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THE PLAYS OF THE PAST WREK

IN

CHARACTER DRAWING
JOULIAY

NEAT
CYWHITEWASHING
A Delineation of Manners Rather Than
of Passions, 'Though—{lever Situu-
tions In “The Marriage of Kitty" -

Bjornstjerne Bjornson's ‘A Fall-
ure' Well Done at the Empire,
They are telling the story in London

that Henry Arthur Jones's nine year old
son was taken to see *Whitewashing Julia,”
in which his sister Ethelwyn Arthur-Jones--
that's how a good name is kept in the
family!—played Tririe Blenkinsop, the
naughty niece of a good Blshop who in
never seen. The youngster, who has gsince
displayed talent as an amateur actor,
did not think much of his father's comedy.

“Do people really do things like that?”
he inquired, after the love scene. “When
is it going to be funny?” he asked before
the final curtain had fallen.

Now this embryo critic put his finger on
the weak spots of the new play at our Gar-
rick—it was produced at the Garrick in
London. The humor does not roll upon
you in avalonche fashion, nor is the love
element very convinecing in its sincerity.
The playwright tried his hand at the
delineation of manners rather than of
passions. His Shanctonbury folk are tepid
and conventional, and if the piece has any
value it lies in its neat character drawing
and not in its thrills. Mr. Jones has never
been less theatric. We resent the intro-
duction of the Benbows because they imme-
diately suggest artificial situations. Their
dislodgement from the house, the return of
old mother Benbow in the last act and tho |
implication of Bevis Pinkney in the muddle |
are all too radolent of stage carpentry,
of thosa expedients dear to lovers of saw-
dust and orange peel intrigue,

So much must he said of Mr. Jones.
When he is natural he is very, very good;
when he is melodramatic he is worse than
horrid. While he has not developed the
character of Julia Wign, he has contrived,
nevertheless, to give us an admirably
sketchad gentlewoman with a past suffi-
ciently piquant to interest. And it is
with no especial desire to shirk a dénoue-
ment that the ending is ghrouded in con-
ventional mystery. If we found out that |
Julia had been altied morganatically to
Duke What's-his-name, we should not
haveelept any better after the play. Some-
thing did occur in Homburg; of that there
can be no doubt. What it was, what the

In a word, Fay Davis is cerebral. The
head rules—I am taking the word “cere-
bral” at ils face valuation—and a graceful,
well poised head it is, its contours shapely,
ite features arch and winning. Onedimple
in a woman's cheek-—dents of destiny,
I Hke to call them—is dangerous enough
to the average man; but when an actreas
is able to turn upon you a battalion of

dimples, then criticism wavers and the
truth is not always put down upon the
blushing paper. However, Missa Fay's

dimples are not her chief charm. She has
a charmingly modulated voice and she
uses it eoolngly with much effect.

Her Julia is conventional as is the charace
ter, though Violet Vanbrugh lent ita certain
impitsive wildness mirsing in the Ameri-
can’s performance, We gshall not quar-
rel with the latter. She did all she could.
I, for one, rejoice when this actreas is not
cast in roles reaniring the deeper diapason
of passion or rage. She is apt to become
shrill when she forces the note.

I have called dimples dents of destiny.
What then is the symbol of Marie Tam-
pest's tip-tilted nose, that nose she de-
clared was her misfortune in life? It is an
audacious heaven-aspiring, piquant, little
pug—no use blinking facts, pug it is and
pug it remains, though Paris calls it apirit-
uelle and retrousse. [ wonder if the nose
of Miss Tempest is not her destiny. That
upward curve means self-assurance, and
hardihood has been a characteristic of her
career. Her nose isas truly Marie Tempest
as thefatal cleft in Julian Marlowe's poetio
ohlu, Her fascinating proboscis has pulled
Miss Tempest out of bed in the morning and
forced her to work at her piano, at her
#inging, at her acting, An inexorable nose,
a tyrant nose, a pug that is positively mas-
terful, it has been the rudder of the good
little bark Tempeat and has steered her
through the sickly shallows of operetta
into the deeper waters of comedy. After
such a nasal rhapsody there is nothing left
to do bhut salute Mis Tempest's feature
with, “Three cheers for the Nosenmrie!”

There was little change from the London
personnel of “The Marriage of Kitty” when
it was given here at the Hudson last week.
At the Criterion, London, Madame de
Semiano was played by Miss Granville,
and played extremely well. Ada Farrar,
of “Gay lord Quex” fame is the Peruvian
widow in the New York production. She
was very nervous the first night and over-
accentualed a character, which at the very
least, verges on exaggeration. Miss Farrar
did not mend her narvousnesa by tearing
her pretty drees; in fact there was a lot of |
dress ripping in this farce. It is played |
with sich rapidity—slowly it would bore-- !

enigrna of the puff box, of the travelling

bag and comb was no one will ever know. |
The secret will die with its author, as van- |
ished the secrat of the Lady and the Tiger.

No eequel could prove satisfactory. Julia

admitted to Bill how sacred the affair had !
been and Bill did the gentlemanly thing |
when he burned the letters. And let us
be grateful that the conflagratior thereof
did not flare up melodramatically. |

that rometimes the people fall over their !
feet. Tuvariably in London Mise Tempeet |
tore her dress when she rushed into her
bedroom. Monday night she snapped the

door on her trail and no doubt said “dam!* |
i

in her prettiest Gaelic.

And, by the way, her French is of the best
both as to accent and gesture,
have been born in France, but, not having
had much to say on the matter, she di

=

,4 going on for two or three years.

She should ; to stave off the fatal day of reckoning,

his sniffing cold in the head is not overdone.
And how easy his love making—I mean
technically—for he has to exhibit a manner
restrained by awkward bashfulness, fear of
the woman lurking on the other side of the
door, fear of his new passion: above all,
fear of his badly treated wife. It is &
gituation demanding delicacy, humor, reti-
cence, and plenty of technical address.

r. Boyne was deficient in' none of these.
His hearty reception was well deserved.

