able to enjoy drama and acting once
more. Who knows that we may not even enjoy Shake-
speare again ? The revival of Oscar Wilde’s Woman of No
Importance with an unusually brilliant caste has thrown
considerable light on the state of the drama and dramatic
criticism, and on contemporary taste. It proves that
Wilde was the only literary playwright since Sheridan
whose dramas command any degree of popular atten-
tion, and that in artificial comedy he has never been
replaced. Mr. Berpard Shaw and the literary group of
Court dramatists have never been tested for long runs,
at least in England, and of them Mr. St. John Hankin
alone is a derivative of Oscar Wilde’s. An insufficient
acquaintance with Mr. Shaw’s plays, or perhaps with
Wilde’s, induces some of the critics to suggest that Mr.
Shaw belongs or belonged to the same school. Both were
men of letters, both were Irish, and there the resemblance
ceases. Wilde was never influenced by Ibsen; he was
only interested : he never took the trouble to acquire
what for England was the new technique. Some of
the critics point out that constructively his plays
were old-fashioned when they were produced. That
is actually true and it is for this reason perhaps that
they have all the freshness and the old fashion of
Congreve and Sheridan. Just as Mr. Samuel Pepys
thought poorly of Hamlet when it was revived at the end
of the seventeenth century, Wilde’s plays do not
appeal to some of the critics, especially if they happen to
be playwrights themselves. With the exception of
“Ernest,” none of them ever had a *good press,” and
this is ascribed to the author making a character (in
one of his stories), 'say “that all {the dramatic critics
were to be bought, but to judge by their appearance they
could not be very expensive.”” The number of times
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> PALOS, 1ts humanit d ile drnvea TR SRR e S e Haymarket  manvy Jhines _hawe,_ |
A e e e > 1S ity, an: S drama ' 1 : ]
drama, but to take, if they | | “efleotive situation s Cyin Aot tomaor. Harold Hodge, is editor of our estg
heir province. Everybody So%m; and it wee the olever' hul temporary, the Saturday Review. o
ously interested‘ Jdn thel v(jl}lf{sms—spgrkled they never so hriah 0
;;fiz and simple duchess (we use the word ““simple si
la a brain with about two convolutions) tries to The Tribune, whose literary page is one offf®
’n%“g\ the truth not the brain—a little. The stor: conducted among the daily papers, has blunde
hich | obviously, work up to the coming tragedy. A recent issue contains a poem entitled “AR
f e knows no more of it up to a certain point t Illusion >
ias) people acting. Then the audience is allow& =
_auth‘: coming. To the actors it is as sudden as it I thank you for the flowers you sent, she said, B,
ﬁsi:i It is told verv simply and naturally. This bO_ And Fhen she pouted, blushed, and droo_ped her bl
: noﬁ" bt what thefe is ‘of it i true, direct, and si Forgive me for the words I spoke last night ; B
v in( dgﬂogue is easy and light; all melodrama an The flowers have sweetly proved that you are rig :
Jh) are avoided and the pathos ilS Itllof céleap. I Then I forgave her, took her hand in mine, {8
e well if slight rawn. Sealed her forgiveness with the old, old sign; @l
t ta types of one class are e And as we wandered through the dim-lit bowers, i
§~§§ A Just Fate.: By Gionok LoNe (Greening, 6s.’ I wondered who had really sent the flowers ; 1
t ta : ~ which is quoted from and attributed to the
S e just fate appears to be 1 q :
ln,%% ﬁAfSinggoiRﬁé;ﬂ;OSer]y wicked y%limg man Tribune. The auth_or’ 1s Geoffrey Clark, and |
a5 fesitoat Lors: deatl’ 1he beantiial daug] which appeared originally in Ko#tabos, the i
oo 1 % hard Brandon, aspired to her heart and ha magazine, was reprinted in ** Echoes from Kot
pigr: hlc arer was of lowly birth, and Sir Richard, quoted in our review of the book in the AP
el h?swi]‘;ug’hter declined with thanks. Sir ] February 2, America borrowed it, and the"
'%‘;: detepminet ; s Harold, who swore borrows from America ! 1.
thin beautiful Helen, and to have and to hold h e '
buf, money—until death should them part. H ,
- f‘ Helen to elope with him, but Helen had assur We regret to record the death of Sir Benjamig
ot of that she was “all obedience,” and o fﬁr‘é}% the age of sixty-six ; it occurred suddenly at P | =
fric While ansuccessful with Helen, Harold ha on May 19. The name of the great engineer/§iithi
But; successful with a serving-maid, and Wki‘lg %] throughout the world, if only in connectior
: .be? Helen he stirred emotions in anoﬁhe; tar\)z]a. Assuan Dam. It is remarkable that his dez
= clasped her to his own. . I(? ttoe e:t]at‘:es Synchronise so nearly with the ‘terminatiof
dep diamonds, pearls, rubies, deeds 1 ’ Cromer’s connection with Egypt, with whose 2
sucel tricked Helen into a marriage which was per tion his great work was associated. The mord
of 1 : pawnbroker’s apprentice, and after a short dt: draw an analogy between their labours and Sp°
e disregarding the claims of patergltg’ anas to which is most likely to remain longest intz
e Elise, the third love. In the I?In lcf’ wc0' recognising the great servige rendered by Sir Wil #lz..
e justice, and Elise’s brother— c?rI?I 15 4 cocks, it is fair to saythat SirBenjamin Bakerund
thei crime—shot himself and Elise, and He ;n A[tlif responsibility of the dam in the first place, ang
1z W Stradbroke,hand S(lir 'RlChsalLlrgrtn;?);rclg of ti; forcements and additions to it have been finalf
8, 1 r,and 1n a : - : .
;}f’org ‘x‘nar;lted Arltlillér'en % ond Helon hud el e upolkl)l1 b;lr] his adv1cef as consulting engineer. |
42| got two ¢ Btadat Lt T eénable the storage o water to be practically dof
I%Zt had *“ got a good husban t'a iy this country Sir Benjamin’s fame is scarc
or W for Helen. We may men lon th account of his other great work, the Forth Brid
od st the cover of * A Just Fate ” which appe:grs he acknowledged, with his accustomed gen
thez designed for another book : it seems to hav gssistance which he had received both in the (
rding tion with the story, in the construction from his partner, the lat(
;:;afx: Fowler, th.e Inception of {he bridgein its preserj
=ik due to him. Recently it will be remember
245 undertook the considerable risk of personally
ndle. the structure of the roof of Charing Cross St
at?nf its disastrous subsidence. His seryices were al
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v charmingly sincere
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8 MAJESTY’S THEATRE, |

