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_HIS MAJESTY'S.,

“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,”
(By Oscar WiLpg,)

Lord Illingworth .......
Sir John Pontefract
dord Alfred Rufford r LANGHORNE BurTon
Mr Keluih "MP. .. Gad sMr CHARLES ALIAN
The Ven. James Daubeny, D.D,

Mr Epmunp MAuRice
..Mr CHARLES QUARTERMAINE

Mr J. Frsuee WHITR

Gerald Arbuthnot .

MRrgUha - s Mr Cuive Coerire
Frandlg ‘aui 3 Mr F. CowrLex WRIGH?
lady Hunstanton ... Mrs CHARLES CALVERT
Lady Caroline Portefract «...Miss Karg Bismor

Lady Stutfield .. Miss Karg Curier
Mrs Allenby ... Miss KrLis JEFFREYS
Hehter IOy LGN Miss Viora TRER
B8 S Nk Miss Hitps MooOrr
....Miss MarioN TERRY
“The Book of Life begins with a man and
woman, and ends—with Revelations” This is
merely one flower taken at random from the
bouquet of ocoruscation that adorns Oscar
Wilde’s comedy of manners—and morals, “A
Woman of no Imporiunce,” which Mr Tree re-
vived at His Majesty’s last night. Indeed, epi-
gram jostles epigram with such extravagant
‘prodigality that one can barely recall a twen-
tieth of the worldly wisdom of the wayward
genius who fifteen years ago had built up for
himself quite a little kingdom in society. Only
two acts of “A Woman of no Importance” have
any vital relation to the drama; the other two
- are a dazzling display of verbal fireworks. It
is a game of *‘vou let off a cracker and I’ll fol-
low with coloured fire” all tho time, and Mr
Tree gets most of the coloured fire, which in
the nature of things—and as the actor-manager
he should do so. We said that only two acts
have any relation to the drama; we doubt if
they have (in the author’s conscience and brain)
any relation to life. We are almost convinced
the characters have none but as they serve the
admirable purpose of standing up like so many
immoral “Aunt Sallys” to be bowled over by
the pitiless scorn of the Puritan and unsophisti-
cated American heiress, Hester Worsley, who,
what with her sermans and her habit of eaves-
dropping strikes one as a bit of a prig, despite
her self-righteous behaviour in the end, we can
tolerate the inhumanity and lack of realism of
the play. Besides one love insincerities when

they are served up with the sauce piquante .

of Oscar Wilde. No one believées in half
his philosophy, but while it has the evanescence
of champagne it has also its sparkle, and to
laugh at it is not to be converted, and therefore
when we chuckled over the discomfort and
virtuous snort of the Archdeacon when he was
compelled io Msten to Illingworth’s casy views
. of morality our sense of propriety did not suffer
because our sense of humour was titillated. We
are not going to recapitulate the story. It can
be told in & couple of iragic sentences: The
father of a nameless boy discovers that the man
whom he is about to appeint as his secretary and
confidant is his own illegitimate son. The -
stinct of fatherhood is aroused, and there is a
strong battle between the dilettants father, the
ambitious son, and the outraged mother for the
masery. Lord Illingworth’s trump ecard is mar-

riage and respectability for trampled henour, |

but the mother rejects the proposal and wins
over her son after e desperate fight, and with the

aid of the American puritan.. Hester Worsley's i

pitiless castigation of the Smart Set is one which
‘certain social crusaders before the public would
give their ears to have been the author of.

“The Sm: Set lies like a leper in purple—a
dead thing painted with gold.” Miss- Marion
Terry made a striking success in the part of the |

weonged woman last night. Her half-strangled
tones of grief and sbame in her recital of her
pitiful story, and her appeal to her som
not to leave her brought a lump to the throat
of the most case-hardened playgoer, and she
made an appeal to the emotions which gave the
play a touch of distirction and humanity, which
its obvious shallowness di dnot merit. Mr Tree’s
man of the world was a splendid piece of natural
acting, and when he has corrected a noticoable
hesitation ‘in his speech, he should make his
Lord Illingworth a delightful study. Mrs
Charles Calvert contributed an unctuous piece of
comedy. as the inconsequential Lady Hunstanton,
while Miss Ellis Jeffreys was simply bewitch-
ing as the flirtatious Mrs Allenby. Miss Viola
Tree showed distinct progress in the ingenue
part of IHester Worsley. She is learning the
difference between art and the artificial. She
safig a ballad enchantingly in the second act.” A
brilliant house bubbled over with laughter in a
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Westminster Gazelle.
REVIVAL OF “A WOMAN OF NO IMPOR'I‘AT_
r ‘AT HIS MAJESTY'S THEATRE,

Mr. Beerbohm Tree has at last followed Mr. George Alex
example; and we are allowed to sce ap«_)ther play by Oscar
He is not in quite such a happy position as Mr. Alcxand
being able to bring down [rom his shelf ** {’he Importa
Being Earnest ** or ** Lady Windermere's Fan,’' to both of
rather than to ‘“ A Woman of No Importance,”” one wou
in any attempt to put the author in his proper place -
hierarchy of English literature. ‘* A Woman of No Imporg
has a troublesome plot, meant to he taken seriously, a
present generation, if last night’s audience is a fair sampl
develops at the thrilling moments a marked tendency to j

Nor can I blame it. © The story of Lord Illingworth and
Arbuthnot and their son Gerald was never one to rous
enthusiasm ; the great scenes where the son would stri
tather but for the mother’s despairing revelation of their re
ship, and where the father, having failed to get his son
grossly insults the woman he has wronged and 1s struck gg
the face with his own glove, are quite too obviously ¢
scenes,”’ and they have not improved with time. They
grown very dusty on theic shelf, and not all the art of My,
and Miss Marion Terry can rub thern bright again-—if, ir
there was ever much brightness about them. It is and alwayg!
an extrgordinary thing that the man who had an eye f{¢
absurdity of everything else upon this carth had not an e
the absurdity of theatrical effect—unless, indeed, the fact ¢
- he had, and, having defied convention in most other things, d
rately defied originality in this. Pessibly it delighted him to §
people by being strictly ordinary .in. his plots, this being the
touch of the unexpectéd left to him  after having turned a
conventions of customary morality inside out. Possibly conte
himself with inverting sentences, he decided to leave it to
Shaw to invert situations. But most probable of all is it ¢
was simply looking for an opportunity for the exercise
fascinating and wayward wit and 16t the rest g0 hang ; byt
. that case it is strange that he allowed himseclf to spend »o
|| time in a determined effort to be solemn. e
| However, it is for its general conversation ‘that ‘“ A_ Wy
of No Importance *’ is worthy of a descent from the shelf. L
[ is in it plenty of the inverted proverb style of humour in
’ Wilde revelled, and in which it is so casy for others to reve
| imitation; typical specimen—** Oh, don’t bhe moderate; noth
* succeeds like excess ' (which, by the way, Mr. Troc spoiled
| lack of spontaneity; he spoke of it as if ‘he were thinking ii &
+ Slightly higher in" rank is the remark I can survive ang
. except death,” paralleled ‘in another play by ““T can resist
I thing except temptation ' but. better still ‘is that unforg
i gem, ‘‘ He : The Book of Life begins with 2 man and a wo-n 7
a garden. She: Yes: and ends with Revelations.”' 1 have.
a kindly feeling for the philosophy in ** Always kiss women
i talk seriously; it's such a tremendous surprise to them.”’ JbiT
! calls, and may have been modelled on, Disraeli’s ‘“You dariing 1!
| to the Female Suffragist who had addressed him earnestly f
" half an hour. Best of all, however, are the sudden and strikin
little glimpses of depth of feeling, glowing little touches o pure
¢ poetry, to be met with here and there, which reveal the re
¢ the man behind the mask of cynical and brilliant dilettanti
heighten, if there is anything that could heighten, the tra
his end. It is when the plot stands still and the author h
gotten it and is talking of things in general that “ A Wo
No Importance . becomes a thing which our literature co
spare; and, whatever may:be the result from the point of view
~popular success, there can bhé no doubt about Mr. Tree’s
to gratitude for this long-overdue reviyal,

Mr. Tree himself, of course, plaved Lord Hlingworth
more. He has an air of distinction, but hardly gives an impressis
of a dazzling mind, and he “took “the  whole thing rather too .

slowly ‘dnd in too low a key. ~In fact, there were times when he
was inaudible; it is perhaps difficult, after a long absence from
drawing-room comedy, to strike the ‘right note. - Miss  Eliis
Jefireys as Mrs. Allenby; and Mrs¢ Charles Calvert as Lady»
Hunstanton, are both perfectly and entirely delightful; they have
the tone and manner of it to the life. The Archdeacon with
the decrepit wife at home is a fisure of farce, ‘and is broadlys
played as such by Mr. Edmund Maurice; and Miss Viola Treo
plays prettily as the ingénue from America. Miss Marion Terry's
Mrs. Arbuthnot is a beautifuly tender and gracious ficure.  Not.
for her are wit and epigrams—~her part it is to bear the plot; and,

despite its melpghg=03:aBsen Women's University Library |, petflet sincerity
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i The revival of Osear Wilde’s comedy “A B e e e e e et SO
Woman of No Importance” attracted a very

| fashionable and interesting gathering to St,ar.

His Majesty’s last night. Perhaps as many

eyes were turned on the white-haired figure AN AUTHOR OF NO IMPORTANCE.
of Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s mother, in a box ; # the heitorminnse ol
with her daughter, Mrs. Nevﬂ.le and Mr. At tha conclusion o SR e R
Frank Rxchargson : as on the ’da,rk :fui A Womid gt Na Tuiportance =
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MAN OF NO IMPORTANCE” REVIVED.

fough fourteen years have passed since ‘A Woman of No Im-
¢™ was first acted, its comedy scenes have lost little of their sparkle.
-and then, perhaps, the wit seems a little laboured, but upon the whole
i.garts of the play act as brilliantly as ever, and the jokes that set us
in 1893 performed the same kindly office for us at His Majesty’s
s last night. It is in the serious passages that the seams of the play
, begun to gape somewhat and its fabric to show rather threadbare,
cularly in the speeches of that artificial young embodiment of American
anism, Hester Worsley. Her general attitude was voted excessive
en years ago. To-day she seems more than ever out of the picture.
ot this was probably the character on which the author most prided him-
He was a poet, and this was one of his dreams. The Lords and
wg of his play are all society types, brightened with his own wit; but
‘ﬁgure he composed with his eyes piously fixed not on humanity, but

able passage, takes under her patronage, and offers to her guests as a
of additional entertainment. Through the lips of Hester the author
sunced his rebuke of the insincerities and shams of the Hunstanton
e. We believe he meant the censure to be a crushing one,

ircl U :
he penned the girl’s speeches under the stress of genuine emotion. |

D

Tfee’s girlish sincerity, and the added charm of her adorably tall and
der figure moving)so gracefully in Lady Hunstanton’s drawing-room,
¢ young lady seemed even more unreal than the shams she so despised.

The greater part of the play, however, is sprinkled with the peculiar but
ry genuine wit fot which the author was famous and in which no other
riter has since approached him. Delivered with delightful unconscious-
1ess by Mrs. Charles Calvert as Lady Hunstanton, with painful care by Mr.
ree as Lord Illingworth, and with perfect ease and gaiety by Miss Ellis
fireys as Mrs. Allenby, flash after flash drew a roar from the audience.
rs. Calvert, in particular, was in great comic form. There was less of
he Grande Dame in the impersonation than when the late Miss Rose
; lercq played the part. That lamentéd actress conferred an intonation

oh the stars—those stars, by the way, which Lady Hunstanton, in an in- !

the effort took him out of his depth ; and last night, for all Miss Viola
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d bearing upon such characters that would have been voted * dis-
uished” at Hatfield itself! But Mrs. Calvert was a perfectly conceivable
Hld lady ; while the drollery of her look and often of her silence was as rich
& was that of her speech. As to Miss Jefireys, there is no need to say how
ractive a figure she made, or how wittily she gave the amusing speech
the third act describing the Ideal Man. Mr. Tree, unfortunately, was
en at a long way from his best. During the whole evening he seemed
comfortable with his moustache, and for the rest of it he was visibly un-
mfortable with his lines. Now and then, however, we had reminders of
highly effective performance of fourteen years ago; and probably when
‘actor’s usual nervousness on first nights has worn off Lord Illingworth
be himself again. Unfortunately, much the same applies to Miss
arion Terry, whose conception of the character of Mrs. Arbuthnot—so
rbly played by Mrs. Bernard Beere on the original production—was
ously marred in execufion by the actress’s dependence on the prompter.
., again, the audiences to come will be happier than last night’s. Mr.
sund Maurice slightly over-acted the part of the Archdeacon, but the
or’s humour held its own ; and Miss Kate Bishop as Lady Caroline, Mr.
tles Allan as Mr. Kelvil, the Nonconformist M.P., and Miss Kate Cutler
s Lady Stutfield, also made their parts stand out well. In the character
erald Arbuthnot Mr. Charles Quartermaine was not happily suited. An
Bctor with a lighter, more boyish, touch was wanted, and here, agdin, the

motional scenes suffered.
The play is presented with the proscenium reduced to a size suitable to
wing-room comedy, and is staged with Mr. Tree’s usual good taste, the
den scene of the first act being a particularly pretty one. It should also
stated that many of the ladies wear beautiful dresses, though the task of
ir description is beyond us—** that way madness lies.”” The revival was
ceived with hearty applause after the first three acts, but rather less at the

at musicians would call an uncertain attack.
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A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.”

. et

) (FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT)
London, Wednesday Night.

If only for the opportunity it affords of
seoing Mr Tree in an evening-dress character,
his revival of Osear Wilde's “ A Woman of No
{ Importance ” is certain to prove popular. The
satirical qualities of the piece, and  the
sparkling nature of the dialogue, seemed just
as irresistible to-ni%ixt as at the Haymarket
thirteen %ears ago, when Mr Tree first appeared
as Lord 1llingworth. ~ Mr Tree, who is practi-
cally 'the only one of the original cast in the
present revival, Jooked a young man of thirty,
and played with the same quiet force that dis-
tinguished his impersonation at the Haymarket.
Miss Marion Terry as * Mrs Arbuthnot,”” Miss'
Ellis Jefireys as the giddy Mrs Allenby. and
Mrs Charles Calvert as the aged and delight-
fully  Ti : er smmn, Werse.
among the conspicuous 1mpersonauons in a
| generally fine performandce.
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HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE. I
“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE?” ‘

By Oscar ‘WiLDE.

