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“An Englishman’s Home'” {!
Bombarded by Volleys
of Laughter.

., EY CHARLES DARNTON.

! OD save the pleces' In addition to shot and shell, “An Englishman's Home"
was bombarded by volleys of laughter at the Criterion Theatre last night.
If frs gallant author, Major Guy du Maurler, hal been on the firlng line he
would probably have Leen both astonished and bewildered at the amusement that
his play kicked up.
The audlence was not dispesed to “apply the lesson' of national defense. Ap-
parently, only ite sense of humor was stirred. It saw the fun of the thing. It
refused to tuke even the most serious moments seriously,

One could readily understand why this rapid-fire war drama had sent all

England marching to the theatre on the double-quick, but it was not so easy to

understand wiy Mr. Charles Frohman had shot it over here as a sort of closing
gun of his theatrical campaign.
If “An Engl!ishman's Home," like
PE English musical comedy, had been
~1 Americanized, ft might have struck
home, though we doubt ft. In the
first place, we are not worrying very
much about war with anybody, much
less with the Germans, whose health
we drink on every corner; and in the
gecond place, our militla 18 certainly
better organizged and vastly more com-
petent to take care of I(tself and the
country than the volunteers that Major
Du Maurier puts on comic parade, The
main problem here (8 not the jingo play |
but the play In tself, |
“An Englishman's Home" is a good
{dea but a bad play. Its “warning"
rings out with the sharpness of a rifle
shot. But it doesn't say to ug, “In|
time of Taft prepare for trouble'  We
don't care.  What we're after at the
theantre {8 a play with a “story"—and|
“An Englishman's Home" {sn't even a |
one-story play. Its characters are |
victims of efrcumstances, not creatures |
of a sympathetie, story-telling im-
agination, At the same time, the!
author shows a good, rough sense of |
character and a merciless sense of
humor, or satire, i
It was amusing, and perhaps edify-
fng, to watch the members of Mr. |
Brown's middle class household at
play. Old Brown himself danced a
epool upon a cord in the absorbing practice of “diabolo" a son of studious age
stewed over a lmerlck, and searched in vain for a word to riiyme with “scrubbs,”
when he had only to look about him to find "“dubs;” a much sililer youth grew
wildly excited over a conventional gccount of a football game; & girl joined in
his ecstacles and ate jam; another, who lisped, added to a ridlculous discussion
of arms and the man by remarking, “My bwotha had an alr pithol.”

But Paul Robinson had a real gun and the convictlon that he should spend his
holldays shooting at a target. He wore khakl and took himself and the situation
seriously. Ha was a bit of a prig, but he way doing his best to prepare for war.
i Old Brown said it was all nonsense to talk about war, He was full of nonsense,

but he didn't know it. It was enough for him to know that he was a respevmh!u,l

' peaceable citizen—a solemn ass who insisted upon standing on his rightsa e\'!‘Y\I
|

|

|
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William Hawtrey as Mr, Bro\'n,

when the Invaders came
Everybody was careful not to eall them Germans, but they spoke for them-
selves in a dialect that needed no identification. There might have been some |
doubt about the sergeant, who was told by Brown to keep off the grass In lhe‘
front.yard, but the matter was settled whea Prince Yoland took possession of the
house  In this purt Mr. J, H, Benrimo was very good, but he seemed too g:x»d'
| to bo true for a soldier when he called for an expense account and settled for
verything before he moved on to other quarters, (One of these days our big!
hotels may compete for the patronage of Invading armles by offering them pro-
fessional rates.) |
| Old Brown threatened to call the pollce when the bombardment began. Smith,

,' the hupelessly silly chap, thought It great fun until a bullet popped him off the |
table, whers he had been dancing with dellght, and stretched him dead on the|
floor, |

The firing was heavier in the third act, when the volunteers arrived to make |
fools of themselves. The biggest fool of the lot was the fussy old captain. He
didn't know his head from a hole In the wall, For his capital work In this part
Mr. Ernest Stallard deserves to be made a general. The color sergeant was the
only one who had any sense, military or otherwise, and Mr, Frank Shannon con-'
vinced you of the fact.

