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mutineely fo the playhouses to listen to a form of entertninment that our man.
ngers are pleased to enll “comle opery,” and the epidemic Is all the wore viru-
lont because 1t has transferred the perlod of Its Iuvasion from Dlazing Summer to
cool, sequestered Autumn. A feWw Sexsons g0 there was o deeply-rooted bellef that
“eomie opera’ could thrive only in those torrld menths when the affability ol audl-
ances ooges from the pores of their skins, and life becomes a molst, unwholesome
nightmare.
“Purn on “he acrobats; let loose the tmbacile jokes, rush in with the horseplay, for
June and July are fleetlog months and nundlences wallow Io gsininity during the
Summer only.” That was the manageriul ldea. Tt raged for a long time; It raged
until Its fallaey was apparent. The acrobatic Jocularity known as comie opera ls
no: longer essayed durlpg the heated thrm. Managers have discovered that Bun-
mer gudiences are nol made up exclusively of fools; that there [su't an acrobatle
comedian In ecomic operaslom who ean lure people AWAY from roof gurdens
and the betelies; that hotseplay begets excessive perspiration, anid that Noah's ark
jokes dre Indigestible when' the thermometer coquoties with the ninetles.
It has all been ehanged, and the epidemic Is with nus now, when we are better able
ta fight It; when our systems fire stronger and more competent To cope with the
blatant demon of vulgarity: when there 15 no danger of our assimilating the germs of
imbecillty Inte our constitutions, ‘I'his condition of things is {nr morse felleitous. We
were helpless duping the enervating Summer. We are potent, sane and deliberate
during these cool aud Invigorating months,
& Moreover, wo lnve thne to consider things, and thag ls s great polut. Mubugers
tell us that they are furnishing us with comle opera, and we rush off and bny tickets
for Francls Wilson. plrouetting through "“Half a King;? for Jofterson De Anpells
somersaulting ovéer “The Callph;'! for balf a gross of Tottles and Lotiles ogling thele
way through *The Gold Bug:" for a buby show at the Fifth Avenue, entitled "Lost,
Strayed of Stolen,” and for “The Gelsha—ihe only entertninment of the five that
makes the slightest attempl to eater to those¢ who own o pennyweight of refuement
or one ounce of culture.
Fortunately for the managers, we are hungry for amusement nt this thme of year.
We ¢lamor for the theatve: We get back from the sea, and the mountniung, from
London, and from Ashury Park, N. J., desperately wenry of belung shut out from our
festiye metropolis. We tnke what we can get, faute de mieux, amd If we are not
thankful [ for I, we show at any rate a plensed exterior. Nearly all the alleged
comic-operas in towd are dolig a satisfoctory box office business. That fact wonld
undoubtedly atone for everytlilng—If we wore all managers, We should look at onp
bank books anid siog a gleeful “Tra-da-is—If we were all muoungers, We  sghould
snap onr flngers ot detractors, and nasty, interfering  creitles and chronfelers—if we
ware all managers. We are not all managers, and therefore we bave a perfect tlght
to question o form of entertsioment thot appesrs to have pone hideouzly astray
from the lovely standard set for it by Offenbach, Sir. Arthur Sullivan, Lecocy, Mil-
logcker, and hall a doxen others.
“We glve the publle wliat the publie asks for, and the public responds,' say
%:he managers, exubtant 1o alPlithe and apparedtly gnunswernble excuse. Aud
rﬁ press agents crowd In and to the questioning eritie ory, “Who are you? Fooll
Dalt! Tdlet! Penny-n-liner! Who ate you who dare to uplift your volee against the
testimony of the hox oflce? Write reports of whal fou see. Elevate eriticlsn to the
subltme pinuacle of pollce court chrvonleles, Write up a pliy as you woukl a murder
trinl. Don't attempt to loterfere with opinions of your own, They nre worthless.
The time will come when ofice bors will be relegated to the task of thentre work.”
The wish is generally father to the thought. Criticlams will be written ns long
ng plays are produced. The publlie revaels in criticism. The man who has been to
aee g play turns on the following morilig to the eritlelspl therenf before e thinks
of an edltorial or a politienl debate. 1t he agrees with the orlficlsm—Iit is excellent.
If te disagrees with f—It {3 nbsnnd. He enjoys vecalling the poluts lie lhas en-
joyed or disenjoved. Managers are equally fond of erhilclsms—when they are fa-
vorable. ‘They also love the unfavorable criticlsms—when they are almed at sowme
ather fellow. -