Lord INingworth .....c...cooeiea M1, TREE,

8ir John Pontefract . ... Mr. J. Fisurr WEITE.
Lord Alfred Ruffor e Mr. LaXGHOBN BURTON.
Mr. Kelvil, M.P....... .. Mr. CHARLES ALLAX.
The Ven. James Daul . Mr. EDMUND MAURICE.

b2

When “ A an of No Importance’”” was

Theatre on April 19, 1893, the general feeling
was that there was too much dialogue for the |
action of the play, and that the epigrams |
delayed the unfolding of the story. It is
probable that taste in matters of the theatre
has considerably ‘changed in the fourteen
years which have elapsed since then, for last
night at His Majesty’s Theatre the melo-
drama of the play seemed old-fashioned and
out of date, and the really enjoyable part was
the brilliant wit, which amused as much as
ever, though it has no longer its original
freshness, since
“ Most can raise’the flowers now,
For all have got the seed.”

In truth, the verbal brilliance has worn better
than the melodramatic plot, for wit is always
young, whereas we have advanced consider-
ably in the matter of plots and their un-
folding since 1893.

The piece is most admirably cast. Of the
original representatives onky two remain, Mr.
Tree resuming the part of Lord 1llingworth,
in which he made so notable a success ab the
Haymarket Theatre. He delivers the clever
epigrams with which the part 1s studded
without a trace of effort, and when it comes
to the dmama he'is equally masterful. Mr.
Tree plays the part withoubt exaggeration,
‘and with quiet distinetion.  Mr. Charles
Altan again resumes the part of Mr. Kelvil,
M.P., and plays the political bore with abso-
lute fidelity. As the priggish youth, Gerald

Gerald Arbuthnot ... vee  MrT, CHARLES QUARTERMAINE.
Lady Hunstanton ............eee:s M8, CHARLES CALVERT,

Lady Caroline Pontefract .. Miss KATE BISHOP.

Lady stutfield...... . 'Miss Kars CUTLER. i
Mrs, Allenby .. Miss EXLu18 J EPFREYS, ‘f
Hester Worsley .. Miss Viora TrER, i
Mrs, Arbuthnot . Miss MarION TERRY. !

first produced by Mr. Tree at the Haymarket

Arputhnot, Mr. Charles Quarbermaime suc-
ceeds Mr. Fred Terry. He is rather inclimed
to emphasise the serious side of the charac-
ter, and to force the odna, ic nobe.
Arbuthnot wants taking withga very, dight
hand; for it is an upgra$diul part, ad*she
peculiar relationship in which he stands to
Lord 1llingworth makes his position in the
last act one that demands mnot toe
tragic a bearing. Very clever character
skefches ape given by Mr. Edmund
Maurice and Mr J. Fisher White. Mr. Tree
has found the ideal Mrs. Arbuthnot to sue-
jeed Mrs. Bernard Beere. Miss Marion
Terry has such a winning personality, and so
rreat a power of commanding sympathy, that
she makes whatever she does appear to be:

ight. This quality is needed in Mrs.'

Arbuthnot, for the wommn of no importance

rerges danmgerously on the unsympathetic,

sspecially in the last act, until Lord Illing-
worth insults her, but Miss Terry carries it
all through friumphantly, and almest makes

us forget that in reality Lord Illingworth is -

rather hardly dealt with. Miss Viola Tree
succeeds Miss Horlock as the American
heiress, Hester Worsley, and with her girlish
charm made even the Punitamical and ill-
mannered lecture in the second act seem rea-
sonable. It is a Peculia.rity of “A Woman
of No Importance ’’ that the characters which
are meant o be blameless are those with
which we have the least sympathy, but
luckily both Miss Marion Terry and. Miss
Viola Tree have such a charm of manner and
personality that the words they have to
speak are, as it were, glossed over. Mrs.
Charles Calvert is delightfully comic as Lady
Hunstanton, in which she Succeeds that
‘“ grande dame,” Miss Rose Leclerq, and
Miss Ellis Jeffreys, Miss Kate Bishop, and
Miss Kate Cutler are excellent as the thres
dnsﬁm_,gu onests o - Hunstanton. The
play is iy

o IR o sy

s e el I 1 g

%

T . S A S T

Wi :~"'..' @9 received |

last: night with the heartiest applause.
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. Evening News,
||«SPHINXES WITH:
OUT SECRETS.”

{EPIGRAMS, A POOR PLAY,
AND A GREAT ACTRESS.

’

| © ~Mrs, Allenby (Miss Ellis Jeffréys, as
| ‘usual in a ‘“wonderful gown): Define
Woman !
Lord Tllingworth (Mr. Tree, rather like
e German Emperor with moustache}
modified) : Sphinxes without secrets! g
Or again: 4 g
Lady Stutfield (Miss Kate Cutler): Lo
Illingworth, what is life? i
Lord TIlhngworth: Life is a mauvais
quart d’heure made up of exquisite mo-
ments. 5
. That is the sort of thing cultured e
liked or pretended to like or Oscar Wilde
imagined them to like when Oscar Wilde
wrote plays. Because peopls don’t like
that sort"of thing any more, because our
ideals o>f art arc higher, because we waﬁ
realities and not artificialities in our ri :
F‘ures, our books and our plays, therefore
A Woman of No Importance” is out’
of dat’e, and one cannot predict success for
Mr. ’lre’e’s _revival of it last night at Her
r| Majesty’s Theatre. Plays that live are
s | Plays that touch the heart of the masses,
which changes but little from generation
to generation. Oscar Wilde despised the
- | many and wrote for the cultivated few. He i
wrote for the only people who are influenced | __ &
5 l})iy ideas, who grow and develop every year. | :
e wrote for one stage of that develop-
ment, and he has been left far behind.
3 The very problem ot the play shows that
e | Lord Tllingworth has offered the post of
r | his private secretary to young Gerald
1| Arbuthnot (Mr. Charles Quartermaine).
Mrs. Arbuthnot, Gerald’s mother, dis-| &
-covers that Lord Illingworth is Geraloﬂ;{ =
father, the man who as George Harford| |
, | seduced ‘and then refused to marry her..
s | She refuses, ver{ﬂnatura_lly, to allow her’!
: boy to become Lord Illingworth’s eecre-
> | tary, but her objections are overruled |
- | Lord Illingworth himself, who defies he
d | to tell the boy what is their actual rel
- | tionship. Then Gerald seces Lord
| worth try to kiss Hester Worsley. G
~ loves Hester Worsleg, and rushes at Lord
-~ Tlingwerth to kill him. Mrs. Arbuthnof
. intervenes, and to prevent the tragedy dis-
closes the secret. B s e

THE PROBLEM. <

‘Whereupon Gerald determines to. make
Lord Illingworth marry his mother and
(in the eyes of a conventional world right.
| her. He is astonished and horrified when
[ she declines. Lord Illingworth has ruined;
| twenty years of her life as her betrayer,: Z
ia.nd she is not going to let him ruin the -
| rest ‘of it as her hugband. Gerald is only
| induced to rﬁn hissgesolution by
the interventida: of HesterfWorsley, who 3
supports his mother. Lord IHlingworth,in -~ §
whose breast a somewhat tardy sense
' paternal affection has been aroused, makes
5. *| one more efiort to win his son by offe:
| to make him his heir. Mrs. Arbuthnot in-
' forms him that this is quite unnececssary.
‘ for. Hester Worsley, being American,

rich. Exit Lord Illingworth. -

Now the central point of the pl

elearly this.  Society, repr: d” b
Gerald, is supposed to believe that eve

after twenty years Mrs. Arbuthnot ought

to be “righted ” by becoming Lord Illing-

worth’s wife. Gerald is quite an ordinary
| young man, with quite the accepted ideas
on social subjects, and he believesthat his
mother ought to jump at the chance of |
heing married. He supposes that is what :
any woman under any circumstances at £
any moment during those 'cwent&‘ years .
would have given her ears for. That is
what Society demands. : S

Perhaps that is what Society did demand
when Wilde wrote “A Woman of No Im-
portance.” Nowadays there is not a sing
man or woman of ordinary heart or in
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< | tion by u an accepted idea.
d | he ¢ gghgst?‘a prove we have long
o | cepted.  We have broadened immen

: ed us to
Granted! But that does not make hi
seem’ any the less psychologically ab
Mr. Tree’s revival is interesting only
cause it éer;;s to sh};:_w how ftirh‘g:l
rogressed, how much saner an:
lg, our attitude towards social subjects th .
it was, or than it was supposed to be, in
the time of Oscar Wilde. Fon
i EPIGRAMS,
Apart from that, even, the play is not
oood. 1ts technique is childish, entrances
1nd exits often perfectly inconsequent. The
ialogue consists mainly in epigrams and
remarks leading up to epigrams on sub-
Sjects such as Life, Woman, and other
things in capital letters, which ordinary
2 ‘peop e don’t talk about. Very few of the
epigrams are good, very fey mean any-
thing in particular. Oscar Wilde imagined
that to say ncthing as if it were ;‘-&ns-
iotle was the essence of wit. The “culk
tured few” of his day thought that it
was. We only find it tedious. ple.
don’t 4.aonegfct:t symmetnt;;al aphorisms’
moments ense emotion. : R
“Yes, Mr. Tree has been deceived. Be-
cause a few select :glnts in France and
Germany have started a cult of Wilde and
have revived his plays, because we have
tardily learned to appreciate Wilde's far
abler = disciple Bernard Shaw, because
realism is not everything in art, Mr. Tree
clearly thought the time had come for a
resurrection of Wilde in England. He 18
wrong. The time will never come. i
The acting as a whole was good. Miss
Ellis Jefireys as the woman of the world
who delights in being wicked was excel-
Jent, - Mrs. Calvert as Lady Hunstanton
was charming. Mr, Quartermaine was
earnest if a little crude in a very
dificult ‘part. Miss Viola Tree was
scarcely successful as the young Ameri-
can. Mr. Tree was singuiarly 1nept.
as Lord Illingworth. They all made
the mistake of trying to make pup-
! pets into [ﬁgple—-an impossible task. -
u
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| Mrs.. Ar -
| Terry was magnificent.
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; ; Wa
ilde’s play “A W man or N A ’
ce,”’ which was first played at {,Q?

the Haymarket Theatre fourteen years
ago, when Mr. Beerbohm Tree was
manager of the house, was revived this
~evening at His Majesty’s Theatre. There
was a large and fashionable audience,
which listened with avidity to the
¢ brilliant comedy, sparkling with wit,
keen-edged satire, and cynical criticism
of the foibles of smart Society. The play
has a good deal of intrigue, though of
" an unconventional sort, but its chief
wmerit lies in its brilliant and clear-cut
~dialogue, the amusing phrases put into
the mouths of the principal characters,
and the strange moral doctrines pro-
pounded by Lady Hunstanton (Mrs. Cal-;
vert), Miss Allenby (Miss Ellis Jeffreys),
Lady Caroline Pontefract (Miss Xate
Bishop), and one or two othems of the
‘dramatis persone. A breath of truth
and honesty is brought into the play
by Hester Worsley (Miss Viola Tree), an
unsophisticated American, which helps
Ao purify the atmosphere in which the
fashionable gossips and scandalmongers
hive. Mrs. Arbuthnot, too (Miss Marion
Terry), though she has made a faux pas
in her youth, is a noble type-of woman-
hood, and so is her boy, who turns out
40 be the son of the man to whom he is
engaged as secretary. Two very amusing
characters are Mr. Kelvid, M.P. (Mr.
Charles Allan), an exaggerated sort of
political bore, and Dr. James Daubery
(Mr. Edmund Maurice), a ridiculous and
impossible clergyman. Mr. Tree himself
took the part of Lord Illingworth, which
he created on its production. It was a
fine all-round company, and the favour
with which the play was received owed
much to Mr. Tree, to his daughter
Viola, to that admirable iactress Mrs. |-
Charles Calvert, to Miss Jeffreys, and, of
course, to Miss Marion Terry, who took
the part which Mrs. Bernard Beere
ereated fourteen years ago—the part

which gives its name to the play.

St James's Gazette,
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COMEDY REVIVED.

“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE”
AT HIS MAJESTYS.
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E e B of an absolute physieal strain
et g it. he talk - is so clever that we
not miss a line, and the effort to follow every
t\:lsf‘, of ] the author’'s nimble wit—albeit = one feels
as we felt years-ago, that much of it is mechanieal and’
8 ainef:u]a perversion of accepted phrases—grows positively
Erj lnh ;1;; c?ﬁi el:slgfled, but we were irritated, because the
e ion Wr}lch Iformns the. larger part of the
play c?a3s a story which is engrossing in its simple
strength and interferes with its ae?ion. Curiougl
enough, when one remembers all that was writben in thy
y:eavs gone-by, “A Woman of No Importance ”’ ;
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ajesty’s Theatre last night—and
success—was w
* curtains,

lives by

: it was a very real
on by its dramatic qualities, its plot, its
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‘A Woman of No Importance.”’

' Oscar Wilde’s play, “ A Woman of no
Importance,”” which was first played at
' the Haymarket Theatre fourteen years
ago when Mr Beerbohm Tree was manager
of that house, was revived this evening at
His Majesty’s Theatre. There was a large
and fashionable audience, which listened
wita - avidity to the brilliant comedy,
. sparkling with wit, keen-edged satire, and
cynical criticism of the foibles of smart
_society. The play has a good intrigue,
;‘:l_;h.oug% of an unconventional sort, but its
J{%ief merit lies in its briiliant and clean-
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qut dialogue, the amusing phrases put into

he mouths of the principal characters,
;and the strange moral doctrines pro-!
‘pounded by Lady Hunstanton (Mrs Cal-
.vert), Mrs Allenby (Miss Ellie Jeffreys),.
Lady Caroline Pontefract (Miss Kate
Bishop), and one or two others of the
dramatis personwe. A breath of truth and
honesty is brought into the play by Hes-
ter Worsley (Miss Violet Tree),” an un-
' sophisticated American, which helps to
 purify the ' atmosphere in which the
{ fashionable gossips and scandalmongers
Live. Mrs Arbuthnot, too (Miss Marion
!Terry), though she has made a faux pas
{“in her vouth, is g. noble type of woman-
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A THEATRICAL REVIVAL.

