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WAS planning o very pretty nnd
l pathetle sermon for this elisery Novent

ber psorning, It was to have qulte an
sdugational twany about I, ang T am quite
sury that you womid have enjoyed Its
pungeicy immienxely. 1 was golug to in-
valish agalnst thiy season's terrific tendency
to ventilate ecorjugal dlfficultles Io the
public pints. I was golng 10 8dy spley
things thit wonld forever have sndenred me
to thuse adjectival clergymen who persist
in jooking upon {hé stage ns R menace 3p
mopulity. My Ildea wud to ask my artlst
to draw a pletyre of the rval state of
things—the actress !n all her Ane feathers
gnf] furbelows, dnllying with her “pasy”
befura i Jury of peers, and then directly
opposite & pleture of the Ideal condition—
thls same aotress gltting In her parior sur-
rounded by seventesn children, most of
them teething, and muking crochet by the
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 yard to pew arcend thelr poetle, juvenlie
undergarments. A

Pgt my song swey, motlier. T eannot
slng 17 ttenlght., This is wo time for flery
tirndes or bitter denuneclytion. My fury
ag#ingt the atage has suddenly succumbe].
‘T have come to the conclaslog that It g,
after all, a lovely and a self-clevating
fnsdtutioa, and 7 want to onll to the nt-
| tentlon of the publlo—including wall the
engmlus of tue %ootllights—a vertaln cuim
ung rufreshing item of news that wns re-

‘cently flashed sorosy the Atjantle rlgit
Inte odr pstoalshed cemtre. It eame like a
zephyy of Bpring, and I presupe that lis
beallng Influcnce hes alresdy been felt Ly
& thovanna tlved gouls,

“Curlously entugh,” gays this novelty
1te:n In Y¢a slmply, opalloy2d HEmglish, “the
vimitors' lst of vhe Savoy Hotel, London,
now inelndes Lornnpd Lady Francls Hope
(Mny Yohe); th: Earl agd Countess of
Orkney (Conale Gllehrigt), and the Bag]
and Guuntess of (lancarty (Belle Bliton, the
muglon! performer). All three mosalllancos
bave turned ou: singulady well. Dndy
Hope, nfler four years of magrried life, iz
leaking forwerd confidently to motherlioo,
Bhoult) there Be 5 son, thea the gucckeslon
to. the Newejstly qukedors wonld be ng-
sured, through the pretty Amerlean, onoe
& squbrette,”

_Talk of your “8imple Storles for Yourg
, Glrisg" your Maria Edgewdrth, vour Groge
Agullnr, of "Home Influence” fame; solr
Loulst, Alcort, andl your Miks Mulock.,
These Indles are gll cast Into the shade Ly
thy pure and pleassing storr of domestlelty
—and demesticity tinged with footlights—
thet thls parngraph sends right op to your
mentai eye. ]

Think of that breakfast table at ihe
Bavoy, all ye enemles of the stage, and ot
ench utter a loud, pretentions “Mea culpat
For it is not at 411 diffieult=It Is even hi-
nigaly easy—to pletura o statsly plede of
muohogany, byllt ifor Mix, around which ure
seatoll the thyes ex-footlight Yhvorites, Lady
Hope, the Ouuntses of Clnnearty and the
Covntens of Orliney, with thelr devoted
weddlag-ving donors, Lord Hope, the Eirl
of ©lancerty and the Earl of Orknay. The
Iadles, all so yoong sod fulr, und fresh in
‘morniag loces, nod mo damonds. (Titled
Andles. doa’t wesr dlamonds unt!l 6 p. mu)
The gantlemen, sunve, gallant and exoed.
lugly glad that they were born.