_Iu nny ense, the critic who regards the box office as an infallible answer (o the
secrss (uery 18 absolately dnwdrthy to il bis posilon for & day, Only lnst week
I read somewhere thet il was perfectly rvidicnlong to say a ‘word agalnst *“The
COaliph" or “Hol a Kipg.,” because these so-called comle operas wern dolng so well
at the Broadway dnd Knplekerbotker theafres. Hrgo, they were excellent; ergo, they
were exactly what the public wanted, If Mn Charles Frohman advertised n BETIE-
ine bull fight for sn sttractlon  at the Bwpire Theatre, thiok you that bls bog
office wonld remain empty? Can you belleve for o moment that the bull. fight
wouldn't Urlng him In six times as much woney as does that exquisite little coms
ey, “Rosemniy?’ Yeét even the critie-dowters will not pretepd that ao biall fight js 2
particolarly commendable forin of entertalnment.  And because It would edrn six
times 0§ much money for Mr. Frohman is “Rogemnry” esrns, It wouldn't follow
that It wns slx times beétter, Yol this 1§ the argnment used by those who assert
that ecliics bave no right to say n word when the box-eflice artist is kept huﬁs.'-. .

Therefore, 1 make no bones about gaying that with the gole exeeption of “'I'he Gelsha®
thera Isn't n ¢owlc opera n this eity at the present time that s worth Leing seen
by an Intelligeut thentre-goer., *The Gelsbn™ doesn't enll Itself a eomle opera: nor
does “Lost, Strayed or Stolen;” nor does “The (Gold Bug,” but they are the modern
substiiute theretor, and as far as 1 am concerned, and you are ecouncerncd, they
are comle operns. r

Mr. Jefferson Do Angells, who has burst upon us this senson as o stor, must hnye a
ﬁt_m opluion of New York swhen he ventures to make his Inltlal bow In such a chowdey
fs “The Caliph.”” He must be vistly impressed with the eulture of New York. when
e thinks we necept vuquestioningly 4s comle opera. hls ten tombles and his twenty
nightly brujges. He knows perfectly well, however, that there are always ‘people :Io
e found who regard a tumble as the gupréemest form of wit, and o kick In that .pur'-
tion of the nnatomy that I8 never mentioued in pollte sonlétr ag the most ebulllent
thing in Jjooularity. T admit that there are hundreds of people who -mtnré this, and
upon whemn the subtiest gquip would be lost. Yet there 15 a certaln standard by whieh
we mensure decency and Indecency, and the critic who sees eight hundred klck-and-
tumble lovers buying seats for *“*“The Caliph” is not justified In Juwmplog to the concln-

T[-IF: “eomie operit’ epldemle I8 with ns. Tans of people are earrfed oightly and

wants, nnd must have, When I eritielsed “The Callph' 1 devote -
clisively to My, De Angelis's marvellons acrobatle v'mrk. T was ‘:-un::iy:?l”o:liﬁ;:t-lfuf
gund I deny the impeachment. I wos doing my duty to the klek-and-tumble pﬁlbxlif‘l
and to Mr. De Angells. | mersly pointed ont, for the benefit of those who A
Hke kick-and-tumbilog, thet thls form of art was o be found nt the Broad-
way Theatre. Those who Hke It—and there are ennugh in this clty to fur-
nish Mr, De Angelis with money to buy salve for his nlghtly contusions—are
now golng to see “The Callph.” Those who don't lke It—and thank good-
ness (hey exist o the proportfon of abour {i5 per cent—are staylng away.
The poeople who 'don't ke such grotesjue experts in a reflaed ;llnyhuu;le
are the pultured ones. How pleased they would Be to lear that “The
,§ Callph” was a' buge and overwhelming  suvoess because, [foravoth, §