Of course, Kilty married him for his
money; the presence of the other woman,
too, had a stimulating effect upon her,
After she put on that last gown—all her

owns are miracles—she was sure of victory,

hat a revelation this war paint of woman
is to a man! He sees the sex in another
light—shall I dare to say in a Bernard
Hﬁaw light?—as the sex which pursues, not
the pursued! Another revelation to some
bachelor males is the self-ugliffcation of
Miss Tempest. In a minute she is trans-
formed from a piquant tomtit to an ugly
ducku%. Can such things be in real
life? Miss Tempest asserts that they can
and are, that woman has a much harder
time keeping herself from becoming ugly
;hmi\ she blm' openin tﬁm door to beautvt.

8 it possible! Was ownhnuer rig
after all when he called Woman—with a
capital W—the unmsthetic sex, that is
the unlovely, unbeautiful sex, throwing
in a few gratuitous items of insult about
knock knees, short legs, bow legs? But
Schopenhauer was a sour old celebate
with a not too good reputation in Frank-
fort. Notwithstanding Miss Tempest's at-
tack upon her own peculiar beauty, nose
and all, she was far from being hideous
at the end of Aot L.

Writes George Brandes of Bjornstjerne
Bjornson: “The first important work with
wbich Bjornson broke a silence of some
years was the drama ‘Bankruptcey.' It wasa
plunge into modern life. The hand which
had wielded Sigurd's aword felt it no degra-
dation to count 7jalde's money and ret
down the items of his debts. Bjornson
was the first Scandinavian dramatist who
in all seriousneses undertook to write the
tragi-comedy of money, and this first
attempt was crowned with undoubted
success, * * * In ‘Bankruptcy’ we
have the appeal for truth on the lowest
plane-—-as simple honesty in eVeriday
middle class life. But the author's keen
eye sees that honesty is not the simple thing
it seems. Thus it is klamable in the busi-
ness man to risk other people's mone{.
and yet it is to a certain extent unavoidable
that he should do so. The question turns
on the fine boundary line, on the point
beyond which it i8 not permissible to
venture,”

The tﬁ;eat, Danish critic then goes on to
show t while Ibsen is a revolutionary
attacking the idea of marriage, of State,
BJormson, his contemporary, i8 a prophet, a
herald of better things, a lover of human

We should imagine so after witness-
ing“A Failure”"—thetranslator's version for
“Bankruptcy”—at the new Empire Theatre
one afternoon last week. Tjalde, a “pillar
of society,” has been going from bad to
worse in his financial affairs. At the head
of a wealthy manufacturing concern, lhe!
owner of a large estate, he is, nevertheless,
crumizling to rnin. The deception of
friends, banks, working people, has been
He hopes
ut
cted as a

a seriea of circumetances, unex

!
t thunderbolt, forces the man to the wall. A
| lawyer unmaska him aimost at the moment

The first act of “Whitewashing, Julia,” ! the next best thing—she has much Celtic | when he is about io negotiate new loans

despite its leagues of talk, is more real than |
the other two, though the second finds
more favor with the public. The keynote
of naturalism, even unto dulness, sounded
in the first, while in the following aots there
were false notes in the general harmony.
Bourgeois, you will say, is the entire comedy.
Well, why not? The exploitation of the
bourgeois has been a favorite diversion
in FEnglish lMterature from Fielding to
Thaokeray. In Franoe it was eleyated
into an artistio rubrio and degenerated
into an insane baiting of the middle classes
by Balzac, Gautier, Flaubert, De Goncourt,
De Maupassant and Zola. The cooler
blooded temperaments of Anthony Trol-
lope and George Eliot realized the middle
class with ite weaknesses more steadily,
moré sympathetically than either Thack-
eray or Dickens. Dull as Trollope can he,
he is delightful in his tales of cathedral
towris with all their little, busy bickerings,
clerical intrigues and general air of shabby
snobbishness.

There are moments in “Whitewashing
Julia"—what a futile title—when Trollope
is brought to the mind's eye. The tent
scene, for example—it i8 pure Trollopian
in the early manner of the good old Victor-
ian fiction maker. He had his political
side, his “Phineas Finn” side, when he
described the House and its parliamentary
tactics like an old stager; but in“Barchester
Towers,"in any one of the inimitable books
whese Mrs. Proudie figures, there we get
the great Trollope, the Jane Austen in
trousers, the photographer of Things
Seen in a narrow, prejudiced conmunity.

SBome of Mr. Jones's minor charaoters,
slight aathey arein substance suggest t ypes.
Mr. Samuways stands solidly on his feet; so
does Bill Stillingfleet—though, curiously
enough, the last named never quite engages
your sympathies. He is Dbluff, robust,
good tempered, has had a gay life, and in
the crumpled leaves of his healthy middle
age he sees a chance for an Indian summer.
Guy Standing made of him altogether too
young, too fashionable, a man. Bill is not
elegant, he is not very refined. He is a
gentleman who has fought the battle of his
life bravely enough at the Criterion bar,
in the lobbies of the Empire and Alhambra,
in Paris on the boulevards, and perhaps
thers at the American bar. But bars and
girls have been his tastes. No wonder his
sister, Lady Pinkney, was surprised at his
incursion into the field of botany and no
wopder she suspected this sudden passion
for flowers.