Oscar Wilde’s wonderful play, “A
Woman of No Importance,” a comedy |
epigrams and a tragedy in morals, wag
to-night revived at His Majesty’s Theatrs
by Mr. Tree before an audience which
seemed to include everybody of import-
ance. All the old stagers of first night
productions were there, including Sk
Squire Bancroft (conspicuous in the
stalls by his white locks, black velvet |
monocle ribbon, and distinguished air), |
Mr. J. K. Jerome, Mr. I: N, Parker,
Mr. Claude Lowther (looking much
happier since he gave up politics), Sir
W. H. Gilbert, ete., etc. In one of the
boxes was a party which included the
Duchess of Marlborough. Her Grace
thp‘roughly enjoyed the scintillating
satire at the expense of American ways
in the first act.  The play was finely
staged and admirably acted for the most
part. That is to say, Mr. Tree as Lord
Il_hngworth and Miss Marion Terry as
Mrs. Arbuthnot were excellent. ' Ladg
Hunstanton was capitally played by
Mrs. Charles Calvert, who made a sweet
old optimist of the venerable but still
fashionable lady. Miss Viola Tree wi |
rather deplorably out of the picture as
Hester Worsley, but she was perhaps a
little nervous. As to the play—as ine :
comparably brilliant and biting ag ever)
It comes out of the cupboard as fresh as
paint, even as to its politics. “Aftep
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interest, well warranted by the ccca- |
brought a crowded house to-night at
ajesty’s for Mr. Tree’s revival of Oscar

brilliant play, “A Woman of XNo
nortance.” Associations, many and vgncd.
rod round the pevival. ~ Memories of
+s who have long since quitted the stage,
mories especially of the stir creafed

is, among other examples, of the skilled
work of a gifted dramatist. The house
ht was kept perpetually on the alert,

i frequently convulsed with mlrt}‘1 by the
Iliance of the dialogue, its shrewd sallies,
its daring generalisations. The talk 1e-
arding women’s place in politics and of the
roversy of the Liords and Commons 15 £in-

v appropriate to the present hour. To
nsual argument, the ever-ready Lexd |
sworth, personified with great spirit by

Iy, Tree, replies, “ We of the House of Tords
not in touch with public opinion. That
os us a civilised body.”
jece loses nothing in the capable hands
iss Marion Terry; and Mus. Charles
ert as Lady Hunstanton, DMiss Viola

brilliant play, “A Woman of No Importance,”
was first produced by Mr Tree af the Hay-|_
market Theatre, with Mrs Bernard Beere in the

The pathos of |

and Miss Ellis Jeffreys share thg 1e- |-

B vihanours: oo el

Dundee Courier.

t a moment when the London stagel
§s invaded with American plays it is some-
what consoling to note that Mr Tree can
still fill His Majesty’s Theatre with the|
work of an English playwright.  The]

| copsolation is qualified by the necessity of

| admitting that “A Woman of No Import-
‘auce”’ is not the work of a living author.
Nevertheless it is a characteristic piece of
‘modern comedy writing by that master of

all, the House of Commons doesn’t do
much harm,” says Lord I]lingworth;
“But the House of Lords is so terribly
out of touch with popular feeling,” ven-
tures someone. “ That’s what saves us ™
retorts his  Lordship, complacently
twirling a charming moustache if Mr,
Frank Richardson will permit me to say,
s0. Then take his Lordship’s d’escrip-:
tion of the “ healthy ” English fox-
hu:ntmg squire—* the unspeakable pur-
suing the uneatable.” Or of the peerags
—‘“the one really good work of fiction =
the English have produced.” Or of
women—* the triumph of matter over |
mind,” and “ Sphynxs that tell all their
secrets.” There is only one among u§
now who can write such dialogue as
this, and he might very well have penned
Lord Illingworth’s view of womankind,
“ The greatest tyranny in the history of |
the world. The tyranny of the weak . |
(over the strong. The only tyranny that
can last,” says his Lordship. It seems
a pity Wilde had to sacrifice him in the

priliant  epigram, the late Mr ®Oscar
 Wilde, This evening, to a brilliant
“andience, the old sparkling satire, subtle
wit, and keen insight into human nature
appealed with the same force and
afforded almost the same pleasure as in
the days when Mr Wilde was in the zenith
of his power.

1 Idon’t think that Lord Hlingworth is a

part that suits Mr Tree. He failed this

* evening to represent the cultured roue,

aflicted spasmodically with remorse, with
quite the artistic perfection which he
throws into some of his roles. He, how-
‘ever, was supported by a brilliant caste of
actresses to maintain the drawing-room
| glamour of this particular piece of social
 satie.  Miss  Ellis Jefferies, in the
 feminine counterpart ot Mrs Allenby;

| Miss Butler as Lady Stutfield; and Miss

‘Bishop as Lady Pontefract represented ad-
mirably the shallowness, the ennui, the
elega-nce, and bitterness of .ladies of social
distinction. . Into' the part of ¢ The
Woman of No'Importance,” who is firsi
ruined: by Lord Ilingworth, and ther

| robbed of her son by the same person, Mis:

Marion Terry threw her artistic soul, anc

last, act on the fireside alta Philis-
tian Suburbia. it
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- om0 anverest weil warranted by the occi-|
i ()!'(}Ilght a crowded house to-night 10
Fii. Majesty’s, for Mr. Tree’s revival of Oscar!
Wilde's builliant play, “A Woman of No
fmportance.”  Associations many and varied
slustered round the revival, memories ©
slavers who have long sinee quitted the stage,
mnd memories especially of the stir create
b this, among other examples of the skilled
wndiwork of at gifted dramatist. The house
_o-might was kept perpetually on the alert,
snd .fr%quontly convulsed with mirth, by the
srilliance of the dialooue, ity shrewd sallies,
_and its daring generalisations. The talk.re-
garding women's place in politics and the con- |

Emvorsy of Tords and Commons is singular

‘mroumont, the ever-ready Lord Tilingworth,
sonified with dgreat spirit: by Mr.
lies . ““ Weo of the House of Lords are nab
atich with public.opinion. That malkes us|

ppropriate to the present hour. To the usual ‘

Treo, &

scored a well-deserved triumph.

| MR. TREE REVIVES WILDE PLA’

[BY THE HERALD'S SPECIAL WIRE.]

Loxpon,, Thursday.—Oscar Wilds
play “A Wonian of no Importance” w
revived last night by r. Beerboh
Tree, being given for the first time
London for fourteen years. The br
liant dialogue of the piece lost none
its attractiveness.
Many younger persons there were a
parently surprised to learn that ma
well-known epigrams had their origin
the play. Sallies referring to ma
ners and customs American were a
parently enjoyed by the numerous p¢
sons of that nationality who were pi
sent. The part of the American g
was played by Miss Viola Tree.

Miss Ellis Jeffreys, who made her fi:

a civilised bodv.”” The pathas of tvhe'kaﬁ.ceZ'
sses nothing in the capable: hands of
Marige: Merpy dnd Mus, C‘iar‘}ase

avert, as &

appearance, since her return from An
rica, as Mrs. Allenby, the woman w
uttered most of the epigrams, was war
Lly received.
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“A WOMAN OF NO
IMPORTANCE.”

IN LONDON,

—

REVIVAL

(FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT.)

LONDON, Wednesday.
It is nearly 14 years ago that, Oscar Wilde's

leading role, Now the part of Mrs Arbuthnot is
played. and well played, by Miss Marion Terry,
who added another laurel to her crown. Both in
the sparkling epigrams and in the touches of
deepest pathos she was adequate and satisfying,
and -throughout the whole of the evening her
progress was triumphal. Mr Tree again ap-
peared as Lord Illingworth. Much water has
passed under London Bridge since he first
essayed the role, but time seems to make little
difference io Mr Tree, and if his method is a
trifie more mature, it is none the worse, and
not a line of the play was any the worse for it.
He spoke the brilliant phrases put into his
mouth as if they were naturally delivered, while
in the two strong scenes of the comedy he was
excellent. The support accorded the principals
was good, and Mrs Calvert as Lady Hunstanton
wag a tower of strength, while the brilliant Miss
Ellis Jeffreys as the volatile Mrs Allenby, Miss
Viola Tree as the pure-minded American girl;
and Miss Kate Bishop, with Miss Kaie Cutler,
as the important Lady Caroline Pontefract and
the soulful Lady Strutfield, were well placed.
The part of Gerald Arbuthnot, the son of Lord
Illingworth, and of the “ Woman of No Import-
ance,” was splendidly played by Mr Charles
Quartermaine, The revival was well received,
and the company were called again and again at
the close of each act. = - = . o

At a moment when the London stage is
invaded with American plays, it is somewhat
<onsoling to note that Mr Tree can still fill
His Majesty’s Theatre with the work of an
Inglish playwright. The consolation is
qualified by the necessity of admitting that
“A Woman of No Importance” is not the
work of a living author. Nevertheless, it is
a characteristic piece of modern comedy
written by that master of brilliant epigram,
the late Mr Oscar Wilde. This evening, to
a brilliant audience, the old sparkling satire,
subtle wit, and keen insight into human
nature, appealed with the same foree, and
afforded almost the same pleasure, as in the
Jays when Mr Wilde was in the zenith of his
power. I do not think that Lord Illingworth
is a part that suits Mr Tree. He seemed to
gome extent to fail this evening to represent
the cultured ‘roué,” afflicted, spasmodically,
with remorse, with quite the artistic perfee-
tion he throws into some of his rdéles. He,

however, was supported by a brilliant cast|

‘of actresses to maintain the drawing-room
glamour of this particular piece of social
gatire. Miss Ellis Jeffreys is the feminine
‘counterpart of Mrs Allenby, Miss Kate
Cutler as Lady Strutfield, and Miss Bishop
" ag Lady Pontefract represented admirably
‘the shallowness, the ennui, the elegance, and
ihe bitterness of ladies of social distinction.

‘Into " the part of the “Woman of No

Importance” Miss Marion Terry threw all!

her artistic effects, and scored a wellfdeserved
~iriumph. ; :
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An Uscar Wilde Hevival,

The revival of Mr. Oscar ‘Wilde's A Woman
of No lmportange™. by Mr. Tree at His
Majesty’s Theatro last night received a tre.me.ma
dous reception from a crowded and distin-
guished audieno; ; %rm'.l:\e% ;2:&1 l?:nid:ha:

[llingworth, an i , the
Eﬁf}i oItlllxﬁ'so:igin’ai ber of the es&1§:{

memb ;
seen to advantage as the self-opinional
Kelvil, M.P.

Mrs, Calvert, who repla
late Miss Rose pa_oterq.as L
%’3 "i‘i‘fhéé’m ient o
ady Allen {
Tarsy in. the title
and gentle g

ivaded with American plays,
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At a moment when the London stage.is in-»
it is somewhat
consoling to note that Mr. Tree can still fill
His Majesty’s Theatre with the quk of an
English playwright. The consolation is quali-
fied by the necessity of admitting that “A
Woman of no Importance” is not the work
of a living author. Nevertheless, it _is_ a
cha.méter‘lsfic piece of modern comefiy writing
by that master of brilliant epigram, the
late Mr. Oscar Wilde.  This evening, to a
brilliant audience; the old sparkiing ‘satire,
subtle wit, and keen insight into human
nature appealed with the same force and
afforded almost the same pleasure as 1n thp
| days when Mr. Wilde was in the zenith of his
: 1 don’t think that Tord Tllingworth
that suits Mr. Tree. He failed this
cultured roUS,

{ power.
b
i is'a part
evening to represent the .
afdicted spasmodically with remorse;, with
quite the artistic perfection which he throws
into some of his roles. He, however, was
gupported by 2 brilliant caste of actresses 1:‘0
! maintain the drawing-room g.lamou,erf th}s
%'particuiar picce of social satire. Miss Ellis
Jefferies, in the feminine counterpart of Mrs.
Alienby, Miss Kate Cutler as Lady Stutfield,
and Miss Bishop as Lady Pontefract, repre-
sonted admirably the shallowness, the ennui,
'the elegance, and the bitterness of ladies of
‘social' distinction.  Imto the part ,9f the
“Woman of no Tmportance,” who is first
!ruined by Lord Tlingworth, and tb.»en robl?ed
of her son by the same persoll, Miss Marion
"‘/Tem'y threw her artistic soul, and scored a

well-deserved triumph.
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~ At a moment when the London stage
nvaded . with American playsiit is somewhat
sonsoling to ncﬁ‘i‘hg‘t § ». Tree can still 61
His Majesty's Theatrd - th the work of an
English playwright: - The consolation is
qualified by the necessity ' of admitting thab
“ A Woman-of No Importance” is not-the
work of a living author.  Nevertheless it is
a characteristio piece of modern comedy writ-
ing by that master of britliant epigram the
late Mr. Ogecar. Wilde. - This evening to a
brilliant audierice the old sparkling sative,
subtle wit, and a keen ivmight into human
nature: 'apqmé:léd ‘with ‘the. same  foree, and
afforded almest the same pleasure as in the
| days when Mr.  Wilde wWas in the zenith of
“his powet T don’t think that“Lord Illing-
“worth ‘is'a uvart that suits Mr. Tree. ‘He
failed this evening t6 represent the oultared
wlal ‘afflicted spasmodically “with remorse,
with quite the artiztic perfection which he
throws into senie of his roles.”  He, however,
was supported by a brilliant caste of
actresses to maintain  the drawing-room
glamour of this particular piece of social
patire.  Miss Fllis Jefferies in the feminine
counterpart of Mrs. Allenby, Miss Kate
Cutler as Tady Stutfield; and Miss Bishop
as TLady Pontefract represented admirably

the shallowness, the ennui, the elegance, and .

the bitterness of ladies of social distinction.
Tuto the  part of  the: ¢ Woman of Ne
Impartance,” who' is - first ruined by Lord
THingworth -and:then vobbed'of her' son by
the same person. Miss Marioft Terry"b&réw
her artistic soul ‘and scored -a- woll-deserved
trivmplh :

R R




19-03-18 = IS e e s e '_ : i s University Library




TR
Voman Or n~Noj

o was first played at
the Haymarket Theatre fourtcen years
ago, when Mr, Beerbohm Tree was
‘manager of the house, was revived this
evening at His Majesty's Theatre. There
as a large and fashionable audience,

" brilliant comedy, sparkling with wit,
keon-edged satire, and cynical criticism
of the foibles of smart Society. The play
has a good deal of intrigue, though of
wn unconventional sort, but its chief
werit lies in its brilliant and clear-cut
“ dialogue, the amusing phrases put into
‘the mouths of the principal characters,
‘and the strange moral doctrines pro-
ipounded by Lady Hunstanton (Mrs. Cal-
| vert), Miss Allenby (Miss Ellis Jeffreys),
‘Lady Caroline Pontefract (Miss Xate
. Bishop), and one or two othems of the
~ dramatis personw. A breath of truth
‘and honesty is brought into the play
. by Hester Womsley (Miss Viola Tree), an
_unsophisticated American, which helps
Ao purify the atmosphere in which the
ashionable gossips and scandalmongers
ive. Mrs. Arbuthnot, too (Miss Marion
Terry), though she has made a faux pas
in her youth, is a noble type.of woman-
hood, and so is her boy, who turas out
to be the son of the man to whom he is
engaged as secrefary. Two very amusing
~ characters are Mr. Kelvid, M.P. (Mr.
' Charles Allan), an exaggerated sort of
- political bore, and Dr. James Daubery
(Mr. Edmund Maurice), a ridiculous and
impossible clergyman. Mr. Tree himself
took the part of Lord Illingworth, which
~ he created on its production. It was a
fine all-round company, and the favour
with which the play was received owed
“much to Mr. Tree, to his daughter

Charles Calvert, to Miss Jeffreys, and, of
_course, to Miss Marion Terry, who took
¢ part which Mrs. Bernard Beere
ated fourteen years ago—the part

-cnsgsmm\wmqn@yv

hich listened with avidity to thef

~ Viola, to that admirable actress Mrs. |
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‘A Woman of No Importance.”’