A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE."”

| Fow experiences thers are more curious than that
witnessing, after a lapse of many ycars, the revival
a play which has served, in howsoever small or
rao a degree, to make theatrical history. On such
sions there must always be a mental effort to
constitute the original scene, an attempt to throw !
back into the atmosphere and to re-create
e feclings of other days. At the same time, it is
Bmpossiblo to resist the appeal of the present moment.
‘What a happy phrase, whab a brilliant paradox was
hat!" the spectator will say underhis breath, onlyan
ctant later to find hitnself in the act of deliberating
hother, after all, the phrase was quite so happy, the
Baradox quite so brilliant, as he originally imagined.
mes change and we with them ; there is no denying
o truth of the Latin adage. On -the other
, how stimulating, how refreshing, it is'
discover that the pleasure which a play, a!
ovel or a picture once afforded us is as strong, as
al, and as sure as ever. Something of all this
o expectant audience which last night awaited the
ing of the eurtain on *A Woman of No Impori-
meo ™ at His Majesty’s must have felt, Would the'
» be fonnd to have fulfilled the promise of its
outh, would it prove to have matured merely, or
o have aged all too scon? Bave by the juvenile play-
oer the question was one not lightly to be set’
side. For in the hierarchy of dramatic literature
he author, Osear Wilde, tolds a prominent place,
Ithough, perhaps, more by virtune ef what there
pas every reason to hope he would achieve than of'
hat he actually accomplished, Rarely bas a
laywright possessed so ' amazing a gift  for
he utterance of brilliant epigrams; superfi-
as these often were, there lay in many
s beneath the veneer of reckless irresponsibility
3 substratum of solid truth. Had these, in addition,
y substantial claim to an enduring value, or were
they simply the ephemeral creations of an elfish and
all too ready imagination? Last night’s revival, it’
ust be confessed, leaves the question pretty much
Rwhere it was. Today, were “A Woman of no
Blmportance ” performed for the firsi time, the
criticisms passed upon it would probably be as
sarly as possible identical with those originally

s D

would dare to-day to set the characters of a play |

4in a semi-circle and for full seven-eighths of an

entire act keep them in their seats, uttering the
words placed in their mouths by the witty author,

|| while the plot was allowed to cool its heels in the

wings? The strange thing in eonnection with “ A
Woman of No Importance” is that its evanescent
qualities seem to be of a more enduring character
than its permanent, or what should be its permanent,
properties. If anything about it has grown old it
is the story, which, however, was never of a strikingly
novel deseription. Yet, here and there, it grips with
undoubfed and relentless force. The unexpected
meeting of Lord Illingworth with the woman he, as
a youth, had betrayed and heartlessly abandoned,
the marvellously path-tic interview between mother
and son, ¢ 'lminating in the confession by Mrs.
Arbuthnot that the lad’s would-be henefactor is the
father to whom he owes the disgrace attached to his
birth, the powerful scene in the last act, where
Hllingworth’s cynical offer to make tardy reparation
to the woman he once wronged veceives a fitting |
response in the shape of a blow on his face—all these |
are incidents conceived in a genuipely dramatic
spirit. Treated also they are in a masterly manner,
and with a sense of their emotional value which
cannet be over-praised. Here the author lays
agide his cap and bells, and appears in the higher
capacity of unsparing moralist, determined to
enforce the due significance and true meaning of his
theme. Such moments are well worth waiting for;
they reveal the presence of the dramatist capable of
playing with startling effect upon the profoundest
and finest feelings of his audience.

The revival is distinguished by acting of a very"
remarkable quality. As Mrs. Arbuthnot, Miss
Marion Terry gives a performance upon which
memory will long linger as one of the most exquisite
and tenderly pathetic that the London stage has
witnessed for many a day. The portrait is altogether
beautiful, and full of the most delicate touches. Inthe
scene, already referred to, between Gerald and
his mother Miss Terry moved her listeners to a quite ]
unusual extent, and left them penetrated with ai
convincing sense of her highly-finished art. From |
Mr. Charles Quartermaine, as Gerald, she received
superb support; in Mr. Quartermaine we have a
young actor whose fresh and buoyant style is on a
par with the frank earnestness and delightful easie
of his manner. 2

And how good it was to welcom

| firitten respecting it. One can hardly say that the
{ - has aged, for its paradoxes are just as true or
false as they formerly were; its story, when at
it is permitted to rise to the surface, as humanly
asible, The play, for all its brilliancy, is in no
ense a masterpiece; the author’s cynicism grates
pon the feelings, his verbal pyrotechnies, hugely ap-
reciated at first, tend in the end to produce a
beling of fabigue, wellnigh of repulsion, while
he loose and disconnected manner in which he
andles his theme is manifestly inimical to any-
hing like complete success. This notwithstanding,
here is a fascination about the piece not to be gain-
2id ; to the dialogue one listens, momentarily spell-
ound at any rate, while the action is followed with
ian interest that seldom relaxes when onee the wheels
have been fairly set in motion.