Mr. Jones wrote the part of Bill Stilling-
fli«4 for Arthur Baurchier, the actor-man-
ager of the Garrick. Mur. Baurchier is not
subtle in his methods, No one knew this
hetter than the dramatist. So we saw a big,
bluff fellow with a sombrero, looking for all
the world like Ralph Delmore of sinister
melodramatic fame, and sweeping all
Shanctonbury before him in an irreslstibly
hreezy gale. Mr. Standing's interpretation
was a cross between a clubman and a youth-
ful Downing street diplomat. Nor did his
jejune attempts at passion instil his audi-
ence with the proper respect for his rin-
cerity. Mr. Jones evidently did not take
seriouely the sentiment of bespattered
widow and reformed rake. So Mr. Stand-
ing is not to be blamed for a certain re-
motenesa of manner when he took Julia
in his muscular arms and avowed his prefer-
ence for her person or her income—which?
But he might have gnashed his shining
white teeth less carnivorously. Tobe sure,
Fay Davis is not as sensual a8 & mutton
chop—the phrase is George Moore's—
but that is no reason whv good looking
Guy should regard her cannibalistically—

and a cool headed cannibal &t that.

Of Miss Fay I have expressed late and
often my lively admiration. She is ad-
mirable in just such a well bred part, one
without the scrannel-pipes of passion.
This lady has a sane, well balanced temper-
ament. Why Pinero gave her Iris to
play is one of those things no one can guess,
1 saw her the second night in London, and
when, afterward, I saw Virginia Haruned,
1 was amazed at the depreciation of that
actress's assumption. Bhe was the real

Iris, not Miss Davie—who has not enough

flesh on her bones to portray the volupt-

uous, lazy, mspineless, Pinero heroine.

| in her veins,

twinkle of her eye, every moment of her
mercurial body. Her laugh is the hit of
the season—it ranges from a guttural

The comic opera stage has loet much—
though it has gained a Teutouic Marie in
Fritzi Scheff—but the real thing, the boards
with footlights, and real men and women
on them, has added the name of Tempest
to its dirtinguished galaxy of comediaus,

The pretty song so feelingly delivered
by Miss Tempest in Aot 1L, is called “Tout
Paseé” and is composed by Rudolph Berger.
Another thing: Theatre audiences to-day
are mueically cultivated, aad do not accept
complacentiy the piano strumming of
yore. When Miss Tempest sat down to
her miniature Steinway, and'preluded with
facile technique and rich tone, she was
applauded before she had opened her
mouth in song. The singing was received
with every manifestation of delight. You
felt that it was the last link that binds the
saucy Marie to her vocal past.

Upon the voice I shall not dwell. I$
has deepened, darkened, and there is more
color in the lower register; but it has also
become porous in quality—there is no
other word. We all cherish memories
of “The Tyrolean” and its one song, o
let us drop the ungrateful role of larynx
expert and pass on to the play.

“La Passerelle” was written by that bril-
liant young French dramatist, Francis de
Croisset, in collaboration with Madame
Fred Grésac. His “Cherubin” has been
heard at the Comédie Francaise, and met
with success, both there and in Brussels,
Much modified, it was Englished by Cosmo
Gordon Lennox, who has, mirabile dictu!
performed his task with rare tact. It is
by no means a “traducing” as are most
adaptations, He has retained sufficient
of the original wickedness, while lopping
away fome rather strong lines in Act JI.
Mr. Lennox, who is Miss Tempest's matri-
monial one-quarter, may be congratulatad,

“The Marriage of Kitty” is hardly a
masterpiece. Itssituationsare cleverly con-
trived, and the authors have infused enough
vitality into the chief characters to make
them acceptable. The silly ass, Sir Regi-
nald Belsize, is a gentlemanly one—that is,
a modern gentleman. He vacillates be-
tween the two women—he parts his heart,
like his hair, in the middle—and you really
can't blame him. Kitly is adorable; but
8o is the tall Peruvian—though embracing
her must be a Trafalgar monumental sort
of an operation. She is undeniably hand-
some, a “fine figure of a woman,” and the
foolish baronet should not be too harshly
judged for his waverings of flesh and spirit.
He might have sung. “How happy could
I be with either, were ('other dear
charmer away.” The retting of the mixup
is comical, because unexpected.

The moral,you ask? There is none—except
that laughter makes old bones young. If
you can't laugh at least once during “The
Marriage of Kitty,” consult a prominent
alienist. or a liver specialiat. It is either
one or the other you are in need of—that
is, unless you are a dramaticcritio, a member
of the old guard that smiles but never
laughs, an occupant in dread Murderers’
Alley on fickle first nights.

The servant Roaalie, Lillian Wheeler,
seems too good an actress to throw away
on such a small part. She played the Dutch
girl in a curtain raiser at the Criterion,
T.ondon, entitled “The Way of War.” Ernest
Mainwaring, the butler in Lady Belsize'a
(eneva establishment, was alro in the same
little play. Gilbert Hare has his original
character of John Travers and Leonard
Boyne bids fair to repeat in New York his
T.ondon success. His way and Lawrance
D'Orsay’'s way of portraying the haw-haw
type of titlod Englishman are miles asunder.
Mr. Beyne's is the more credible, just as
the elder Sothern's Brother Sam, while not
being hall so comical as his Dundreary,
was much nearer life. Mr. Boyne is capital
throughout. It i8 a performance that
would have pleased the late Charles Cogh-
lan, and ohe quite after the polished man-
ner of that clever comedian. 1ts exaggera-
tions are ocontrolled by a tactful hand:
even the episode in which Belsise exhibits
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It manifests iteelf in every | from a banier.
i play.

| are face to face.