Oscar Wilde’s play, “A Woman of no
Importance,” which was first played at
the Haymarket Theatre fourteen years
ago when Mr Beerbohm Tree was manager
of that house, was revived this evening at
His Majesty’s Theatre. There was a large
and fashionable audience, which listened
wita - avidity to the brilliant comedy,

- sparkling with wit, keen-edged satire, and
~ cynical criticism of the foibles of smart
“society. The play has a good intrigue,
- though of an unconventional sort, but its

_ chief merit lies in its brilliant and clean-

~ qut dialogue, the amusing phrases put into
he mouths of the principal characters,
cand the strange moral doctrines pro-.
'pounded by Lady Hunstanton (Mrs Cal-
_vert), Mrs Allenby (Miss Ellie Jeffreys),
‘Lady Caroline Pontefract (Miss Kate
Bishop), and one or two others of the
‘dramatis person®. A breath of truth and
honesty is brought into the play by Hes-
ter Worsley (Miss Violet Tree), an un-

' sophisticated American, which helps to

{ purify the ' atmosphere in which the

i fashionable gossips and scandalmongers
;Hve. Mrs Arbuthnot, too (Miss Marion
STerry), though she has made a faux pas
iin her youth, is a noble type of woman-

! hood, and so is her boy, who turns-out to

| be the son of the man to whom he is
engaged as Secretary. Two very amusing
characters are Mr Xelvil, M.P. (Mr
Charles Allan), an exaggerated sort of
| political bore, and Dr James Doubery (Mr
Eamund Maurice), a ridiculous and im-
ible ¢l . MrTree himse]:f took

© all-round company, and the favour with £

y which the play was received owed much £
to Mr Tree, to his daughter Viola, to that
admirable actress Mrs Charles Calvert, to
Miss = Jeffreys, and, of course, to Miss

{ Marion Terry, who took the part which

Mrs Bernard Beere created fourteen years
ago—' a\gl EEPHIBEIBRY Library. 1o the
. play.
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| Gerald would strike him, and Mys. Arbuthnot tells him the

' | truth, is the boy repentant. The story need mot be fol.

“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE”
AT HIS MAJESTY’S.

When Osear Wilde's play is dramatic, intense, and
sincere, its effect is stimulating and wholly pleasurable.
When it ceases to be a play and becomes a string
of epigrams one is conscious of an absolute physical strain
0. following = ib:- ‘The 4ulk < ie ' 86 olover that  we
would not misg a line, and the effort to follow every
twist of the author’s nimble wit—albeit - one feels,
| 8 we felt years-ago, that much of it is mechanieal and
& nere perversion of acecepted phrases—grows positively
painful. We laughed, but we were irritated, because the
brilliant conversation which forms the larger part of the
play delays a story which is engrossing in its simple
strength and interferes with its action. Curiously
enough, when one remembers all that was written in the
{ years gone by, ‘“ A Woman of No Importance *’ lives by
reason of its theatrical qualities, its ** situations,” and
its humanity. The epigrams are excrescences, and are
forgiven for the sake of the plot! That in a Wilde work
proves the irony of things. Years ago, at the Haymarket,
when first the play was produced, it was accepted as the
very last thing in elegant comedy. Its success at His
Majesty's Theatre last night—and it was a very real
Success—was won by its dramatic qualities, its plot, its |
“curtains,” and several delightful scenes ®f absolute
naturalness and fragrant sincerity. We learned from this
revival in what direction we have progressed. To-day, in
{ plays of high calibre, we aim at directness and natural-
ness in dialogue which exists to chrry “on the story—
though literary merit is welcome if it arises naturally
and helps along the progress of the plot. No such highly
‘etherealised, nigger-minstrel methods of wit dragged in by
the coat-tails, with the people seated in & semi-
circle firing off repartee at each other, would be tolerated
| to-day. It must be admitted that to-day there is no one
living who could do it as well as Wilde; but, granted that,
it would be voted inartistic for any one to attempt it.

1t is the story and the characters of *“ A Woman of No
“Importance’’ which hold one—these, and the fine handling
of the essentials of the theme, and the strength and
earnestness and beauty of the scenes which really matt%.
Now and again one felt uplifted by the unaftected beauty
- of the writing. The story may be recalled. Years ago
a young girl loved and was betrayed by a man who after-
wards inherited wealth and a title. She was very trust-
ing; he was a beast. To-day he is the idol of drawing-
rooms and the hero of dinner-parties. He is now Lord
Lllingworth ; she has taken the name of Mrs. Arbuthnos.
There is a son, Gerald. Not knowing. that Gerald is his
son, Illingworth offers him the post of private secretary.
Then, discovering thé truth, and deaf to the entreaties of
his mother, who would keep her boy with her and who
-dreads the association of the brute, the elegant, egotistical,
epigrammatic brute, with the young man, Hlingworth per-
sists in his intention, because he feels drawn towards the
lad; careless of the added agony he inflicts on the
woman he has so deeply wronged, he is deaf to her appeals,
and is determined to take her son, and his son, from her.
The boy is all aglow for the change and the chance it
offers. He upbraids his mother for standing in his way.
When, with a last desperate effort to dissuade him, she
tells him her story, tells him: of Ilingworth’s baseness,
without, however, saying that the woman he wronged was
herself or that the son Who was born was the lad who
is listening to her, he opines that ‘“no nice girl ’ would
have succumbed to Ilingworth’s persussions, and she
must have been as much to blame as he. This scene of the
“confession of mother to son is intensely poignant and
affecting, and it is told beautifully.  Only when Hling- -
{ worth, to win a bet, tries to kiss the girl Gerald loves, and |
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lowed further. Illingworth is cast out, in spite of the f
fact that he yearns for his son, and offers to marry the
- mother to obtain him—an offer scornfully rejecteds
~ Sandwiched in "between large patches of inapp
thouglt-always amusing and witty dialogy concerning |
things in general are moments of strong, affecting, and
effective drama, of pathos, sez;tgimenﬁ,"“sﬁ charm. The |
scenes betwetn mother and son, between mother and
father, between the sweet, fresh, and pure young American
girl who loves Gerald and the ‘ smart set ** in which she
moves, are wholly delightful. The dramatist kncw the
force of eontrast, and placed a wild flower in the hot-
house. Although, perhaps, Hester Worsley could not
have “ preached ”” to the company as she does, we readily
forgive her for the fresh air she lets in .among the
unnatural plants. The last act, being comparatively free
from those ‘‘inverted Rochefouecauldisms’ of which we
used to write, is the best of all, because it is direct drama.
Wilde’s characters, curiously enough, are not subtle.
Ilingworth is a varnished cad, full of sophistrics
and egotistical blandishments, but a brute all through.
Mrs. Arbuthnot is delightfully primitive: Hestor
Worsley is almost unnaturally outspoken, a daughter of
the fresh American soil. The *‘ smart set > are not people
8o much as gramophones recording the author’s never-
failing wit. Very fortunately, ¢ach character is in excel-
lent hands at His Majesty’s. Miss Marion Terry and
Mr. Tree were by no means *‘ lefter perfect,”” buf they
carried the play to success, she by the superb naturalness
and womanliness, the pathos and poignancy of her play-
ing; he by his finesse, his sense of charazter, his many
little illuminating touches. Miss Ellis Joffreys, Mrs.
Charles Calvert, Miss Kate Bishop, and Miss Kate Cutler
added point and humour to the playwright’s lines: they
could not have been better. Mr. Charles Quartermaine,
as Gerald, the son, gave earnestness and a necessary
‘boyish touch to the part. Mr. Charles Allan and M.
Edmund Maurice played small parts in a east of unusual
excellence,  Special praise must be reserved for Miss
]\gola. Treglfor her clllarméngly girlish  and sympzﬁohefﬁo
ester, isg Tree played very prettily indesd and it is
a pleasure to@%?é‘ﬂs%ﬁgf‘%%%rsay Hiore féiI'B,, e
——— :
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A THEATRICAL REVIVAL. - -
Oscar Wilde's wonderful play,
Woman of No Importance,” a comedy .
epigrams and a tragedy in morals, y
to-night revived at His Majesty’s The '
by Mr. Tree bhefore an audience which
seemed to include everybody of imm
ance. All the old stagers of first night
productions were there, including §
Squire Bancroft (conspicuous in
stalls by his white locks, black we]
monocle ribbon, and distinguished ),
Mr. J. K. Jerome, Mr. I: N, Parke
Mr. Claude Lowther (looking m
happier since he gave up politics), 8
W. H. Gilbert; ete., ete. In one of
boxes was a party which included
Duchess of Marlborough. Her
thoroughly enjoyed the scintillatiy
satire at the expense of American wa
in the first act. The  play was finely
staged and admirably acted for the n
part. That ig to say, Mr. Tree as
Illingworth and Miss Marion Terry
Mrs. Arbuthnot were excellent. 3
Hunstanton was capitally played by
Mrs. Charles Calvert, who made a sweet,
old optimist of the venerable but stil]
fashionable lady. Miss Viola Tree
rather deplorably out of the picture
Hester Worsley, but she was perhapgg ' |
Little nervous. As to the play—ags ine
comparably brilliant and biting ag ever)
. It comes out of the cupboard as fresh
‘pa,int, even as to its polities. «
all, the House of Commons doesn’t
much harm,” says Lord INingworth,
“But the House of Lords is so terribly
out of touch with popular feeling,” ven.
tures someone. “ That's what saves us®
retorts his Lordship, complacently
twirling a charming moustache if Mp,
Frank Richardson will permit me to say
so. Then take his Lordship’s descrip.
tion of the “healthy ” English fox.
hunting squire—* the unspeakable pug-
suing the uneatable.” Or of the peerags
—‘“the one really good work of fiction
the English have produced.” Or of
women—* the triumph of matter over
mind,” and “ Sphynxs that tell all their
secrets.” There is only one among
now who can write such dialogue ag
this, and he might very well have penned
Lord Illingworth’s view of womankind,
“ The greatest tyranny in the history
the world. The tyranny of the weak
‘over the strong. The only tyranny thaé
|ean last,” says his Lordship. It seems

a pity Wi %ﬁ“}W arin the
tast, ac‘yg%lgﬁbm%% e ta.z‘ls_hit?v}?bﬂw
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&1 anverest well warranted by the ocoh-|

3t . brought a crowded house to-night to
Fi. Majesty’s, for Mr. Tree’s revival of Osoca
Wilkde's bedliantplay, “A Woman of Neo
Importance.” Associations many and varied
sMustered round the revival, memories of
slavers who have long since quitted the stage
ind memories especially of the stir created
W this, among other examples of the skilled
"pandiwerk of a* gifted dramatist. The house
o-night was kept perpetually on the alert,
ind frbquently convulsed with mirth, by 1l
prilliance of the dialopue, its shrewd sallies,
and its daring generalisations. The talk.re-
garding women’s place in polities and the con-
stroversy of Lords and Commons is singular
kppmpriat@ to the present hour. To the usual
Fereument, the ever-ready Lord Tilingworth,
personified with great spirit by Mr. T
replies  ** We of ihe House of Lords are
atieh with public.opinion.  That .

a ciyvilised bode.’’ The pathos of th
loses nothing in the ‘capable: & of
Maxr
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| interest, well warranted by the ccca- |
brought a crowded house to-night a4t
fajesty’s for Mr. Tree's vevival of Oscar |
b's” brilliant play, “A Woman of . No
stance.” Associations, many and varied,
forod tound the revival. Memories of
e who have long since quitted the stage,
bemories especially of the stir created
, among other examples, of the skilled |
iwork of a gifted dramatist. The house |
\t was kept perpetually on the alert,f
frequently convulsed with mirth by the |

1

iance of the dialogue, its shrewd sallies,
[ its daving generalisations. The talk 1e-
ling women’s place in politics and of the
wersy of the Lords and Commons iz £in-
y appropriate to the present houar. To
tual argument, the ever-ready  Lerd
pgworth, personified with great spirit by
Mree, replies, “ We of the House of Lords \
ot in touch with public opinion. That
s a civilised body.”  The pathos of
oce loses nothing in the capable hands
ss Marion Terry; and Mrs. Charles
Jissen,Wnaa's0Brkaegty Library Viola
and Miss Ellis Jeffreys hare the 1e-
Romours, o he s e




undee Courier.

"a moment when the London stage
ded with American plays it is some-
consoling to note that Mr Tree can
g1l His Majesty’s Theatre with the|
of an English playwright.  The
ation is qualified by the necessity of |
tting that “A Woman of No Import-
» i not the work of a living author.
heless it is a characteristic piece of
Sodern comedy writing by that master of
iliant epigram, the late Mr ®Oscar
ilde; This evening, to a brilliant
ience, the old sparkling satire, subtle
and keen insight into human nature
od with the same force and
ded almost the same pleasure as in
days when Mr Wilde was in the zenith
is power.
[ don’t think that Lord Illingworth is a
rp that suits Mr Tree. He failed this
'hﬁ to represent the cultured roue,
cted spasmodically with remorse, with

o

quite the artistic perfection which he
throws into some of his roles. He, how-
_ever, was supported by a brilliant caste of
actresses to maintain the drawing-room
plamour of this particular piece of social
satire. ~ Miss Ellis Jefferies, in the
feminine counterpart ot Mrs Allenby;
Miss Butler as Lady Stutfield; and Miss
ishop as Lady Pontefract represented ad-
mirably the shallowness, the ennui, the
elegance, and bitterness of ladies of social
 distinction. Into’ the part of ¢ The
 Woman of No'Importance,” who is firsi
yuined by Lord Illingworth, and ther
robbed of her son by the same person, Mis:
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“A WOMAN OF NO
IMPORTANCE.”

REVIVAL IN LONDON,

P

(FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT.)

. LONDON, Wednesday.