| Last night; the clever, well-remembered phrases
on delichted ears. How easily one recalls them!
The Book of Life began in a garden—and ended in
ki evelations.” “I look upon my husband as a
Ipromissory mote which I am tired of meeting.”
“Woman regembles the Sphinx without a
nddle,” not  “without a . secret,? as the
speaker mistakenly said. * He talks, but has no eon-
versation.” “ Extravagance is the luxury of the
{poor.” “A man cen survive anything but death.”
w of these obiter dicta are proof against analysis,
& it is pleasant and easy to give oneself over to
e unalloyed satisfaction of listening to them. The
irick of coining such phrases is, it has been contended,
t difficult to master, but how many playwrights
have, since Oscar 2019-03-18.4 1o pr&lﬂﬁ%‘ Women's
lible to ammuse us in the same way? Who, indeed,

back to the West-end stage an actress, so thoroughl
in possession of her means, so cultured, and with s
excellent a comedy method, polished yeb resourcefu
restrained yet brilliantly expressive, as Miss Elli
Jeffreys. Her Mrs. Allenby is beyond all praise
Admirable, also, was Mrs. Charles Calvert’s stud,
of the garrulous and inconsequent Lady Carelin
Pontefract; with what manifest zest the actres
delivered the many good things committed to he
charge! To the part of Lord Tllingworth Mr. Tre
once more returns. It would be no compliment
say that in it he was seen last night at his best
for hesitancy served again and again to mar th
effect of his performance. But it is a réle eminentl
suited to his personality and his manner, and in :
day or two it will doubtless rank as one of his bes
efforts. For the rest, a word of ggperal commenda
tion must suffice for the good servicg rendered b;
Mzr. Pisher White, Mr. Charles Allan, Mr. Edmun«
Maurice, Miss Kate Bishop, and Miss Kate Cutle
in smaller characters. That of Hester Worsiey, th:
uncompromising American girl, presents unquestion
able difficulties to theactressundertaking it,sowholl:
out of keeping with the rest of the picture is she
Miss Viola Tree, nevertheless, displayed in it no smal
measure of sincerity and gentle force, althougl
somewhat handicapped by an obvious feeling of self
conscionsness. Called before the curtain on the con
clusion of the play, Mr. Tree contented himself by
expressing, in the briefest terms, his gratitude fo:
the cordial welcome given to himself and hi

URRISTSItY Librapyeeee 160 ee




¢ 8ir John Pontefract .

{ Mrs. Arbuthn ot

i “aged” at all. But what was the reason? Be-

 nothing in it to be found out. Some plays have

* HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE.

o LA R AN

“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORT-
ANCE.”

Comedy in Four Acts by Oscar Wilde.

Lord Illingworth Mr. Tree.
Mr, J. Fisher White.
Lord Alfred Rufford ..Mr. Langhorne Burton.
Mr. Kelvil, M.P. ...... Mr. Charles Allan.
The Ven. James Daubeny, D.D. .....Mr. Edmund Maurice.
Gerald Arbuthnot Mr. Charles Quartermaine.
Lady Hunstanton ..Mrs. Charles Calvert.
Lady Caroline Po Miss Kate Bishop.
Lady Stutfield Miss Kate Cutler.
Mrs. Allenby iss Ellis Jeffreys.
Hester Worsle ..Miss Viola Tree.
igs Marion Terry.

“A Woman of No Importance,” one of the
chief successes of Mr. Tree’s Haymarket man-
agement, was revived last night at His
Majesty’s, and, despite a somewhat dragging
performance, was received with unbounded ap-
plause. Everyone agreed that it had not

cause it never was young. It never, so to
speak, took wus in, and therefore there was

a certain initial speciousness, a sort of bloom
of youth, and look haggard when that has
worn off. But this was not the case with “A 1
Woman of No Importance.” The sentimental
portion of it was from the first undisguisedly
bad, and no one ever thought it otherwise. It
was, as it were, born old-fashioned, insincere
and stagey; and it remains, after fifteen years,
neither more nor less so. But it was
from ~ ‘the  Afirst’ ‘easy, - and ‘it  ‘remains
easy, to forget the very slight groundwork of |
gentimental plot, and to think only of the de- |
lightful embroidery of wit and paradox which
was from the first the irresistible attraction |
of the play. This, indeed, is to under_sta.te |
the case. There is more than mere wit 1n
the play—there is humorous character-drawing
of a very high order. = The two great ladies, !
Lady Hunstanton and Lady Carcline Ponte-
fract, are ‘exquisite creations, and Archdeacon
Daubeny is a delightful grotesque. The play,
in short, contains some of Oscar Wilde’s most
brilliant work, and in the grace of its diction,
the inimitable finish of its phrasing, it is
nearer to Congreve than to any modern drama-
tist. Even the sentimental scenes are almost
redeemed by their style.

The performance is on the whole admirable,
or will be when two or three of the leading
actors are firmer in their words. Mr. Tree is
excellently suited in the part of Lord Iling-
worth. He plays it with an easy insolence,
an airy grace, which could not possibly be
bettered. Mrs. Charles Calvert, if not alto-
gether plausible as Lady Hunstanton, is ex-
tremely amusing, and Miss Kate Bishop plays

. Lady Caroline Pontefract with excellent firm-

ness and without exaggeration. Nothing could
be more brilliant than Miss Ellis Jeffreys’s per-
formance of Mrs. Allenby. It sparkled and
shimmered almost as dazzlingly as her dinner-
gown of the second act. Miss Kate Cutler filled
in cleverly the effective little part of Lady
Stutfield, which it would be easy to burlesque.
To Miss Viola Tree fell the impossible task of
making the American heiress credible. She did
not achieve the impossible, but she made an
earnest and more than creditable endeavour.
Of Miss Marion Terry it may almost be said
that she did achieve the impossible, and make
a human being of Mrs. Arbuthnot. Her per-
formance was throughout quite perfect in its
dignity, tenderness, and charm. The subor
dinate male parts are of small importance, but
Mzr. Charles Quartermaine was good as Gerald
Arbuthnot, and Mr. Edmund Maurice was very
amusing as the Archdeacon.