' This scene, with the heavy gunsg of the enemy knocking holes In the house, and
another dwelling on fire In the distance, looked like the real business of war.
Even the volunteers began to show that thelr backbones were In the right place.
There was no attempt to make the scene “thriliing”—It was just grim. Raeggle
Brown, the ilmerick fiend, went about picking up hls papers, and when a shell
crashed thro the celling he paused to remark: “‘See that, pa!" Most of the

N, ceiling stayed up, but Mr. Edgar Norton brought down the house with this "“line." |

A& the fatuous householder, Mr. Willlin Hawtrey was merely amusing at|

first, but when Brown was left to defend his home alone he really ssemed the |

“British bulldog.” His grim determination was unchanged when, In his first at-|

| tempt to handle a gun, lie sent a ball through the mirror. He looked as though |

he would like to shoot the audlence for laughing at him, When he was led out to|

be shot Le took his medicine like a soldier.  Drown was a good character in me!

"hands of a good actor |

The play should have ended with hls death. A stupid attempt to bring about

a “happy ending," by having the volunteers rush back and overpower the enemy,
was nuthing short of ridiculous.  The volunteers should have remalned a joke,

The author geemed to express his opinfon of the BEritish attitude toward de-

: tensa in the silly character of Smith, who was shot for his nonsense.  While Mr,
Qeorge Graham played this part well enough, it was a rellef to have him out of
the way. Miss Dorothy Fraleigh, as the lisping girl, was much funnler,

| It -may sound odd to talk about the funny side of “An Englishman's Home,"
but this was the only side, fudging by the laughter, that last night's audience

| could see,
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The Million Dollar Kid

By R. W. Taylor‘;

|
‘ i(DOH', I'LL Co

MILLION DOLLAR
KID 15 THROWING
AWAY BILLS Dow
THE STREET!

i

HEY,LOOIE | THE (QEE! HOPE I GET
A %00 BILL! I
SURE Do NEed 1T/

COME oN |
HURRY

]

HERE You ARE,
LOOIE ! TAKE
ONE !

hus! THEY "
ARE ONLY

(HELLO MoK
WHERE'S THE =

N 4

|

AT LAST I GQOT SQUARE.
WITK “Yyou , Looig !
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| Betty Vincent Jve

|then change yvour mind about it.
| ably the young man thinks that you
| are fckle and does not care to run the

Prob- |to call on her mother and ask for per-
mission to do so? The last time that
we went out together the young lady

A Lovers” Quarrel.

LETTER signed “A. 8.

0." iIn

my. mall this morning tells Me: [ rjgie of having you ignore him once perselt asked her mother's permission.'
I am a young luady seventeen | e you had better cling to your Certainly It would be perfectly proper
vears oid, in love |

| decigion now and make up your mind  gop “A,

with a young man. | to do without him
Through my own |

e, we pariel | Ask for Permission,

Now he replies to

my correspond- |
ence but does not A.
make any effort =

"

I mission of the young lady’'s mother to
‘take her out, Probably thers wlil be

no objection to his doing so it he aske. "
'ERY | He I8 certainly a very sensible young |
VERY sensible young man, who |
slgns hll;welf «-_\} R ﬁwmw m:-' |man to recognlze that parents are |
"XA am .cmhlelér.l )'Ac‘-m's old nmj gummlly the best judges in such matters.
to see me am acqualnted with & young lady of | ,

[ am afraid, "A. |sixteen. A few days ago I took her out "A Telepbone Acqualm‘ance.

8. 0.," that y.i with her mother's permission. After- |
cannot declde you 'ward I heard that she has been tor-l
I prom- IA

R."” to call and ask the pnr-l

YOUNG lady who signs herself
do not care for a bidden to see any more boys. “L. L." tells me:

young man's ised my family to bring the girl up to | “T am ssventeen years of age
* triendship and|see them. Would it be proper for me 'and was introduced to a gentleman over

S

On Courtship A Marriag
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the telephone. Our acqualntance de-
veloped Into a correspondence, In which
he finally showed hlg love for me. [
reciprocated his affection. He mnow
wishes to call on me and my mother
objects. Kindly adyise me what to do."