Tt ig nearly 14 years ago that, Oscar Wilde's
brilliant play, “A Woman of No Importance,”
was first produced by Mr Tree af the Hay-
market Theatre, with Mrs Bernard Beere in the
leading role, Now the part of Mrs Arbuthnot is
played. and well played, by Miss Marion Terry,
who ‘added another laurel to her crown. Both in
the sparkling epigrams and in the touches of
deepest pathos she was adequate and satisfying,
and ‘throughout the whole of the evening her
progress was triumphal. My Tree again ap-
peared as Lord Illingworth. Much water has
passed under London Bridge since he first
essayed the role, but time seems to make little
difference to Mr Tree, and if his method is a
trifie more mature, it is none the worse, and
not a line of the play was any the worse for it.
He spoke the brilliant phrases put into his
mouth as if they were naturally delivered, while
in the two strong scenes of the comedy he was
excellent, The support accorded the principals
was good, and Mrs Calvert as Lady Hunstanton
wag a tower of strength, while the brilliant Miss
Ellis Jeffreys as the volatile Mrs Allenby, Miss
Viola Tree as the pure-minded American girl,
and Miss Kate Bishop, with Miss Kate Cutler,
ag the important Lady Caroline Pontefract and
the soulful Lady Strutfield, were well placed.
The part of Gerald Arbuthnot, the son of Lord
Illingworth, and of the “ Woman of No Import-
ance,” was eplendidly played by Mr Charles
Quartermaine, The revival was well received,
and the company were called again and again at
the close of each act. S

At a moment when the London stage is
invaded with American plays, it is somewhat
sonsoling to note that Mr Tree can still fill
‘His Majesty’s Theatre with the work of an
English oplaywright. The consolation is
qualified by the necessity of admitting that
“A Woman of No Importance” is not the
work of a living author. Nevertheless, it is
a characteristic piece of modern comedy
written by that master of brilliant epigram,
the late Mr Oscar Wilde. This evening, to
a brilliant audience, the old sparkling satire,
subtle wit, and keen insight into human
nature, appealed with the same foree, and |
afforded almost the same pleasure, as in the
Jays when Mr Wilde was in the zenith of his
power. I do not think that Lord Illingworth
is a part that suits Mr Tree. He seemed to
some extent to fail this evening to represent
the cultured ‘roué,’ afflicted, spasmodically,
with remorse, with quite the artistic perfee-
tion he throws into some of his réles. He,
nowever, was supported by a brilliant cast|
of actresses tc maintain the drawing-room
glamour of this particular piece of social
gatire. Miss Ellis Jeffreys is the feminine
counterpart of Mrs Allenby, Miss Kate
Cutler as Lady Strutfield, and Miss BisHop
as Lady Pontefract represented admirably
‘the shallowness, the ennui, the elegance, and
ihe bitterness of ladies of social distinction.
“Into the part of the “Woman of No
Impor mumgskﬁaﬁon Terry threw all!
her artigy Eniversittarary; ) qecerved
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At a moment when the London stage. is in-:
vaded with American plays, it is somewhat
consoling to note that Mr, Tree can still fill
Hie Majesty's Theatre with the work of ‘an_
English playwright. The consolation is quali-
fied by the necessity of admitting that “A
Woman of no Importance” is not the work
of a living author. Neovertheless, it is &
characteristic piece of modern comedy writing
by that master of brilliant epigram, the
late Mr. Oscar Wilde. This evening, to a
prilliant audience; the old ‘sparkiing satire,
subtle wit, and keen insight into human
nature appealed with the same force and
afforded almost the same pleasure as in the
days when Mr: Wilde was in the zenith of his
| power. 1 don’t think that Lord Tlingworth
lis a part that suits Mr. Tree. He failed this
evening ‘to. Tepresent the cultured roue,
aflicted -gpasmodically with ~remorse, with
quite the artistic perfection which he throws
Vinto some of his roles. He, however, was
{suppor‘ted by a brilliant caste of actresses 1O
| maintain the drawing-room glamour of this
particular piece of social satire. Miss Ellis
Jefferies, in the feminine counterpart of Mrs.
Alienby, Miss Kate Cutler as Lady Stutfield,
and Miss Bishop as Lady Pontefract, repre-
sented admirably the shallowness, the ennui,
Lthe clegance, and the bitterness of ladies of
| icial distinction, Into the part of the
“Woman of 1o Tmportance,” - who is first
' ruined by Lord Tilingworth, and then robbed
of her son by the same persoln, Miss Marion
erry YESeR0IOERBA 0 sityOBibrary. scored @
well-deserved triumph. ;
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MR. TREE REVIVES WILDE PLA

l [BY THE HERALD'S SPECIAL WIRE.]

Toxpox.. Thursday.—Oscar Wilde
play “A Woman of no Importance’” w
revived last night by Mr. Beerboh
Tree, being given for the first time
Tondon for fourteen years. The br
liant dialogue of the piece lost none
its attractiveness.

Many younger persons there were a
parently surprised to learn that ma
well-known epigrams had their origin
the play. Sallies referring to ma
: ners and customs American were a
= parently enjoyed by the numerous p¢
? sons of that mnationality who were pi
: sent. The part of the American g
' was played by Miss Viola Tree.

g, Miss Ellis Jeffreys, who made her fi:

appearance, since her return from An
ricaJissen WoraedSLOBIUERSity Library * 7
| uttered most of the epigrams, was war
|1y receive
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An Uscar Wilde Revival,

The revival of Mr. Oscar Wilde’s A Woman
of No Importanee™ by Mr. Tree at His
Majesty’s Theatre last night received a tremen-
dous reception from a crowded and distin-
guished audience. Mr. Tree made an ideal

Tord Illingworth, and Mr. Chas. Allan, the
only other original member of the cast, was
seen to advantage as the seli-opiniona s
Kelvil, M.P. Mrs, Calvert, who :§laeed, the |
late Miss Rose Leclerq as Lady unst_an,*,an,i

was mu S
Lady Allenby was d 3
Terry in the title

and gentle gr: i
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At a moment when the London stage: 1
tevaded . with American plays:it is somewhat
sonsoling to nok thzi 3 r. Tree can still 1t
His Majesty's Theatre - th the work of an
English plagwright. - The consolation is
qualifiel by the nécessity” of admitting that
“ A Woman of No Importance” is not the
work of a living author. Nevertheless it is
a characteristic piece of modern comedy writ-
ing by that -master of brilhant epigram : the
late Mr. Osear. Wilde. ~This evening to a
brilliant audience the old sparkling _satire,
pubtle wit, and a keen insicht into human
nature ’appeé;l’ed ‘with ‘the same: foree, and
afforded almest the same pleasure as in the

| daye when Mr. Wilde was in the zenith of
“his powet,” T don’t think that ‘Lord Tlling-
worth ‘is'a part that suits Mf Tree. He
failed this evening to represent the cultured
wole afflicted  epasmodically “with remorse,
with quite the artistic perfection which he
throws into seme of his roles.  He, however,
was supported by a brilliant caste of
actresses to maintain the drawing-room
glamour of this particular piece of social
matire.  Mies Kllis Jefferies in the feminine
counterpart of Mm. Allenby, Mis Kate
Cuatler as Lady Stutfield; and Miss Bishop
as Tady Pontefract represented admirably
the shallowness, the enmui, the elegance, and
the bitterness of ladies of social distimetion.
Into the - part of the: # Woman of Ne
Importance,” who' is-first ruined by Lord
Tilingworth and then vobbed*of her' son by

the same,.  Miss Marioft Terry threw
her amgé?%%m%@@{@‘?l%ﬂ&mm
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An audience in which were many well-known
persons gave an enthusiastic reception to the
late Oscar Wilde's play, “A Woman of No
Importance,” on its revival by Mr. Tree at His
[ Majesty’s Theatre here to-night. Fourteen years
have passed since the piece was produced under
the same mamagement at the Haymarket, but
the lapse of time has not deprived the witty and
paradoxical dialogue of its attractiveness or the
story of its interest. Indeed, “ A Woman of Ne
Importance” shows no sign of advamcing age,
and the manner in which it was played was
calculated to bring the qualities which won i
popularity in the past well to the fore. Mr. Tree
appeared again in his original part as the
worldly Lord Illingworth, and repeated his
former success ; and Miss Marion Terry gave a
winning impersonation of Mrs. Arbuthnot, the
long-suffering victim of Lord Illingworth’s un-
faithfulness. As Gerald Arbuthnot, Mr. Charles
Quartermaine acted with skill and force, and the
elderly Lady Hunstanton of Mrs. Charles
Calvert was a wonderfully clever and delightful
character. Miss Ellis Jeffreys acted cleverly as
Mrs. Allenby, and as Hester Worsley Miss Viola
Tree gave an impersonation not lacking in
naiveté and grace. Played as it was to-night,
the piece is assured of a cordial welcome during
its present run.

3
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«* AGELESS”

Talk with Mr. Tree and Miss
Marion Terry. '

At His Majesty’s Theatre next Wednesday Mr.
Tree will revive that brilliant play, “ A Woman
{ No Importance.”

In an interview yesterday the famous actor-
wanager vigorous'y combated a suggestion that
ihe present-day theatregoer might possibly con-
sider the play somewhat old fashioned.

“ Emphatically  not,”” he exclaimed, “em-
phaticzlly not. Personally I am strongly of
cpinion that this play shows its age less than
any play of which I know. It seoms to me to
have been written before its time, so much so
indeed that the world has only just now grown
up to it. I consider it more modern, more in
touch with the actual spirit of the age than it
. was when I first produced it in 1893. Why even
(the suffrage question is touched on.

“Ouly, of course, the play that is very true
can avoid becoming old fashioned—like the
*-Ven_us of Milo, who 1s for all time in her
nudity, but whe, did she don a crinoline, would
at once become demodée. The happenings of
tea or fifteen years ago are often not so recent,
‘not so ‘modern,’ or so in touch with us of to-
;;day as ‘Ceesar’ or ‘Cleopatra’ A play of ten
years ago will be fremendously old fashioned
‘unless it is writben with great truth—which I
‘maintain is the ‘case with the ‘Woman of No
portance.’

ymw Potl- )‘)-47 23

A crowded house assembled at His Majesty’s
Theatre to-night to witness Mr. Tree's revival of
“A Woman of no Importance.” = It is thirteen
years since its sparkling dialogue first attracted] '
delighted audiences to the Haymarket Theatre,
Mr. Tree's former home across the way, but the
old lines went to-night as if they were dropping
from his lips for the first time, the truth which
underlies the worldly cynicism of the author’s!
epigram being keenly appreciated by the fashion-'
lable gathering. Mr. Tree’s impersonation of
i Lord Hlingworth was a masterpiece of perfectly
' natural acting. = The brilliant_bons mots which
i fell to hig share were uttered with an introspec-
| tive and delicate hesitancy which gave the specta-

I tor. the idea that he was listening to a famous
wit staking his reputation on the bright flashes
of after-dinner inspiration. Miss Marion Terry
was warmly welcomed as Mrs. Arbuthnot and
played with exquisite emotion as the mother of
Lord Illingworth’s son.  Mrs. Charles Calvert
| was perfectly delightful as the dry and humorous

} Ah! gecd morming, Miss Terry,” broko off
;Mr. Tree, ag Miss Marion Terry, that delightful
ponent of ths “Woman of No Importance,”
“herself walked upon the stage of His Majesty’s,
;wher(? the actor-mansger was going through his
morning budget of letiers. “ Hore we are
busily wondering how far the ‘Woman of No
Importance ' 18 in touch with the present day.”’
** Well, in some respects,” replied the lady, I
‘musi confess I think she will appear a little old-
fashioned, which would be deplorable in a play
which is so brilliant, so witty, so buman.” 3
* Bxactly,” chimed in Mr. Tree, ““ but do you
not see you contradict your own arguments when
you speak of ite Humanity? It is that which saves
1t from ever being out of date.”
- ¥Yes,” agroed Miss Torry, “ but thoe speeches
-_areulcnger than an audience to-day is accustomed

:: Yes, but they are too brilliant to bore.”

i+ “1ts pathos i§ almost too painful at times for
»utz?mrxce, “observed Miss Terry.

““Yes.” marmured Mr Tree, * the lines that

S i’ ‘W“"””

For tlie sake of modern drama it is satisfactory |
to know that the time has come when “A Woman
Of No Importance ” can again be produced on the |
English stage. A fashionable and appreciative
audience crowded every part of His Majesty’s |
Theatre to-night to witness Mr. Tree’s revival of
Oscar Wilde’s most brilliant social drama. For
wit and satire it has few equals in modern pro-
ductions, and the epigrams in the first act alone
would provide wit and wisdom enough for a dozen
of the average comedies of the day. The fourteen
years that have passed since Mr. Tree first pre-
duced the play at the Haymarket, judging from
to-night’s reception of it, has wot changed public
appreciation of its wit or sentiment, and the best
test of ibts merits lies in the fact that it is as
fresh and as true as ever. The sallies present in
crystallised form the topics that are ventilated
in all seriousness to-day. The democracy, the

» {& Theatrical Revival

‘Wilde’s wonderful play, A Woman
a comedy- in epigrams
wzedy in morals, was last night revived |
jesty’s Theatre, London, by Mr Tree ;
n audience: which seomed  to include
of importance; All the old staggprs
ight productions were there, 'mclut;r;lg
E: Bancroft {conspicuous il the s a.bs
£ eite locks, black velvet;JmIzn‘o;(;leO;!-lx]e—
B distinguished air), Mr J. B, ¢rome,
y d].;sat:ll:gr, Mr Claude Lowther flooka‘ng
jer since he gave up politics), Sir
i ilpbert etc., eto. In one of thib -
arty which included the Duchess :
ukgi*yl. Her Grace thoroughly enjoyes
it 1 ating satire at the expense of Axﬁnerll-
in the first act. The play was finely

mportance,”’

Epigrams are in the air.

noble ill-used Mrs. Arbuthnot, and the
Mrs. Allenby are with us yet.

o, i e, unepailed. nature
g A girl with a €HOPIe; - iled nature
like %},‘wendoline could ha?dfy be expec%:ed :
to veside in the country.
All women

We have had heaps of dramas upon the théme

Possibly
upon which “A Woman of No. Importance” is

their mothers.

become like

+ warm welnome was well-deserved, | talk to.

icht, Tha

w, as originally, Mr. 3 o :
Noorth, one of his finest int ?g:cm?gfs i
But there is a new o "0 " that is g0l

stic endeavour.

schooled himself becomes impressive. Tt is af L kol Taed Tlingw

magnificent piece of characterisation, and Mr.

hold all the

jon—the wives

: = ! SR . : 1od the most part. : : ; : 3 be
aristocracy, the House of Lords (which “not being mﬂgé‘;”a;’g ‘,‘I‘{rgg f:; “Lord Lling- OSCAR WILDE. Shaw’s “Man and Sﬂpem‘“’the” s
in touch with the people makes them a civilised B .nd Miss Marion Terry  as Mrs revived next week al; Court :
bady ”), the people’s undue devotion to sport and ot” were excollent. “La%yChH“]gé ; s Theatre. At His Majesty's Mr. "l're‘e"’ On Woman. “a
pleasure, even the suffragists—all were butts for was capitally plufv'(’-ddby E\.‘I‘;zst ‘Qfa.rthvﬂ ‘0 Woman. ain producing Oscar Wilde's “A - The unv’mmamly "?0“‘11::; o take o
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We e House of Lords are not in touch
with public opinion that makes us a
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nothing in the capable hands of Miss
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Miss Viola Tree and
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of these fashionable worldlings there was no lack
of sympathy for the puritanically disposed
American girl who upbraided them. It would be
difficult to see a fiper cast, indeed, than now ap-
pears at His ¥ ’s Theatre. Mr, Tree plays!
the unenviable role of Lord Tllingworth with un- |
doubted ability. while Miss Ellen Jeffreys, Miss,
Marion Terry and Mrs. Chartes Calvert renderi

admirable assistance. Artistically gonsidered |
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AN “AGELESS” PLAY.