Mr. Tree has made a noteworthy structural
innovation in the shape of a movable inner pro-
scenium by which he can at will take some six
feet off the breadth of His Majesty’s stage, and
proportionally diminish the height. For draw-
ing-room plays, such as “ A Woman of No Im-
portance,” this contrivance is invaluable.
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: Ssp. : Sekall ere’s Fan” had been trickery. hen it they fizzled. The crowd wa e L « e Silver Box ¢ : :
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Do trorts nallongings. Even then ut over all this trash there remains still for !'to hand, and painted it with the prevailing colour of lhy : e S ; : trap morality. Considered from one point love with the Puritan maiden from America,
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= , she meanders th all ything in general, forgetting and that his plays are as dead as mutto Y G 0 is so-and s0?’’ asks somencay,a ; i Arbuthnot's son. #
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he epigrams which once  seemed et Saints generally have a past, and sinners His Majesty’s Theatre. ters, whose actions are not the result of deep feeling, (_,h.aghes o Burbon Miss Kate Bishop, and | on the children), and we a;fs g o
wonderful to us are clever whe t}x}n 80 (s es a future.” “There are two kinds of but merely mechanical ingenuities necessary for Lang ﬁntle Cutler. Mr. Charles Quarter- stand that happiness awal
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His Christy Minstrel i on his model i ne.”  These are just a few familiar {life to see the reception given last night to “A Arbuthnot when she talks of her *‘ ruined, miserable ‘lwo\t. res. and tones were less convention- The usual!hcsiﬁ&ﬂéi%l'g i svidence than
ting in a circle Tammatists, sit- Woman of No I T - i oxistenoe ™ in her comforbable house beside the son  SOSTUIES: S0, Faries Viola Tree made but His Majosty's wers g s 81
a; mport : Miss V 1 bee
b , are more witty and % : portance,” revived by Mr, Tree i : ot L ally ““ boyish. ss Vidl : 11 " hubt when the puce Sas
u’lqllxomuf than Oscar Wilde's more - beMR. TREE'S FINE ACTING at His Majesty’s Theatre - ; Shed?dﬂresg-aﬁdfs}“rgundfg e ad];mllu;gl She {a limp thing of the ouispoken Auﬁergan ga\i‘fkéne there will X}.m iitile fauit to find
e pla; . N f s i = : 2 £ —oeedingly kind friends, 1t seems absolutely neces- | . bk uie Ay in
it - will %ewa:v.hel‘;‘)t as well “acted as Illingwort;c;{e’ Hhér‘m;l:ee makes an ideal Lord With all his faults to spoil his memory, Oscar ‘sary to point out to her that she is much better off, lglrL resis - with the aetmg.thAB cht%{(-g:lsn?:laogton'hh;-
Miss Marion  Te S Tree - and able, even though Ilinoy to make him accept- Wilde is still head and shoulders above moder ‘ eidhos beoit for bwenly years, thaw anywitows t-———— =" o o whoso houes the SSBEE LT, rhe kindly,
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Revival at His Majesty’s,

rut into which a false idea of theatrical

_secretary to Hlingworth, does her best to

- matters to  go their way until a melo-

“A WOMAN OF No
- IMPORTANCE” -

Oscar Wilde’s play is now some four-
teen years old, and the natural question is
—How has it stood a revival? Yet that is
not a question that really needs an
answer, since it does not now fail to
impress: the mind because it wears a
slightly tarnished air, and is of a mode a
little passé, but because nowliére in it
I8 any reality of feeling. * It is the one
play in which Oscar - Wilde tried to be
serious, to deal in some. way with the great
problems of life, and he only managed to
show that they eluded his grasp.

The duel between Lord Ilingworth and
the woman he shamefully abandoned
twenty years ago for the possession of
their son is a theme which fashion cannot
touch, if it be treated with real insight
and real characterisation. But  Oscar
Wilde, never having cared for such sub-
jects, had no experience of them, not even
an imaginative experience, He had to
fall back on melodrama of a crude
morality. His Lord Ilingworth, except
for his attitude to life, is an inexplicable
2s any villain of old-fashioned melodrama.
He has no heart, and, what is more un-
natural, no genuine feelings whatever,
Yet we are asked to believe that when
suddenly brought face to face with a son he
has forgotten, Lord Illingworth is seized
with belated paternal longings. Even then
he treats the matter in a cynical manner
which is true enough to his character ag
first sketched, but quite untrue to his réle
33 a father of potential affection. As to
Urs. Arbuthnot, she meanders through
three acts in the conventional black dress
f the injured heroine, thinking  the
<houghts that go with and are expressed

by that conventional garb, Wilde had an|

opportunity of lifting his play from the

needs had stranded it, but he missed the
opportunity, Myrs. Arbuthnot, on hearing
that her son has been appointed _private

prevent what would have seemed to
her the greatest tragedy” of = al}.

But sooner than tell that son, she allows

dramatic incident forces her hand. Tlling-
worth is in danger of being struck by his
son for having insulted & young girl with
whom his son is in love.  “T.et me kill
him,” shoute Gerald, « No,” exclaimg the
mother, “he is your father.” The situa-
tion is made ludicrous by the fact that
the son has no king of chance of killing
his father, Tt is Just an effective curtain
of Philistine melodrama, gnd quite upsets
the whole idea of the play.

The epigrams which once seemed go
wonderful to us are clever when they are
not obviously - machine-made, bui My,
Bgrnard.Sha.w has imprqved on his model.

