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Drama of 1o-Day.
M. C. S. 2

A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.

Surely no one with a sense of humour ever took Oscar
Wilde seriously ? Isn’t it rather late in the day to attempt
to dissect the extraordinary quips and cranks of this clever
creature, whose daring audacity, superb effrontery, and
splendid impudence were after all the principal stepping-
stones that served to land him on the topmost rung of the
ladder of fame. ; -

“Whatever I say, or how I say it, matters little, the
public will accept everything from me;they’ll laugh, or
they’ll weep, but they will never take the trouble to reason
why or wherefore,because it is [-I,who rule and dominate!”
said Oscar Wilde, and he was right.

Not-for a single moment, then, was there any question as
to the brilliant reception given to “A Woman of No-
Importance” when it was originally played by Mr, Beerbohm
Tree at the Haymarket Theatre soms fourteen years ago,
and when the transparent eynicisms and affected vapour-
ings of Oscar Wilde were the fashion, and people crowdad
in thousands at his bidding, some to be amused, others to
be amazed, a few—a very few—to be shocked !

Society then was not wearied at seeing itself satirised
and held up to ridicule. It was a novelty to probe
beneath the attractive drapery of Wilde's sparkling wit
and sareastic genius and discover one’s best friends. The
smart lines, the brilliant “battle of words,” the entire
dialogue erackiing with caustic fire, and veneered with
truth, was then rattled off at a break-neck, pit-pat pace that
gave you no time to pause or think, and it was all so
exquisitely and deftly “* sent” over the footlichts that your
senses were enslaved and your commonsense absolutely
dumb ! : ’

This was the great art of Osear Wilde,

He'd knock you clean off your balance, bowl you over,
take all the wind out of you for the time being, and when
the froth had bubbled out, but little remained save
perbaps & vague regret that twisted itself into the
inevitable “if only ” or *‘ what might have been.” :

At the revival of this much discussed play at His Majesty’s
there was, I regret to say, but one artist among the many
who acted with conviction and gave the author’s words their
full meaning. That one was Miss Ellis Jefireys, who ap-
peared as Mrs. Allenby, and every playlover should feel
grateful to Mr. Tree for having induced this charming
comedy actress to come home again, She must not be
allowed to wander back to America any more, she is really
wanted here, and cannot be spared.

Miss Marion Terry must ever strike the note of tenderness
and pathos in all she does, but she unfortunately lacks the
underlying tragic force that belongs to such a character as
Mrs. Arbuthnot,

That terrible ““ wiping out” from her life of the-man who
has ruined her, which Mrs. Bernard Beere conveyed so won-
derfully, is never for an instant realised by Miss Terry,

Mrs. Beere had fought alone and with desperate energy,
she had come forth from the furnace of pain and sorraw
triumphantly, and in the end her reward came . . . . she
checkmated Tiord Illingworth . . . . she kicked him like
she would have done some horrid reptile out of her path,
and swept away with the dignity of a queen—she was, in
fact the splendid conqueror.

Miss Marion Terry is the broken-hearted, subjngated,
vanquished woman, and the whole meaning of the last act
is shrouded in her ¢ veil of tears.” =

With Mrs. Charles Calvert, again, one cannot help draw-
ing a comparison between her Lady Hunstanton and that of
poor Rose Leclerq, who was every inch the grand dame, and
who made you feel she was the woman to the manner
born and bred.

But perhaps the nervous hesitation displayed by Mr.
Tree as Lord Illingworth—a character he revelled in years
ago, and whose magnificent presence and devil-mav-care

fascination made Mrs. Beere’s task all the more diﬁichlb—-,—’
was responsible for a good deal of the general ¢ fluffiness
of so many of the artists, and those in the audience who

' had never seen the play before must have received an

entirely different impression to_that which was co'nveycd ;
when it was first produced at the Haymarket—an 1mpres-

| sion that I fear is no improvement on the original.

Miss Viola Tres, from sheer sincerity, is very inferesting &

% as Hoster Worsley, and Mr. Charles Quartermaine plays

admirably as Gerald Arbuthnot, the son of “The Woman
of No Importance.” — - :

But, alas! that painful halting in the lines and frequent
¢ feeling for words” so marred the general performance
last Wednesday that it was impossible to shake off the
tension of wonder as to who would “dry up” next or
give yourself up to the full enjoyment of the play. =

Perhaps, however, all that is gha.nged now, and the
polished dialogue is again spoken with the distinetion and
faultless grace that hitherto characterised it.

Ignorance of the author's text on the pa:ct_of the per-
formers must hamiper the best play ever written, and if
« A Woman of No Importance” is mnot quite perfect
as a drama, there is, at any rats, a coptsxdegable amoxétzé;_ngg
entertaining ing comedy in 1if, and every au
hiliestnthi ?gﬁ&%ﬁ%m& s University Librarg70 :
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Since our native conventions do not permit us to
hear Strauss’ opera founded upon Oscar Wilde’s
*‘ Salome,”’ and as the majority of us find trips for the
purpose to the Continent or America somewhat incon-
venient, we shall have to stay our hunger with litera-
~ ture. Mr. John Lane is befriending us here by issuing

a volume entitled “ Strauss’ ‘ Salome * * A Guide to the

‘Opera,” by Lawrence Gilman. The priee of the book
is three shillpoasseg-d@men'siuniversity Libragillustrated with

.musical quotations. H. J.
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Mr. Tree t'ul.LS us that his present season
will terminate on Friday, July 5, the final
ormance of A Woman of No Import-
‘ance’’ taking place the previous evening
*For fhe clusmg night a special bill will be
given, comsisting of scenes from the season’s
! uctions mcl:udnng the first act of
Colonel N’:elwoome, & scene from “ A Win-

ib man of
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ROUND THE THEATRES.
By ¢ VEDETTE.”

Mr. Beersorm TREE is a clever actor, a clever manager,
and a clever man all round. But he is, I fear, just now
in danger of proving too clever by half in undertaking

" too many things to do himself full justice in any of

them. Those who remember, as 1 do, his original em-

bodiment of Lord Illingworth at the Haymarket fourteen
years ago know how admirably he can convey in style
and bearing and method the man’s impudent wit and_well-
bred insolence, his superficial distinction and his innate
unworthiness of nature. He is one of the few actors on
our stage who can pose as effectively in the fashionable
tailor-made garments of to-day as in the picturesque
fancy costumes of days gone by. Thus, on the first night
of the revival of A4 Waman of No Importance he still
looked his part to the life and still impersonated it con-
vincingly, until after the end of the first act his own =
= conviction in it seemed suddenly to die away. I do not & =
know whether Mr. Tree was actually in trouble over his

words, but, at any rate, he appeared to be hesitating

over all that he did and said; and, unluckily, this uncer-
tainty of touch was shared by Miss Marion Terry, who
ought to have been an ideal Mrs. Arbuthnot, but who

missed her grip of the character in ome of its most im-

portant phases. If Wilde's last act means anything at

all, it must surely mean a long-delayed triumph for the
deeply-injured woman, as well as a tardy punishment
for the man whose latent caddishness ultimately shows
through his veneer of gentility. But Miss Terry’s Mrs.

Arbuthnot, so gracious and winning in her appeal of

pathos, never took the situation into her own hand when

tne tables were turned, and when it was for her to grant

" or to refuse the appeals of others. Her whole pertorm-

ance, like Mr. Tree’s, has the air of a tentative rehearsal ;

and the consequence was that such uramatic interest as

" Wilde’s conventional plot can boast was almost entirely
missed.

I am told, and I can well believe it, that all this is

~ changed already, that the play is acted as capably in its

big scenes as in its lesser ones, and that it goes splen-
didly throughout. ‘This is only as it ought to be, for £

Oscar Wilde's brilliant work well deserved resuscitation, = -

* and it has at His Majesty’s a cast which, in theory, is

well-nigh perfect. Mr. ‘L'ree and Miss Marion Lerry

when at their own best could hardly be improved upon |
for the interpretation of the characters here allotted to :
them, while hardly one of the remaining dramatis per-
sonw is in incompetent or even doubttul hands. the

Lady Hunstanton of Mrs. Charles Calvert is, of course, =4

not so much of the grande dame as was Miss Rose =

Leclercq’s, but then, en revanche, she is infinitely more =

comic in her delivery of the plaintive commonplaces =

which accentuate the reckless wit of the sallies whereby =
they are provoked. As to the Mrs. Allenby of Miss Elhs &

. Jefireys, she is simply the perfection of smartness,

whether in her toilets or in her talk. Her conversational =

fireworks are flashed out in an effortless way that would,

1 am sure, have delighted the fastidious ear of their in-

ventor. She strikes even more accurately than did Mrs.

Tree before her the true mote of fashionakle ftrivolity,

and in her flippant discussion of serious matters she

wafts the true tone of the drawing-room across the foot- |
lights. She has some of Wilde’s happiest lines to speak,
and she manages to speak them as one to the epigram-
matic manner born. The rile of Lady Stutfield enables

Miss Kate Cutler to show still further development in

the refined methods of non-musical comedy. Miss Kate

bishop, as Lady Caroline Pontefract, makes an old lady

not less pleasant than her young omes of years gone by,
and Mr. Maurice is almost farcically droll as the blandly =
optimistic Archdeacon. Miss Viola Tree’s Hester Wors-
ley, though sentimentally sincere in her Puritanic pro-
tests, is mot much like any American girl whom 1 ever
came across : she wants accent and she wants  snap.”

But I rather like Mr. Quartermaine’s boyish Gerald, and

1 am glad to see Mr. Allan’s ponderous M.P. once more.
‘he foreign play is not so much en evidence just now

on our stage as it has sometimes becn-at this season of

. the year, unless, indeed, I am to count as foreign those

. importations from America to which some half-dozen of

~ our West-end theatres have lately been ‘devoted. But if
~ France and Germany are holding back for awhile, 1

otice that Ireland is well to the fore, as we are
romised an Irish season shortly at the Great Queen
 Street Theatre, where, however, the plays presented will
be in English and not—as might have been cxpected
~ from their patriotic origin—in the native tongue of the

* distressful country. One of the works given will be that

- Playboy of the Western World of Mr. J. M. Synge,
hich caused so much talk in Dublin a few months ago.

Others in prose and verse will be from the ardent pens of

'Mr. Yeats and Lady Gregory. It is to be hoped that
hese produciREs@r 0@ihén's Wniversity Litg@gyand favourably

riticised, or the cry of “another injustice to Ireland ! ”

s, I fear, sure to be raised.
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A Brilliant 7{67}1'7)4/.

The revival of that very brilliant and very bewildering
play, “A Woman of no Importance,” at His Majesty’s
was the event of last week. It was a curious experience
to sit and listen to the polished dialogue and sparkling
epigram which had dazzled one a good many years ago,
when one was more likely to be dazzled by the meteoric
brilliancy of cleverness into forgetting to ask whether it
was anything more than a tinkling cymbal. Possibly,
analysed in cold blood, the daring paradoxes are a little
empty and the epigrams are beneath the surface often
hollow. Still, many gems of wit remain as brilliant as
ever. The amazing cleverness of the dialogue be-
comes manifest when one studies the construction of
the play, or, rather, the want of it. For the whole of
the first act and most of the second there is practically
no action at all. Haif a dozen men and women sit
about and provide one another with pegs to hang epi-
grams on, or openings for deft and witty scores.  The
story hardly begins to develop until the closing scene
of the second act. Yet not a minute of the time is
waste, because it is spent under a running fire of wit and
raillery. As soon as the story develops it grips.
The duel between Lord Illingworth and Mrs. Arbuthnot

| for the soul of their son is drama that goes below the

surface. Every successive scene in the last two acts is
tense with conflict.

The cast almost throughout reaches a high level. As
Lord Illingworth, Mr. Tree was, perhaps, inclined to
be jerky and over full of mannerism ; but in the last act
he rose to the height of a great occasion. He was never
greater than in defeat. The quiet, deadly insult in his
manner towards the woman he offered to make his wife,
and the restraint with which he hid rather than showea
the hurt his son’s letter had inflicted on him was a
notably fine bit of work.  Miss Marion Terry made
Mrs. Arbuthnot a real woman, whose suffering and
anger were equally real, and few other actresses could
have made the fine scene with her son more poignant,
while the straightforwardness and sincerity wherewith
Mr. Charles Quartermaine made a none too easy part
acceptable deserves more than a passing word of com-
mendation. The brilliant artificiality of Mrs. Allenby |
suited Miss Ellis Jeffreys’ polished style like a
glove, and Mrs. Calvert was inimitable in the part of |
old Lady Hunstanton, who persists, in her canary-
brained way, in regarding everything for the best in the |
comparatively best of all possible worlds. The revival g
LS aic danssen-daielrs ety Lisragpaou dramatic

calendar. oO.W
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amere  wouid: appear to be a revival of several of
Oscar Wilde's comedies. Tt _would. be regrettable if
the stage lost plays so briliant, so effective, and o
Qelightdul "as this famous dramatist gave 1o the
~theatre in his happy days, and it is pleasing to note
that no fewer than three, “A Woman of no Tmpor-
tance,”’ “‘Am Ideal Husband,” and ‘“The Importance
of being Earnest,” are at present being played in
the country. {Mr, Beerbohm Tree’s production of “A
Woman of no Importance” at His Majesty's
Theatre, in London, is now abiracting erowded
audiences. “An  Ideal Husband” is to be
presented at  the  Shefficld Lyceum Yheatre
vext  week. . It is late in the day to eulogise
the comedy, and its interest ought to aftract very.
large houses. The company which this week bas|
been playing “The Three Musketears” at the Lyceurn|
“witl be responsible for the performances, and Miss

B AR AT P?ffg Izs. Cheveley.
Von0ER'$8 2
st 1. )‘ 2y p?ay -ﬁgz%bert Chil-
tern, and the cast genemally is good..
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The Tit-Bits Comedy. 143

Mr. Tree, of His Majesty’s Theatre, |
has revived Oscar Wilde’s “A Woman
of No Importance,” which he originally
produced at the Haymarket fourteen |
years ago; and notwithstanding the |
comedy’s redundant epigram and long-
deferred plot, I found it vastly enter-
taining, :

It is true that in thinking it over
afterwards, one's memories are rather |
confused and bewildering. Thus, my
recollection of the first two acts con-
sists of a fortuitous concatenation of
disjointed conversational rip-raps, run-
ning something like this: t=

SHE : Married men nowadays act like
bachelors, and bachelors like married
men. ; :
HEe: Ah, yes. 'The book of life began
in a garden—and ended in Revelations.

SuE: I look upon my husband as a
promissory note which 1 am tired of
meeting. e

He: Woman resembles the Sphinx
without a riddle. ¥

SHE: My husband talks, but has no
conversation. .

Hz: The question of the East End
of London is a question of slavery. The
only thing is to amuse the slaves,

Sae: Why don’t they give them
magic lanterns, and missionaries, and °
other popular things?