It is the big scene of the
lawyer and business man,
With pitiless logic the law-
ver strips his wretched companion of his
fllusions. Everv path is barred, everv

The two,

chuckle to an irresistible faleetto screech, | bank is closed to him;cut off, teo, all hopes

i of mouey from the very source he most
relied upon. Desperate, he takes a pistol
from his desk and in the calmness bred of
despair telis the cruel lawyer that he will
first shoot him and then kill himself. It is
all pure bravado. It does not frighten his
opponent: worst ¢fall, it doesnot deceivethe
audience. If Tjalde had shot his_perse-
cutor, not a member of the Empire Theatre
audience would have been sorry. He was
half mad. He was badgered. He needed
money; above all, he needed time. A pistol
shot would have rolved many difficulties.
It would have been melodrama, but what
else was the flourishing of the weapon? It
is a safe plan to fire a pistol if you produce
one in & play; otherwise it looks like mere
sham,

To be sure, Bjornson was after his effect—
that the man who threatened was a coward
as well as an embezzler. But could not this
result have been achieved without such a
commonplace expedient? The fact is that
despite one strong act in “Beyond Human
Power” Bjérmson has not the “scenic sense.”
The last act of “A Failure” is false—false in
sentiment, distorted in logic. The selfish
daughter is not made of the stuff for a sud-
den spiritual change—that sort of theatric
transformation should be left to the Maisie
of Kipling.

There {& a good scene in Act II. of “ A Fail-
ure” where, after a copious banquet, toasts
are proposed to Tjalde by his overfed
friends. Several neat bits of characteriza-
tion are revealed, notably that of an unctu-
ous pastor and an honest brewer. Played
by the students of the American Academy
of Dramatic Arts, we all wondered whether
it would have been done much better hy
some theatrioal organizations now in the
city. Mr. Sargent is bringing up his pupila
tn the good, old fashioned manner. He
believes in ensemble work, ‘and he dis-
courages the star fever. His example
might be patterned after by others.

JAMES HUNEKER.

The Brooklyn Theatres.

Vesta Tilley will remain at the Orpheum
for another week. Her appearance last
week drew great crowds to this house.
Another fine feature is Charles Dickson
and his company in “Heart to Heart Talks.”
Rita Redmond is on the programme, too.
There will be a concert at the Orpheum
to-night.

N. C. Goodwin's beautiful production of
“A Midsummer Nlight's Dream” will be
given at the Montauk Theatre this week,
with the incidental music of Mendelssohn.
Mr. Goodwin's acting of Bottom is one of his
besat achievements.

“Checkers,” the pleasing comedy which
was made from Henry W. Blossom's story,
will be given at the Amphion. It had a
very successful engagement at the American
Theatre in Manhattan recently.

“The Wayward Son” will be presented
for the entertainment of the Columbia
Theatre's patrons.

Corse Payton and the stock company
at Payton’s Fulton Strect Theatre will
produce “Two Nights in Rome.”

The players at Payton's Lee Awenue
Theatre, where Etta Reed is the star actress,
will revive “Monte Cristo.”

“The Lottery of Love,” well remembered
as one of the best of the Augustin Daly
comedies, will ba played by the Spooner
company at the Bijou.

Denman Thompson will appear at the
Grand Opera House in “The Old Home-
atm,' the popularity of whichds undimin-
ished.

Al H. Wilson goes over to the Folly with
“A Prince of Tatters.” It is an amusing
piece, with an abundance of catchy music
and troops of pretty girls.

“From Rage to Riches,” a melodrama

that tells a tale of absorbing interest, is
booked at the Novelty.

The Gotham Theatre announces a pro-

duction of “On the Stroke of Twelve.” Itis
a epirited play handeomely staged.

“Ole Olsen,” the Swedish dialect comedy,
is offered at the Park Theatre. Its long
oontinued suocess shows no sign of abating.

Hyde & Behman's Theatre affords a

vaudeville show of the usual high standard.
The daily matinees are largely attended.
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OPERA AND OPERA- SINGERS.

THE REIGN OF STAGE MISMAN-
AGEMENT CONTINUED.

How Windows and Doors Misbehaved te
the Detriment of Puceini's *‘Tosce”
—Edyth Walker Sings Better Than
She Spells—Orchestral Acoustios
and Btandards of Artistio Ambitien.

By St. Paul, the work goes bravely om.
But a little while ago and the air around us
quivered with the heat of Mr. Conried's
proolamations about the wonderful im-
provements which were to be made in the
performances at the Metropolitan Opera
House, We were to have new artistio
ideas, a perfect ensemble, a vast improve-
ment in the orchestra, better eingers in
the minor réles, a more competent chorus,
a smarter and better drilled ballet, and
above all things rehearsals, rehearsals,
rehearsals, till all went with the smoot hness
and swiftness of a press agent's pen.

Well, the first week of the season came
and with it a performance of *“Rigoletto®
in which the stage arrangements were so
much better than they had been in the
older days, when the excellence of the cast
was relied upon to please the public, that
they called forth warm praise in this jour-
nal. At last, thought the chronicler of
musical doings, there is some one behind
the scener of the opera house who has had
training in a playhouse, a real theatre,
where p:iciical endeavors are made to
create illusions.

Since that first night there has been an
unbroken series of demonstiations that the
conditions are such that intelligence, if it
is there, is helpless. Competont men are
employed by Mr. Conried. It is idle to say
that such people as Anton Fuchs do not
know their business. But when the stage
hands do not understand German and the
stage manager does not speak Englirh,
difficulties are likely toarise. The manager
of the opera house speaks both languages
with facility, and he might manage to
direct his stage hands, as he practically
promised to do.

But Mr. Conried is rapidly learning that
managing an opera house is a large con-
tract. He went into the business without
the slightest. knowladge of it, and he has
had some prelty interesting lessons al-
ready. He is going to get some more.
Meanwhile he has found that' he cannot
attend to all the details himself, and so |
some things have had to go on in the bad
old fashion.

There is only one stage and there is only
one orchestra. Hence there can be only a
limited number of general rehearsala. Now

a{m-olf that all was well before he rang up
e curtain.