Mr. Tree carries off such a character ag
Hlingworth with more ease and natural-
ness than ever he brings to Shakespeare,
but he did not give me the impression
last night of being inside the character
such as it is. One must admit the diff:
cult task of making such an impossible
blackguard alive in the manner in which
Wilde has drawn him. Miss Terry might
have made more of a creation of her part,
and have improved on the author, but she
had not a firm grasp of it, and failed in
conveying an intensity of hate. The. per-
formance as a whole was much too slow,
and the only perfeet acting was that of
Mrs. Charles Calvert as Lady Hunstanton,
a genuine piece of comedy characterisa-
tion,  The part itself is the best in the
play, and was genuinely observed from
life, T feel sure, blllt that goes not ded~
tract from Mrs. Calvert’s ¢ arming an

subtle peJissen W@BRA:OBAEAEStY Library
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of No Importance.” The revival was applauded

Woman of No Importance ”’ never was anything
very much else but an embroidered melodrama.

straw to thrash by way of ‘ problem-plays.”
Need one rezall how Liord Illingworth, the agree-
able rake, appointed’ Gerald Arbuthnot his
secretary, only to find that Gerald’s mother was
the girl he had wronged in the long ago, and
that Gerald was in reality his son?

arrives when Mrs, Arbuthnot strikes her former |
lover across the face with her glove, and‘ca.lls B
him, in indescribable accents of scorn, a ‘‘ man
of no importance.” So far as all this kind of
thing is concerned, the play might just as well
bave been produced at Hoxton as in the Ha;:_;
rearket, and ‘‘ The Worst Woman in London
may claim eternal kinship with “ A Woman of
No Importance.” !

our delight the touch of undying genius in that

quite wonderfui last night, while the characters

~sat in the garden and then in the drawmg-ropm
and discussed everything in general, forgetting
all about any question of the plot—it was quite
wonderful with what freshness, mnaturalness,
ease, simplicity, those old epigrams flowed out.

ago and now was perhaps that in between we
have had another Irishman, who is nothing liks
$0_witty, but has something true to say-—and his

‘Oscar Wilde’s flippant talk about women seems

House of Lords is never. in touch with public
opinion; that is what keeps it civilised,” ‘“ Much
may be done with a magic lantern or a mission-
ary or some popular amusement of that sort.”
“Twenty years of romance makes a woman a
ruin; after twenty years of married life she re-
sembles a public building.” “ My husband is
like a promissory note;. I'm tired of meeting
him.”  *“Married men nawadays act like bache-
lors, and bachelors like married men.” - “Men
are horribly tedious when they are good hus-
gh;x]xds, and horribly conceited ~when they are

sometimes a future.”  *There are two kinds of
women in society—plain and coloured.” The
‘peerage is the best thing in fiction the English
have ever done.” These are just a few familiar
reminders.

Tllingworth.  He manages to make him accept-
able, even though Illingworth himself is almost
as unsympathetic as the ﬁa

slipped from Mr. Tree’s mouth with quite delight-
ful naturalness. They did not startle him, as

with people who speak it.

M.P., remains the only origival member of the
cast. The late Miss Rose Leclerq, who used to
conduct herself with such piquant dignity as
TLady Hunstanton, is replaced by Mrs. .Calvert,
who plays the part in entirely different fashion
making her yship a dear, homely old thing.
The epigrams arrive just as naiyely,

Lady Alionby, the lady whose husband Was never
visible. = Here, too, was another complete differ.
ence, Mrs, Tree’s enigmatic reading of the oha-
racter being converted by Mis;

frankly, 3 Spfe

gown shimmering, and with a social art that few
other actresses can command, Miss Ellis Jeffreys
wai wholly delightful, supremely distinguished.

ance in Miss Julia Neilson’s old part of the pure
American girl who was supposed to put everyone
to shame. Frankly, in spite of M.

Hfu} performance, the part never did ring quite |-

NUOTABL
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‘“ Woman of No Importance”
at His Majesty’s.

An evening strangely mingled of admiration
and disillusionment, of living brilliance a.n.d
tragic memory, was to be spent last night at His
Majesty’s over Mr. Tree’s revival of “ A Woman

by a crowded audience, ablaze with distinction—
with the Duchess of Marlborough 1n a box, and |
oelebrities of quite the first water content to
bespangle the stalls.

As for the play itself—just as fourteen years
ago at the old Haymarket—it still proves the |
most tantalising, provoking, not by any means |
the greatest of Oscar Wilde's amazing exploits. !
It was written before he had developed the pure |
funtastic appeal, entirely and inimitably his own, !
that came with ** The Importance of being Ear- |
nest:”  As “ Lady Windermere's Fan ” had bgen
but an embroidered conventional comedy, so “‘ A

And such a melodrama! Perhaps the utter
worthlessness of the story as such emerges more
than ever now, when we have no particular

Need one recall how the supreme  moment

DELIGHTFUL DIALOGUE. :
But over all this trash there remains still for

dialogue which has more genuine Irish grace in
its wit than anything since Sheridan. It was

e only difference between fourteen years

initials are “G. B. 8.7 One folt this last night.

ouriously empty after Mr. Bernard Shaw has

taken them  seriously. After Mr. Shaw’s
logical and deadly earnest gospelling, too, one

strancely unsatisfied with Oscar Wilde's

alternating of palpably insincere melodramatic
sentimentality with this cynicism that always
dances on the brink of depravity.

For all that the evening sparkles still.  “The

2 “Saints generally have a past, and sinners

MR. TREE'S FINE ACTING, i
As ‘before, Mr, Tree makes an ideal Lord

2 rquis de Priola, whom
so curiously resembles. The epigrams, too,

Wilde’s dialogue is so apt to seem to do
For the rest, Mr. Allan, as the opintonated

Then Miss Ellis Jeffreys replaces Mrs, Tree as

Miss Jeffroys into
ndidly brilliant personal-it:;. In :

not, charge was Miss Viola Tree’s appear-

iss Tree’s grace-

» there was the arrival of |
n place of Mrs, F T E

noe.”’ . Never, 'of
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HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE,

If Oscar Wilde’s reputation as a dramatist is to re:
main untarnished, then there must be an end to the
revivals of his plays. If one may judge by the impres-
sion made by ‘“A Woman of No Importance,”” his work
has no enduring quality, inasmuch as it lacks the element
of humanity and simply deals flippantly with theflippant
side of life. When Oscar Wilde made his meteorie ap-
pearance in the theatrical world we accepted his inver-
sion of stock phrases as something novel and entertain.
ing. He wasa lion, if not the lion of society at the time,
and there was a certain hardhihood in his method which
dazzled as well as amused. .