He: Extravagance is the luxury of
the poor.

SuE: What is life ?

He: Life is a mauvais quart dheure
made up of exquisite moments,

SHEE: A man can survive anything
but death.

He: The House of Lords is never in
touch with public opinion; that is what
keeps it civilised.

SuE : Twenty years of romance makes |
a woman a ruin; after twenty years of
married life she resembles a public
building. -

Hz: I always kiss women who talk |
seriously ; it’s such a tremendous sur-
prise to them.

Et cetera—ad infinitum. But while
it lasts, the crispcrepitation is pleasantly
tittilating to the ear, Bernard Shaw,
of course, has done the same sort of
thing since, but one cannot really enjoy
Shaw without using one's brains, and
that is where, to a society audience, the
earlier playwright shows his superiority,

One need not understand Wilde's
epigrams. In fact, one generally
doesn’t. One feels instinctively that
his dialogue is brilliant, and that is|
ever so much easier than realising if. |

Indeed, in France, Wilde's paradoxes
have won to fame and popularity on
their reputation, notwithstanding that |
their puzzled translator has innocently
turned most of them into plain common- |
sense. Thus, where Wilde said : “ More
women grow old nowadays through the
faithfulness of their admirers than
through anything else,” the painstaking
translator renders “faithfulness” as
“infidelité.” And where Wilde said,
“We do our best to waste the
public time,” the translator inter-
prots : “ Nous faisons de notre mieux
pour ne pas perdre le temps destiné au
public.” "And yet the audiences, feeling
that the lines are meant to be subtly
amusing, dutifully laugh.

But notwithstanding its slender.plot i~
and superfluous “talk,” “A Woman of
No Importance” is more entertaining.
than most entertainments. It contains
two or three very strong situations, and
being splendidly actef all round was |
very favourably received.

The central figure, Lord Illingworth, |
is played with exquisite nonchalance by |
Mr. Tree. Quite a second-hand Lord |
Chesterfisld in his way is this peer, |
with his smart cynical talk, and abhor- |
rence of all zeal, earnestness, and|
sincerity. The flippant cynicism of this |
end-of-the-century sybarite, amused the
house vastly, and the more unmanly
and inhuman he became in sentiment,
the more the house seemed to appre-
ciate him.

AldissenWomeR(H9RB8s18ty Library, as-
‘suredly. But was not Oscar Wilde, at |
his best, always unwho, g

*




fear, sure to be railsed.

TS‘\‘LW\C 7h~.€— 7 ‘507

Barrie is more of - a  thinker than

ABOUT THE THEATRE. he; while 'as for the late Oscar Wilde and

Mr. Bernard Shaw, one may fairly doubt
whether at any previous period since the death

3 of Dryden twp such ‘powerful intelligences

BY W“"‘LIAM ARCHER‘ have applied  themselves to the writing of
practical stage-plays. The streak of insanity in
T Wilde led to the pitiable ruin of his genius:
HE DRA]\/% RSPEG 1% had miore brains in hjs-head than all
gbd:g:{é QEJM@Om&;S Ut, ?eé r%@y‘?\@}%%s of the eighl‘.:‘gZZh century put

AR - together, 3 3 ;




BEFORE THE FOOTLIGHTS.
HIS MAJESTY'S THFATEE,

PLAY which bears revival after fourteen years is
scarcely one which needs much criticism on its
veappearance. In that space of time, to be sure, theatrical
taste changes, and a new order of playgoers come upon
the scene; but if a manager who understands the needs
of the moment deems a play which has not seen the light

for a number of years to be worth replacing on the stage, .

it is to be assumed that it cannot meanwhile have grown
what is called old fashioned. In 1893, when Mr Tree first
presented “A Woman of No Importance,” it was thought
to be a most brilliantly written play, and now that we
again have an opportunity of seeing it under his manage-
ment, there seems no reason to_reverse this judgment.
It is indeed a play brimming over with smart dialogue.
Though we have now grown more accustomed than we
were fourteen years ago to epigrams in modern comedies,
and verbal brilliance does not surprise and delight us as
much as it then did, it says much for the literary excel-
lence and wit of “A Woman of No Importance” that
none of its points seem in the least blunted, and that one
laughs as heartily as ever at the cynically smart sayings
of its clever author. The plot has suffered a little, it is
true, in the process of keeping. The type of people so
amusingly drawn in this society comedy now seem to be a
little out of place in their setting. If their story were
told to-day, it would be told differently so far as the
action of the play is concerned. On the dialogue it would
be hardly possible to improve, but we should most
assuredly get a more sincere story, because of late years
we have learned much in the way of putting such histories
as that of the unhappy Mrs Arbuthnot and the cynical
Lord Illingworth on our stage. The revival suffered mot
a little on the first night from the fact that some
members of the company at His Majesty’s were
hazy about their lines. In a play depending so
much upon its dialogue it makes all the difference
whether the artists are letter perfect, and certainly
the scenes between Mrs Arbuthnot and Lord Illing-
worth suffered much from the uncertain way in which
they were handled by Mr Tree and Miss Marion Terry,
whose performance, however, is charmingly tender and
pathetic. The cast is, on the whole, a good one, and
gains in strength by the presence of Miss FEllis Jeffreys.
whose Mrs Allenby is played in her usual bright and
humorous fashion, and by the ever-welcome Mrs Charles
Calvert as Lady Hunstanton. Miss Viola Tree does mnot
make much of the American, but she looks exceedifigly
well and speaks her lines well.

TR e
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I think “ A Woman of No Imﬁorwmép >’ has b%;e]n
he ecritics on the

j s Theatre.

s

~ nothing 'vsﬁ%?i?two

e reception of the piece on

as imme: appreciative

y. Ithink it is worth re-

ind of the gn‘blib that in the days
the height of his career:

~was an event

and attracted
| seed

§ ,. tio

the newspager files of that period will eonfirm this
“if we can judge from the amount of space devoted
‘in the daily journals to the occasion. Who but
‘Pinero, Jones and Barrie can stir the public:
“interest to any extent now, and what plays now
" produced call for even moderate attention from the
i %iﬁn ? Those who hayve not seen A Woman of No-
rtance ’ will find it an extremely interesting
a.mu’sing.flay; I deny that it is old fashioned or

e. 1see thie more than usually’ captious

tic takes exception to so much of the play being
occupied by long stretches of dialogue and the lack

of action. The same critic has praised Haymarket

omedies of recent production where shallow

practically a whole act. Let

: Tv{xm find a cordial
response to his experiment. The younger genera-
ion of playgoers will be fe;r_ﬁm%f seize the
portunity of sampling Wilde’s genms, ~and
inly it finds full outlet in the play Mr. Tree
-haschosen. Onur leading actor-manager finds the
“part of Lord Illingworth @& very welcome medium -
'?ont his talent, and it is a pleasant departure from .
the interesting, but rather loured
_characters he has been aff
past. The piece is mounted superbly, and ac
‘throughout with exquisite refinement. Mr. Tre
never errs for a moment, and his performance is of
_the highest artistic merit now to be seen in London.
Miss Marion Terry as Mrs. Arbuthnot is extremely
ood, and, in fact, the whole company performs its
;-&Mted'msk with a distinetion - brilliance that
are highly creditable. Miss E
les Calvert are names in 1 alsc
The weekly matinees are on

Ik borgoq.

Glasgow Herald.

The important sale b Sotheby’s at the week

Ramsay’s * Poems,” 17279, inscribed ““To Dr

troth, desr Doctor, it is kind.”  This
was bonght by Mr W, Brown, of Edinburgh, for
£10 55, The very rare original American’ edi-
tion, * privately printed as mannscnpt,: in 1883,
of Osear Wilde's ** Duchess of Padua,”  perhaps
| the only surviving copy of the twenty printed for
prompt purposss, fell at 841

end included, by the way, a copy of Allan|

Robinson when at Edinburgh.h July 319" 1734, wdﬁh 1
au aph poem of eighteen lines on the
?i;-leat?grof Volume 1., beginnmg . * Now ji

st

PLAYHOUSES.

"A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,"
AT HIS MAJESTY'S.

~00D as it ‘is ‘to hear once more dialogue
possessing such literary distinction as that

of Mr. Oscar Wilde’s fourteen-year-old play, *“A
Woman of No Importance,” brilliant as is still
the paradoxical wit of those epigrams which set
all London society talking and striving to emu-
late them in the early ’'nineties, there is no
getting away from the fact that this drama with
the *“fils naturel”” motif is scarcely more than
artificial comedy which skirts but the surface of
genuine emotion, and dates along with Sardou
and the other fashioners of the well-made piece.
It has its moments of pathos and dramatic in-
tensity, as how should it not when its story is
that 6f a woman who has been betrayed and

doned by her lover, and meets him at length

Tt |- 9oy

when their son has grown to manhood. It carries

through neatly, if rather unconvincingly, a plot in which

Lad}/’si PiCtorial‘ S ————— . father and son almost come to

oA WOMAN- OF NO IMPORTANCE,” AT HIS
MAJESTY’S THEATRE.

I T is fourteen years since the original production of Mr.
Oscar Wilde’s comedy, 4 Woman of no Importance, and
it would he affectation to pretend that upon its revival on
Wednesday of last week at His Majesty’s Theatre it did not
show signs of wear and.tear. That the author had a touch
of genius no one who is intimately acquainted with his work
can deny, without stultifying their cwn judgment or writing
themselves down unappreciative of wit. But in the case of
this particular play, shrewd and sharp as many of the epigrams
are, there is something laboured about them all. They are
not merely mechanical, they are led up to with an almost
painful obviousness; indeed, strange as it may seem to use
such an expression of such a writer, the machinery for pro-
duacing these epigrams appears at times crude and clumsy.

It is still impossible not to smile when one hears the British
sportsman, in his capacity of a follower of the hounds, being
described as the ‘‘unspeakable chasing the uneatable’ and
it is still amusing to hear Lord Illingworth declare that the
“Book of Life begins with a man and woman in a garden,”
and sharp-tongued Mrs. Allenby retort “ and ends with Re-
velations.”’ But, somehow or other, all these smart things
seem to-day flashy rather than flashing,

PASTE RATHER THAN DIAMONDS, GILT.RATHER THAN GOLD.
It may be due simply to the fact that for fourteen years
since the author set the vogue of saying smart things at
any cost, of piling paradox upon paradox, of inverting and
perverting familiar phrases until they assumed a hitherto
undreamed-of meaning, we have got nct merely used to the
epigrammatic play, but a little weary of it.

The cult of cleverness is not so rampast as it was when
4 Woman of no I'mportance was written, and if it cannct

quite be said of that method of play-writing that familiarity °

has bred contempt, it has at least bred something of im-
patience. Curiously enough, beneath the glittering, meretrici-
ous surface of this picture of corrupt social life there is
not only a sound enough moral, but also a vein of melo-

drama, and even of domestic drama, and in the exploitation
of this vein many really worthy and beautiful sentiments
find expression. But when all s said, this story of the
woman who is betrayed and, after twenty years, receives an
offer of marriage from the man, Lord Illingworth, only to
refuse it, is painful. It is the cause of some beautiful things
being said, and of some fine actions being done, but the
theme remains in itself unsavoury.

The acting in this revival leaves little to be desired, al-
though upon the first night Mr. Tree, especially in the
fourth act, betrayed unusual hesitancy, and even when he was
saying the brightest epigrams which the author had put into
his mouth, he did so with a deliberation which suggested,
instead of the alert brain of a ready-witted man
of the world, the deliberate manufacturing process of a pro-
fessional poseur. Miss Ellis Jefireys was quite delightful as
the witty and unmoral, rather than immoral, Mrs. Allenby :
and Miss Viola Tree charming and girlish as the voung
American girl, Hester Worsley, enunciating her little homi-
lies without a suggestion of Puritanical priggishness. Miss
Marion Terry as Mrs. Arbuthnot was womanly, tender, and,
when occasion demanded it, indignant and passionate, in
quite the right vein, never out of the picture, never obtru-
sive, always effective. Mr. Charles Quartermaine was an
agreeable Gerald Arbuthnot; Mrs. Charles Calvert’s dry,
droll humour made Lady Hunstanton sufficiently :mmsin'u’:
Good work was also done by Miss Kate Bishop as Lady Caro-
line Ponefract, and Miss Kate Cutler as Lady Sfutfield,
and the scenery, mounting, and dressing were quite charming.

‘Lane, the man servant, complete
usually competent company of

blows over an insult inflicted by
the elder man on the girl of the
boy’s choice; and the mother at
last obtains her chance of paying
off old scores on the man who
ruined her youth. And the play
contains, among its incidental
characters, one or two clever
sketches or parodies of social
types. But all the time the play-
goer is conscious of a certain
insincerity in the piece: the
dramatis personce, for the most
part, talk in the same mannered
style, and they are for ever posing
and avoiding any natural expres-
sion of feeling. The play, in fact,
is not only melodrama, but melo-
drama which makes a literary
rather than an emotional appeal.
A piece which depends so much as
this upon its vivacicus repartee
calils for exceptionally brisk acting.
In the present revival at his
Majesty’s there is a tendency
among the performers to let the
scenes drag. - Moreover, Miss
Marion Terry, who should have
been an 1ideal representative
of the titular character, Mrs.
Arbuthnot, neither strikes a deep
enough note of distress in the
earlier acts nor displays enough
contempt in the closing scene.

LEEDS THEATRES.

« IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.”

et e

OSCAR WILDE’'S PLAY AT THE
LEEDS GRAND.

A veally capital performance was given
last night at the Leeds Grand Theatre of
Oscar Wilde’s comedy “The Importance of
Being Earnest,” 2 ;

One of the finest of that unfortunate
author’s plays, it runs well through its three
acts. Some of the epigram smells of the
lamp, some is the product of laborious pur-
suit, but it 1is sia,xkuxgly entertaining, |
adriot, and at times itingli/ satiric.