Talk with Mr. Tree and Miss
Marion Terry.

e

G

At His Majesty’s Theatre next Wednesday Mr.
Tree will revive that Lrilliant play, “ A Woman
of No Importance.”

In an interview yesterday the famous actor-
wanager vigorously combated a suggestion that
the preseni-day theatregoer might possibly con-
_ sider the play somewhat old fashionad.

“ Emphatically  not,” he exclaimed, ‘“em:
phaticzlly not. Personally I am strongly of'
cpinion that this play shows its age less than
any play of which I know. It seems to me io
have boen written before its time, so much so
‘indeed that the world has only just now grown
up to it. I consider it more modern, more in
~ touch with the actual spirit of the age than it
. was when I first produced it in 1893. Why even
the suffrage question is touched on.

“Only, of course, the play that is very true
can avoid becoming old fashioned—like the
Venus of Milo, who 1s for all time in her
nudity, but who, did she don a crinoline, would
et once become demodée. The happenings of
ted’ or fifteen years ago are often not so recent,
not 50 ‘modern,’ or so in touch with us of to-
day as ‘Cesar’ or ‘Cleopatra.’ A play of ten
ars ago will be tremendously old fashioned
nless it is writben with great truth—which I
iintain is the ‘case with the ‘Woman of No
ix'nportance.’ ; %
Ah! gecd morming, Miss Terry,” broko ‘off
lree, as Miss Marion Terry, that delightful
onent of ths “Woman of No Importancs,”

f walked upon the stage of His Majesty’s,

where the actor-mansger was going -through hig
morning  budget of letiers. “ Here we are
busily wondering how far the ‘Woman of No
Importance " 1s in touch with the present day.”
. Well, in gome respects,” repliod the lady, *“I.
{must confess I think she will appear a ltitle old-
fashioned, which would be deplorable in a pley
which is so brilliant, so witty, so h 5

* Hxacily,” chimed in Mr. Tree, “but do you

‘not see you contradict own arguments when
- you'speak of its Humanity? It is thas which saves
‘1t from ever being out of data,’” :
§0Yes agf;reed Miss Torry, ““but_tho speeches
j:ore”lcnge; than an audience to-day is accustomed

¢ Yes, but thay are too brilliant to bore.”
““Its pathos i8 almost too painful at times for
tierance,” observed Mics Terry.
Yes.” murmured Mr. Tree, “the lines that
have to say yourself, ‘leave me in a little
Hlel-in garden and a well of water and the child
g sent me ’—thoge are lines that emphasise
~sternal humanity of this play and that rank
{37 with the fines; writing of all time.”
As to the audience of to-day., Miss Terry was
opinion that thay were intellectuaily an im-
vement on those who focked in such crowds
1o see ke “ Woman of No Importance ™ in the

learly Nineties.

Mr. Tree rather differcd from her. T think
ﬂxe(i' are just the samie as they were then,” he
‘said, “just as I think the smart people Tepre-
‘sented in Wilde’s play are exactly the same to-
“diy.  But there, of coume, I may be wrong,
One never knows when one ceases to be in touoch
with the spirit of the moment, Still T have a
‘gort of consciousness, a port of hope that I retain
the growing mind, the mind that keeps pace with
the day, which is the one test of modernity—the |
mind which can see in a great play of ‘this ¢lass

at quelity which Tennyson so admirably at-
ibuted fo King Arthur’s Round Table, that it
2 mingisy X niversityABibraryie’s play
We eee each other, not Jdimly es in a Roman |

rror, but absolutely face to face.” s




An audience in which were many well-known
persons gave an enthusiastic reception to the
late Oscar Wilde's play, “A Woman of No
{ Importance,” on its revival by Mr. Tree at His
| Majesty’s Theatre here to-night. Fourteen years
have passed since the piece was produced under
the same mawagement at the Haymarket, but
the lapse of time has not deprived the witty and
paradoxical dialogue of its aftractiveness or the
story of its interest. Indeed, “ A Woman of Ne
Importance” shows no sign of advamcing age,
and the manner in which it was played was
' calculated to bring the qualities which won it
popularity in the past well to the fore.. Mr. Tree
appeared again 1n his original part as the
worldly Lord Illingworth, and repeated his
former success; and Miss Mavion Terry gave a
winning impersonation of Mrs. Arbuthnot, the
long-suffering victim of Lord Illingworth’s un-
faithfulness. As Gerald Arbuthnot, Mr. Charles
Quartermaine acted with skill and force, and the
elderly Lady Hunstanton of Mrs. Charles
Calvert was a wonderfully clever and delightful
character. Miss Ellis Jeffreys acted cleverly as
Mrs. Allenby, and as Hester Worsley Miss Viola
Tree gave an impersonation not lacking in

iveté and layed it was to-
S Sesrdmmens ivershod brary,

_l its present run.
UL
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A, crowded house assembled at His Majesty’s
Theatre to-night to witness Mr. Tree's revival of
““A Woman of no Importance.” = Tt is thirteen|
years since its sparkling dialogue first attracted| '
delighted audiences to the Hlaymarket Theatre, |
Mr. Tree's former home aeross the way, but the |
old lines went to-night as if they were dropping .
from his lips for the first time, the truth ngch‘
underlies the worldly cynicism of the author’s
epigram being keenly appreciated by the fashion-'
I able gathering. Mr. Tree’s impersonation of
i Lord Ilingworth was a masterpiece of perfectly
: natural acting.  The brilliant_bons mots which
i fell to hig share were uttered with an introspec-
| tive and delicate hesitancy which gave the specta- |
i tor. the idea that he was listening to a famous
wit staking his reputation on the bright flashes
of after-dinner inspiration. Miss Marion Terry
was warmly welcomed as Mrs. Arbuthnot. and
played with exquisite emotion as the mother of
Lord Illingworth’s son.  Mrs. Charles Calvert
was perfectly delightful as the dry and humoroys
Lady Hunstanton, and Miss Ellis Jeffreys gave
many artistic touches to the part of Mrs. Allenby.

The reviv; BIRVErSIBOBBrary decided]
one of théﬁémsgst s‘mﬁg attractions of ‘fhe presen{
season,




For the sake of modern drama it is satisfactory |
to know that the time has come when “A Woman |
Of No Importance ” can again be produced on the |
English stage. A fashionable and appreciative|
audience crowded every part of His Majesty’s !

Theatre to-night to witness Mr. Tree’s revival of
Oscar Wilde’s most brilliant social drama. For

wit and satire it has few equals in modern pro-|

ductions, and the epigrams in the first act alone
would provide wit and wisdom enough for a dozen
of the average comedies of the day. The fourteen
years that have passed since Mr. Tree first pre-
duced the play at the Haymarket, judging from
to-night’s reception of it, has not changed public
appreciation of its wit or sentiment, and the best
test of ibs merits lies in the fact that it iz as
fresh and as true as ever. The sallies present in
crystallised form the topics that are ventilated
in all seriousness to-day. The democracy, the
aristocracy, the House of Lords (which “not being
in touch with the people makes them a civilised
body ), the people’s undue devotion to sport and
pleasure, even the suffragists—all were butts for
the wags of the day of “The Woman Of No Im-
portance,” as they afe to-day, and according to

Father Bernard Vaughan the “Smart Set” is not |-
better than that pilloried by the author. If}|

manners and habits, thoughts, and conversation
change not, sentiment and passion certainly do

not, and the cynical rake Lord Illingworth, the|
noble ill-used Mrs. Arbuthnot, and the flippant |

Mrs. Allenby are with us yet.

We have had heaps of dramas upon the théme
upon which “ A Woran of No. Importance” is
based, but nonme of recent date. It is the old
story of 2 man of the world whe betrayed a trust-

ing woman and deserted her. Twenty years later|!

he chances to meet mcther and son again, and
yearns, as much as his cold cynical heart can yearn,
to have his son, but not the mother with him.
As Lord Illingworth, we have Mr. Tree once
more in the character of a man of society, and
he acts with an air of graceful ease and dignity.
Lord Illingworth is the product of an artificial
society, who treats morality as a subject of jest,
who has learnt the secret of entertaining his
“set” and a great many other secrets which he
discloses in brilliant epigrams. In the first act
Mr. Tree's cynicism, born in intellectual bore-

dom, is given with striking naivety, and in the|

stronger parts the restraint to which he has

schooled himself becomes impressive. It is al

magnificent piece of characterisation, and Mr.
Tree may be congratulated on having achieved a
further great triumph.

Miss Marion Terry, as the injured woman, plays ;

with strong emoction in the scenes between her
betrayer and her son. The love she bears for her
boy, the sacrifices she makes for him, displayed
true womanliness, and her acting is superb. Miss

Viola Tree played the part of the American,|
Hester Worsley, the one innocent, pure, and}
Christian girl in a “Smart Set.” Miss Tree grows |

in beauty and advances in histrionic skill, and in
her lecture to the women of Society, and in the
comfort she brings to Mrs. Arbuthnot, she was
dignified as well as emotional. Mrs. Charles
Calvert, as the forgetful “Lady Hunstanton,”
was exceedingly amusing; and Miss Ellis Jeffreys

was perfect as Mrs. Allenby. The company has

been well Jisserpouomes s@niversiBolLibrary Majesty’s
the play is magnificently staged.
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Fobs Uxpran. Thomy 23,
An interest well warranted by the occa- |
sion brought a crowded house to-night at
His Majesty’s for Mr. Tree's revival of the
brilliant play, “A Woman of No Import-
ance.” The house was kept perpetunally
on. the alert, and frequently convulsed with
mirth, by the brilliance of the dialogue,
its shrewd sallies, its daring generalisa-
tions, its talk regarding women’s place in
politics, and of the controversy of Lords
and Commons, is singularly appropriate to
the present hour. To the usual argument,
the ever-ready Lord Illingworth, personi-
fied with great spirit by Mr. Tree, replies:
“We dFthe House of Lords are not in touch
with public opinion that makes us a
‘givilised body.” The pathos of the piece
ses nothing in the capable hands of Miss
and Mrs. Charles Clavert as
r &)

D LO




At His Majesty’s Theatre this evening Mr
Tree revived his old success, ‘A Woman of
No Importance.” It is some fourteen years
since Oscar Wilde’s play was seen in London,
though in the provinces it has not been un-
known, and it is remarkable how well the
author’s verbal fireworks stand the test of
time. The real heart of the play is in its|
epigrams and its witty discussions of things
in general, in which the author got deeper
than mere surface epigram, and touched upon
things which are tragic in their truth. Mr
Tree, as the epigrammatist-in-chief, is repeat-
ing his old part, and though a little uncertain
at times carries the thing through with an
air of distinction. Mrs Charles Calvert’s old
Lady Hunstanton, who thinks him so inéom-
prehensible and so clever and never remem-
bers anything correctly about anything, is
absolutely delightful, and Miss Ellis Jefireys’
study of the frivolous Mrs Allenby is a perfect
‘piece of finished comedy. One person alone
refrains from saying watty things, and con-
fines herself to advancing the plot. This is
Miss Marion Terry, whose sweetness and
charm are seen at their best in the part of |
Mrs Arbuthnot, the injured mother. There |
are also clever performances by Mr Edmund |
~Maurice,hMiss _Kaite Cutler, and Miss Vigla

roe.  The r ived - '
e o Jissen Watgeds-dversio Library 7
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A, r.‘NE PERFORMANCE. s

Whatever else may be said about the late
Oscar Wilde there can be no denying his ability
as a playwright. He used to expose soclety vices.

" on the stage just as some of our daring preachers:
do it in the pulpit, and if his language was oc-
easionally too suggestive it was almost atoned for
by the brilliance of his wit. After an interval of

“wears Mr. Tree has just revived ““A Woman of
No-«Importance.” It cannot be called the

crthor’s best play, and yet there is a bboldness
aboed the-humour, as well as a brightness of dia-
wgtie, that makes the work of many rival drama-|
tists ‘look extremely poor. Though' irresistible
ripples of laughter followed the cynical sayings
of these fashionable worldlings there was no lack
of sympathy for the puritanically disposed
American girl who upbraided them. It would be
difficult to see a fiper cast, indeed, than now ap-
pears at His Majésty’s Theatre. Mr. Tree plays!

: the unenviable role of Lord Illingworth with un-

. doubted ability. while Miss Ellen Jeoffreys, MISSi
_ﬁ;-lrion rt render

| Jiserabodis a0 B,
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i tanton does
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A Theatrical Revival.

ilde’s wonderful play, “ A Woman

_mportnnce,” a comedy. in epigrams

gedy in morals, was last night revived

ajesty’s Theaire, London, by Mr Tree i
n audience: which soemed to -include |'
of importance. Al the old stagers
nght productions were there, including
wre Dancroft {conspicuous in ‘the stalls
jyhite locks, black velvef maotocle rib-
od distinguished air), Mr J. K. Jerome,
. Parker, Mr Claude Lowther {looking
appier since he gave up politics), Sir
ilbert, etc., ete. In one of the boxes
sarty which included “the Duchess of
ugh. Her Grace thoroughly enjoyed
lating satire at the expense of Ameri-
in the first act. The play was finely
d admirably acted for the most parl.
s#o say, Mr Trec as ¢ Lord Illing-
and Miss' Marion Terry ,as ‘Mrs
ot were excellent. “TLady Hun-
g’ was capitally played by Mrs Charles
who made a sweet old optimist of the
e but still fashionable lady. Miss
Wree was rather out of the: picture as
Worsley,” but she was perhaps =&
rvous. As to the play-—as /incompar=

1CS.

Uiilliant and biti s aver. It comes out
eupboard as Ji§38n Botn's University-Lit2a

NWM
| OSCAR
\ On Woman.

Woman resembl

riddle.
There are two k
—plain and colou

The only way to
i make love to her
| someone else if sl
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white-h: haired figure.

bohm 'I‘we s mother,
r, Mrs Neville, and’ Mr: T.’rank-
“as on the dark and vivacious

ﬂbom:ﬁ in a box on the other
; omg. ong other . well-known
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 AHEMASTER S,

l

| OSCAR WILDE.