A rustic watching the three-card trick will stand in
open-eyed amazement at the sleight-of-hand of the per-
former, but the rnstic is not to be for ever tickled with
sach jugglery. So it is with Oscar Wilde’s verbal
trickery.  When it was fresh and found us unprepared
it passed for exceptional brilliancy, but now we have
seen the artifice and recognised the artificiality of his
{ style we no longer find the same joy in ‘his smart sene
tences.  As a matter of fact they become tiresome.

I do not see that there is the faintest hope for the
management in the revival Jast night at His Majesty’s
Theatre of '* A Woman of No Importance.”” The slight
tissue of plot is overwhelmed by its embroidery. We
take little or no interost in the lady who meets in middle
life the father of her son. He refused to marry her in
the time of her trouble, and she refuscs to mate with
him when circumstances throw them together, and the
son has (neither knowing the relationship) accepted the
position of private secretary to his own father. The
situation is essentially theatrical, and its flimsiness is
not redeemed by the auther’s manner of presenting it to
the aundience.

No dramatist can be considered truly great who does
not make some approach to nature, who does not seize
hold of some vital element of humanity, and who does
not scorn the flotsam and jotsam which is so greedily
pounced upon by the umimaginative author. Because
- Oscar Wilde utilised the material that floated so readily
"to hand, and painted it with the prevailing colour of the
period, 1t does not entitle him to be classed among tha
superior writers for the stage. To cut short the argu-
ment and come to brutal fact, the impression made upon
me by last night’s representation was that Oscar Wilda
is, from a dramatist’s point of view, an overrated man,
and that his plays are as dead as mutton.

And it really seemed as if those engaged in the per-
formance thought the same, for the acting was spiritless
and slow, and lacking in the one thing which might have
galvanised into life the dry bones .we were asked to
accept as & living body. Mr. Tree could do no more than
malke of Lord Illingworth a passable walking gentleman.
Miss Marion Terry did the most she could to secure sym-
pathy for a character which has had its like in many &
transpontine melodrama—Oscar Wilde had really no
original'ereative gift. Miss Ellis J effreys, Miss Kate
Cutler, Miss Viola Tree, Mrs. Charles Calvers (who stood
yut as tgla best actress of the evening), and others did
vhat they cq ﬁn@m A% University L@ran: it was
bvious they ﬁg ittle sympethy. B Wk
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Daily Mirror, %1

“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE”

Oscar Wilde's Famous Play Revived by Mr. Tree at
His Majesty’s Theatre.

Oscar Wilde would have given ten years of his
i life to see the reception given last night to “A
Woman of No Importance,” revived by Mr, Tree
at His Majesty’s Theatre.

With all his {aults to spoil his memory, Oscar
Wilde is still head and shoulders above modern
playwrights in the arts of satire and epigram. His
witticisms sparkled last night as they never did
before.

A brilliant company, including Mr. Tree and
Miss Marion Terry, interpreted his genius, and a
brilliant audience, which included the Austrian Am-
bassador, Sir Oliver Lodge, Mr. Hall Caine, Miss
Irene Vanbrugh, and Mr. W. S. Gilbert paid tribute
to his power as a dramatist. At the close of the
wonderful third act there were six or seven * calls,”
and at the end of the play the audience stood and
applauded for ten minutes before facing the rain

outside. JissePONDAI $8Universityadbrary : J
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A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.”

DAMP SQUIBS AT HIS MAJESTY’S
THEATRE.

[BY SPECIAL WIRE.]
Toxpoy, Wednesday, May 22.

The English theatre has covered a good
deal of ground since Oscar Wilde’s epi-
grammatic fireworks blinded London in the
early nineties. The rovival of ““ A Woman
of no Importance” at His Majesty’s
Theatre to-night was like a firework show
on a damp evening. The rockets and
squibs and crackers were all there—but
they fizzled. The crowd was there, eager
and willing to applaud and enjoy itself,
but the applause had not the right ring.

Unfortunately, if you take away the fire-
! works, there is very little left to “A Woman
of no Importance.” The story itself is the
merest melodrama—a combination of con-
ventional situations and claptrap morality.
Considered from one point of view, thse
cynicism of the “gake’’ sentiment is
hideously repulsive.

One must admit, however reluctantly,
that the piece suffered at the hands of the
principal actor. Mr. Tree has rarely been
so illcast or so uncertain of his lines. s

The chief successes of the evening were

| scored by Mrs. Calvert, perfect 1n her
technique, and exquisite in the simplicity
of her style; Miss Bllis Jefireys, as the
silly, quasi-shocking Mrs. Allenby, and
Miss Marion Terry, whose wonderful charm

t o
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Daily Graphic.

~  HIS MAJESTY'S THEATRE.

Tast night Mr. Tree revived Oscar Wilde's “A:

Woman of No Importance,” which he originally
produced at the Haymarket Theatre some fourteen
years ago. Mr. Tree himself is admirably suited
with the part of the modern Lovelace, Lord Illing-
worth, and Miss Marion Terry is all that is charm-
ing, dignified, and womanly as the ill-used Mrs.
Arbuthnot, while Mrs. Charles Calvert is delight-
fully possible as well as amusing as the kindly, if
forgetful old dowager Lady Hunstanton. Miss %llis
Joffreys is her smart and fascinating self as the
intellectual flirt, Mrs. Allenby, and Miss Viola Tree
fooks the beautiful, high-minded young American
girl to perfection. Moreover, Mr. Tree has gone
to the trouble and expense of having a white and
gold inper frame made to the marble proscenium
in order to reduce the size of the stage pictures
from spectacular-drama to comedy proportions, o
that he has certainly @one his utmost for the success
of the piece. If this does not entirely fulfil his
expectabions it will be on account of the want of
truth to life in the drawing of the prinecipal charac-
ters, whose actions are not the result of deep feeling,
but merely mechanical ingenuities necessary for
the production of the situations. Even Miss Marion

Terry cannot make one sympathise with Mrs..