Mr, Monckton Hoffe played Algernon
Moncrieff with admirable point. His acti
was in the best comedy vein, light an
stimulati%g. Mr. Greme Camfbe,l,u study |
of John Worthing lacked a little fimish, but |
it was distinctive and pleasant. 2

Miss Hester Newton made a capital blasé
Gwendoline Fairfax with an ex.q.gget&_t@d
attachment to an ideal, and Miss Hope

played John Worthing’s ward with an m-
: th

uon: t was not 1eamedrin con- |
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as
most amusing piece of cl ,_“iuﬁ;
of suggestion and deft touch. Miss ners

-as Lady Bracknell, Mr. R-a]%h gut n as

Dr. Chasuble, and Mr. W ik arkel as’

“ Father Varien” was gwe_n:i ‘a5

raiser. e programme was
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REVIVAL AT HIS MAJESTY'S.

hatever Mr Tree stages at His Majesty's it is sure

‘to be most instructive and interesting, and his latest is
not likely to prove an exception to the rule, for ,al@llggg!j

~ some yeurs have passed since Oscar Wilde's briflian

~drama, “ A Woman of No Importance,” wasstaged a¢
-the Haymarket, it has lost none of its wit and wisdont,
‘none of its delicate humor—humor which can only

appeal to the educated semses. Mr Tree, as Lord -
- Tllingworth, presents a picture in fine colours of the -

man of the world, but never for a moment are the
-colours allowed to run rampant. In parts the actor is
almost mercilessly cynical, but there are times when he
risss to the heights of dramaitic intensity and carries
us away by the power of his impressive a%‘
Marion Terry is as human a Mrs Arbuthnot as
[be pictured; there is a charm in her work which i
Ltbere bat which is undescribable. e

Plorst hae b

“ WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,” which
was revived by Mr. Tree at His Majesty’s
Theatre last week, is a play which depends on its
dialogue and not on its plot. The plot is melo-
dramatic and unconvincing; but the dialogue is
marvellously brilliant, and quite as brilliant to-day
- as it was fourteen years ago, when the piece was
produced. . Nothing ages more quickly than a play,
but I do not think that “A Woman of No Im-
portanc;” shows its ‘age to any gr&ii extent. The
plot was old-fashioned before the play was written,
but Oscar Wilde never troubled himself much about
his plots. He was a master of English, and it is for
its language that the play lives, and will live.
HEAR there is a likelihood that ‘“ The Duchess of
Padua,” Wilde’s tragedy about which I wrote
last week, will be produced at a London theatre
during the autumn season. The play was at one
time in the hands of Mr. George Alexander, who was
under contract to produce it. The contract, how-
ever, was afterwards annulled. The piece was pro-
duced in America, and made a great success there.
If it were played in London now, there can be no
doubt that it would excite the greatest interest.

7}»—..'..2 t1aey

Mz. Monckron Horre’'s tour of Oscar Wilde’s |
play The Importance of Being Earnest has proved
so satisfactory that he intends continuing it into |
the antumn. The company is playing a successful
 engagement this week at the Grand Theatre,
Leeds.

THE INAUDIBLE AND INARTICULATE
SCHOOL.

WE can judge Oscar Wilde’s plays better to-day
than twelve or fourteen years ago, when the
author suffered alternately from undue inflation and
undue depression, to borrow the terms of the Stock
Exchange. When the plays first appeared, Wilde
dominated the dinner-table so completely that he had
only to ask for the salt to set up a roar. Then came
the period of execration, when all his paradoxes were
merely inverted platitudes, and all his epigrams were
stale or stolen. To-day we can calmly distinguish the
merits of ‘““A Woman of No Importance” from its
faults, and with a short but sufficient perspective classify
the playin literature. It is rather remarkable that after
an interval of a little more than a century one Irishman
should succeed another in the production of plays whose
merit is purely literary. Oscar Wilde is the Sheridan
of our day. The plays of the two men have a strong
family resemblance ; for their charm lies not in plot, or
pathos, or character-drawing, but simply in style—in
sheer brilliance of expression, in hard, enduring wit.
Sheridan and Wilde were both men of the world,
heartless, disrespectable, but endued with the magic
power of .leaving stings behind them in the mind
of their audience. Nobody sympathises with old Sir
Peter Teazle or Uncle Oliver; and nobody really cares
whether Lord Illingworth marries Mrs. Arbuthnot, or

feels the slightest emotion when Gerald threatens to

kill his father. In “A Woman of No Importance ”, ’

e .,u e Zc
in ¢ The School for Scandal”, it is not the story or the -
characters that excite us, but the gay rhetoric and |

- dazzling fence of the dialogue.

In a play of this class it is obviously necessary that
the words should be heard by the audience without
effort. There are plenty of plays whose words are of
no importance. In a historical spectacle or a royster-
ing farce the exact words matter little, and so long as
you catch the general drift of what the actors are
saying you can be happy enough. Butina comedy of
the Sheridan-Wilde school the dresses and the gestures
are nothing compared with the very.words. ‘A
Woman of No Importance” is so badly acted at His
Majesty’s Theatre that nine-tenths of the words
are lost between the proscenium and the third row
of the stalls. I thought that this was due to the
size of the house and its notoriously bad acoustics—
until Miss Ellis Jeffreys appeared. But as I heard
every word which this superb actress said, without the
slightest difficulty, I was driven to the conclusion that |
I did not hear the others because they could not act. -
The truth is that Miss Ellis Jeffreys and Miss Marion
Terry saved the play from damnation, for no one can
stand the strain of trying to hear for very long. With
the exception of these two ladies, the acting was
absolutely amateurish, the speakers appearing partly
frightened at the size of the building, and partlyf
oppressed by the difficulty of the phrases committed to:
their tongues. And yet the actors and actresses con-
cerned were really professionals ; and if we leave ouf
Miss Viola Tree and Mr. Quartermaine, havesall been
in the habit of receiving the meed of public approbation
during quite a number of years. Mr..Be’erbohm Tree
is the only actor since Sir Henry Irving s death whe
maintains an eminent position in his profession without
the power of learning a part or articulating it. During
his last !decade Irving was quite unmtgllxgxb_le; and
apparently he has founded a school, the inaudible and
inarticulate school. Although ‘A Woman of No Im-
portance” has now been running more than a week,
Mr. Beerbohm Tree has not yet learned his part. Itis
possible that Mr. Tree considers his attitudes as more
important than Oscar Wilde’s words, which he treated
with dreamy contempt. I went to hear the words, and
was baffled in the attempt from the first act to the last.
Mr. Tree moons about the stage, muttering absently to
himself, and occasionally bringing himself up with a
jerk. ‘“ Oh, ah, yes, I remember: I am acting one oyt: i
Oscar Wilde’s plays; what on earth comes next?
Some of the best epigrams, such as the description of
woman as a sphinx without a secret, and the saying
that saints have a past and sinners have a fut.ure,
were smothered by Mr. Tree’s muffled whispering ; |
and the dialogue between Lord Illingworth and
Gerald, with which the third act opens—quite the
best passage in the play—was abbreviated by Mx:.
Tree's lack of memory. What makes Mr. Tree's
inaudibility and inarticulateness the more exasperating
is that he really possesses a very good set of vocal
chords ; and that he can separate his words with per-
fect distinctness when he chooses. I should like, with
all respect, to impress upon Mr. Tree that the
Irvingesque method does not suit the Sheridanesque
comedy ; and that i he would condescend to such
vulgar details as learning his part, raising his voice,
and opening his mouth, he might rank as an interpreter
of Wilde. Mrs. Calvert and Miss Kate Bishop are not
successful as Lady Hunstanton and Lady Caroline :
their mode of speech and movements being those of &
boarding-house landladies. The Archdeacon is a
grinning mask, also of the inarticulate school, who
reminds me painfully of what Mr. Kemble made of the
part. Miss Viola Tree has the voice that weeps, and
is not yet of the inarticulate school. She played the
impossible part of the Puritan maiden as well as it could
be done. Nothing proves Oscar Wilde’s insincerity more
than the failure of Miss Marion Terry, that mistress of
pathetic parts, to touch our emotions as Mrs. Arbuthnot.
It is so obvious that Wilde did not care twopence about
the fate of the betrayed and deserted mother that we
ask ourselves, Why should we care? The real triumph
of the play is won by Miss Ellis Jeffreys : she is :chg
woman of importance; the queen of the cynical

comedy. Her voice, enunciation and carriage are

perfect ; of her clothes I dare not t :st myself to write
I do not know what msy be the limit (ions of Mis
Ellis Jeffreys, not having seen her often enough tc
judge, but in the part of Mrs. Allenby, the dauntless.
disillusioned woman of the world, she seems to me tc

be without a rival, and to move easily upon the highes
o obant A. A. B.




BEFORE THE FOOTLIGHTS.

HIS MAJESTY’S THFATRE.

A PLAY which bears revival after fourteen years is
(A scarcely one which needs much criticism on its
veappearance. In that space of time, to be sure, theatrical
; es, and a new order of playgoers come upon
. the scene; but if a manager who understands the needs
of the moment deems a play which has not seen the light

it is to be assumed that it cannot meanwhile have grown
what is called old fashioned. In 1893, when Mr Tree first
presented “A Woman of No Importance,” it was thought
to be a most brilliantly written play, and now that we
-again have an opportunity of seeing it under his manage-
ment, there seems no reason to_reverse this judgment.
It is indeed a play brimming over with smart dialogue.
Though we have now grown more accustomed than we
were fourteen years aﬁo to epigrams in modern comedies,
and verbal brilliance does not surprise and delight us as
much as it then did, it says much for the literary excel-
lence and wit of “A Woman of No Importance” that
none of its points seem in the least blunted, and that one
laughs as heartily as ever at the cynically smart sayings
of its clever author. The plot has suffered a little, it 1s
true, in the process of keeping. The type of people so
amusingly drawn in this society comedy now seem to be a
little out of place in their setting. If their story were
d to-day, 1t would be told di erent»lg so far as the
action of the play is concerned. On the dialogue it would
be hardly possible to improve, but we should most
suredly get a more sincere story, because of late years
¢ have learned much in the way of putting such histories
that of the unhappy Mrs Arbuthnot and the cynical
Lord Illingworth on our stage. The revival suffered mot
little on the first might from the fact that some
embers of the company at His Majesty’s were
azy about their lines. In a 'plafr depending so
uch upon its dialogue it makes all the difference
‘whether the artists are letter perfect, and certainly
the scenes between Mrs Arbuthnot and Lord Illing-
worth suffered much from the uncertain way in which
they were handled by Mr Tree and Miss Marion Terry,
whose performance, however, is charmingly tender and
pathetic. The cast is, on the whole, a good one, and
gains in strength by the presence of Miss Ellis Jeffreys,
whose Mrs Allenby is played in her usual bright and
éu{norous fashion amdt by the %\Irer-welcom% Mrsd(}harles
alvert as antan.. ] 1 Tree does not
make much ,'V?fﬁ}tﬁ? s!H‘ér s exceedifigly
well and speaks her lines well. 5

or a number of years to be worth replacing on the stage,



FuR Loy 9907 .
Glasgow Herald.

The important sale at Sotheby’s at the week
end included, by the way, a copy of Allan
Ramsay's *Poems,” 1727-9, inscribed “*To Dr
Robinson when at Edinburgh, July 30, 1734, with
an autograph poem of eighteen: lines on the
fily -leaf of Volume T., beginning . “ Now i
troth, dear Doctor, it is kind.” This
was bonght by Mr W. Brown, of Edinburgh, for
£10 55; The very rare original American edi-
tion, * privately printed as manuseript,” in 1883,
of Osear Wilde’s *‘ Duchess of Padua,” perhaps
the only, Ay m IRGItY wted for
prompt ‘ggﬁo@g&e a %}.. brary
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THE PLAYHOUSES.
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"A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,"
AT HIS MAJESTY'S.

OOD as it is to hear once more dialogue
possessing such literary distinction as that |
of Mr. Oscar Wilde’s fourteen-year-old play, ** A *
Woman of No Importance,” brilliant as is still
the paradoxical wit of those epigrams which set
all London society talking and striving to emu-
late them in the early ’nineties, there is no
getting away from the fact that this drama with
the *“fils naturel ” motif is scarcely more than
- artificial comedy which skirts but the surface of
genuine emotion, and dates along with Sardou
and the other fashioners of the well-made piece.
It has its moments of pathos and dramatic in-
tensity, as how should it not when its story is
f a woman who has been betrayed and -
by her lover, and meets him at length

It carries

almost come to

blows over an insult inflicted by

the elder man on the girl of the
boy’s choice; and the mother at

last obtains her chance of paying.

off old scores - on the man who
ruined her youth. And the play
contains, among its incidental
characters, one or two clever
sketches or parodies of social
But all the time the play-
goer is conscious of a certain
insincerity in the piece: the
dramatis personce, for the most
part, talk in the same mannered

style, and they are for ever posing

and avoiding any natural expres-
sion of feeling. The play, in fact,
is not only melodrama, but melo-
drama which makes a literary
rather than an emotional appeal.
A piece which depends so much as
this upon its vivacicus repartee

cails for exceptionally brisk acting. -

In the present revival at his
Majesty’s there is a tendency
among the performers to let the
scenes drag. - Moreover, Miss
Marion Terry, who should have
been an 1ideal representative
of the titular character, Mrs.
Arbuthnot, neither strikes a deep

WoRetds University RBEBRY ress  in the

earlier acts nor displays enough

contempt in the closing scene.
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THEATRICAL LONDON.

I think “ A Woman of No Importance *’ has been
received rather cruelly by the eritics on the
oecasion of its revival at His Majesty’s Theatre.

‘Golumns have been written which have the appear-
‘ance of being inspired by  nothing short of

vindictiveness, and the reception of the piece on
the night of my visit was immensély appreciative
of all its wit and brilliancy. I think it is worth re-

+calling to the mind of the public that in the days

when Oscar Wilde was at the height of his career
the production of a play from his pen was an event

+of importance in the dramatic world, and attracted

an immense amount of attention. A reference fo
the newspaper files of that period will confirm this
if we can judge from the amount of space devoted
in the daily journals to the occasion. Who but
Pinero, Jones and Barrie can stir the public
interest to any extent now, and what plays now

roduced call for even mederate attentionfrom the

ress ? Those who have not seen A Woman of No
Importance > will find it an extremely interesting
and amusing»{lay. I deny that it is old fashioned or
out of date. I see thie more than usually’ captious
eritic takes exception to so much of the play being
occupied by long stretches of dialogue and the lack
of action. The same critic has praised Haymarket
comedies of recent production where shallow
dialogue has consumed practically a whole act. Let
us be consistent.

—0i— <

Mr. Tree, I anticipate, will find a cordial
response to his experiment. The younger genera-
tion of playgoers will be certain to seize the
opportunity of sampling Wilde's genius, and
certainly it finds full outlet in the play Mr. Tree
has chosen. Our leading actor-manager finds the
part of Lord Illingworth & very welcome medium
for his talent, and it is a pleasant departure from

the interesting, but rather highly coloured
characters he has been affecting for some time

past. The piece is mounted superbly, and acted |

throughout with exquisite refinement. Mr. Tree
never errs for a moment, and his performance is of
the highest artistic merit now to be seen in London.
Miss Marion Terry as Mrs. Arbuthnot is extremely

ood, and, in fact, the whole company performs its
allotted task with a distinction and brilliance that
are highly creditable. Miss Ellis Jeffreys and Mrs.

Charlesy; which also
‘inspire%égm%em?m&nees are on

{
f
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“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,” AT HIS
MAJESTY’S THEATRE.

: IT is fourteen years since the original production of Mr.