“Li L.'8" mother I8 quite right, for
her daughter Is certainly too young
to entertaln with any definite inten-
tlon of matrimony. “L. L." in the
first place, was exceedingly Indiscreet
to permit anyone to Introduce a young
gentleman to her over the telephone.
She was algo exceedingly Indiscreet to
correspond with a young man whom
she had never seen, The only proper
way for a young lady and a young
gentleman to meet |8 through the per-
sonal Introduction of mutual friends.

‘Soldier Boys == - -
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By J. K. Bryans i
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Drummer—They tell me you are an awful blower.
'Bugler—-And they say that when the enemy's sighted, you always
beat it!

“General, the enemy {8 retiring!”

“What! Tell them to get up at once.

It isn't bed time yet!"
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The Man From Home

By Bdoth Tarkington
and H. Leon Wilsoa

100, by

"“Has never been sullled by the low'
Ideals of trade and barter'——

“Walt a minate, Mrs. Creech!" sald
Danfel qulckly, tugging at his coat
pocket. “I've got a letter right here
that tells me your brother-in-law was
In business—and 1 respect him for it—
only a fow yvears ago.' t

A letter from whom?' demanded the

) T e cmrsnrmpe | 180Y. angrily, rising,
BYNOPSIS OF PRECFDING CHAPTERS. | “Jim Cooley, our Vice-Consul at Lon-

Danisi  Pike, a shrewd Indiana  Jawyer, |
st '.1;‘11;\\.9 fits wara, Bthel Simpson, who [don, He says Mr, Hawcastle' ———
Hawcastle!" ejaculated

(Copyright, American Press Ass'n.)

with her brother Horace I8 at Sorrento, laly. o
Ethe! and Horace have talen into the snare M
of a group of fortune hunters, headed hy the | Ovench,
pennliéne Earl of Haweastle. kthel becony | ¥
engaged (o Hawcasties son,  Almeriec 3t

l.'h‘,\'

“"Well, T can call a person Cap or Doc |

Aubyn, and Homce falis in love with the | ot
Eari's gocomplice, xm» -;n‘.n.uul of lv; m;:unr Colonel, but I don't just know how
LOpLET Haweastly demands that Ethel settle : )
!‘ i;.‘.n:)‘hi on Alueric.  Plke refuses mkle( hl” | to use the words vou have over here for
) » N
30, He and & Russian Grand Duke (who P | A ' s .
% 'yl.ﬂnl"."r-:::mu, incognito, under the name of those th ngs I don't mean any disre-
] Von Grollerhagen) rlue ao escaped lzi::nmn]opocl, Just let me run on In my own

" n \ Hav e learns « z "
convict, paesd Ivas “\"‘ earis ob i wuy  Jim says your brother-in-law was

this and threatens to send them lvi prison
Plke will yield tie 3is0.00, - Pike fe- {n business in Ruesia' — it
?\"‘:fx:. : he Grand Duke apparently leaves I in" —he stopped sud |

him fo by fate. lvanoff hat been .-.m\..v..ql denly, for an Idea had occurred to him. |
ST St e i Wi B4 in business In Russial” e repeate
been in Dusiness in Hus tady Creech, |dazedly, "'Why dldn't I think of that''——
Hawcastle's sister, coieg to "“Since some of your officlals have been |

spying"-—— Lady Creech begas, but he |
interrupted.

"Never mind. He was n Pxpusss in |
Rugsla. 1 don't say he wam peddling |
shoestrings or wlenerwurgt” — ghe '
screamed — ““He  was  probably"” — he ;
stopped a moment and looked at her— |
“He d'd not have contracts with the

Pike with a

2 | to kim for the surrender of the
ULt - at his “‘tradesmaniike

nmoney sShe sneers
 } e
o CHAPTER XVI.
d (Continued.)
¥ . -
‘¥ He is a Russian Noble!"
) B! echoad Danlel in surprloe.‘
“M “You can't ‘comprehend.’ But Government for hydraullc machinery, I}
sou can comprehend 1 could'mmma“' he asked tensely. The old
. ¥
woman tossed her head

“Even If he 41, he protected the his-
torde name,”’ sh+ replled proudly

bave no hope, can't you?"'