Didn't have time? The intermission
between the first and second acts was
nearly half an hour long. It is a safe bet
that Humphreys will engage to go
on the Metropolitan Opera House stage
any night, and with the help of the
carpenter, six “gripe,” two fiymen and the
property man, to set that scene properly in
ten minutes, But them Mr. Humphreys
speaks English. 1In fact, he is said to speak
it very plainly at times.

A vigion of singers! After all, they are
the magneta that attract the public to the
opera house, Mr. Conried's company now
stands pretty well disclosed, and it 18 in-
teresting to note how badly off it is for
singers of minor parts. Why does the
gnawing tooth of time attack such useful
people as Mathilde Bauermeister? She
has hardly a shred qf voice left, but she
knows the stage and is acquainted with the
operas. Think of being driven to mourn
Bauermeister! It was positively painful
to hear in a great oren house such singing
as that of the shoP herd behind the scenes
in the last act of “Tosca.”

And the Valkyrs! Of ocourse people
must begin samewhere, But ought they
to have the stage of New York'a opera
house for a training ground? Have Turin
and Rouen and Tﬁe Hague gone out of
exigtence? Think of Marcia van Dresser,
Lillian Heidelbach, Josephine Jacoby, Isa-
belle Bouton and Paula Ralgl.} oocupying
the places which used to filled by
Schumann-Heink, Homer, ¥Fritzi Scheff,
Camille Seygard and the like! It was
hard on Briinnhilde, There was a double
meaning in Wotan's wordas:

Aus curer Schaar
Ist dle treulpse Schwester geschleden:
Mit euch zu Ross
Durch dle Lifte sle reltet nicht ldnger,

One new singer among the women folk
claimed a high position last week. That
was Edyth Walker, who has a perfect right
to spell her name with a y if she likes it
that way. She used to be a general favorite

.in Vienna and there seems to have been

good reason for her popularity. Of course
she was rather liberal in her display of some
of the reasona on Monday night, but that,
is a matter that need not be dikcugsed now.
Suffice it to say that her new costumes in
Amneris both were and made revelations.

But Miss Walker can eing, or at least she
could on Monday night. So many artists
have made brilllant beginnings here and
have afterward permitted themselves to
be deluded into the belief that public taste
in New York was repreeented by the yelling
bravos behird the orchestra rail that the
commentator must be cautiocus about ac-
cepting a début as an earneat of the future.
Once the singer gets the notion that a storm
of applause will always follow a four de
jorce and that no other appreciation is to
be expected, good-by to refined art.

Tet us hope that Miss Walker will seek

“Parsifal” has to be prepared, and that is !
no small tagk. In fact it {8 a huge under- |
taking, and it is taxing all the energles of

Mr. Hertz, the conductor, who ie rehearsing

the singers and musicians in the score. f
His labors are not at all aided by the man- H
ager, who complacently ignores the re-
quiremente of the work, because, as it may
be said on good authority, he is reposing in
adowny nest of ignorance as to the contents
of the libretto.

But that is only another demonstration
of the simple truth that Mr. Conried, who
is a man of uncommon executive ability
and a theatrical manager of artistic pro-
clivities, has not had time to do everything.
1t is much easier to play Pooh B&h in a
Gilbert and Sullivan operetta than it is to
do 80 in real life.

The stage management, then, is lax and
at times puerile. It would flll too much
of the useful space of this paper to catalogue
the ridiculous things that are done and
the equally ridiculous aoccidents which
happen and which could be prevented by
proper rehearsal. When the two police-
men in “Tosca” on Wednesday night tried
to drag Cavaradoassi out of Scarpia’'s cham-
ber, they backed him up against the centre
doors and then tried to jam him through
them deepite the obvious faot that the
doors opened inward. Now those same
two men had only a few minutes previously
made their entrance through those same
doors, and ought to have noted which way
they opened 8o as to be prepared for that
piece of stage business.

But in all probability they had not had a
scene rehearsal of that act, and were un-
acquainted with the set. Hence they for-
got that important point in the stress of a
firet performance. The result was that
they almost pushed the rear wall out of the
room and made people in the audience
laugh when they should have been seriously
affected. It was hard for Mme. Ternina
and Mr. Scotti to restore the mood of the
scene after that.

A similar thing happened when another
police agent attempted to enter the torture
chamber. Hestruggled vigorously to open
the door the wrong way, while again
a laugh was caused at a point in which the
mood ought to have been at least thought-
ful. Inthe very beginning of the act,when
ScarpiaordersSciarrone toopen the window,
the window would not stay open. Twice
the luckless Sciarrone pushed it back,
well knowing that Scarpia had afterward
to shut it, but it swung shut of itself and
people in the audience laughed.

While Scarpia is interrogating Cavara-
dossi he is annoyed by the singing of the
cantata below. The stage directions say:
“Disturbed and annoyed by the singing he
closes the window."” Puccini's musical idea
was to simulate the sudden shutting out of
the sound. Instead of that, on Wednesday
night Mr. Scotti, seeing that the window
was closed, dramatically waved his hand at
it, and the singing below ceased as if he
had turned off the gas. It was ridiculous,
and it helped, as a lot of other small mis-
haps did, to destroy the theatrical effec-
tiveness of the sccne.

If “Tosca” were an old fashioned opera
in which pecple gahbled a lot of recitative
for a time, and then came down to the foot-
lights to sing arias, these blunders would
gignify lesa, though even the! old-style
opera can be dignified by honest treat-
ment. But “Tosca” is a serious lyric trag-
edy. It deserves careful stage manage-
ment; yea, it demands it, just as much as
“Tannhaeuser” or “Lohengrin.”

Puccini's musie is constructed on a sys-
tem similar to Wagner's, though not the
same. Leading themes are employed with
dramatic intent, and the action should
suit the music. The score of each act is a
serious and earnesat attempt to create a
geries of mood pictures with orchestral
climaxes gnd vocal points of intensity.