= Oscar Wilde’s comedy, 4 Woman of no Importance, and

~ it would be affectation to pretend that upon its revival on
Wednesday of last week at His Majesty’s Theatre it did not
show signs of wear and.tear. That the author had a touch
of genius no one who is intimately acquainted with his work
can deny, without stultifying their cwn judgment or writing
themselves down unappreciative of wit. But in the case of
this particular play, shrewd and sharp as many of the epigrams
are, there is something laboured about them all. They are
not merely mechanical, they are led up to with an almost
painful obviousness; indeed, strange as it may seem to use
such an expression of such a writer, the machinery for pro-
ducing these epigrams appears at times crude and clumsy.

It is still impossible not to smile when one hears the British
sportsman, in his capacity of a follower of the hounds, being
described as the ‘‘unspeakable chasing the uneatable’” and
1t is still amusing to hear Lord Illingworth declare that the
“Book of Life begins with a man and woman in a garden,”
and sharp-tongued Mrs. Allenby retort *“and ends with Re-
velations.””  But, somehow or other, all these smart things
seem to-day flashy rather than flashing,

PASTE RATHER THAN DIAMONDS, GILT.RATHER THAN GOLD.

-~ It may be due simply to the fact that for fourteen years
since the author set the vogue of saying smart things at|
any cost, of piling paradox upon paradox, of inverting and
perverting familiar phrases until thev assumed a hitherto
undreamed-of meaning, we have got nct merely used to the
epigrammatic play, but a little weary of it.

The cult of cleverness is not so rampaat as it was when
4 Woman of no Importance was written, and if it cannct =
quite be said of that method of play-writing that familiarity =
has bred contempt, it has at least bred something of im-
patience. Curiously enough, beneath the glittering, meretrici-
ous surface of this picture of corrupt social life there is
not ornly a sound enough moral, but also a vein of melo- -

drama, and even of domestic drama, and in the exploitation =
of this vein many really worthy and beautiful sentiments
find expression. But when all is said, this story of the
woman who is betrayed and, after twenty years, receives an -
offer of marriage from the man, Lord Iillingworth, only to
refuse it, is painful. It is the cause of some beautiful things
being said, and of some fine actions being done, but the
theme remains in itself unsavoury. s
The acting in this revival leaves little to be desired, al- = |
though upon the first night Mr. Tree, especially in the
fourth act, betrayed unusual hesitancy, and even whén he was ©
saying the brightest epigrams which the author had put into
bis mouth, he did so with a deliberation which suggested,
instead of the alert brain of a ready-witted man
of the world, the deliberate manufacturing process of a pro-
- fessional poseur. Miss Ellis Jefireys was quite delightful as
the witty and unmoral, rather than immoral, Mrs. Allenby :
,and Miss Viola Tree charming and girlish as the young
American girl, Hester Worsley, enunciating her little homi-
lies without a suggestion of Puritanical priggishness. Miss |
Marion Terry as Mrs. Arbuthnot was womanly, tender, and, |
- when occasion demanded it, indignant and passionate, in
quite the right vein, never out of the picture, never obtru- .
sive, always effective. ~ Mr. Charles Quartermaine was an
agreeable Gerald Arbuthnot; Mrs. Charles Calvert’s dry,
2r0131 hun;{our made Lady Hunstanton sufficiently amusing.
Good work was ; e Miss Kate Bi as Lady Caro-
line Ponefract,wg%a Q'Ve{ﬂfgﬁfs\%mdy St?]utﬁel(l,
. and the scenery, mounting, and dressing were quite charming.
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It i3 not a pleasant subject to discuss in a'
column such as this. But, like the Bishop of}
| Norwich, I feel that the time has come when
| some check should be put upon, the moral (or!
rather the immoral) “teaching” of our risque
novelists. If we have a cemsor of plays, why not
|also a censor of novels? If Oscar ilde’s
{ *Salomé” may not be produced on the. British .
stage, why should it be circulated in book form?
Surely wdmmmﬂefsw tion |
of inconsistencies !

’
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LEEDS THEATRES.

g
“ IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.”

e

OSCAR WILDE’'S PLAY AT THE
LEEDS GRAND.

A veally capital performance was given
last night at the Leeds Grand Theatre of
Oscar Wilde's comedy “The Importance of
Being Earnest,”

One of the finest of that unfortunate
author’s plays, it runs well through its three
acts. Some of the epigram smells of the
lamp, some iz the product of laborious pur-
suit, but it is sparkingly entertaining,
adriot, and at times bitingly satiric.

Mr, Monckton Hoffe played Algernon
Moncrieff with admirable point. His actin
was in the best comedy vein, light an
stimulating. Mr. Greme Campbell’s study |
of John Worthing lacked a little finish, but |
it was distinetive and pleasant.

Miss Hester Newton made a capital blasé
Gwendoline Fairfax with an exaggerated |
attachment to an ideal, and Miss Hope
played John Worthing’s ward with an 1n-
enuousness that was not learned in con-
templating either the lily or the sunflower.
Miss Lloyd-Desmond’s Miss Prism was a
most amusing piece of characterisation, full
of suggestion and deft touch. Miss Manners
-as Lady Bracknell, Mr. Ralph Hutton as
Dr. Chasuble, and Mr. W. H. Barker as’
Lane, the man servant, completed an un-
usually eompetent company of artistes.
“Father Varien” was given as a curtain-
raiser. The programme was dumb as to the
aathor 31' the %la.ye!«s wha‘acteg 16 a.: good
man and a good woman, an unfortunate man
el o Jissen WoRRIEASIY Library: gt
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REVIVAL AT HIS MAJESTY'S.

Whatever Mr Tree stages at His Majesty's it is sure
‘to be most instructive and interesting, and his latest is
not likely to prove an exception to the rule, for although

some yeirs have passed since Oscar Wilde’s brilliang
drama, “ A Woman of No Importance,” was staged a¢
the Haymarket, it has lost none of its wit and wisdonts
none of its delicate humor—humor which can only
appeal to the educated senses. Mr Tree, as Lord
“Hlingworth, presents a picture in fine colours of the
man of the world, but never for a moment are the
colours allowed to run rampant. In parts the actor is
almost mercilessly cynical, but there are times when he:
rises to the heights of dramtic intensity and carries
us away by the power of his impressive actings
Man_on Terry is as human a Mrs Arbuthnot as could
be pictured ; Jiss2000/IBe0S University Rlraryork which is
' there bat which is undescribable, :



= WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,” which =
i was revived by Mr. Tree at His Majesty’s
Theatre last week, is a play which depends on its
dialogue and not on its plot. The plot is melo-
dramatic and unconvincing; but the dialogue is
marvellously brilliant, and quite as brilliant to-day
- as it was fourteen years ago, when the piece was
produced. . Nothing ages more quickly than a play,
but I do not think that “ A Woman of No Im-

portance » shows its age to any great extent. The
plot was old-fashioned before the play was written,
but Oscar Wilde never troubled himself much about
his plots. He was a master of English, and it is for
its language that the play lives, and will live.

HEAR there is a likelihood that ‘“ The Duchess of

Padua,” Wilde’s tragedy about which I wrote
last week, will be produced at a London theatre
during the autumn season. The play was at one
time in the hands of Mr. George Alexander, who was
under contract to produce it. The contract, how-
ever, was afterwards annulled. The piece was pro-
duced in America, and made a great success there.

If it wereJj§S¢ RfferlS UniversityZBBrary ., pe no

doubt that it would excite the greatest interest.
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Mgz. Monckron Horre’'s tour of Oscar Wilde’s
play The Importance of Being Earnest has proved
so satisfactory that he intends continning it into
the ant<isSsen\Vi0 VergBy Lubraryuccessful
engagement this week at the Grand Theatre,
Leeds.



~ REVIVAL AT HIS MAJESTY'S.

_ Whatever Mr Tree stages at His Majesty's it is sure
to be most instructive and interesting, and his latest is
not likely to prove an exception to the rule, for although

some yeirs have passed since Oscar Wilde's brilliang
~drama, “ A Woman of No Importance,” was staged a¢
the Haymarket, it has lost none of its wit and wisdonts
none of its delicate humor—humor which can only

appeal to the educated senses. Mr Tree, as Lord

- Ilingworth, presents a picture in fine colours of the
man of the world, but never for a moment are the
-colours allowed to run rampant. In parts the actor is
almost mercilessly cyaical, but there are times when he:
rises to the heights of dramatic intensity and carries
us away by the power of his impressive actings
Marion Terry is as human a Mrs Arbuthnot as ccgﬁ
 be pictured ; there is a charm in her work which ig
i there bat which is undescribable,

Plarot ezt

= WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE,” which
was revived by Mr. Tree at His Majesty’s
Theatre last week, is a play which depends on its
dialogue and not on its plot. The plot is melo-
dramatic and unconvincing; but the dialogue is
marvellously brilliant, and quite as brilliant to-day
- as it was fourteen years ago, when the piece was
produced. . Nothing ages more quickly than a play,
but T do not think that “A Woman of No Im-
portance ¥ shows its age to any grég;t extent. The
plot was old-fashioned before the play was written,
but Oscar Wilde never troubled himself much about
his plots. He was a master of English, and it is for
its language that the play lives, and will live.

HEAR there is a likelihood that ‘“ The Duchess of
1 Padua,” Wilde’s tragedy about which I wrote
last week, will be produced at a London theatre
during the autumn season. The play was at one
time in the hands of Mr. George Alexander, who was
under contract to produce it. The contract, how-
ever, was afterwards annulled. The piece was pro-
duced in America, and made a great success there.
If it were played in London now, there can be no
doubt that it would excite the greatest interest.

11«-—;.-(, i i}é}

Mr. MonckroN Horre’'s tour of Oscar Wilde's |
play The Importance of Being Earnest has proved
so satisfactory that he intends continuing it into
the autumn. The company is playing a successful
;ixggement this week at the Grand Theatre,

B

SCHOOL.

‘N?E can judge Oscar Wilde's plays better to-day

than twelve or fourteen years ago, when the
author suffered alternately from undue inflation and
undue depression, to borrow the terms of the Stock
Exchange. When the plays first appeared, Wilde
dominated the dinner-table so completely that he had
only to ask for the salt to set up a roar. Then came
the period of execration, when all his paradoxes were
merely inverted platitudes, and all his epigrams were
stale or stolen. To-day we can calmly distinguish the
merits of ‘“A Woman of No Importance” from its
faults, and with a short but sufficient perspective classify
the play in literature. It is rather remarkable that after
an interval of a little more than a century one Irishman
should succeed another in the production of plays whose
merit is purely literary. Oscar Wilde is the Sheridan
of our day. The plays of the two men have a strong
family resemblance ; for their charm lies not in plot, or
pathos, or character-drawing, but simply in style—in
sheer brilliance of expression, in hard, enduring wit.
Sheridan and Wilde were both men of the world,
heartless, disrespectable, but endued with the magic
power of .leaving stings behind them in the mind
of their audience. Nobody sympathises with old Sir
Peter Teazle or Uncle Oliver; and nobody really cares

~ characters that excite us, but the gay rhetoric and

| vulgar details as learning his part, raising his voice,
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Scandal”, it is not the story or th

in * The School for

dazzling fence of the dialogue.

In a play of this class it is obviously necessary that
the words should be heard by the audience without
effort. There are plenty of plays whose words are of
no importance. In a historical spectacle or a royster-
ing farce the exact words matter little, and so long as
you catch the general drift of what the actors are
saying you can be happy enough. But in a comedy of
the Sheridan-Wilde school the dresses and the gestures
are nothing compared with the very.words. ‘¢ A
Woman of No Importance” is so badly acted at His
Majesty’s Theatre that nine-tenths of the words
are lost between the proscenium and the third row
of the stalls. I thought that this was due to the
size of the house and its notoriously bad acoustics—
until Miss Ellis Jeffreys appeared. But as I heard
every word which this superb actress said, without the
slightest difficulty, [ was driven to the conclusion that
I did not hear the others because they could not act.
The truth is that Miss Ellis Jeffreys and Miss Marion
Terry saved the play from damnation, for no one can
stand the strain of trying to hear for very long. With
the exception of these two ladies, the acting was
absolutely amateurish, the speakers appearing partly
frightened at the size of the building, and partly
oppressed by the difficulty of the phrases committed to
their tongues. And yet the actors and actresses con-
cerned were really professionals ; and if we leave out
Miss Viola Tree and Mr. Quartermaine, havesall been
in the habit of receiving the meed of public approbation
during quite a number of years. Mr. Beerbohm Tree
is the only actor since Sir Henry Irving’s death who
maintains an eminent position in his profession without
the power of learning a part or articulating it. During =
his last !decade Irving was quite unintelligible; and
apparently he has founded a school, the inaudible and
inarticulate school. Although ‘A Woman of No Im-
portance” has now been running more than a week, °
Mr. Beerbohm Tree has not yet learned his part. Itis
possible that Mr. Tree considers his attitudes as more
important than Oscar Wilde’s words, which he treated
with dreamy contempt. I went to hear the words, and
was baffled in the attempt from the first act to the last.
Mr. Tree moons about the stage, muttering absently to
himself, and occasionally bringing himself up with a
jerk. ‘“Oh, ah, yes, [ remember: I am acting one of
Oscar Wilde’s plays; what on earth comes next?2” |
Some of the best epigrams, such as the description of
woman as a sphinx without a secret, and the saying
that saints have a past and sinners have a future,
were smothered by Mr. Tree’s muffled whispering ;
and the dialogue between Lord Illingworth and
Gerald, with which the third act opens—quite the
best passage in the play—was abbreviated by Mr.
Tree’s lack of memory. What makes Mr. Tree's
inaudibility and inarticulateness the more exasperating
is that he really possesses a very good set of vocal
chords ; and that he can separate his words with per-
fect distinctness when he chooses. I should like, with
all respect, to impress upon Mr. Tree that the &
Irvingesque method does not suit the Sheridanesque
comedy ; and that if he would condescend to such

and opening his mouth, he might rank as an interpreter
of Wilde. Mrs. Calvert and Miss Kate Bishop are not =
successful as Lady Hunstanton and Lady Caroline -
their mode of speech and movements being those of
boarding-house landladies. ~The Archdeacon is a
grinning mask, also of the inarticulate school, who

| reminds me painfully of what Mr. Kemble made of the

part. Miss Viola Tree has the voice that weeps, and
is not yet of the inarticulate school. She played the
impossible part of the Puritan maiden as well as it could
be done. Nothing proves Oscar Wilde's insincerity more =
than the failure of Miss Marion Terry, that mistress of =
pathetic parts, to touch our emotions as Mrs. Arbuthnot.
It is so obvious that Wilde did not care twopence about
the fate of the betrayed and deserted mother that we
ask ourselves, Why should we care? The real triumph
of the play is won by Miss Ellis Jeffreys : she is the
woman of importance; the queen of the cynical

| comedy.  Her voice, enunciation and carriage are

perfect ; of her clothes I darenof t ist myself to write
I do not know what may be the limit (ions of Mis:
Ellis Jeffreys, not having seen her often enough tc
judge, but in the part of Mrs. Allenby, the dauntless;
disillusioned woman of the world, she seems to me tc

be without a rival, and to move easily upon the highes
wslamealant e AA. B

whether Lordolgloggigorth marries Mrs. ArbygkshWoren's University Library 289

feels the slightest emotion when Gerald threatens to
kill his father. In ““A Woman of No Importance”, as