“One never Knows, replied Lady
Creegh loftily, “We had thought to
ouer her an alllance with a fAmily that| 1 pelfeve you!" sald Danlel fervently. |
| for seven hundred years"-—— “Have you ever heard the name of-—
: “yYeb, miam, T know. Creecy and Al | Glenwood?" he asked quickly, |
! gincourt,” interjected Pike, but she paid

pmmm.

>
e e < g A W

“is your wund wandering?™’ ukn!l
Lady Creech. “Glenwvod Priory s the

\:'u--l amazcment Pike sank into a chale
|for a moment and fairly glowed with
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Booth Tarkington and Harry L. Wilson's Great Love Romance of an American Knight.
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for, whatever else Lady Creech might
be, worldly wise and haughty, she wag

apprehension with which he glanced
furtively about. For him there was a

name of the property Hawcastle inher-
ited from his mother, Can you state its

connection with the subject?” at least an English gentlewoman at|carabiniere In every corner.
Daniel almost stavgered with the | heart, and she would have starved| ‘‘Have they come?' he whispered,
thought—the knowledge that came to | rather than connive at a scandal of | tensely. Danlel went over to him and

him. He looked up that sort,

“That's how he protected it,"" he sald. No, Danfel reflected, he would have
“He took the name of—Glenwood. God | to leave Lady Creech out of the mess, | eyes,
moves In a mysterious way his wonders | €ven though she was a bitter old dame. | “Not yet,” he answered, and paused.
to  perform! Luady Creech, tell your | But Hawcastle should feel the touch of | “Ivanoff, you praved to see your wife
brother-in-law he can have hls answer | the fron. It should burn him deeply  and your friend Glenwood before youl!
here—In ten minutes.” and the scar would remaln, went back to Siberia"

\s she swept from the room in dignl- And the falr Countess, who was an-| The Russlan tore himself away with
gling for that addle-pated Horace nnd | a gasplng cry, but Daniel caught his
his share of the estate! That woman, | wrist,
who had dellberately gent a good man| *“[f that prayer ls answered through
to what was worse than death, should | me,” he went on, “will you promise to!
he have any pity for her? Not for a|remember that it's MY fight?’
single (nstant, l Ivanoff covered his face with hls

He leaped up and croseed the room | hands, and his breath came choking'y
hastily to the writing desk, scribbled a| It {8 {mpossitle! You wish to play,
note hastily, and before he put It in l!.e! with me!’ he gasped

envelope rang the bel “Do I look playful?’ demanded Ihn-;
eyes upon He could see his| As he sealed the note Marlano tapped | fel, and as he spoke a bugle sounded
way clear now to the thorough sccom- | discreetly at the door and Pike called: | sharply outside the window off to the|
pl'shment of his mission, and he men-| ‘“‘Come In!" right. At the sound [vanoff shrank into
tally thanked Heaven for putting int ; “Look here, Mariano, 1T want you to| pimself and hie figure trembled in the
his hands such a weapon as the l.us-|take this note to Miss Simpson,” he gther's grasp
slan fugitive. [ Bald, quickly “The carabinieri—for me!" he cried, |
Glenwood, eh? And he “To Mees Granger-Seempsone?” asked | Both men turned quickly to the w {

lald a lunk'h.‘n'.l upon the bent shoul-
der, looking him triumphantly In the

CAgerness

CHAPTER XVII.
A Whisper ot Vengeance.

HE moment Lady Creech had
'I gone Danlel smiled broadly for
the first time

slnce he had set
Ivanofr,

protected the ‘
—

historie name of St. Aubyn, that no.le, the man, deferentially dow, and Plke thrust Ivanoft behind
Earl; protected It on the surface while | “Yes. Do you know where she 15" | hym ag he drew aslde the heavy cur-
he dragged It In the mire of another| “She walk upon the terrace alone, | tain
man's disgrace and humiliation in pei-| sair,” replied Marian ‘Don't show yourself!™ he command-
vate. He wus a sweet lot, that nobles “Then give it to her vourself—to no|ed, but there was a smothered exclama-
BEarl!  He carried himself higt imd ! one else—and do It now he went on ! tlon from the ! 1 he inted
his keen eye lost no whit of {ts dignity | emphatically, pushing the servant out over P ‘ )
and Importance from that )  the door In nis haste. When he had Look' N 1 | there
that must e uneasy within 4 hreast vosed It he went to the door of the | by the gates -the « rabinier!