i glon thit the cotnle opera Is a gem of beauty and exactly what the New Yerk pablic
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New York owns enough hulfoon-lovers to mike clownjshness worth Mr. De Angeliss’
whille! : :
Franels Wilson 1s qulte happy, at the Eolekerhocker Thentre, with *“Half a King.”
AMp. Wilsen Is, however, such, g fayorite, and decliledly, such a favorite, that much of
Lig work s nocepted without cavil. His ldets of New York aundlences are, however,
decldedly ungomplimentary, and his nim is to give this metvopolls the worst side of
tils art—the clown's side, Wilgou ls an avtist. He showed us that faet in “The Chlef.
tafn' fnd fn his admirable contribution te the “star cast” of “The Rivals." T llke
Wilson hnmensely, but Tam not golng to close my month when I see him rioting about
thie stogo of {he Kuolckerbocker in the sheer Interest of the gulaw-mongers.

1 el your ebjection to Mr. Wilkon's qulp, ‘1"l gpank your panties when I get you
ollgide,” " sald o theatrieal man, the other dny; tand T don't gee why you ebject. The
publle vonrs with huighter. 1t is so thoronghly Wiizanlan!"'
8o It 15, bup 1 Is thut portion of Mr. W Hson's ~Witsonlanlsm that Velougs to thie
thatnks 1o the tinkle of glasses and the fumes of tobaceo, ¥ou
At the Enickerbocker Theatre, however, A,
Wilson gives you n whole splce-box-full, and T can't see why he shonld be upheld in
sueh a cotrse, just because there are prople who will lnugh at 1t. A dash of vilgurity
tn the right place will do nobody any harni Prides arve the most irrituting people
on this earth, but there is o time, and there 15 n pluce, for ull things.

SEIRIE 4 King' g really nothing more than a varlety “turn,” done by Franels
Wilkon with delightful niécessorles, and with Miss Lulu Glaser to make you believe
for n moment that It 1s comic apern. Wilson is cortainly strong esough to stand
alone, and stand alone he could, if le chose. withont the hypocrisy of settiug him-
self up as 9 comle opera artist. In the part of Tireschoppe, the mountebank, Francls
‘Wilkon 18 mo more the cenfrnl figure of a comle opera than is Albert Chevaller, at
the Garelek Theatve, Chevalier ls honesty personiiled. He adveriises 2 vaudeville
programme with “Alpert Chevalier and hls own company™
the Garcleék Theatrd, all thar the manngement wonld have to do t
ern commle opera aronnd thls performance w
and hire a few jaded “supers " and nice old ladles to come trooping on at the elose
of ench net, #% the chortis. Wilgon, minus his scenery and his chorus, would glve Ay
ontertainment of the same callbre ag, though less refined than, that of Albert Cheva-
ller; Hls manngers:. however, belleve that the publie cotin be guiled into the bellef
that “Half a Eing" is comle opern, and becnuse folks troop to the Knickerboeker and
appland Wilkon when he says Sl spank. yonr pantles’ they rveason
that it 18 ¢omle opern, amd  the oaly comie opern that the New York
publie wishes to see,

oLost, Strayed or Stolen” nnd “The Gold Bug" come to grief he- ‘
cause they have no central fgure to hear the onus of production. 1If g
Francls Wilson hod played the comedy part 1 the former piece It might
have been more upronrionsly received, and everybody would have sWorn
It was & suceess. There I8, however, hope for “Lost, Strayed or Stolen.”
It contains o great deal of good materinl, wud It 18 nelther acrobatic
nor exclusively valgar. It is not comic operd, though. Nobody has yet
discovered what It ks, and If It ecan only keop folks guessing I should
lmagine that (he box ofice would profit conslderubly. A prize of §100,
to be given to the flvst perzot who suggosted u seemly classification for
“lost, Strayeld oF Stolen' would undenbtodly pack the Fifth Ayenue
Theatre. :

“The Gold Bug* pebpre Tave nol yet begun to rebel at the harsh critl-
clems that greeted the advent of Mr. Glen MeDonongh's chef-d’-opuvre, Dis-
approval was ton umanimous, 1 is only when one critic or two erities arize
and expose the Mmsiness of a play that the eritlc-haters come forth to re-
vlle, At the Casfuo there seems to he a general epllons lmpression that
“'he Gold Bug' must be a fallure because five or ez eritles have set it down
ak such, AN the regulnr Grst-night critics last Monday went to see Miss
Held st the Herald Sgnave:  “The Gold Bug't was briefly diseussed: yet the
gloom aronnd the Casino is awodnspiring.  This seems to me vastly nbsurd, in-
dsmuch a8 the publie has not yet lind a ehanee to Judze, and “the publie, the
vast, think-for-themsolves publie," Is the great manngerinl war ory.