On Wednesday night Mr. Beerbohm Tree revived
Oscar Wilde’s fine play, “ A Woman of No Importance,”
at His Majesty’s Theatre, and, judging by the warm
‘éception jit secured, he has not gone amiss in his
selection. With its clever characterisation, crisp - dia-

ue, and enthralling theme, there is nothing to
specially date the work, and the allusions to topical sub-

s fit in now just as appropriately as they did on its

st production. The Smart Set here represented, and
contrasted with the so-called Puritanical element, are

~ gquite up to date in their ways and doings, and may be
. met with any time; while there are, of course, many
king about the

The piece is splendidly cast. Mr. Tree himself takes

again | mp his old part of the selfish Lord Illingworth, which

he carries through with consummate ease. Miss Marion
Terry, who never fails in the sympathetic expression she
gives to all her work, was altogether beyond praise as
he much-tried Mrs. Arbuthnot, Mr. Charles Quarter-
‘maine made a wholly excellent Gerald, and Miss Viela "
ree was well suited in the part of the wholesome-
rinded American girl, Hester Worsley. Mrs. Charles
Calvert was a delightful Lady Hunstanton, with her
lucky ways of recounting past events ; while
iss. Ellis Jeffreys filled the part of the very much
-to-date smart married woman adwirably; and
lent little sketches were forthcoming from Mrp,
barles Allan, Mr. Edmund Maurice, Miss Kate Cutler,

o and Miss Kate Bishop.

he dresses are charming, and are cleverly suited to

b6 widely differing styles of their three pretty wearers,
Miss Ellis Jeffreys, as the ultra-smart Mrg. Allenby,
nakes a fascinating picture in the charming garden
cene of the first act in a gown where simple white linen
s united to costly and fashionable filst lace. "The lace is

zinly responsible for the making of the kimona bodice,

#ad is there bordered with bands of the linen, while it

opens in front over a chemiseite ' of softly-scalloped
Valenciennes, the transparent coliar-band and the frilled.
“elbow-sleeves being also of the finer lace; while the
skirt is arranged in alternate paaels of linen and lace,
with double insersion bands of lace to further adorn the

_Miss Viola Tree in her turn wears & gown of white
chiffon voile, whose gracefully-hanging folds merge at the
hem into a deeply bordering band of turquoise tins,
Mied by a trail of closely-clustered roses embroidered
n pale pink and yellow silks.. The pleated draperies of
® bodice are finished off with blue and white tassels,
and again introduce the contrast of the bordering blue
d broidered rcses; while a soft fulness of lace comes

_in front and forms the frilled underslseves.

~ Dainty Miss Kate Catler also looks delightful in

i _crépe-de-chine gown in the pinkish mauve of opening

. lilac buds, the crépe being used in appliqué form together

with velvet on the silk net of exactly the same tone,

which figures on both skirt and bodice; while some filmy

" - ivory-toned lace comes near the neck, Her Leghorn hat

. is trimmed with a wreath of softly-shaded pink roses

aught together by a bow of pink silk ribbon whose

ends—as long and wide as a sash—fall far down the

skirt at the back. And then, too, there are other roses
eued on the handle of her pretty sunshade.

- Afterwards evening dress is worn, and for the space of
two whole acts Miss Ellis Jeffreys is a sheer delight to the
~ eye in a clinging net gown embroidered with over a

million gold paillettes, and bordered at the hem with a
. jill ruche of gold gauze. Miss Viola Tree's great—and

. Braceful—height is set off by a perfactly plain Princess

~ dress of white satin, cut in a deep V helow a pointed

" chemisette of white tulle festooned with dismonds, the

| satin being bordered with a light tracery of jet and
_ diamonds, which eveatually merge into a fleur-de-lys
‘ornament, : : iz i

Miss Kate Cutler's gown is a charming affair of blus
chiffon embroidered with moonlighit-blue and. silver

~ bugles and paillettes, her fair hair being threaded
through with a pale blue satin ribbon ; while round her

. shoulders is thrown a scarf of blue chiffon edged with
& Greek key design in black velvet ribbon appliqué
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A book which anyone could have picked
up a few years ago for sixpence was
sold at Sotheby’s this afternoon for
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B}a;c.kmorq wsed  to say hig Lorna
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e hope of making clearance, he
offered them as a “ remainder ” af half
‘& crown. But it was of no avail, and the
surplus was incontinently bundled into
+the sixpeny box. 1t was the son of the
published, who died a few years ago,
who bought back the volume at this
greatly enhanced price. The same
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gentleman also gave this afternoon though the brilliant John Oliver Hobbes
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THE LEEDS THEATRES THIS
k.\ WEEK. ‘

A REVIVAL OF INTEREST AT THE
GRAND.

“THE MANXMAN” AT THE ROYAL.

After the lapse of years it is pleasant indeed to re-
new a stage acquaintance with the works of the late
Oscar Wilde, those epigrammatic masterpieces whicl
have been so long . under the cloud of théir creator's
downfall.

This resuscitztion of two of Wilde's plays, “A
Woman of No Importance ”’ in London, and * The Im.
portance of Being Earnest,” in the provinoes, will, ne
doubt, be followed by a revival of other of his works,
all of which display the genius of the man.

4 It ie a good many years ago that ‘ The Importance
lof Being Larnest” was seen in Leeds; to many of
| those at'the Grand Theatre last night it was eltogether
{new. It is the lightest and the brightest of Wilde’s
‘comedies, and his masterly ability as a maker of de-
lightful epigrams is nowhere seen to better effect. &
' The title of the Play is; as it is spelt, inconeequential,
but take the ‘2’ from * 2arnest” and you have the
. plot in a nutshell, for the whole thing really hangs on
thiz Chrietian name. : .

The company plaving the piece is Messrs. Hoffe and
| Campbell’s,- and, aliogether, it is = one excellently
selected. Mr. J. Greme Campbell has made a careful
study of the part of John Worthing, J.P. From Mr.
Monckton “Hoffe, 2s Algernon Monerieff, fall the
majority of the pleasant cynicisme, Lady Bracknell
the aocicty dame, the Hon. Gwendoline airfax, and
Cicely Cardew, are all well pourtraved, . Miss Amy
Lioyd-Desmond, in the character of the highly-respect-
able Miss Prism, is éxtremely clever. /

A curtain raiser, ‘ Father Varien,” precedes the i

play. e

A =
ll AMUSEMENTS [N SHEPMIpL L,
2 ey, %
| “AN IDEAL HUSBAND’ AT THE LYCEUM.-
Shefﬁgld playgoers have this week an opportunity
of showing an interest in the: revival of one of the
! late Oscar Wilde’s comedies, “An Ideal Husband,””
' at the Lyceum Theatre last night, attracted a large
house, and the piece was admirably présented by
the comipany which last week did so well in-* The
Three Musketeers.”’ Mr. Ernest E. Norris is the
leader of the company, and i3 a st d digni-
fied figure as Chiitern, To Mr. ﬁ;sot?g ;flaré}ﬁls

Lord Goring, falls much of the epigram as well as
much of the serious work of the play,

_revival of Oscar Wilde's comedies

epigram in conversation, drama, and

| PLAYERS AND THE PLAY,

THE “BOOM” IN WIT
AND WISDOM.

The vogue of Bernard Shaw and the

have brought about a revival of the
novel. The writers of to-day, even

be gone from us, make every effort to
say witty things wittily. To prove this
we give bolow some wit and wisdom
culled from a group of recent novels
sefected at random, e

O¥ THE WALL. By Richard Free. John Lane. 68
Knowledge of a trade may keep a man
from starvation, but think what a comfort
a piano would be when the gnawing begins.
What a cemetery a brain can be of for-

gotten debts and unrequited spites.

- Some prefer to spend their time on any-
thing and everything but duty, for duty
chafes like a hair shirko ot : B
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“THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.

On Wednesday evening the Hoffe and Campbell
cempany gave the first of four representations of
Oscar Wilde’s comedy, “ The Importance of Being
Barnest,” and, as if by way of recompense for its
uumerical paucity, the audience shoWed an -
mistakable adoption of the title in their appres
ciation of both the play and the players.

The piece abounds in smart epigrams, a fair #'::

sample being the reply of the country-bred girl
to the society maiden who has expressed her sur<
prise that flowers are so plentiful in the country.
“ Yes, flowers are almost as common here ag the
people are in town,” but they really come’ so
quickly that one-is almost afraid to join in.the
laughter for fear of missing anether. ‘

Mr. J. Graeme Campbell and Mr. Monckfon
"Hotfe play the parts of John Worthing and Alger-
non Monerieff respectively, and make the most
of the amusing situations cansed by the exXposi-
tion of their double lives; the part of the Butler
¢ Lane, -played by My, W. H: B rker, proved that
*If 38 a wise servant who knéws his own master,””
and Miss Hestor Newtoti as the Hon: Gwendoline
Fairfax, Miss Nina Hope as Cicely Cardew, Miss
Manners as Lady Bracknell, and the clever sketah.
of Miss Prism by Miss Lloyd Desmond, all com-
bine 10 make ‘it an exceptionally smart and
bright production. ;

The. piece was preceded by an anonymously
written curtain raiser, * Father Varien," played
by Mr. Monckton Hoffe, Miss Hope, ané) Miss
Lloyd Desmond, but the audience evidently hav- |
ing comie prepared for wsomething in a li hter
vein did not seem to take its sentimenta itieg
sufficiently seriously. : $

———

Shifpuld InYepetits Joe 7.

(NOTES BY “LE REVEUR.”)

It 'is suggested that the present revival of Oscar|
Wilde’s pka.ys may be but the prelude to a wevival|
of the epigrammatic type of comedy. In recent
years the epigram has gone the way of the pun, and
short decisive sentences have characterised the dia-
tlogues of successful plays. In this, our dramatists!
have to some extent heen following the French play-!
<Wrights, whose works have been more forceful than
Wity so far through the twentieth century.A  taste
of the epigrammatic period at the Lyceum Theatre
this Week, however, has indicated to Sheffield audic
ences the mtense intevest of following a ‘comedy
Where deciled dramatic interost is spiced by bril
Hance of conversation between the  characters. The
style, of course, Tlimits an author's field ' of work.
His story musi, concern - clever Deople ,or else clever
! bangw_z:age would appear wvidiculous n tHeir mouths,
‘But the very o tic fascination of o  pla;
Hushond " suggeots, that

THE

SKETCH.

OF NO IMPORTANCE”

. (CHA
MISS VIOLA TREE AS HESTER WORSLEY AND MR
QUARTERMAINE AS GERALD ARBUTHNOT-

RLES

Photographs by F. W. Burford.
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12" @_gcgne_ of the first act in a gown where simple white linen
"~ s united to costly and fashionable filet lace. The lace is
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On Wednesday night Mr. Beerbohm Tree revived
Oscar Wilde’s fine play, *“ A Woman of No Importance,”
at His Majesty’'s Theatre, and, judging by the warm
recsption jit secured, he has not gone amiss in his
~ selection. With its clever characterisation, crisp dia-
logue, and enthralling theme, there is nothing to
specially date the work, and the allusions to topical sub-
jects fit in now just as appropriately as they did on its
first production. The Smart Set here represented, and
contrasted with the so-called Puritanical element, are
quite up to date in their ways and doings, and may be

~ met with any time; while there are, of course, many

counterparts of Lord Illingworth knocking about the
~world.

The piece is splendidly cast. Mr. Tree himself takes
up his old part of the selfish Lord Illingworth, which
he carries through with consummate ease. BMiss Marion
~ Terry, who never fails in the sympathetic expression she
gives to all her work, was altogether beyond praise as
the much-tried Mrs. Arbuthnot. Mr. Charles Quarter-
maine made a wholly excellent Gerald, and Miss Viela
' Tree was well suited in the part of the wholesome-

minded American girl, Hester Worsley. DMrs. Charles
~ Calvert was a delightful Lady Hunstanton, with her
‘happy-go-lucky ways of recounting past events ; while
Miss Ellis Jeffreys filled the part of the very much
jo-date smart married woman' admirably; and
excellent little sketches were forthcoming from Mr.
. Charles Allan, Mr. Edmund Maurice, Miss Kate Cutler,

fm; and Miss Kate Bishop.

The dresses are charming, and are cleverly suited to
1 widely differing styles of their three pretty wearers,
Miss Ellis Jeffreys, as the ultra-smart Mrs. Allenby,

' ‘makes a fascinating picture in the charming garden

v mainly responsible for the making of the kimona bodice,
9 ~ and is there bordered with bands of the linen, while it

opens in front over a chemiseite ' of softly-scalloped
Valenciennes, the transparent coliar-band and the frilled.

e
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o elbow-sleeves being also of the finer lace; while the
% skirt is arranged in alternate panels of linen and lace,

ai " with double insersion bands of lace to further adorn the

- ﬁ;ihen.

 Miss Viola Tree in her turn wears a gown of white
~ chiffon voile, whose gracefully-hanging folds merge at the

"hem into a desply bordering band of turquoise tins,
headed by a trail of closely-clustered roses embroidersd
‘in pale pink and yellow silks.. The pleated draperies of
» the bodice are finished off with blue and white tassels,
' and again introduce the contrast of the bordering blue
and broidered rcses; while a soft fulness of lace comes

Pl

i "’.i‘l‘n front and forms the frilled underslseves.

Dainty Miss Kate Catler also looks delightful im
& crépe-de-chine gown in the pinkish mauve of opening
. " lilac buds, the crépe being used in appliqué form together

 with velvet on the silk net of exactly the same tone,
" which figures on both skirt and bodice; while some filmy
' . jvory-toned lace comes near the neck, Her Leghorn hat
vé: is trimmed with a wreath of softly-shaded pink roses
~  caught together by a bow of pink silk ribbon whose
‘ends—as long and wide as a sash—fall far dawn the
~ skirt at the back. And then, too, there are other roses
‘fastened on the handle of her pretty sunshade.

Afterwards evening dress is worn, and for the space of
_ two whole acts Miss Ellis Jefireys is a sheer delight to the
 eye in a clinging net gown embroidered with over a
million gold paillettes, and bordered at the hem with a

\__ jrill ruche of gold gauze. Mise Viola Tree’s great—and

graceful—height is set off by a perfactly plain Princess

~ dress of white satin, cut in a deep V helow a pointed

" chemisette of white tulle festooned with diamonds, the

satin being bordered with a light tracery of jet and

. diamonds, which eventually merge into & fleur-de-lys
. ornament,

Miss Kate Cutler’s gown is a charmiag affair of blue
~ chiffon embroidered with moonlight-blue and. silver
bugles and paillettes, her fair hair being threaded
through with a pale blue satin ribbon ; while round her
ghoulders is thrown a scarf of blue chiffon edged with

s Greek kondsgagoiend ilieishy Unagb® “PEI9%




HIGH. PRIRCES FOR BOOKS AND
LETTERS.