And the woman, too, "Helene Iva giulte. threw |t apen and ecalled His n tre | as It sted ! AN
loff had called her. So they had stuek | [vanoft instant on the American's 8 ! and
togethed all those ten years, with Lady Alrdost immedistely the Russian came | ice returned (nlet |
Creech as a most complaisant and dis- | intc the room, & d Pike noted the sut- s u?! Thav've hwen thers ance wi i

i He

ereet chaperon—but that ceukda't be, g.n\o.;.e;t ace; the look q“lm you beneath the macaine,’
-
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stopped and shaded his eyes with his

hand from the glare of the lamps in- |
“Why—!

side the room, then started,
who on earth-—who's that they've got
with ‘em? Why, good Lord, it's Doe!"’
Ivanoft strained over hig shoulder to
look, and then replled bitterly:
“It 1 Herr Von Grollerhagen!
not tell yow he was a Russlan?
betrayed me himself! He was not sat-
isfled that others should. Ah, |
was in the wolf's throat here!”

Dig 1
He has

knew [

Plke awore emphatically and exiiaust-
Ively,

“Don't you belleve {t!" he sgnarled
“They've arrested poor old Dwo! Got
him as he went out!"

“No!"' cerled Ivanhoff, “They spenk
respectfuily to him! They ow  to
him -

“They'll be bowin' to ue in a minute
That's probably the way thes
run you in!" snarled Danle!

As he gpoke thers was a sharp Xne

| on the outer door, and he sefzed Ivan ff

hy the arm
“Back Into the room with
unt'l 1 call, and remember
He was about to add more
door apened and Mariano appe
stantly the American chang#d s
to one of severe command
And don't e forget what |
telling vou you get the sand «
thit Rgear-bBox firat thing
m ¥ t
last pay Sal .
s noff el
ent! \
the < ot I |
ano came forward and ved
(To Be Continued.)
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Married Man

By Clarence L. Cullen.
50000000000000000000000000000000000000R

SMALL boy | dining In a new place—for her—with hia
A with his first | wite: “Same wine for the lady as she
drum isn't In
it as a nulsance

had the last time, sir?"
A Difterence: When a man |8 a nagger
with the woman
who develops what

. he generally knows it and has his mo-

CLARENCE-L CULLEN ments of self-contempt. But when a
- she thinks isa tal-

| ent for sarcasm.

woman Is a termagant she goes to her
It "The Taming of the Shrew' were

grave without ever finding It out.
When you hear a woman declaim-
played nowadays there are few women
who would permit thelr husbands to

ing that she regards men as “the dirt
o " ’ i
| attend a performance of It, because they under her ,e_et you have ""_ dificulty
wouldn't want them to find out how it | whatever in understanding .u'h_z/
Is done. they've all given her such a rough
Example of Deliberation: When a

deal,
y p he cozy corne usts
woman tidles up the coz) rd Did any marrled woman ever put on
the plano and mantel pletures, orders |

a new pair of evening siippers that
the marketing by ‘'phona and then-| 1 »
having known for six hours that she! ::" }:‘ld"_;u;:;ud“. ou.r.[ h;;‘::‘o‘: m;:::h.&z
was due for It—sits down and has what ! e J
ahe calls & good ory.” hideously homely foot as some women,
g 8 . : e
There can be a lot of peace and hap- hl:t ewtr)‘m::lx:"l'! a8 eager to have her plee
plness around a home untll the owlish il o
old dowagers begln to advise a young :";0::‘1(m;nll'l:):,";nn::t lim;);‘l:mi(:_::h:;
wite not to tell her husband “all her In his gﬂrm. evening suilt—and that's
business,' and then hand it out to her )

G 3 .| Boing a few,
;'\llll‘:"t ml‘:‘ hat he doesn’t Know WOMWL| gy fis it that a woman will begln, at