What are the singers and the conductor
to do when all their efforts are nullified by
stupld mishaps with the scenes? This s
not an exhibition of the total depravity
of inanimate objects, but of hasty or unin-
telligent preparation by thinking human
beings.

For example, the awinging shut of that
window, which spoiled utterly Puccini's
fundamental tnoughts at the opening of
the act and threw the art of Mr. Scotti into
the ehade of a gleaming piece of stupidity,
was not accidental. The gide of the chame
ber containing the window was set out of
plumb. It leaned back at a perceptible
angle. Any person with powera of obser-
vation might have seen that the window
-would not atay open, and any stage manager
with even elementary knowledge of his
business would have tested it to assure

higher stendards. She was a capital Am-
neria, and there was something quite like
vruisemblance in the troubles of Rhadames,
sought by two such wormnen as this and the
Aida. Mise Walker has a most excellent
figure and her stage presence i8 uncom-
monly good, though she is not a beautiful
womzen., She is rather a woman af dis-
tinguished appearance. She hae an ex-
cellent voioe, of clear, and even brilliant
quality. It {8 a cool and dispassijonate
organ. It has no melting meilowness, but
it is free from glittering metallic qualities,
It is fairly well delivered, and at any rate
the tones are steady, carry well and are
almoat faultless in intonation. All this,
be it remembered, applies to last Monday
night's début.

er interpretation of the rdle of the
daughter of Egyptian kings seemed e little
too cold and stately in the early evening,
and certainly there was a plentitul lack of
vehemenco in her acene with Aida in Aot IL
But her interview with RA a tn the last
act and the ensuing @ with the priests
were aoted and sung with plenty of dramatic
force. Rarely indeed has the beautiful
duet between Rhadames and Alda, “Gia i
sacerdoti adunanei,” been sung so ad-
mirably in this town aa it was on Monday
night by Miss Walker and Mr. Caruso.

And there was something like real passion
in Miss Walker's “Al), tu dei vivere!" On
the whole it wae, as the SBcote say, “a good
hearing.” There have been more vital
minutes in that last act, and sormehow the
elder days persist in seeming to be better
onex; but even with the memories of Cam-
panini's elemental bursts in Rhadames, and
the sweaping power and majestic breath of
Annie Louise Cary’s Amneria in mind it is
possible to praise the somewhat more ele-
gant, vet quite honeet, treatment of the
roles by Caruso and Walker.

Who ‘taught Mr. Caruso to make those
peculiar crescendi ending in such exag-
gerated pressure on the vocal cords that the
tone terminates in an explosion? Beware
of the fatal *push”! Every singer who has a
heaven sent voice should preserve it. The
“push” is death to the purity of tone,
Not thus would a Caffarelli or a Farinelli
have striven to reach the hearts of the
multitude. Rejoice not, O young man, in
the strength of thy youth, or the prime of
life will find thee with holes in thy middle
register such as De Witt made in the Yale
rush line.

What has happened to the sound of the
orchestra at the Metropolitan? There is
no question whatever that the orohestra is
a good one. Ite intonation is generally
much better than it used to be. The Eng-
lich horn is a little woolly, to besure, but the
rest of the wood wind isserviceable. The
brass is of good repute,andthe strings are
composed of players of standing in the
profossion.

But the body of tone is no longer homo-
geneous. It reaches out into the audi-
torium in broken f{ragmenta. For ex-
ample, THE SUN'S8 chronicler of musical
events hears the bass tuba like the sound
of an 8-inch gun, while the tromvenes are
about right. These instrumenta are all
on the right hand side of the orchestral
group. The horns are on the left, and al-
though eight were used in “Die Walkuere,”
the tone was not more than that of four,
while the tenor tubas, which are just be-
hind the horns, at the extreme left of the
orchestra, came out powerrull{. The
strings sound dull, except in the luscious
tutti passagee of Puccini’s “La Boh*me."

These new effecta are doubtless due to the
lowering of the orchestra pit. It was a
hazardous thing to change the level of the
instruments. No onecan foretell what will
be the result of suoh an alteration. It
has not brought beneficial results at the
opera house. The change was made in
opposgition to the advice of certain rausical
experts.

Speaking of orchestras, the ground
taken by tbe Musical Union in regard to
the harpists in the Metropolitan Opera
House strips from that body its last shred
of artistic reapectability—if it ever had
any. [t stands now on the basis of day
labor pure and simple. On several occa-
sions it has fought the introduction of
vianinﬁ bands from abroad on the ground
that the
simply contract laborers,

It now fighta the employment of these
two harpists on the ground that they are
solo artists and not union laborers. It
insists that they shall be turned out and
a union harper employed. It does not
sincerely contend that these two women
are incompetent. It admits that ite candi-
date is old and on the wane. ut it rays
that he must play or the orcheetra will Ewe
ordered to strike. Now let us never hear
any more prattle from these fellows about
their artistic standing. They have no
more of it than a gang of bricklayers.

And with the standard of orchestral
thought on such a basis, is there any reason
to wonder that New York lags far behind
other cities in the quality of its orchestral
performances? Can wo expect high, artis-
tic ideals in men who insist that 519 shall
be regarded as union laborera? Try for one
moment to think of the artiste of the Boston
S8ymphony Orochestra deliberately rating
themselves thus. What would the
result? W. J. HENDERBON.
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tinctive tone qullltyfrlch,
Our new Style

produced
length is but

Instruments selected
Holiday delivery.

Prices ; Grands,

108 Fifth Avenue,

PIANOS

For more than half a century characterized by a dis-

most remarkable Small Grand
in Yolaume and quality of fone ever
by any ,maker.

An invitation is extended to the
Weber salesroom in Aeolian Hal

Uprights, $500— $8.00
$750-$16.00

and upward.
_—

8he WEBER PIANO COMPANY

Aoeolian Hall, 362 Fifth Ave., near 34th St.