A book which anyone could have picked
up a few years ago fbor sixpence was
sold ab Sotheby’s this afternoon for
what is, I believe, the record price of
£41.  This was a first edition in the

original wrapper's of Fitzgerald’s
“ Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam.” When
this work was published by Mr. Quaritch
half a century ago it fell as flat as
Blackmore ased to say his “ Lorna
Doone’ did.” The edition clung tena-
ciously to his shelves, and at last, in
the hope of making a clearance, he
offered them as a “ remainder” at half
‘a crown. But it was of no awvail, and the
surplus was incontinently bundled into
the sixpeny box. It was the son of the
published, who died a few years ago,
Who 'bouszht back the volume at this
greatly enhanced price. The same
gentleman also gave this afternoon
£101 for thirty- four of the extremely
interesting gossipy and piquamnt letbers
atel israeli addressed to his sister
Sarah, both before and 1mmed1a.cely
after he entered upon his brilhant
Parliamentary career, and the holo-
graph manuscript of his speech in the
House of Commons on the dea.hh of the
‘Duke of Wellington., A promxt ”?
copy of the American edition of “The
Duchess of Padua,” the comedy written
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'EPIGRAMS IN NEW
| NOVELS.

t

'THE “BOOM” IN WIT
. AND WISDOM. ‘:

The vogue of Bernard Shaw and the
rovival of Oscar Wilde’'s comedies
have brought about a ravival of the
epigram in conversation, drama, and
novel. The writers of to-day, even
though the brilliant John Oliver Hobbes
be gone from us, make every effort to
say witty things wittily. To prove this
we give bolow some wit and wisdom
culled from a group of recent novels
sefected at random,

ONX THE WALL. By Richard Free. John Lane. €s.

Knowledge of a trade may keep a man
from starvation, but think what a comfort
a piano would be when the gnawing begins.
| \What a cemetery a brain can be of for-
| gotten debts and unrequited spites.

Someaﬁrefer to spend their time on any-
[ thing »lissen Vi 138 Library duty
ichafes like a hair shirt.
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THE LEEDS THEATRES THIS
WEEK.

A REVIVAL OF INTEREST AT THE
GRAND.

«THE MANXMAN” AT THE ROYAL.

After the lapse of years it is pleasant indeed to re-
new a stage acquaintance with the works of the late
Oscar. Wilde, those epigrammatic masterpieces whicl
have been so long.under the cloud of theéir creator's
downfall.

This resuscitation of two of Wilde's plays, “A
Woman of No Importance” in London, and ‘“ The Im-
portance of Being Earnest,” in the provinoes, will, ne
doubt, be followed by a revival of other of his works,
all of which display the genius of the man. .

4 It is a good many years ago that ‘ The Importance
{of Being LEarnest’ was seen in Leeds; to many of
| those at the Grand Theatre last night it was altogether
pew. It is the lightest and the brightest of Wilde's
comedies, and hie masterly ability as a maker of de-
“lightful epigrams is nowhere seen to better effect.

The title of the Play is, as it is spelt, inconeequential,

but take the *‘a’’ from ‘ 2arnest’ and you have the
. plot in a nutshell, for the whole thing really hangs on
thia Chrietian name. :

The company playing the niece is Messrs. Hoffe and
Campbeil’s,- and, aifogether; it i« one excellently
| solected. Mr. J. Greme Campbell has made a careful
study of the part of John Worthing, J.P. From Mr.
Monckton Hoffe, 2s Algernon Monerieff, fall the
majority of the pleasant cynicisms, - Lad _Bm.Cknell
the eociety dams, the Hon. Gwendoline Yairfax, an

Cicely Cardew, are all well pourtrayed, Miss Amy -

1 ove Do gisseameray AR SrsiEptbraty 7 1

lA curtain raiser, ‘‘ Father Varie'n,” precedes the
play. ook Al
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“PHE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.”

On Wednesday evening the Hoffe and Campbell
eempany gave the first of four representations of
Oscar Wilde’s comedy. * The Importance of Being
Barnest,” and, as if by way of recompense for its.
numerical paucity, the audience sholved an ‘un-
nistakable adoption of the title in their appreés
ciation of both the play and the players.

The piece abounds in smart epigrams, a fair
sample being the reply of the country-bred girl
to the society maiden Who has #xpressed her sur-
prise that flowers are so plentiful in the countrys
“ Yes, flowers are almost as common here ag the
people are in town,” but’they really come so
quickly that oneris almost afraid to join in.the
laughter for fear of missing another.

Ay, J. Graeme Campbell and Mr. Monckton
“Hotfe play the parts of John Worthing and Alger-
non Monerieff respectively, and make the most
of the amusing situations cansed by the exposi-
tion of their double lives; the part of the Butler
“Lane, played by Me. W. H. B rker, proved that
/31§ i a wise servant who knows his own master,”
and Miss Hestor Newtorn as the Hon. Gwendeline
Fairfax, Miss Nina Hope as Cicely Cardew, Miss
Manners as Lady Bracknell, and the clever sketch
of Miss Prism by Miss Lloyd Desmond, all com-
bine {0 make “it an  exceptionally smart and
bright production. : i

The piece was preceded by an anonymously :
written curtain raiser, * Father Varien,” playe | =
by Mr, Monckton Hoffe, Miss Hope, an Miss
Lloyd Desmond, but the audience evidently hav-~
ing conie Jiss iversit@asbi lighter
vein did not seem to take 1f8 sentimenta itieg

sufficiently seriously. : : 3
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“AN IDEAL HUSBAND” AT THE LYCEUM.
Sheflield playgoers have this week an opportunity
of showing an interest in the: revival of one of the

! late Oscar Wilde’s comedies. “An Ideal Husband,”

at the Lyceum Theatre last night, attracted a large
house, and the piece was admirably présented by
the company which last weel did sc well in-* The
Three Musketeers.” Mr. Ernest E. Norris is the
leader of the company, and is a strong and digni-
fied figure as Chiltern. To Mr. Austin Melroy, as
Lord Goring, falls much of the epigram as well as
much of the serious work of the play, and  he
acquits himself well in both respects. Miss Vera

BeringerJissen2l V¢
Chiltern to dishonour;
! vally




Shippuld Indepatdt’ 7t 7,
| PLAYERS AND THE PLAY,

(NOTES BY “LE REVEUR.”)

Tt is suggested that the present revival of Oscar
Wilde’s plays may be bub the prelude to a wevival}
of the epigrammatic type of comedy. In recent
years the epigram has gone the way of the pun, and
short decisive sentences have ocharacterised the dia-
ilogues of successful plays. In this, our dramatists
have o some extent been following the French piay-
~wrights, whose works have been more forceful than
witty so far through the twentieth century.A  taste
of the epigrammatic period at the Lyceum Theatre
this Week, however, has indicated to Sheffield audi-
ences the mtense interest of following a comedy
where decidled dramatic interest is spiced by bril-
Bance of conversation between the chavacters. The
style, of course, limits an author’s field of work.
His story musk concern clever people ,or else clever
language would appear widiculous in ftheir mouths.
»-Bu't the very emprh:axtlc fa/iouw.bmn of a play like
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«A WOMAN OF NO I[MPORTANCE,” AT HIS MAJESTY'’S.

D MR. CHARLES MR. TREE AS LORD ILLINGWORTH.

2019-§GS$g VIOLA TREE AS HESTER WORSLEY AN N Tl
issen Wo 3
QUARTERMAINE AS GERALD ARBUTHNOT. men’s University Library
Photographs by F. W. Burford.




'\ha,nds than  those of Mr. Maurice. = Mr,

I looked in at His Majesty’s Theatre one evening
‘ after the alarums and excursions of the first night of
: ;thi.s revival had ceased to disturb the atmosphere? My
%ob]k_ect was partly to see how the general\ public of
theatre-goers received one of Oscar Wilde’s triad of
comedies. - Crammed with creamy satin and lace were
the stalls, muslin roses and other etherealities of
.costume made the dress ecirele like a bed of flowers.
Woman had come to look at themselves in the
dramatist’s glass in a proportion of three to one. Very
V.vell, I was pleased to see, were taken the brilliant
hn/es with which this play abounds, like all of Wilde’s
mature work. A young Irishman who has read little
but thought a good deal leaned forward and whispered
to me: “Why, it’s as full of quotations as ‘ Hamlet.’”
The whirligig of time has indeed brought its revenges
.and the writer of ¢ Lady Windermere’s Fan ” is secure (:;
his place arnng %e- lucida sidera.

gy
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A W.OMAN OF No IMPORTANCE,” AT Has Masesty's.

As to the performance, it was interesting, but
I felt might have been more interestingly done
One of the amusing secondary personages, the Ven.
James Daubeny, D.D., might surely be in more skilful' €

2

ands Maurice
re i i
Presents him as a farcical character, whereas

the delicate satire of the part depended upon the
unctuous suavity of the rendering.  Mr., Eric Lewis
Zvould give delightfully these interesting details about
poor Mrs. Daubeny,” whose mind is chiefly occupied :
with the events of her early childhood—T quote from-
me‘.mory. - Mr. Tree, T think, takes the part of Lord :
phngworth too slowly.  Sometimes his pauses make
.or}e z§1most feel as if he had forgotten the words, a crime
Qf‘ which, T am sure, he would never be guilty.’ Other-
wise he renders the blasé father of a strenuous son ag
to.the paternal manner born: T tremble to think What«-
this part would become in hands less expert than Mr
Tree’s. Mrs. Calvert did pretty well as Lédy Ca,'rolim;i -
Pontefract, but her vis-a-vis, Miss Kate Bishop, was not
sufficiently gay and assured as the sister of the wicked. -
Lord Weston ; whereas graceful Miss Kate Cutler made a.:

’ -littlgg'em' of Lady Stutfield, in body, speech, and action

Miss Elli; Jeffreys’ performance was less remarkable -’
than her dress of gold paillettes or spangles which ;
‘ca’ptured one’s 8aze every time she made the s,lightest-“
mqtioq. I belieye Mrs. Allenby was never yet so bril-
liant in dress as on this occasion. On leaving the- -
theatre after their performance I felt that the mental”
difference between Wilde and Mr. Shaw is that between:
the Protagoras of the Platonic dialogues and thév-
chauffeur into whom Mr. Shaw has breathed his own..
soul in “ Man and Superman.” 2

T2u8s’ *Salome,” Dy Lawrence
Lave), supplies a descriptive ¢
~adapted from Oscar Wilde’s pla;
| exposition of the music seb to tige
Richard Strauss.  Mr. Gil
~eritical intentions; but in
much of the score is " des
,and;obwo}xeslyi as sheer
g phony,” he expresses an opinio

i "’”‘be»., when they seem most real

;z Mr. Ernest E. Norris and Miss Vera Beri
be;uBenaguer had the ‘unlovely character ofngi:il;
&lld’bhe wony:n Yoice as she toyed with hg’_

1 different moods to portray, but he was always rea

.PUBLIC AMUSEMENTS.,
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#AN IDEAL HUSBAND * AT THE
LYCEUM THEATRE,

Q(A w e i - . 2
-4 Wonian of No Importance,” cne of the best|
knownnf ‘the Oscar Wilde plays, is at present, b:-;
produced to crowded houses in- London, and per-
Baps to that fact is due in some measure the revival
at the Lyccum Theatre last night of * An Ideal Hus.
band ” another of his works. The very name of
blte_aqthgt still leaves an unpleasant ixﬁpxéésiqn,
but there is.an instance on vecord where the devil
talked seripture, and the scripture, was mnone the
worse fq: it."rA,{n!i'on the same prinaiple Londoners,
and Sheffield people, too, evideatly fully agree that
even theugh a man may be bad, the works he wrote
before his fall may be good, and ought not to be
adlowed.bo be consigned to oblivioa,

Especially can one say that with regard to “An
Ideal Husband.” It is a great play, and last, night
it . was worthily acted. Seldom, indeed, is there
heard such hearty applause at ihe end of each act.
Lpd that must distinetly be taken as a tribute to
the actors, for admirable as is the piece 1t containg
0 many hmspeeehes that. in the hands of a poor
mze .1‘u would fall flat. ‘;{u n‘was, it gripped !

The play veveals the author at his best as 5
m of human nature. Bvery character 1 dor.

2 yet fiendy drawn. In his way he rivalled

even Dickens, and one or two of the cha i
Sy e JobEnS oise but earicaturss. - Dicke nsian

aggerations, of the persons i t
e}?phetn!stricall 2 ternf;r “hi;llio mfat?.l" A"hag:i;st
lt;itxpugh it ‘all runs @ golden vein of cynicism and
3 o;nfu :atuve “Sometmes it appears in rich nuggets.
' tance, “I have read somewhere that when
the gods wish to punish us they answer our prayers; »

i B e T
tEi.: o w::ka;tp large a-;f _immoral m.:di::forea:?ti{s‘v
;l'or himt ’bt;:tab.g; or 1‘f’l@le m@em 5

wn of the play oniy ¢ i
hours, but ungi_‘b_helsss yitoz‘g(e;o :;er: %a;kmff of?g
years, to the time when Sir Robert Chiltern 5
a' rising Under-Secretary for Foreig e
trayed a Cabinet secret” of which he became pos-

# Kno : : mi e
Doght of 13 just when Sir quertwhe i
. bolster upl;'; %{r Whlgehze::s to zozpel 'lngm to
| 3?";:?;&2?’%& ;’&l??-il, saves him from sucer denlfn%;z
6% to him, she e} She does not, know the

even though he beliorcs they hi
mt:;! :111' b&wt; 'ami'-al;i E?:Iag:e g g
Ms ruin, course something ha ¢
vent th In plays aqmebhinggalwal;ie?iie:? !:1:
s , are most

In the pre

hingly m"‘if;l but despicable Mrs. Cheovelo

r like a g - And.Mr. Ne :
iy, His was no casy'vole. He had oo ety
i”d therefare carricd the audience with him. M.

i
rOy was. very indeed as Lo

the irascibie Barl of ol

0s incurable laziness, fcwet?’g&vm

mﬂ;; Mr. Bdward 8. Petley.  The Jadies were
ol A dable. Miss Enid Ross very capably
resented somewhat, difficult part of Lady Chii-
st bing her husband blindly until she had his
weetmx wMowu lips. Miss Dorothy Chard was a
set, % abel, and Miss Kate Chard and Miss

v Vi admirably “took off s .

on en
- genuine admirers of Strauss’ e
11 ‘ ! led s

the opera,’” consisting of a résumé of hgpa(oﬁ .
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UNKNOWN PARIS:

THE EUREKA BAR. By X. MARCEL BOULESTIN.

famous journey to London by having a cut from the joint and two vegetables

at Austin’s bar, opposite the Gare St. Lazare, I am convinced this neuras-
thenic hero didn’t know his Paris thoroughly. Otherwise he would have started some-
where else ; he would, in fact, have driven straight to the Rue des Mathurins to a
more typically English establishment, more cosy and more aristocratic altogether,
which, furthermore, has not been spoilt like Austin’s by French waiters in dirty
evening dress. I refer to Mrs. Hill’s ‘‘ Eureka Bar,” a most quaint old place, left
unchanged by the passing years, comparable to ‘¢ Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese ’ without
Dr. Johnson’s chair and escritoire.