Messps, Canary & Lederer certainly followed n the footsteps of Francls Wil-
son and Jefferson Ie Angelis, and endenvored to glve the publle what they be-
lsved that tHe poblic wanted. Tradition ot the Casino lnsigts upon bevies of
tall, svelte dies with Impossible names. gwarming upon ‘the stage and sir-
roiinding o loud-mouthed comedian or Two, alive with the toples of the day, trom
Bryan to the hieyele, In ""The Gold Bug' all this is donce—done very stupldly,
tamely and woenrlly. Inomy opinton, T lowever, the first-night vritics had visit-
el the Casing Monday night, and the lamentable delay that kept the perform-
ance from the public nntll 9 o'vlogk had Deen pvolded, I firmly believe thav to-
day Messrs, Cnnary and Lederer wonld bave suapped their fingers in my face,
and when I told them that “The Gold Bug” was nelthier contle opern nor amusing
funsicnl comedy, wonld have sald: “Who are you? We have glven our patrons
wht our patvous are seonstomed fo get, and onr BLox offlee proves success,”” *“The
Golil Bug” Is Just about as excellent to the cultursd play patrons as are “The Callpie”’
“HAIP 4 Klfig” sod YLost, Strayed or Stolen."

music bnlls, where,
don’t obieet to n spies of vulgarity.

o bhulld up o mod-

There & only oue thentre to viglt If yon wish to enjoy the dream of dalnty mu. §

sleal work, and that theatre'ls Daly’s, whoere *The Gelsin™ is. There you gel no conrse
tomfoolery, no strutting, Nme-Hehtsd, contre-of-thesstage “star;” no “toplcs of the day™
(the vory thing you go to the theatre to fTorget): no perpetunl chorus, no muggery or
contoriions, The wit 18 expressed In the muste; the smlles nre drawn forth by clever
melodlous conceits. You are not clubbed Into mirth, or sandbagged into demonstratiye-
“The Tuterfering Parrot’” doesn't muke yon shriek aloud in bolsterous joy. It
tickles you quistly, and the hmpression stays with vou. You go home and try the
“Parpst” on yoiy pinno, and next night yon buy amother sent for “The Gelsha” You
don't see any press agent paragraplists comivg forth to assert that ‘“The Gelsha' 18
just the thing that the publie cries for. The fact is solf-evident. 'Good wine needs no
hush.

The comic opera varlety show is a fraud on the publle, in my opinion. Tt is an
Ijustice to that most defectable entertiinment, the varlety show, and It ls n Peck-
anifilan treatment of comie opers of the “Robln Hood” and “Reb Loy’ stamp, When
I want variets, I'll go to Koster and Bial's, futl Olympln, thanks, There 1 can
smoke and tnlk, tud wander avound; see the acts that T want to see, and turn my
bock on tlose that alfront e, 1'm not obliged to sit In reverent silence while
buffoons fill out an entire eveninp witll a pretence ot comie opers.  Thirty minutes

of Fratels Wiiken tn "Half & King,” twenty minutes of the specinlties in
ipost, Straved or Stolen,” & few ghinces nt Miss Marie Cabill in ‘““T'he Gold
Trg." and one tumble from Jeffarson de Angells In *“The Caliph” would suit
me admirably.

Comle ppern must return to It originnl idea—thnt of tellihg an amusing,
mirth-recking story. with incidental, chnracteristic musle, bright costumes
afd joyons surroundings. It must cease to be the wedlom  for varlety
wtirus,” otherwise it will drive us all to the hslls; and—such Is the ten-
deney of the times—we shiall not require very bard drivivg.
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