» the breakfast table, to tell her hus-

When two or three overindulged | pand an Interminable, Intricate and

women who pretend to believe that meaningless dream that she has had

) I ! them get to- | when she knows that he {s already

éheir husdands mm”“' il twenty minutes behind his office-reach«
gether at a shopping luncheon, the
ensuing rataplan makes a blank car-

Ing schedule?
Many a woman who imagines that
tridge skirmish drill sound by com-
parison like the rustling of autumnal

she is the apple of her husband's eye
is really only the crabapple of his
¢ephyrs among dead leaves,
If vou must have your nalls manl-

vigion,
Another reason why a woman Mhatea
cured by one of those artfully demure
young persons, why permit your wife

to have a cold In the head Is that, her
olfactory powers being out of commis-
to pick it out of you that the manlcure ' slon, she can't find out by kissimgz her
girl bad auburn hair, a magnolla skin [ husband when he comes home whether
and three tiny saffronesque freckles on | he's had a drink or not.
the bridge of her nose? . Famlllar Quotation: ‘“You poor, dear
Waltars  in  first-rate restaurants | boy, 1 certalnly am going to see to it
should be compelled to memorize faces, | that you get yourself a fur-lined over-
One of the most calorle conjugal rows
we've witnessed lately happened when

coat next winter, Er—by the way, there
are a few little things I should like to
the walter inquired of a hugband who was

: . ) :nd"—— &e, :
MY “CYCLE OF READING.”
By Count Tolstoy.

Translated by Herman Bernstetn
(Copyrighted by Herman Bernsteln.)
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Sorrow.

ORROW {s an essential condition for pAysical as
well as spiritual growth.

r

VERILY, verily, I eay unto you, that ye shall weep and

lament, but the world shall rejoice; and ye shall be

sorrowful, but your sorrow shall be turned Into joy. A
woman when she 18 in travall hath sorrow, because her hour
s come; but as soon as she s delivered of the child, she re-
membereth no more the angulsh, for joy that a man Is born Into the world.—5St.
John, xvl., 20-21,

HE symptom of growth {8 suffering. Without suffering life cannot
pass from one form to another, It cannot because growth is calivd
forth by suflering {tself,

T HE cause is the eflect and the effect is the cause in spiritual life for
which neither time nor space exists.

IF there were no suffering man would have known no limitations to him.
self—man would not know himself,

~

E\’ER more and more life 18 added to man In the same measure as he {s pers
torming acts of wisdom,~Ruskin,

not to uiburden yourself before anybody crcept God. It is important

to suffer in silence. Otherwise your sufferings will pass to others and
will cause them suffering. If you suffer in silence your sufferings will burn
out. You are helped a yreat deal by the thought that this is your task,
your opportunity to rise, to come a little nearer to perfection.

o~

]N times of painful spiritual suffering it is necessary not to break downm,

S EEK in sufferings thelr slgnificance for your spiritual development and tbe
bitterness of yonr sufferings will disappear,

May Manton’s Daily Fashions. |

HE pointed yoke
T Is always a
pretty one, Ital«
lows of treatment of

varijous sorts and |ts
lines are very generally

becoming, This one Iy
made of strips of the
material embroldered
with French knots coms
bined with simple Irish
The blouse

is made of linen lawn,

|
insertion.

but Cluny laces are be-
.

|

fng much worn, Val-
enciennes is always
| correct, embroldered
E baudings are many, and
l plain net trimmed with
bands of net embrobd-
ered In Oriental
makes one of n
elties of tiie 4
spring.  This maodel
adapted to 1 1
e .
| 0
I ntl 1
terin {
N < 41
18 ar
'
Pattern No, H28G
! Inch
Pointed Yoke Blouse—Pattern No. 6286,
i ~ A A A S a1
" How Call at THE EVENING WORLD MAY MANTUN FASHION
! to i BUREAU, No 132 East Twenty-third street. or sand mall
to No. 132 Wast Twenty-seventh street fend 10 cents ln coln
Obtain or stamps for each pattern ordered
These , IMPORTANT—Write your address plainly and always
Pat ! specity size wanted. Add two cents for jetter postaye U o &
atteras. hurry.
a
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