Seen’ from the street, No. 48, Rue des Mathurins offers no inducement to the
careless passer-by to stop and wonder, nor is there anything to make him guess that
hidden behind the humble door lurks a most curious coin de Paris; only a dull lantern
hung at the entrance, and a few quiet, small, unpretentious capital letters on the
meanly curtained windows, denote the tavern. Its appearance is not even mysterious,
merely significant. That is the greatest charm of the place, and explains why so
many flineurs stroll day by day along this same pavement without remarking the
“ Eureka Bar.”’ Maybe they are blinded by the sight of the Opera, that Parthenon
of bourgeois architecture, sparkling, shivering in the sun, just above their heads.

But, as soon as you open the narrow door, how many memories welcome you on
the very threshold, memories of a past actual enough to arouse our interests, yet
remote enough to belong to history. I love to go there, and, sitting myself on one of
the three antiquated stools, to listen to old Mrs. Hill’s recollections. I never get tired
of it. She stands in the bar and wipes the tumblers with a monotonous, circular, and
unerring movement of the hand, smiling the while at pleasant souvenirs. She is never
weary, too, of telling me all about her place; how she started it in 1869, ‘‘ the year
Lefore the War, Sir,”” and how she has never moved from it since, nor altered it at all.
A hundred times I have heard of all the celebrities who were wont to lounge in her
back room, drink her whisky and eat the Irish stew she cooks a miracle,; writers,
jockeys, sportsmen, and crowned heads—for ¢ the King used to come in here some-
times for a drink, Sir, when he was Prince of Wales!’’ And if she doesn’t add
““ and such a nice gentleman, too!’’ at least I am sure she thinks it.

To be sure, the portrait of H.M. Edward VII. adorns the shelves, standing
between a terrible Eiffel Tower made of carved wood and a photographic reproduction
of the Crystal Palace, amidst the classic glasses and bottles of the Pot House. On
the walls, too, hangs his likeness—here portrayed in a Zopical Times supplement,
and there in a coloured print at the Newmarket races, anno 1885. His Royal High-
ness wears knickerbockers, stockings, and spats, and a brownish bowler hat of an
absurd shape—once smart; he chats, cigar in hand, with a stiff-looking: Lord
Rothschild and a pale blue-collared Duke of Hamilton. The Duchess of -Montrose
smiles upon their conversation. She is dressed in a very light frock of silky material,
made of three fur-trimmed wolants caught up on a ‘‘ bustle.””  Oh, the vanished
tournures, these children of the crinoline, looking like draped miniature poufs—how
charming and ridiculous they were! As for her veil—short and heavily embroidered—
it hangs from a Tyrolean hat, quite green and pathetic with its unique, pointed,
pheasant feather. ~ Her hand is reposing languidly on a tiny fringed parasol.
Mewmarket; 188zl . . .

How deeply I deplore that I was too young then to appreciate the charm of this
delightful period! What have I left to-day as a consolation? Only the ‘‘ Eureka
Bar,”” semi-caricatures, sundry sketches which appeared in the /Jowrnal des
Demoiselles, a few Punch-drawings; ‘and -the outmoded ‘‘ Estampes Modernes.”” For
in that period modern art was born, and sunflowers, lilies, and peacock feathers
began to blossom on earthenware jars and on ‘‘ artistic wall-papers’ ; long hair,
plastered flat and parted in the middle, began to frame all the intellectual feminine
foreheads ; shapeless frocks of evanescent shades; and necklaces of unknown stones
were to embellish all ladies who possessed a true Ibsenian soul—or believed they
did ; young men began to deliver @sthetic paradoxes and choice epigrams with a
graceful wave of the hand, after Mr. Oscar Wilde, or to practise successfully the
‘ gentle art of making enemies,”’ after Mr. Whistler—imitating the while, without
success, his brilliant ‘¢ Nocturnes.’’ . . .

Yet, how far away and faint in the distance all this seems nowadays. And what
is left of it? Heaps of half-medizval, half-modern cretonnes, a few nameless,
artistic jewels, piles of affectedly-written books; hardly a sowvenir amusé. For my
part, as I didn’t know these ineffable joys, these morbid souls, and these great people,
I still admire them ; but, of course . . . I don’t see much of them. I was told some
of these ratés are to be found yet on the left side of the Seine, or high up near the
sky on Montmartre Hill. Surely it must be true. But I prefer to stay in the company
of Mrs. Hill’s sportsmen, always up-to-date ; for Sport is never démodé.

8

WHHN in M. J. K. Huysman’s novel ‘“ Au Rebours,”” des Esseintes begins his
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————————| MISS ELLIS JEFFREYS AS
MRS. ALLENBY, IN “A
WOMAN OF NO IMPORT-

ANCE”

iier and Bullionis
HEATRICAL ITEMS.

—_———— -

VOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE"—
HARRY TATE’S MOTOR.

r all the glamour one is accustomed to ex-
% is quite a chamge to see a modern play
Majesty's. For this Teason Mr. Tirce's re-

£ Oscar Wilde's powerful comedy “ A Woman

Importance ” is doubly acceptable, irrespec--

! the pleasure afforded in reviving recollec«

I these erstwhile successes. As a compilation -

{liant  epigrammatical sayings it would be

> find its equal. In fact, if we may venture

s0, the action rather suffers thereby. A

r in_construction may also be detected in

tison - with latter-day dramatists, but that,
all, is of small. consequence. It is the

ncy of the theme with which we are chiefly
ned, and in this respect it will certainly be
ed that the author knew his business. A woman
ed ip her youth is faced with the agonising
m of relinquishing her son to her seducer; by
. means the boy is assured of a brilliant
i This, however, ddbs not so much constitute
iain question as whe it is possible for the
to make amends by an offer of marriage.
is the subject upon which the author gives ug
acts ot brilliant ' cometly, so delightfully in-
ven with *“smart” sayings as to entively.oe-
ithe piece from the plane of emotional drama.
layed by Mr. Tree's company it is par excel-
i Chief honours fall 'to Miss Marion Terry
Mr. Tree, but admirable assistance is vendered
fiss Ellis Jeffreys, Miss Kate Cutler, Miss
i Tree and Mr. Quartermaine. The opporiu=
Is_so rare nowadays of seeing one of the late.
i Wilde’s. plays that My, Tree i much to be
iended for having made a break in his ambi-
!productions to present the one under motice..
the move has been successful is evidenced by -
ox-office receipts at His Majesty’s.

ily Mirror, 7%

OME PLAY AT THE ROYALTY.

fosimiol Raised to Its Performance Because the
; Story Is Not Taken from the Bible.

Much surprise has been aroused by the annou;
ent that *“ The Daughter of Herodias,” a one
wsical play, is to be produced on Monday after
oon at the Royalty Theatre, despite the fact th
Salome,” Oscar Wilde's ‘on the same sub-
ect and many other plays dealing with Biblical
ubjects have been refused licences. e
““The Daughter of Herodias® is not a Biblical
Jiece,” said Miss Mabilia Daniell, whois to appear |
s Salome, to the Daily Mirror yesterday. “It}
does not, therefore, stand in the same category with
Dscar Wilde’s play, although the story of the two |
pieces is practically identical. 5
| “The author, Mr. Brinsley Trehane—a lineal |
descendant of Richard Brinsley Sheridan—has kept |
strictly to the story as told by Josephus. John the §
/Baptist does not appear, and is never even men-
. by name, nor is his head brought on to the |
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MISS MARION TERRY AS — | MISS KATE CUTLER AS LADY. STUTFIELD, IN “A WOMAN

MRS. ARBUTHNOT, IN “A OF NO IMPORTANCE,” AT HIS MAJESTYS.
WOMAN OF NO IMPORT- R = i
ANCE.”

Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s revival at His Majesty’s of Oscar
Wilde’s comedy, 4 Woman of No Imporiance, is a real
success. It affords one of the ;brightest and pleasantest
_evenings for theatre-goers in London at the present time.
The neat, crisp, witty dialogue leaves no room for a dull
4 moment, and there are episodes in which the play rises out
e of mere * airy persiflage ’ to points of strong dramatic effect.
- Mr. Tree’s own impersonation of the very difficult part of
the attractive, bad Lord Illingworth is wonderfully good in
E - its naturalness and restraint ; Mrs. Charles Calvertz as the
: good-natured, Malapropian Lady Hunstanton, is delightful,
and has an excellent foil in Miss Kate Bishop as the severe
Lady Caroline ; Miss Ellis Jefireys is exceedingly clever
and entertaining—as well as pretty—as the ‘ smart’ and
naughty Mrs. Allenby; and Miss Marion Terry is as
charming as ever as the wronged good mother, Mrs. Arbuth-
not. Miss Viola Tree adapts herself with distinet skill to
the part of the beautiful American heiress and Puritan ;
Mr. Quartermaine’s Gerald Arbuthnot is quite good;
and Mr. Edmund Maurice makes a very amusing caricature
of the Archdeacon. The other parts are well filled, and
the play runs with admirable ease and smoothness, accom-
panied by a perpetual light ripple of laughter in the audience.

S

was present at the Garden Parly at, Windsor on Saturday.

IHE DRAMA.

E{u}??u}"&" Jeanst ‘?"?”Z

o
“ THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.”

M. THE KING OF SIAM AND SON

- Artificial in design and construction, “The . Mr. Beerbohm Tree is always interesting,
| Importance of being Earnest” has still easily sur-/ ind by the revival of A Woman of No Impor-
i vived its .enforced exile, and now, on its revival at lance, by Oscar Wilde, he has given us an

| the Leeds Grand Theatre this week, it is just as|
. fresh and ‘brilliant and entertaining as-ever. * The |
p Lop "z‘ﬁ‘.” o be“’fh Hornegh . g':bﬁyalfea‘:::\' Mr. Wilde's play created something of a
f P siasaation, tiore m;; ARy h,°\ ; ! e sensation, as the author’s genius for brilliant

Xﬁd’f' '&Omf’:ﬂ‘e“’ for fetfe 5 sheallot; oi:&etio ol paradox brought him to the front rank of
; th:noman; ;f‘ t;zn;éguctions ionis the Rate. B writers for the stage. Between then and now
fThe dialogue of this famous comedy is always-enter-. much has hgppengd In connection with the
ng, and  although we do. catoh occasional author. Tﬁe promise dxsplnyed_m A Womn
mpses of the inverted truism—a form of brilliance of No Importance was fulfilled in succeeding

vpportunity for reflection. Produced originally
fourteen years ago at the Haymarket Theatre,

H
The King is now on a visit to England, and

. which, happily, is rapidly being killed, despite works. The author’s powers of paradog were
. G.BS. and G.K.C.—it is all very pleasing, and perhaps carried a little too far; but Lady
above all sparkling and witty. Windermere's Fan proved the most brilliant
~ The Hoffe and Campbell Comedy Company, in the play of its day, and was successfully revived at
formiance of their self-imposed task of * present- the [<dns Ur oy Thoctze anly last year. The
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THEATRICAL ITEMS.

at His Majesty's.

hand to find its equal.
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l\ MISS ELLIS JEFFREYS AS
} MRS. ALLENBY, IN “A
WOMAN OF NO IMPORT-

|
‘ ANCE.”
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“A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE”-—<
HARRY TATE’S MOTOR.

After all' the glamour one is accustomed to ex-
“pect, it is quite a chamge to see a modern play
i For this reason Mr. Tree's re- 4
vival of Oscar Wilde's powerful comedy *“ A Woman
of No Importance” is <oubly acceptable, irrespec-
tive of the pleasure afforded in reviving recollecs
tions of these erstwhile sucoesses. As a compilation
of “brilliant - epigrammatical sayings it would be
In fact, if we may venture
to say s0, the actiom rather suffers thereby.
crudity in. construction may also be detected in
comparison with latter-day dramatists, but that,
after all, is of small consequence. Tt is the
poignancy of the theme with which we are chiefly
concerned, and in this respect it will certainly be
eded that the author knew his business. A woman
betrayed in her youth is faced with the agonising
problem of relinquishing her son to her seducer; by
whose means the boy is assured of a brilliant
career. This, however, dobs not so much constitute
the main question as whether it is possible for the
man to make amends by an offer of marriage.
This is the subject upon which the author gives ug
four ‘acts of brilliant’ comety, so delightfully in-
terwoven with *‘smart” sayings as to entively we<
4 move the piece from the plane of emotional drama.
As played by Mr. Pree's company it is par excels
lence. Chief honours fall ‘to Miss Marion Terry
and Mr. Tree, but admirable assistance is rendered
by Miss Ellis Jeffreys, Miss Kate Cutler, Miss
Viola Tree and Mr. Quartermaine.
nity is so rare mowadays of seeing one of the late
Oscar Wilde’s: plays that Mr. Tree is much to be
commended for having made a break in his ambi-
tious productions to present the one under: motice.
| That the move has been successiul is evidenced by, -
the box-office receipts at His Majesty’s.

& $.
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SALOME PLAY AT THE ROYALTY.

No Objection Raised to Its Perlermance Because the
Story Is Not Taken from the Bible.

Much surprise has been aroused by the announce- ! .
ment that “ The Daughter of Herodias,” a one-act
musical play, is to be produced on Monday after-
noon at the Royalty Theatre, despite the fact that |
““Salome,” Oscar Wilde's play on the same sub- |/
ject and many other plays dealing with Biblical |
subjects have been refused licences.

“‘The Daughter of Herodias® is not a Biblical |
piece,” said Miss Mabilia Daniell, whois to appear
as Salome, to the Daily Mirror yesterday.
does not, therefore, stand in the same category with
Oscar Wilde’s play, although the story of the two
pieces is practically identical.