(Catalogue malled upohr request.

pure and sympathetic
A Grand is the

*

n Its
O feet 4 inches.
rublk to visit the new

now may be reserved for

* Payments

cor. 16th Street, and

THE WEEK'S DRAMATIC NEWS,

HENRIETTA CROSMAN COMING AS
A BELASCO STAR.

Anna Held to Present ‘‘Mam'selle Na-
poleon’’—New Comedy at the French
Theatre—A Thriller From Chinatown
—Vaudeville Changes—Brooklyn Bills.

Wednesday night will be made notable
at the Belasco Theatre by the presentation
of a new play written by David Belasco
and acted by Henrietta Crosman. It will
be New York’s first opportunity to greet
Miss Crosman as one of the Belasco coterie.
“Sweet Kitty Bellairs” ia the name of the
play, and about all that is known concerning

it in advance is that Mr. Belasco got it from
Egerton Castle's book “The Bath Comedy,”

the story of whioh he changed and dis-
regarded to suit himeelf and the dramatic
exigencies. It will show to its auditors

a merry party of dandies and laedies repre-

senting a time when manners and morals
were freer than shey are in_December,
1804. The part of the Widow Bellairas will

ensble Miss Orcsman to be arch and spirited
in the way that she has commended to her
friends in “Mistrees Nell” and other come-
dies. The company choeen for her snpggrt
is large and includes among its members
John E. Kellerd, Edwin Stevens, Edith
Crane and Ka.(her_i‘.ne Florence.

Anmna Held has come to town and will
%oduce at the Knickerbocker Theatre on
esday night.a mueical comedy named
“Mam’selle Napoleon,” which has already
been wi with unconcealed joy by
the theatregoing folks of several other
cities. Mam'selle Napoleon is Mlle. Mars,
the French Emperor’s favorite actress, and
the soenes of the play exhibit theatre drees-
ing roome (with appropriate undressing),
masked balls and triumphal returns. Mies
Held's oostumee have heen prepared with
her usual attention to beautiful snd sensa-
tional effecta. Joseph W. Herbert has
adapted the book of Jean Richepin's text
and Gustav Luders has composed the musio.
“Whoop-Dee-Doo” will hold scle pos-
seasion at Weber & Fielda's Music Hall
till Thuraday night, when it will share the
honore with the first burlescue of the season,
“Waflleg, the Amateur Cracker,” a takeoff
on “Raffles, the Amateur Cracksman.”
Marie Tempest's return has been gratify-
ing to herself and her friends here. The

success of her comedy, “The Merriage of !

Kitty,” at the Hudson Theatre, wgs im-
mediate and ample.

“Mother Goose,” at the New Amsterdam,
is already repeating the good fortune of its
redecessors from Drury Lane. These
{)rllliant, spectacles have come to be a pleas-
i? annual feature of New York theatrical
life.

Mme. Charlotte Wiehe and the French
company at the Vaudeville Theatre will
appear on Monday and Tuesday in the
four little plays they have heen presenting
and on Wednesday will produce a longer
jiece, the three act comedy “Le Je Ne
Sais Quoi,” Ly Francoia de Croissey. It
talls the story of a Frenchman's American
wife and how she learned (o forget her
native prejudices.

Fay Davis and the Empire Theatre com-

ny are acting at the Garrick Henry Arthur
Rgnus'a comedy “Whitewashing Julia.”

“The Girl From Kay's” at the Herald
Square, with Sam Bernard and Hattie
Willlams a8 the chief merrymakers, is
deservedly successful.

William Faversham has acquitted him-
self with credit in a part and a play rather
different from those to which he hae been
accustomed. “Miss Elizabeth's Prisoner”
is sure to be popular during all of its en-
gagement at the Criterion,

“The Best of Friends" will depart from
the Academy of Music at the end of the
week, leaving a record that few melo-
dramas could establish.

Maude Adams has completed the first
month of her stay at the New Empire
Theatre in “The Pretty Sister of José.”
Her present season extends to Jan. 2.

There is much regret that “The Three
Little Maids" did not arrange to stay here
all winter. The play has only three weeks
more at the Garden Theatre before its
departure for Australia.

One of the great triumphs of the year
falls to William Gillette in J. M. Barrie's
“The Admirable Crichton” at the Lyceum
Theatre.

Next week will be the last for “The Little
Princess” at the Madison Square Theatre.
After that it will go to the Garrick as an
afternoon attraction. Millie James will
have the leading part in Clyde Fitch's
new comedy, “Glad of It,” to be produced
at the Savoyv late in December, and her
place in “The Little Princess” will be
assigned to Leonie Darmon.

“Wineome Winnie,” with Paula Edwardes
as its principal actress, has scored another
Casino ruccess, and that, with “A Chinese
Hone n" and “The Runawayr” to
look back on, is Raying a great deal. It
is full of bright musioc.

“The Red Fecther” has fallen upon pros-

rous times at the Lyric Theatre. Grace

an Studdiford, the prima donna, and
Thomas Q. SBeabrooke, the comedian, are
admirably cast in it.

George Ade's comedy, “The County Chair-
man,” will outlast its appointed time at
Wallack's. It has been so warmly wel-
comed that ite angagement, which was to
end early in January, has been extended
(ndefinitely.

Frank Daniels and Louise Gunning will
sing & new duet, * The Proper Way to L.ove,”
in l‘l’he Office lioy" at the Victoria Theatre
to-morrow night.

“Babes in Toyland® continues to test the
capacity of the Majestic Theatre. The

tinée performances are always attended
g?n large contingent of young folks.

Maxine Elliott will play “Her Own Way"

: =R

at the Savoy Theatre for three weeks mot. .
Her success continues unabated

Fritzi Scheffl and a fine comic opera,
Babette,” are good and sufficient reasons
for the nightly crowd at the Broadway
Theatre. It's a splendid combination.