{

5 revived next
' On Woman. Theatre.
| Woman resembles the Sphinx, without a again producing
| I‘idd]\"‘

| There are two kinds of women in society
| —plain and coloured.

{  The only way to behave to a woman is to
{ make love to her if she is pretty, and to
| someone else if she is plain.. .

| A girl with a simple, unspoiled nature
{ like Gwendoline could hardly be expected
?t’o reside in the country. °

i All women become like their mothers.
’

1

most

the present time
utterer of clever
Shaw meodelied

| That is their tragedy. No man does. That’s
| his.
Twenty years of romance makes a
woman a ruin; after twenty years of mar-
ried life she resembles a public build‘ng.

Always kiss women who talk seriously; it’s such a tre-

mendous surpries to them.

I prefer women with a past. They're always so amusing to
On Man.

Hopper’s one of Nature’s gentlemen, the worst type of gentle-

{ man 1 know.
Men are horribly tedious when they are good husbands, and
horribly conceited when they are bad.
Men hecome old, but they never become good.
How hard good women are! How weak bad men are!
Married men nowadays act like bacnelors, and bachelors like
married men.

On Marriage.
It is a curious thing about the game of marriage—a game, by
the way, that is going out of fashion—the wives hold all the
| honours, and invariahfy lose the odd trick.
! I look upon my husband as a promiesory note which I am
tired of meeting. =
Thirty-five. A very good agze to be married at. I have always
been of opinion that a man who desires to get married shouiyd
¢ither know everything or nothing.
1 might he married te her, che treats me with such in-
difference. > S
. Good heavens! How marriage ruins a man! It’s as demoral-
ising as cigarettes, and far mere expensive.
There's nothing in the world like the devotion of a married
woman—it’s a thing neo married man knows anything akeut.
London is full of women who trust their husbands. You can
always recognise them. They look so thoroughly unhappy.

On Being Good or Bad.

~ If you pretend to be good the world takes you very seriously;
if you pretend to be bad they don’t.
Saints generally have a past, and sinners sometimes a future.
Really, if the lower orders don't set us a good example,
what on earth is the use of them? They seem, as a class, to
have absolutely no sense of their moral responsibility.
Repentance is out of date. And be

sides, if a woman really
re;l)gnts, she has to go to a bad dressma ker, otherwise no one
believes her. o

On  Life.

i The Book of Life began in a garden—and ended in Revela-
tions,

hat is a cynic? A man who knows the price of everything,
and the value of nothing. \ . X

Experience is the name everyone gives to their mistakes.

o We live; a5 I hope you know, in an age of ideals. The fact
is constantly mentioned in the more expensive monthly maga-
zines.

1 am sick to death of cleverness. Everybody is clever now-
adays. You can’t go anywhere without meeting clever people.
The thing has become an absolute public nuisance. I wish to
goodness we had a few fools left. -

Three addresses always inepire confidence, even in trades-

men.,
On  Truth.
The truth is rarely pure, and n i 3
Untruthful! i e

: My nephew Algernen ! Impossible!
Oxonian. :
Nowadays to be intelligible is to be found out,
On Things in General. X
The peerage is the best thing in fiction the English have
e is the 1 £ 11
xtravagance is the luxury of the T
He talks, but has no .convexysation. i
b The House of Lords is never in fouch with public opinion;

that is what keeps it civilised.
Oh, don’t be moderate; nothing succeeds like excess,

i
|
!
i
i talk to.
|

]

He's an

DrscrpLe:-

Epigrams are in the air.
Shaw’s “Man and Superman " is to be
week
At His Majesty’s Mr. Tree is

Woman of No Importance.”

Oscar Wilde was undoubtedly the
brilliant epigrammist of kis
generation, just as Bernard Shaw at

Wilde and improved on the model ?

Possibly one may be able to judge
from the excerpts from their plays,
which are here shown.

e e et e e e o et e et o P . |
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BERNARD SHAW.

On Woman.

* The unwomanly women who work foi r 7
t their living and know how to take care of
themselves never give any trouble. _
You build a ship proof against the hest
gun known; somebody makes a better gun
and sinks your ship, You build a heavier
ship, proof against that gun: somehody
makes a heavier gun and sinks you again.
And so on. Well, the duel of sex is just
like that, E,

On Man.

Of all the thousand qualities a man may
. have, the only one you will find as cer-
tainly in the youngest drummer boy in my army as in me, is
fear. Itisfear that makes men fight; it is indifference that
makes them run away; fear is the mainspring of war. =
The English are a race apart. No Englishman is too low to
have scruples; no Englishman is high enough to be free from g
their tyranny. But every Englishman is born with a certain
miraculous power that makes him master of the world.
You can always tell an old soldier by the inside of his
holsters and cartridge boxes. The young ones carry pistols ém.d
cartridges; the old ones, grub. :
| You know what soldiers are, General; they will have men «
| family for their officers. A subaltern must be a genw
| because he’s so much in contact with the men. But a gener
{ or even a colonel, may be any sort of riffi-raff if he understands *
{ the shop well enough. A lieutenant is a gentleman; all the rest ¥
| is chance. : A
| Man can climb to the highest summits, but he cannot remaiz—f
there long.

On

Bernard
at the Court

Oscar Wilde's “A

s

is' the most gifted
phrases. Has Mr.
himself on Oscar

. f
Marriage. *
Get married to a good woman. Thatll give you a foretasta._;

{‘of what will be best 1n the Kingdom of Heaven we are trying to

establish on earth. - ‘

You regarded marriage as a degrading bargain, by which a :
woman sells herself to a man for the social status of a wife and ,}
the right to be supported and pensioned in old age out of his.))
That's the advanced view™our view. RS g

Well, 1n plain prose, I loved her so exquisitaly that I wanted
nothing more than the ha:ppin§s of heing in such love.

We all go about longing for love; it is the first need of our
natures, the first prayer of our hearts; but we dare not utter
our longing; we are too shy, Ay

s
T+

| take counsel’s opinion.

What between the duties expected of oneduri ‘s lifeti
and the duties exacte;io‘ﬁ tt':rom one after ome's lng!t)?s e

‘ceased to ba either a_

On Being Good or Bad. :
There is mothing so bad or so good that you will not find
Englishmen deoing it; but you will never find an Englishman in
the wrong. He does everything on principle.
Whether the behaviour of your younger children amounts ¢
legal molestation is a question on which it.may be necessary tc

I'm only a beer teetotaller, not a champagne teetotallar. T ¢
don’t like beer. ¢
Wicked people means people who have mo love; therefore
they have no shame. They have the power to ask love because ;

they don’t meed it; they have the power to offer it because they
have none to give. i
If you lived in London, wWhere the whole system is one -o?f'ﬂ

false good-fellowship, and you may know a man for twenty yo‘ig!‘:'k oi
without finding out that he hates you like poison, you would & 33
have your eyes opened. There we do unkind things in a
way: we say bitter things in a sweet voice; we always give
friends chloroform when we tear them to pieces. ' % %

There are three sorts of people in the world, the low people,
the middle people, and the high people. The low people and
high people are alike in one thing; they have mo scruples, no &
morality. The low are beneath morality, the high above s 5

The test of a man or woman’'s breeding is how they behave '
in a quarrel. Anybody can behave well when things are géing
smoothly. :

1 aill show you twenty thousand cowards who will risk
death every day for the price of a glass of brandy.

Never make a hero of a philanderer. ,

We have no more right to consutie ha

ppiness without Pros:
Libraryto consume wealth without g 1208
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‘Revival of the drama by Oscar Wildo at His

Maiesty’s Theatre on May 22.
Lord Illingworth
Sir John Pontefract Mg. J. FisuErR WHITE
Lord Alfred Rufford ..MR. LANGHORNE BURTON
e Kelvil, MP. ... MR, CHARUES ALLAN
The Ven. James Daubeny, D.D.
Mr. EpMUND MAURICE
Gerald Arbuthnot ..MR. CHARLES QUARTERMAINE
Farquhar Mgr. CLive Currie
Francis M. F. Cowrey WRIGHT
Lady Hunstanton MRs. CuARLES CALVERT
Lady Caroline Pontefract ..Miss Kite Bismop
Lady Stutfield Miss Kate CutLER
Mrs. Allonby Miss BLLis JEFFREYS
Hester Worsley Miss Viora TREE
..Miss HiLpa Moore
Mrs. Arbathnot Miss MirioN TERRY
Revivals are always interesting. Every theatri-
cal entertainment more or less “ dates”; and it is
f:urious to note how Time tries dramatic work, as
it tries all art products. The fourteen years or
€0 which have elapsed since 4 Woman of No Im-
portance was produced at {he Haymarket Theatre
have put the author’s talent through a sieve, and
ee;.m'rated the wheat from the chaff. The really
brilliant wit, the happy and genuine humour of
d/he‘ play are as effective as ever; the parts of it
which were merely transient affectations — the

m.echam'cal paradoxes, the assumption of superior
w%ckefiness, and the audacious sillinesses, are in- |
stinctively rejected by audiences who are not influ- |

enced by a vanished “vogue.” It says a great
deal for the real merits of the piece that, now
that the fashiqnv of which it was an examp]’e has
dpa&sed“c“on.away, it stands so well the test of repro-
The illegitimate son, his position, ri
duples, constitute the Lhemepot ht(l):(l; xfilgcl;ts, Ii)l;g
Illingworth, a blasé roué with a fine flow .of epi-
inl;)mt,hhas seduced, in time past, a certain Mrs.
"hr ut pot, and Gerald Arbuthnot is the result of
the lmgson. Gerald, who has a place in a bank
:.; staying with his mother at Hunstanton Chase’
D:w(;;:?“y s}iz;‘g o{u L;zdtsl'l H;msta,ntou, an amiablc;
( r. . Arbuthnot is 1
friendship between her son and Ilolflm‘ ::;t?!lly
.lz;tter has taken a fancy to the young l;la!l a.ng
io a]mpts to “form.” him on his-111ingw4,)rth’s'
S nb model‘.‘ A ]’lvely. married woman, Mrs
! ‘r;oy,lhas ‘dared Illu}gworth to kiss Miss Hes-
-3 rsley, a young‘An.wmcan girl of pure instincts
with whom Gerald is in love. When I]Hngworth’
in defiance of Mrg. Allonby’s opinion, embraces thé
(};(:}ung lady against her will, she screams out
rald comes to her assistance, and is about to
attack Illingworth when Mrs. Arbuthnot inter:
poses with t}w cry, “He is your father!” o
$ ghehquestum is discussed in the last act
= c:lbgt b a seduced woman, years after her iall,
. ain or accept an offer of marriage from he;
Tayer?” Gerald is of opinion that hi’ Fath
sAhonId be forced to marry his mother; but Mr
rbuthnot_takes a less conventional 'and more
elevated view ¢ “mz ;7 oung 918 §3398eg 15 bee
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Beerbohm Tree, Revivalist,

““A Woman of No Importance” is ‘‘ a play of decreasing im-
portance.” All plays age; this play in a certain sense was never
young. It has been discovered since his death by persons who should
know better that the author of this still sparkling piece of work was
no wit, but only an imitator of wits. Shaw, I grant, is a greater
wit than Wilde was: just as Wilde was greater than his more
libidinous models.  But, when folks tell me that Wilde's wit was
‘* merely machine-made ” I am inclined to ask them why they’ nor
anyone else never took hold of the machine before Wilde and worked
it to equally brilliant ends. If the cynics say that Wilde's im-
promptus in private life were carefully prepared and that you can see

his stage jokes coming, I would retort that we live in a vain world

of carefully-prepared impromptus and that it is easy to anticipate a

stage joke’s second coming when one has heard it already. That

was the case with all Wilde’s wit and all Whistler’s humour before

the cleverer men in bars and clubs and newspapers began to patron-
. ise them. It was not the wit but the inhumanity of Wilde that
marred his greatness as a dramatist. The philosopher’s stone of
popular sympathy was never his until after his downfall. Then, for
the first time, he became emotionally fit to write a fine i)lay on such
a theme as ““ A Woman of No Importance ”; but mentally he had
become unfit. Wilde’s earlier Socialism was a picturesque--méntal
pose as the pretty dress and the sunflowers were picturesque physical
poses. To parody the French saying, Wilde strode about the earth
in a spirit that said: ‘° What matters if I impress them ”! Mr.
Shaw says his hobby is ‘‘ showing off ”’; until he had eaten of bitter-
ness and drunk the dregs, Wilde did nothing else but ‘‘ show off.”
One verse of ‘‘ The Ballad of Reading Gaol ” contains more strong
feeling than all the plays of Wilde. -

“A Woman of No Importance.”

Yet ““ A Woman of No Importance,” now revived at His
Majesty’s, is very welcome for a variety of reasons. It is historic-
ally interesting as recalling the best that Wilde could do in semi-
serious vein; as reminding us that this was the finest thing to be
seen in the London theatres fourteen years ago. Mr. Tree seems to
think that *° A Woman of No Importance ” remains an ‘‘ advanced ”
play. : Frankly, it does not; in circles where thought is general, the
sex views of Hester Worsley were already out of date when V\,/ilde
uttered them in the theatre : the theatre which intellectually is always
(and necessarily) twenty years behind the moral pioneers, the mass

‘of playgoers being at least twenty-five years behind the theatre
Many of the latter will find ‘“ A Woman of No Importance ” start.
ling as their elder sisters and brothers did when they were younger
But these affrighted souls will have been living the sheltered Tife;
they will not have read the things that matter, even in the dail);
Press. Perhaps whilst my own morals are still perceptibly deve-
loping I am growing old-fashioned in some other ways. For I find

been bored by the banalities of Wilde, his feeble attempts to be
funn’}’r, his jokes (as one says) “‘ really not much elevated above the
pun”; yyhereas I enjoyed the play thoroughly. There is one witti-
cism in ‘‘ A \Vpn‘}an of No Importance ” that has never been rivalled
by any other witticism I have heard or read in any land or language ;
there are half-a-dozen that no one but Wilde could have written.
These do not make a great play, but they give added savour to a;
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Gill, etc.—are now at Drury Lane.
Ezhl'm(‘:’r f(for the recidivists)
1s Jeftreys stands with onl i i
rank of English actresses; e
pare with Miss Marion Terry.
long way to go yet before she is
of Hester she shows real progr

guished and effective.
Calvert’s Lady Hunstanton are excellent.

et [ON DU® to see ‘A Wom i
T o, T Bt | ¢ e O

fairly good one. C s

Splendid Acting,

The usual Tree company—Constance Collier, Lyn Harding Basil
; But the newcomers to Mr. Tree's
play superbly. On the lighter side, Miss
: Tempest in the very front
on the serious side, how many cai com-
Miss Tree, of course, has a very
a first-class actress, but in the role
gress; and Mr. Tree’s Illingworth,
L;llrt quite in which he shines most, is distin-
Also Mr. Edmund Maurice’s cleric and Mrs.
[ fancy the public will go
and be amused by it. Any-

hough not the sort of p

[ am very glad that it was revived

C nse
corruption—a point of view quite indepen-
dent of our kuowledge of‘itsqanthoﬂs'fﬁﬁﬁr
Lord Illingworth was always a shocking caty|
‘but that quality dominates us more ¢l

from the articles of some of the other critics that I ought to have |

. 2g0.