“The author, Mr. Brinsley Trehane—a lineal
descendant of Richard Brinsltey Sheridan—has kept
strictly to the story as told by Josephus. John the
Baptist does not appear, and is never even men-
tioned by name, nor is his head brought on to the

A
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writers for the stage. Between then and now
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balanced. The cast Mr. Tree 1as at present does not, therefore, stand in the same category with |
interpreting Mr. Wilde's condedy is satisfactory Oscar Wilde’s play, although the story of the two |
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girl. Mr. Tree should know better than to “The author, Mr, Brinsley Trehane—a lineal |
ive such a difficult part to so poor an actress descendant of Richard Brinsley Sheridan—has kept
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‘acting was painful, and her voice seemed ill- | tioned by name, nor is his head brought on to the
rained. Mr. Tree himself was reall 3 j - | stage.”
and 1t is to be hoped 'thalfhe will give GT e o
modern plays in the future, as comedy is B ~——
ééeentiall; his line. Nothing could be finer
than the acting of Miss Marion Tetry, who is
always such a “ womanly ” actress. Miss
Ellis Jeffrey’s grand manuer was very effective,
and Miss Kate Cutler brought an air of reﬁpe-
ment to her part. Mr. Charles Quartermaine
made an excellent “ juvenile”; and the one
chance Mr. Edmund Maurice had was cleverly
acted. — %

It will be interesting to motice with what
success the revival meets, as the tragic death
of the author has left the stage without any
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“ A WouAN or No IMPOBTANCE » ar Has MAJESTYS

e | looked in at His Majesty’s Theatre one evening
after the alarums and excursions of the first night of
this revival had ceased to disturb the atmosphere. My
object was partly to see how the general public of
‘theatre-goers received one of Oscar Wilde’s triad of
comedies. - Crammed with creamy satin and lace were
the stalls, muslin roses and other etherealities of
costume made the dress cirele like a bed of flowers.
Woman “had come to look at themselves in the
dramatist’s glass in a proportion of three to one. Very
well, T was pleased to see, were taken the brilliant
lines with which this play abounds, like all of Wilde's
mature work. A young Irishman who has read little
but thought a good deal leaned forward and whispered
to me: “Why, it’s as full of quotations as ‘ Hamlet.”
The whirligig of time has indeed brought its revenges,
and the writer of “Lady Windermere’s Fan” is secure of
his place anng %e lucida sidera.

iy

As to the performance, it was interesting, but
I felt might have been more interestingly done.
One of the amusing secondary personages, the Ven.
James Daubeny, D.D., might surely be in more skilful *
~ hands than those of Mr. Maurice. = Mr. Maurice -
represents him as a farcical character, whereas
the delicate satire of the part depended upon the
unctuous suavity of the rendering.  Mr. Eric Lewis
would give delightfully these interesting details about
“poor Mrs. Daubeny,” whose mind is chiefly occupied
with the events of her early childhood—I quote from-
memory. - Mr. Tree, I think, takes the part of Lord
Ilingworth too slowly.  Sometimes his pauses make
one almost feel as if he had forgotten the words, a crime -
of which, I am sure, he would never be guilty. Other- -
wise he renders the blasé father of a strenuous son as:
to the paternal manner born: T tremble to think what
this part would become in hands less expert than Mr.
Tree’s. Mrs. Calvert did pretty well as Lady Caroline- -
Pontefract, but her vis-a-vis, Miss Kate Bishop, was not
sufficiently gay and assured as the sister of the wicked
Lord Weston ; whereas graceful Miss Kate Cutler made a .
little gem of Lady Stutfield, in body, speech, and action.
‘Miss Ellis Jeffreys’ performance was less remarkable -
~ than her dress of gold paillettes or spangles, which .-
captured one’s gaze every time she made the slightest .
motion. I believe Mrs. Allenby was never yet so bril- -
liant in dress as on this occasion. On leaving the -
theatre after their performance I felt that the mental”
difference between Wilde and Mr. Shaw is that between- -
the Protagoras of the Platonic dialogues and the-

ohaufieur I%ﬁisgél%mens &\IVEI’SIt&ﬁI’gﬂg&%hed s Ganik

soul in “ Man and Superman.
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'PUBLIC AMUSEMENTS.
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# AN IDEAL HUSBAND ** AT THE ‘
LYCEUM THEATRE, |

“A Wonan of No Importance,” cne of the best
known of the Oscar Wilde plays, is at present being
produced to crowded houses in London, and per-
haps ‘o that fact is due in some measure the revival
| at the Lyceum Theatre last night of * An Ideal Hus-
band ” another of his works. The very mame of
the author still leaves an wunpleasant impmsiop,
but there is amn instance on vecord where the devﬂ‘
tatked soripture, and the scripture, was none the
worse for it. And on the same principle Londoners,
and Sheffield people, oo, evideatly fully agree that
even theugh a man may be bad, the works he wrote
before his fall may be good, and ought not to be
allowed to be consigned to oblivioa.

Especially can one say thai with regard to " An
Ideal Husband.” It is a great play, and last night
it was worthily acted. Seldom, indeed, is there
heard such hearty applause at the end of each act.
And that must distinetly be taken as a tribute to
the actors, for admirable as is the piece it contains
so many long speeches that in the hands of a poor
company it would fall flat. ~As it was, it gripped
the house.

The play veveals the author at his best as a keen
student of human nature. Ivery character is deli-
cately, yet firndy drawn. In bis way he rivalled
even Dickens, and one or two of the characters in
the play are nothing eise but caricatures, Dickensian
exaggerations, of the persons who move in what is
euphemistrically ~ termed ‘““high Society.” But
through it all runs a golden vein of cynicism and
biting satire. Sometimes it appears in rich nuggets.
For instance, “I have read somewhere that when
the gods wish to punish us they answer our prayers;
or “Don’t use big words; they mean so little.”
Take a third: “The man who can’t talk morality
twice a week to large and immoral audiences is
quite over as a serious politician; there is nothing
for him but botany, or the Church.”

The action of the play oniy covers a period of 2%
hours, but nevertheless it takes one back 14 or 15
years, to the time when Sir Robert Chiltern, now
a’ rising Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, be-
trayed a Cabinet secret of which he became pos-
sessed 2s a privabe secretary, and with the price of it
laid the foundation of his fortune and career. The
seeret becomes knmown to a scheming unscrupulous
waman, and just when Sir Robert is attaining the
height of his ambition she seeks to compel him to
bolster up ‘an affair which he is about to depouncs:
His wife, a noble woman, saves him from succumbing
to a terrible temptation. She does not know the
cost to him, she thinks him an ideal husband. And
in Parliament he denounces the fraudulent scheme
even though he believes that the next day his dread
iecret will be out, and’ all England will ring with

is ruin.  Of course something happens to pre-
vent that. In plays something always does. That
is why, when they seem most real, they are most
unreal.

In the presentment of the piece chief honours fall
to Mr. Ernest E. Norris and Miss Vera Beringer:
|| Miss Beringer had the  unlovely character of the
| bewitchingly beautiful but despicable Mrs. Cheveley,
and the irony in her voice as she toyed with her¥
victims or dared them not to agree to her demands
was splendidly assumed. The character. indeed, fitted
her like a glove. And.Mr. Norris, likewise, scored
heavily. His was no easy vole. He hLad so 1mn?
differcent moods to porfray, but he was always real,
and therefore carried the audience with him. Mr.
Austen Melroy was very acceptable indeed as Lord
Goring, and the irascible Earl of Caversham, angry
at his son’s incurable laziness, found a clever ex-
ponent in Mr. BEdward S. Petley. The ladies were
equally commendable. Miss Enid Ross very capably
presented the somewha’ difficult part of Lady Chil-
tern, trusting her husband blindly until she had his
sin from his own lips.  Miss Dorothy Chard was a

sweet, Miss. . Mabe Miss. Ka ard and Miss
Janette WAHPAEH: d@mm rah% scandal-
mongering propensities of the ‘‘upper ten.”
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Followmg “The Idler ” we are to nave Mr
nckton Hoffe’s company in Oscar Wilde's
&ﬁ ‘The Importance of Being Farnest,”

1 which is meeting with such success at
- the Grand Theatre, Leeds, this week. The

" pla; Jﬁ;s@'lmﬂé}'eim B8ty ‘Liibrary written
hy%sou ilde. This is its first t:rgur since

;i}tg recent remarkable revival by Mr Alexander
at ﬂw he St James’” Theatre..
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s« Strauss’ °dalome,” T by Lawrence Guman
(John Lane), supplies a descriptive “ guide to
the opera,’’ consisting of a résumé of the plot
adapted from Oscar Wilde's play, and an
exposition of the music set to the libreito by
Richard Strauss.  Mr. Gilman  disavows
critical intentions; but in admitting that
much of the score is * designed quite frankly
and obviously as sheer noise, intentional
cacophony,”” he expresses an opinion endorsed
by many genuine admirers of Strausg’s way-
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by Mr. Gilmen's analysis.
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UNKNOWN PARIS:

THE EUREKA BAR. By X. MARCEL BOULESTIN.

famous journey to London by having a cut from the joint and two vegetables

at Austin’s bar, opposite the Gare St. Lazare, I am convinced this neuras-
thenic hero didn’t know his Paris thoroughly. Otherwise he would have started some-
where else; he would, in fact, have driven straight to the Rue des Mathurins to a
mere t\chaH\ English establishment, more cosy and more aristocratic altogether,
which, furthermore, has not been spoilt like Austms by French waiters in dirty
evening dress. I refer to Mrs. Hill’s ““ Eureka Bar,”” a most quaint old place, left
unchanged by the passing years, comparable to ‘ Ye ‘Olde Cheshire Cheese * without
Dr. Johnson’s chair and escritoire.

Seen’ from the street, No. 48,~Rue des Mathurins offers no-inducement to the
careless passer-by to stop and wonder, nor is there anything to make him guess that
hidden behind the humble door lurks a most curious coin de Paris; only a dull lantern
hung at the entrance, and a few quiet, small, unpretentious capital letters on the
meanly curtained windows, denote the tavern. Its appearance is not even mysterious,
merely significant. That is the greatest charm of the place, and explains why so

many flaneurs stroll day by day along this same pavement without remarking the
“ Eureka Bar.”” Maybe they are blinded by the sight of the Opera, that Parthenon
of bourgeois architecture, sparkling, shivering in the sun, just above their heads.

But, as soon as you open the narrow door, how many memories welcome you on
the very threshold, memories of a past actual enough to arouse our interests, yet
remote enough to belong to history. 1T love to go there, and, sitting myself on one of
the three antiquated stools, to listen to old Mrs. Hill’s recollections. I never get tired
of it. She stands in the bar and wipes the tumblers with a monotonous, circular, and
unerring movement of the hand, smiling the while at pleasant souvenirs. She is never
weary, too, of telling me all about her place; how she started it in 1869, ‘ the year
Lefore the War, Sir,”” and how she has never moved from it since, nor altered it at all.
A hundred times I have heard of all the celebrities who were wont to lounge in her
back room, drink her whisky and eat the Irish stew she cooks a miracle,; writers,
jockeys, sportsmen, and crowned heads—for ‘‘ the King used to come in here some-
tmes for a drink, Sir, when he was Prince of Wales!’’ And if she doesn’t add

¢ and such a nice gentlemm too!’’ at least I am sure she thinks it.

To be sure, the portrait of H.M. Edward VII. adorns the shelves, standing
Letween a terrible Eiffel Tower made of carved wood and a photographic reproduction
of the Crystal Palace, amidst the classic glasses and bottles of the Pot House. On
the walls, too, hangs his likeness—here portrayed in a Zopical Times supplement,
and there in a coloured print at the Newmarket races, anno 1885. His Royal High-
ness wears knickerbockers, stockings, and spats, and a brownish bowler hat of an
absurd shape—once smart; he chats, cigar in hand, with a stiff-looking: Lord
Rothschild and a pale blue-collared Duke of Hamilton. The Duchess of -Montrose
smiles upon their conversation. She is dressed in a very light frock of silky material,
made of three fur-trimmed wolants caught up on a ‘‘ bustle.”” Oh, the vanished
tournures, these children of the crinoline, looking like draped miniature poufs—how
charming ‘and ridiculous they were! As for her veil—short and heavily embroidered—
it hangs from a Tyrolean hat, quite green and pathetic with its unique, pointed,
pheasant feather. =~ Her hand is reposing languidly on a tiny fringed parasol.
Mewmarket, 188s! . . .

How deeply I deplore that I was too young then to appreciate the charm of this
delightful period! What have I left to-day as a consolation? Only the ‘‘ Eureka
Bar,”” semi-caricatures, sundry sketches which appeared in the Jowrnal des
Demoiselles, a few Punch-drawings; and-the -outmoded ‘“ Estampes Modernes.”” For
in that period modern art was born, and sunflowers, lilies, and peacock feathers
began to blossom on earthenware jars and on ¢ artistic wall-papers '’ ; long hair,
plastered flat and parted in the middle, began to frame all the intellectual feminine
foreheads ; shapeless frocks of evanescent shades; and necklaces of unknown stones
were to embellish all ladies who possessed a true Ibsenian soul—or believed they
did ; young men began to deliver sthetic paradoxes and choice epigrams with a
graceful wave of the hand, after Mr. Oscar Wilde, or to practise successfully the
‘“ gentle art of making enemies,’’ after Mr. Whistler—imitating the while, without
success, his brilliant ¢ Nocturnes.’

Yet, how far away and faint in the dlstance all this seems nowadays. And what
is left of it? Heaps of half-medieval, half-modern cretonnes, a Few nameless,
artistic jewels, piles of affectedly-written books; hardly a souvenir amusé. For my
part, as I didn’t know these ineffable joys, these morbid souls, and these great people,
I still admire them ; but, of course . . . I don’t see much of them. I was told some
of these ratés are to be found yet on the left side of the Seine, or high up near the
sky on Montmartre Hill. Surely it must be true. But I prefer to stay in the company
of Mrs. Hill’s sportsmen, always up-to-date ; for Sport is never démodé.

8

WHEN in M. J. K. Huysman’s novel ‘“ Au Rebours,”’ des Esseintes begins his
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Literary World. Lesyiy

Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s revival at His Majesty’s of Oscar
Wilde’s comedy, 4 Woman of No Importance, is a real
success. It affords one of the ;brightest and pleasantest
_evenings for theatre-goers in London at the present time.
The neat, crisp, witty dialogue leaves no room for a dull
moment, and there are episodes in which the play rises out
of mere ° airy persiflage ’ to points of strong dramatic effect.

- Mr. Tree’s own impersonation of the very difficult part of
the attractive, bad Lord Illingworth is wonderfully good in
its naturalness and restraint ; Mrs. Charles Calvert, as the
good-natured, Malapropian Lady Hunstanton, is delightful,
and has an excellent foil in Miss Kate Bishop as the severe
Lady Caroline; Miss Ellis Jeffreys is exceedingly clever
and entertaining—as well as pretty—as the ‘ smart’ and
naughty Mrs. Allenby; and Miss Marion Terry is as
charming as ever as the wronged good mother, Mrs. Arbuth-
not. Miss Viola Tree adapts herself with distinct skill to
the part of the beautiful American heiress and Puritan ;
Mr. Quartermaine’s Gerald Arbuthnot is quite good ;
- and Mr. Edmund Maurice makes a very amusing caricature
of the Arch he other parts are well filled, and
the play run?@ﬁomofpgﬁe%&@g%g@ﬁ% ness, accom-
panied by & perpetual light ripple of laughter in the audience.
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