Arbuthnot when she talks of her * ruined, miserable
existenoe ”’ in her comfortable house beside the son
she adores, and surrounded with admiring and ex-
oeedingly kind friends. It seems absolutely meces-
‘sary to point out to her thdt she is much better off,
and has been for twenty years, than any widow
who mourns a loved companion, or any woman who
Is compelled to live with a bad husband. Of course
the play is only an excuse for smart dialogue, of
which there is a great deal that is brilliant enough
to pass for wit while it is being spoken in the
theatro; but it lacks that depth of observation and
truth which is the foundation of the wit which will
bear repetition in the study. However, the piece

. Disscationanmersbrary 1

applauded heartily at the final fall of the curtain.
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A WOMAN OF NO TMPORTANCE."|

DAMP SQUIBS AT HIS MAJESTY’S
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“«A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,” AT
HIS MAJESTY'S.

Oscar Wilde's brilliant play, ““A Woman of No
Importance ’ was revived last night at His Majesty’s
_'Theatre. Although entirely artificial, the piece is
almost unsarpassed for the brilliancy of its epigrama-~

ical wit, and if the serious specches are not at
the sort of thing real people would say, many of them
ate of true poetical counception. Miss Marion Terry
played eharmingly as Mrs Arbuthnot, and Mr Tree
played cleverly as Lord Ilingworth, but he will be
more satisfactory when he has mastered all his lines.
In the second act last night the prompter was heard
:«hn()i% a:?lot‘»cn as %he %‘;mr'l Mis\sT Vi'“}‘? Tree p]iwee!i
delightfully..as sater Worsley, Mrs Charles Calw
was rightl}aliﬁmmmsﬂﬂm

raryon, and the
other characters were all well rendered.

A large audience welcomed the revival with en-
thusiasni. .
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THEATRE.

he English theatre has covered a good

1 of ground since Oscar Wilde’s
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ngle real flower is infinitely more beauti-
il than the most lavish and ingenious
yrotechnic display on record.

“he revival of © A Woman of No Impor-
ynee ” at His Majeetg"s Theatre last night
a5 like a firework-show on a damp even-
ng. 'The rockets and the squibs and the
rackers were all there—but they fizzled.-
‘he crowd was there, eager and willing to
pplaud and enjoy itself, hut the applause
\ad not the right ring. One heard such
xolamations as * How clever!” “ How
srilliant!”—but the faces of the speakers
vere not alive with ftrue enthusiasm.

Unfortunately, if you take away the fire-
wvorks there 15 Very little left to “A
Woman of No Tmportance.” The story
tself is.the metest melodrama—a combina-
Hon of conventional situations and clap-
trap morality. Considered from one point
4f- view, the cynicism of the = fake” senti-
ment is hideously repulsive.

Wilde was amateurish, teo, 1& his
methods. His devices for dragging in his
“cmart sayings’ were childish. “ What
is  so-and s0?’’ asks somehody, and then we
get the carefully concocted agswer. Or,
again, “ Define morality; Lord  Iling-
worth.”? Whereupon Lord Illingworth lets
himself go, and the others sit round him
and gape at his cieverness.

One ~must admits however rehictantly,
that the piece suffered at the hands of the
principal actor. Mr. Tree has rarely been
to ill-cast or so uncertain of his lines. In-|
stead of the easy, polished, cynical, amus- |
ing, brilliant creature that poor Wilde in- |
tended to put upon the stage, one had a |
slow, halting, rather dull gentleman, whose
every sentence, almost, began with a long
«Oh” ar * Ah/* and who over—emphasisea
his witticisms in such a way as to render
them insufferably priggish. :

Theé chief successes of the evening
were scored by Mrs. Charles Calvert,
perfect in her - technique: af course,\
and exquisite in the simplicity of her|
style; Miss 1lis Jeffreys, as the silly,
quasi-shocking Mrs. Allenby; and Miss
Marion Terry, whose wonderful charm |
went far to make ' a possible person |
of the weak-headed, invertebrate Mrs.
Arbuthnot. Clever little character-studies
aleo came from Mr. FEdmund Maurice, Mr.
Charles Allan, M, Ficher White, Mr.

. Langhorne Burten, Miss Kate Bishop, and |
| Miss Kate Cutler. Mr. Charles Quarter-
| maine’s Gerald Arbuthnot was good; but
{‘would be even hetter if hig attitudes, and
gostures, and tones were Jess convention-
{ ally “Yhoyish.” Miss Viola Tree made but
|2 {imp thing of the outspoiken An]azel'ﬁan

girl.
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HIS MAJESTY'S,

“ A WOMAN OF NO TMPORT-
ANCE" REPRODUCED. |

e
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Perhaps the first thing one notices about
A Woman of No Importance’’ is the
way it has aged. Mr. Tree himself, 50,
through the medium of the "inh?tviem;'ﬁg“‘
informed the o3¢ -the play qub
modern, and t%gﬁ?%h ' ‘
14 years a0, in a