Alice Fischer is ;ﬁ;x:aring at the Bijou
in Leo Ditrichstein’s comedy “What's the
Matter With Susan?”

Charles Richman and “Captain Barring-
ton” have come and conquered at the Man-
hattan Theatre and are booked for at least
four weeks longer and perhaps more.

This is the closing week of “Ben-Hur”
at the New York Theatre. It will be fol-
lowed next week by Bertha Galland in
“Darothy Vernon of Haddon Hall.”

Improvements have been made in “A
Japanese Nightingale” at Daly's since f{ts
first night. It now tells ita charming
story more expeditiously, and mere dra-
matically, too. %

Kyrle Bellew's '—ﬁa—m—;q" at the Princess
Theatre is admired for ite own sake, and
is especially attractive to late diners
because it doesn't begin as early as some
other plays.

There are probably no idle moments
in “The Queen of the White Slaves," a
sensational melodrama which will be dis-
closed at the Grand Opera House to-morrow
night. The chief incident is the abduc-
tion of a young woman by the Highbindera
in San Francisco. The play is provided
with many mechanical devices that will
surprise and interest the spectator.

The second week of the new order of
things at the Murray Hill will be given up
to “A Hot Old Time,” a rattling good farce.

Mrs. Leslie Carter, having closed her
season at the Belasco, remains in town for
another week to play “Du Barry” at the
West End Theatre.

Annie Russell, who is now touring with
Madeline Lucerie Ryley’s excellent com-
edy, “Mice and Men,”* returns to New York
to-morrow to spend a week at the Harlem
Opera House.

Robert Mantell, coming baok to the
Fourteenth Street Theatre after a long
abeence, has found the old cordial welcome.
His play, “The Light of Other Days,” has
proved thoroughly acceptable.

Denman Thompson's melodrama, “Our
New Minister,” is drawing large audiencee
at the American Theatre. Seats are on
sale for a month ahead. '

“For Her Children's Sake" is one of the

most popular productions of Theodore
Kremer's nimble pen. It is a companicn
play to “The Fatal Wedding." It wil

be seen at the New Star  his vveek.

(teorge W. Monroe, the jolly comadian,
who has itnpersonated all sorte of Bridges
from the original Aunt Bridget, will appe
at the Metropolis in * Our Bridget's Drear .’
an emusing }ar(-e of the well knovn Mon:« =
brand.

Three pluys are billed at the Irving Pl ce
| Thettre this week. “Im Bunten Roc:*"
, on Monday; Max Halbe's drama, “I'er
| Strom," on Tueaday and Wednesds
| and “Geschwister Lemke” on Thursd

! Friday and Saturday nights and Saturd »
afternoon.

Arnold Daly's firet prcduction of .
Bernard Shaw's play, “Candida,” will take
place at the Princess Theatre on Tuesday
afternocn.

“The Scout's Revenge” is the title of the
melodrama which is announced at the
Third Avenue Theatre.

‘ Charles J. Rose and Mabel Fenton lea
lthe entertainment at Proctor's Tweniy-
i third Street Theatre. These favorite bur-
'lmqne actors have secured a domesti
comedy eketch, “Just Like a Woman
and will undoubtedly present it with theis
accustomed cleverness. Billy Clifford, the
“Broadway Chappie.” comes back to tii:
house after eighteen montha abeence. The
Four Olifans, singers and dancers from
Europe; the Four Bard Brothers, acrobs'
and equilibrists; Barney Ferguson and John
Mack, Howe and Scott, the FHebrew cane-
walkers, and J. 8. Wolting's trained Arabiin
stallions are some of the other features.
“The Sword of the King." Henrietta
Crosman's success of last year, will be
offered at Proctor's Fifth Avenue Theatr:
with Florence Reed and Malcolm Williain
in the leading réles. The Nicholls sister:.
blackface comediennes, are at the head of
the vaudeville contingent. )
Dan Daly will be a arl»- ‘ial attraction
at Proctor's 12ith Street Lheatre, appear
ing between the acts of “Trilby.” The
play will be handsomely presented by the
stock company.
A company of unusual merit has hecn
ot together for the production of “To Be
l'iurind Alive," which will oocur at Proctor’s
F‘Ifty-ﬂlg'!nh Street  Theatre to-morrov
night. he piece is melodramatic, but no!
80 harrowing as jta title suggeste. Th-
villain 18 a hypnotist, the hero {s a railroad
engineer, and the heroine is lovely.
Mory Norman, the society woman im-
personator, ix the star of the vaudevill®
show at Proctor's Newark Theatre. )
Sunday concerts will be given ag nusual
at all the Prootor theatres in New York.
Two European novelties have the lead
at Keith's Theatre thie week. First comes
(he Marcel company of Parisian poseurs,
epresenting famous pieces of sculpture
he other feature from aoroad is Charles
Prelli and “The Talking Dogs.” Wilfred
Clarke is associated with Miss Carew,
Miss De Mott and Archie Gillies in the act
ing of “In the Biopraph.” Besides theso
atfractions there wil! ba Callahanand Mack.
lotta Gladstone, portraying the countryv
Williams, the (ierman dialect comedian.
in “Our German Senator;” Bean and Ham-
{lton, barrel Jum(Fm. Mabel Hudson apd
the #rad Gillett 'Trio in “Fun in a Hair-
dressers’ Salon.”

“The Girl with the Auburn Hair" s en-
gaged at the Circle Theatre this week,
and so is Fulgora, the so called "trank-
figurator.” The programme also presents
James J. Morton in a monologue, Foy a! d
Clark in their new skit, “Oh, Fudge:” Jes=#
Couthoui, Stanley and Brockman in {10
Dudé and the Count,” Iew Haw The
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