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Tue THEATRE

In other daye, now romevhat dim

We sax the villain clart in elover: .
Well knowing what theyd hand 1o him
Before the finial aet ware over; |
And while the hero Wae a blur

In early actr We knew for eertain

That he would. save and marry HER |
Before they dropped the clomn% eurtaun..

Those Were the deye of fective thrille
When Faet Lunne held our close attention | B
Wherg howlirig snowrtorme brought theirchilly LS.
And few undremed 1o rhock convention; A,
Yes, tew undresred, for winde and snows
And m%rhi ownr do not go iogglhep,
And b m Jfeenes from modern chows

Could hardly stond that East Lynne wWeather:

The chorue sWirle in dizzy blend,

And you ean see hip pulrer puicken. -
He glpey "The vecond from the end” |
An urglezf’ fo himvelf- fome Chicken” | #§
The plot? whowantsa plot, old dear:

Wher clashing maidens daily dother?
Dont you preter light héaried“cheer
To Ibren moody pen?well, rather:

They fed him “shi "on the W
%ndgcjaiﬁeélinllli‘rpn %ri]ﬂ%gpﬂooi of Qiinilnegi;@

here fome one ielt impelled 1o cing
About each s1x or sevzn minutes
Then iracking down hir weary £poor
(Fow be 1t fromd e to dirparade)
They Introduced the Ogtermocor

And had 1o be

\ Beltween the
. RWhere he

R Where are those melodramar now

Wherin ihe hero strulr and caperr

Or where the Villain maker hir vow

And roughly saye “Give me the paper/”!
And where child soon dwgfpearf
And leaves ur cold and almost ammy,
Unitil the end of act _three steerr

Her vsafely back 1o Pa and Mammg.

||| Alae- it ceeme in trouble mired

Through turne that greu) more complicated,
The bileinesr man 8t last drev hred
resurcitaied ;

He wanted frival, fun and joy,

flutty and he rhady,

e War a erfeat

JAlthough

uld murmur “Altaborj2-
h Lagiqg,
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AndVery eeldom spcke of marriage. b

Q77

Act One prerents a bed room reene:
Act Two tnfaldse a palr of couches ;
Act Three a bed of purple sheen
In back of Which some female erouches
And ar these Varied bed.r drift past
And one ean senre the lan%crl?r%elng
The tired. buriners man at Tact

Can gather 1n that redful feeh':ag

fome zag? You said it 1n a phrave,
And yet 1 hold anancient pasion.,

A eraving for forgotten day,

Where wivy did not swey the fashion
To have the playwright vay again

Where howling winde proclaim Decemben
"0y, rage are royal raiment when P

Theyre worn fog Virtver sake - remember.
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