See!‘iug the play again in its revival at His}
Majesty’s last night, we wonder at this ex-

pression of opimon. The Puritan maiden, |
Hester Worsley (Miss Viola Tree) does, in-
{ieed, exptess views about sexual equality
in the matter of punishment for sexual sin
that are quite 1 accord with much of what
we hear to-day; but then we heard it long |
ago, and can scarcely account a play modern

on s0 slight a ground. 3 : {

In idea the play is - essentially old-
fashioned, and so 1is its technique. Most
of the characters are given to firing off wit-
ticising or what are intended for  such;
wiilie the principal personagey he cannot be
dubbed the hero, Lord liungworth  (MrT.
Beerbohm Tree), simply clutenes at every .
chance remark his imeérlgeutor happens to
make, and uses 1t as a peg upon wnich to
hang epigrams. He is not merely frivolous,
heartless, and wicked. That could be for-
given, aithough one feels that as the author
aid not intend -him to be regarded as a
villain, he really ought to have endowed |
him with some sympathetic quality; but
he becomes a bore, and that is uniorgive-
able. Many of the witticisms, such as that
‘about the Book o Life commencing with
a man and woman in & garden and ending
with Revelations, are brilliant enough}
some do more than skim the surface, but
many are really not much elevated above
the pun, , . ;

However, it is as a storehouse of verbal
pyrotechnics that Osear Wilde’s play will
probably be welcomed b{ the pubiie, Cer-
tainly last night a coni inuous  crackle of
laughtet accompanied the dualogue. As a
story, it is weak; as a representation of
human life, shallow and artificial The
first act, and part of the second, let us know
that Gerald Arbuthuot (M. Charles Quarter-
qnaine) has attracted Lord Illingworth,~who
-opens up a career for him by the offer off
a private seeretaryship; that Gerald is in
\love with the Puritan maiden from America,
.who delivers a drawing-room lecture which
clearly hits Mrs. Afbuthnot (Miss Marion
| Terty), who only enters on the scene when
{the second act is well advanced; and that
‘L*ord Tilingworth is the father of Mrs.
‘Arbuthnot’s son. & .

}
1

—e

The mother wislies to keep her son from
{ his father, but will not reveal the truth.
| She tells him of JLord Illingworth’s be-
trayal of a young girl, and Gerald ‘observes |
that no really nice girl would have gone
away with a man without being married to
him. ‘Then she withdraws her objections.
A shriek is heard, ‘and the Puritan maiden
rushes in, Lord Ilin worth has carried
out a threat to iss her. Gerald
{hreatens ~to  kill him,
the mother whispers ‘ he is your father '3’
a bit of good, old Agelphi melodrama which
_nothing but the acting of Miss Marion Tert

‘prevented from being. funnier than any of
the jokes, Equally unreal and on the same
theatrical glwe is the finish, in which Lord
Tllingworth asks Miss Arbuthnot to 1. 2rry
‘him, as, suggested in a letter by his sonj
and when she r..uses he is guilty of the
appalling caddishness of expressing his sur-
ise at meeting his mistress when visiting
his-own set. £he strikes him with & glove;
he goes; she weeps; her son and his pro-
'mised bride . comé “ja {the Paritan .
oftened her convictions about its being just
that the sing of the parents shall be visited
on the children); and we are left to undez-
gtand that happiness awaits them in the
States. - £ ! 4

: AR
The ugual hesitaneies of u Afat nigh ot
His Majest{’a were more in evideacs than
asusly hut. when fhe aaee an been
quickened, there will be liftle fauit to find
with the acting.  As ady Hunstanton, In
Wwhoto house the characters meet, Mrd.
Charles Calyert was mnintitable, The kindly,
garrulous old lady, elways forgetting things,
was presented to the life with clear, 1mcisive,
ot mever overwrought, touches, Sweetly
gympathetia _ was the Mrs. Arbuth-
fot  of  Miss - Marion Terry; - her
facial ~ expression of pain when
her son insists upon accompanying Lord
llingworth; the tense emotion of the recog:
nition scene; the pain of the last scene were
salient points in_a generally fine imper-
sonation. Miss Ellis Jeffreys made a wel-
| come return to London as the smart Mis,
Allenby, with whom Lord Tllingw d
hilanders, and played with all her wonted
nesse, and Miss Viola Tree displayed some
rogress as Hester. Mr.  Tr
is - original ~part of Lord
worth, making — up wonderfully young
and, in the first act, with a remarkable
cream-colored suit of clothes. He gave the
art all the ease and polish and man-of-the-
worldliness it demands. Mr., .Charles Quar-
termaine seemed somewhat ill at ease as
Gerald; Mr. Edmund Maurice was distinetly
ﬁ)od a5 a cleric; and Miss Kate Bishop,
iss Kate Cutler, and Mr. J. Fisher Whi
Dieted the cast. TheTeception was quite
stic. 171 .
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[FAMOUS COMEDY REVIVED.

“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE *
: AT HIS MAJESTY?’S.

' Each of the all-too-short serics of Osecar
Wilde's plays contained one particularly |
striking “epigram.” The gem of “A |
Woman of no Importance,” the comedy |
produced by Mr, Tree at the Haymarket,
~and revived by him last night at His |
Majesty’s, is, of course, the often quoted: |
. ““The book of life begins with a man and |
a4 woman in a garden—and finishes with
revelations.”

here are many other “epigrame* in
“A Woman of no Importance,” some of
them mere fireworks, others witty and
wise. And there is drama in it.

Every character—or at least nearly every | ,

other character—has individuality, The

lay is constructed with Sardouesque skill. |
gudyeed, from one point of view it mi ht be
a wittily written, rather mechanical E‘rench '
comedy. From another point of view it is
a criticism of smart society’s sins and |
follies, after the manner of Alfred Sutro. }
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t was curious that the entirely artificial I

“letting-off  smart things with the cha. |
racters grouped round the stage like min- |
strels at a “sit round * was, after years, |
gvery bit as effective as the dramatic in- |
rigue. |

. For “A Woman of no Importance » is in
“dts entirety an admirable comedy, wun-'!
. happily with few equals in modern
theatrical literature, and Mr, Tree has done
well to give playgoens the opportunity to
see it again. % i
The acting last night suffered dreadfully |
from the common vice of slowness, but
the company is an excellent one, includil}g,

=y it I M
1o Jissen Wdratte-0nuzesty, Libtary Ellis ’
Jeffreys, and M» Edmund Maurice.
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