*\\ng‘ms were turned out, Hav what is

~ wmore disconcerting is its inherent

portance” at His Majesty’s Theatro by
‘to be a suceess. Some critics ¢

 incessantly and loud, and behind a lady
| a coiffure forming as effective a screen
} Ia?hrl? fzyr_ng-pam,sé still
| able evening. many of the rema
Lheaqme historical that the remark n
Hamlet that it * would be a good ;ﬂny
were not so many quotations in it ” migh
haps be applied to this piece. But the cl
?para.'doxlpal dialogue went as hrightly
! possible in spite of the fact that most of
| heard much of it quoted over and over
Mr. Tree has done his utmost to produ
Woman of no Importance ” in first-class
Each member of the company is per
_or her . Mr. Tree as the unprinei
Lord Hlingworth presents the character i
its hard cynical immorality, and Miss Ma
Perry as Mrs, Arbuthnot in the name
plays with sweet womanly pathos and a
of rage or scorn which the unworthy lib
;mchly deserves. Mr, Charles Quartermaine 4
: the son was excellent, and Mrs. Charles C
in her inimitable style was perhaps the
popular of all the artists. Misg V‘?ola Tree
the romantic high-principled idealistic
can girl play most sympathetically
lool::ed extremely handsome. Miss
Jefireys, Miss Kate Cutler, and Miss
Bishop were so good that one wished |
had more to do, and the make up
amusing acting of Mr. Fisher White as
henpecked Sir John Pontefract and

Edmund Mairice as Archdeacon Dauben: ‘

deserved all praise. By the way, the
deacon is a cruel burlesque, as are most of
clereg of the Church of England on the s
and I wonder why Anglicans take no offence:
this when no manager dare

Catholic clergyman on the P
model g{f alﬁatha virtues. In my last letter
- spoke of what was expected of the dresses
this E: y. They are tg?mest beautiful on 1
thoy stage gﬁ;,the moment. It is not |
i - specially-gorgeous, but that there
"f&ffgmgt‘ggz.‘c about each, and all which
1 -dn eoqmmoy Surpueys oy opqets o
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“The revival of “A “Woman of No fmport-|
mee”’ at His Majesty’s is ‘interesting rather
’han fascinating, for the play has distin
lost since it was reproduced fourteen

One now understands how its ep

to-day because our attention is not dive
by the glitter of the wit. Mr Tree has ad
several players o' his company, for the

needs a different quality of acting from

hakesvearean repertoire.
cess has been achieved by Mrs Calvert as
witty old peeress, who almost alone

puppets has decent instincts.

A bnlliant
th
e

Jeﬂu'f;ys is another welcorne adidition.
WO seem as if Mr Tree purposed playing
modern work, for he has mg'uoducedm

_enormous  prosce

a temp

¥ ulerant lapses of memory, and her sudden flashes of shrewd

1 ,}:ature in Lady Hunstanton, but none in any of the other

May 95, 1907.]

TVHE NATION.

The Drama.

“«A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.”

FRE was a curious sensation in witnessing Oscar Wilde’s
hy at His Majesty’s Theatre on Wednesday night after an
erval of fourteen years. The mind had retained certain
ithe aphorisms and epigrams which once seemed to be cut
th such wemned skill. “ Nothing succeeds like excess,”
Americans are wonderfully clever at concealing their
ents,” “he must be quite respectable as one has not heard
name before,”” * women represent the triumph of matter
er mind,” “there are only two kinds of women—the plain
d the coloured,”” and “ duty is what one expects of others,
what one does oneself,”” seemed wonderfully subtle four-
on years ago. They sounded a new note in the theatre.
nce then there has been a fashion in epigrams, and fashion
s killed them. Besides, Mr. Bernard Shaw’s circle of
hiopian epigrammatists are really more witty than Oscar
filde's, and, by comparison, they are quite human. Tt was
‘basant, however, to hear the whizzing of these verbal fire-
tks once again, although most of them seemed a trifle
Ump and ineffective. They were what one remembered best
{Oscar Wilde’s play. The serious interest of “ A Woman
No Importance ’ was precisely the quality of the play one
not remember. *Is it possible that we accepted this super-
ial melodrama as a play which can bear serious criti-
km ? Did we think these theatrical situations were a con-
ution to drama?
. After all, you must not expect more from a dramatist
n he is. Oscar Wilde had an Irishman’s wit. In addi-
bn, he had a certain artistic sensuousness which served him
i the stead of feeling. With it went a facility for writing
hich would have made literature had there been thought
From these qualities a dramatist cannot be
nufactured.  He must possess the imagination which
ates character, and, above all, he must have the sympathy
ith life that shall enable him to see beneath its surface.
at sympathy should be passionate, and there is no error
re prevalent than the idea of the dramatist’s detached
partiality. Every play mirrors at least part of its
athor’s nature. The more complex the dramatist’s charac-
r the more faithfully does he- reflect the many facets of
sterice. Oscar Wilde was not complex. His attitude ‘to-
rds the world was that of sensuous curiosity, and it will
found to be the basis of all his plays, from “ A Woman of
go Importance,” with its attempt at an ethical outlook, to
Salome,’’ with its frank sensuousness. He understood the
rld he lived in, but his vision was circumscribed indeed.
“ A Woman of No Importance” he managed to convey the
mosphere of Tashionable life of the period. The smaller
aracters are fairly typical, and one at least—Lady Hun-
nton—is actually alive. Her gracious vagueness, her

&nse make her quite a creation. She does not ubter the
leartless, hard, brilliant sayings of the other characters, but
always kind and unintentionally witty. There is human

tharacters. That would not Have mattered had Oscar Wilde
been content with a superficial comedy, such as “The Im-
jortance of Being Farnest,” but his main theme is one which
| kcomes quite inexplicable if the protagonists lack character.
' His Lord Illingworth, for instance, is the mouthpiece
br Oscar Wilde-isms, and that is all we really know of him.
The play tells us that he betrayed and abandoned a young
Jirl, leaving her to her fate with a child. Twenty years
dfterwards he meets her by chance, and, suddenly discover-
ng that the ome thing necessary to his life is paternity,
'E}Oposes to keep his son by his side as private secretary.
lLord Tllingworth’s attitude towards Mrs. Arbuthnot, as she
‘talls herself, is inexplicable. He apparently expects her to
\reat his dastard conduct as an episode that has passed. It
)? conceivable that a man might wish that, but surely he
Would not ask the mother to give up their son, and certainly
%ﬁe would not go about the matter in a spirit of flaunting and
‘Oynical philosophy. Least of all would he taunt her in the

supposed to be a gentleman of birth and breeding; and Mrs.
Arbuthnot was not a chance woman in his life. Oscar Wilde
went to lurid, crude melodrama for this character. Lord
Illingworth is merely an old-fashioned Adelphi villain
stuccoed over with Oscar Wilde-isms. The creature is in-
credible.
In the same way Mrs. Arbuthnot is copied from the ill-
used heroines of melodrama. She dresses in black, and has
suffered and is still suffering. Yet she tells her son, in a
parable, that his father was a bad man. Did Oscar Wilde
really think that a woman who knows her lover to have been
inconceivably base, and has not seen him for twenty years,
still suffers from the thought of her “sin”’ and from having
been deserted? Why, her main thought for all those years
must have been a heartfelt thankfulness that he had gone
out of her life, and that she had borne him no other chil-
dren. When she finds that her son has been appointed pri-
vate secretary to his father there could not have been a
question of the course any woman but a heroine of cheap
melodrama would take. Whatever happened she would fight
to the last to prevent the father having possession of the
son, even if she had to tell her boy the truth. Tord Illing-
worth’s “ you have educated him to be your judge’’ will not
bear a moment’s thought. An obvious retort is suggested.
Oscar Wilde was a clever man, and he endeavoured to over-
come this difficulty by arbitrary devices. He invented an
American girl of Puritan ideals who preaches the necessity
of atonement for sin, with the modification that both man
and woman should receive equal punishment, and this girl
is in love with the son, who, in his turn, makes his mother
understand that she will be judged by the narrow ideals of
conduct in which she herself has educated him. Such a
«ituation is possible, or would appear possible if we knew
anything for certain of Mrs. Arbuthnot’s character.  She
would have to be drawn as a narrow-minded woman of no
clear outlook on life, and one can imagine that fear of being
judged by a son might possibly allow such a mother to be
privy to his coming under the influence of a bad father. Mrs.
‘Arbuthnot would then have been a poor-spirited coward whose
selfish fear quenched every spark of moral feeling, or of any
genuine feeling at all, and the play would have fallen to the
ground.  Oscar Wilde shirked the difficulty by the ch‘eap
expedient of an accident. Tllingworth, with the incredible
caddishness which characterises him throughout, kisses the
American Puritan out of pure bravado, and she complains
to his son, her lover. There is a scene. <711 kill him,”
shrieks the boy. ¢ Stop, Gerald,”” interposes the mother;
«he’s your father.”” ~ Oscar Wilde must have borrowed this
from melodrama with his tongue in his cheek. Indeed, the
whole play, with the exception of Lady Hunstanton and, to
some extent, of the picture of the superficial aspects of a
certain kind of English life, is poor, tawdry melodrama.
When it is not brilliant in a hard, inhuman fashion it is
compact of false sentiment, poor characterisation, and inap-
propriate rhetoric: The stage in London must -have been in
a bad way before we could have accepted so clumsy a piece
of stage carpentry.
Possibly the play had a certain vogue on account of its
style. Superficial as its psychology is, there is no question
that the author did handle his situations with something
of literary distinction. It is not the literature of a drama-
tist, because the writing is too often conditioned for the
sake of rhetorical effect. Thus Oscar Wilde made his Mrs.
Arbuthnot speak pure literary images at a moment of great
emotional tension. They are not the images which would
naturally spring from that tension, for they are too far-
fetched, and are put into her mouth merely for the sake of
colour. In his treatment of dramatic scenes Oscar Wilde
was singularly futile and verbose. His characters never say
the inevitable thing. Could any speech ring less true than
the long tirade of the American girl against the evils of Eng-
lish society? Or, to go deeper into drama, would it be pos-
sible to make Mrs. Arbuthnot less of a character than she
is? Oscar Wilde meant her to have a passionate hate of the
mean sensualist who had ruined her early life, and an actress
must look on that feeling as the key-note of the character.
Yet she has never anything to say that adequately expresses
that hate. Oscar Wilde was not a dramatist of imagination.
Mr. Beerbohm Tree has done well to revive this play, if it
be only to prove to us that fourteen years have seen a great
change in our dramatic art, and in our attitude towards it.
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supposed to be a gentleman of birth and breeding; and Mrs.
Arbuthnot was not a chance woman in his life. Oscar Wilde
went to lurid, crude melodrama for this character. Lord
Illingworth is merely an old-fashioned Adelphi villain
stuccoed over with Oscar Wilde-isms. The creature is in-
credible.

In the same way Mrs. Arbuthnot is copied from the ill-
used heroines of melodrama. She dresses in black, and has
suffered and is still suffering. Yet she tells her son, in a
parable, that his father was a bad man. Did Oscar Wilde
really think that a woman who knows her lover to have been
inconceivably base, and has not seen him for twenty years,
still suffers from the thought of her “sin » and from having
been deserted? Why, her main thought for all those years
must have been a heartfelt thankfulness that he had gone
out of her life, and that she had borne him no other chil-
dren. When she finds that her son has been appointed pri-
vate secretary to his father there could not have been a
question of the course any woman but a heroine of cheap
melodrama would take. Whatever happened she would fight
to the last to prevent the father having possession of the
son, even if she had to tell her boy the truth. Tord Illing-
worth’s “ you have educated him to be your judge’’ will not
bedr a moment’s thought. An obvious retort is suggested.
Oscar Wilde was a clever man, and he endeavoured to over-
come this difficulty by arbitrary devices. He invented an
American girl of Puritan ideals who preaches the necessity
of atonement for sin, with the modification that both man
and woman should receive equal punishment, and this girl
is in love with the son, who, in his turn, makes his mother
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sitnation is possible, or would appear possible if we knew
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would have to be drawn as a narrow-minded woman of no
clear outlook on life, and one can imagine that fear of being
judged by a son might possibly allow such a mother to be
privy to his coming under the influence of a bad father. Mrs.
Arbuthnot would then have been a poor-spirited coward whose
selfish fear quenched every spark of moral feeling, or of any
genuine feeling at all, and the play would have fallen to the
ground.  Oscar Wilde shirked the difficulty by the cheap
expedient of an accident. Tllingworth, with the incredible
caddishness which characterises him throughout, kisses the
American Puritan out of pure bravado, and she complains
to his son, her lover. There is a scene. «P11 kill him,”
shrieks the boy. “ Stop, Gerald,” interposes the mother;
“he’s your father.””  Oscar Wilde must have borrowed this
from melodrama with his tongue in his cheek. Indeed, the
whole play, with the exception of Lady Hunstanton and, to
some extent, of the picture of the superficial aspects of a
cortain kind of English life, is poor, tawdry melodrama.
When it is not brilliant in a hard, inhuman fashion it is
compact of false sentiment, poor characterisation, and inap-

~propriate rhetoric:— The stage in London must-have been in
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of stage carpentry. 5

Possibly the play had a certain vogue on account of its
style. Superficial as its psychology is, there is no question
that the author did handle his situations with something
of literary distinetion. It is not the literature of a drama-
tist, because the writing is too often conditioned for the
sake of rhetorical effect. Thus Oscar Wilde made his Mrs.
Arbuthnot speak pure literary images at a moment of great
emotional tension. They are not the images which would
naturally spring from that tension, for they are too far-
fetched, and are put into her mouth merely for the sake of
colour. In his treatment of dramatic scenes Oscar Wilde
was singularly futile and verbose. His characters never say
the inevitable thing. Could any speech ring less true than
the long tirade of the American girl against the evils of Eng-
lish society? Or, to go deeper into drama, would it be pos-
sible to make Mrs. Arbuthnot less of a character than she
is? Oscar Wilde meant her to have a passionate hate of the
mean sensualist who had ruined her carly life, and an actress
must look on that feeling as the key-note of the character.
Yot she has never anything to say that adequately expresses
that hate. Oscar Wilde was not a dramatist of imagination.
Mr. Beerbohm Tree has done well to revive this play, if it
be only to prove to us that fourteen years have seen a great
change in our dramatic art, and in our attitude towards it.
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