Pauve, yo foes of the QJrarsatic worll,
nud lsteal Foy ye ean surely hear the
deep, pontralio tunes of the ex.AMay Yohe~

¢ tonss thuat were once used In a flendislh,
Inaktintie effert to win dollare and oents—
siying to Loxd Francls: “Darcling husband,
plense biitter me a plece of toast. 1 am
fond of toast with my tea'

And the Counntess of Clapenrty—she who

“used ko pose gs n vely undraped Veuus in
the Hngiish provinees, and slog decollete
songs for tho edificntion of the prurlent—
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blests forth: “Clancarty, dear, If you dan't

the milk and boney of hume alfulrs, We

think 1t will hort me;, I belleve I cowuld|are bound to cast an eye behind the scenus
fnney a poached egg. Would you mind agk- | (which glves us n greay deal mope work to

ing the walter for one?
about speaking to walters myself."

_Wh{la the third volee In thie almost pas-
toral domontic draman, comlng from the ex-
skirt daneer's Hps (years ago nobody be:
lleved she bad anyiling bat Dmbs), chip-
rups aweetly: “Good me Jord, 1 prithee
hand me o kippered herring, Thanks, Tery
much, wy love. It Is s0 good of you to
eater to little witle's brealkfast wants."

T gar agoln Avaiint! to all who htive ereil-
Ied the smage with producing nothing but
women miltted to Ol .the position of wife
and wother. It grleves me very mueh to
think that T must trot over three thousand
Hquid miies fn order to find these shinlng
lights of fellcitous domesticity, But example
means a groat dedl. The Ameriean stage
losing npon that of England—even though
the managers who laslst npon producing
Brglish plays toll you that Ametlean play-
wrights arve the grentest on earth. It Is
gond for the Amerlegn publie to look npon
my pleture of triple extract conjugal
bliss, In view of the deranged marltal con-
ditlons that have prevalled theatrleally In
this conntry glnce the present seénzon le
i,

An mnfreckled career seems to be neces-
gary for dramntle success. Miss Julln Ar-
thuy's managers appeared (o recogulze this
when they sent out svant-couriers for the
protuetion of “A Lady of Quality" with
the legend, “Bhe comes unspotted befure
the publle.” Of course, 1t I& rather (e
plagable, when yom come o thihk of It
Tou and I, cosmonolitang of  cosmopolls,
#re perfectly antlefled to see an artist (lo-
lug her best to Interpret the themes of her
playwright, ind to forget whether she has
or hasn‘t a husband; whether she has heen
divarced, or basn't been divorged; whether
ghe is a mommer, or whether she sn't a
mommer,

The great and ungulllble publie hes
willed It otherwlge, They are walled In
by conventionsl restrietlons, and they de-
clare that the ladies |destined to amuse
them must be similarly wolled in,  “She
may be very nlee,” soys materfamillas,
“but she has bad three husbands, ana I'
never take Polly snd Molly and Sukey
and Ann fo ece such a ereature””  And
Anut Marla Jane goes seventeen thmes (o
see Mra. Eendal {n “The Ironmaster” be-
enure It lhns béen asunounced that with
ber Willle ghe leids & most exemplary
marrled iife, aod has fAve ollve Lhranches to
ellmeh. that. fact beyond the peradventure
of a donbt.

It curies to pasg thetrefore, that you snd
I, cosmopolltans of cosmopolls, are obllged
to take our tincture of art diluted with
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I'm very tirald | do), and to withhold otit latirel wreaths uy-

til we know preclsely where we dre plog-
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Mrs, Potter
Chattered
Volubly
Rbout
Elevating
the
Stage,

(LADY FRANCIS

of ner firture greatness; cnused ne to Lurst
with bilarlpos  plandits 0 we sat and
wigehed that glad and Jopous girl caroering
throtigh o faree comedy with Donneily and
Glrard and Amy Ames, The foture was
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Here
Is
“Elevation"
That
Is
Tangible
and
\isible.

HOPE.)

Ing them, -
Consequently, T feel T am dolng the cor-
rect angd estimable thing to-day when T eall
the attentlon of the publie to those three
skittish young things who bhave gucceeded—
£ every gelf-respocting American pglrl plues
to succead—In marrying titles, and not oaly
in marrylng them, but In lving happlly
with tlem ever after. The pletuse at the
Savoy Hotel should be sketehed, and then
fromed over the hearth. It would pay a

Yodak artlst to journey Londonward, with

no other object In view than to purtray that
kluper-feast of the slx noblo people. ¥
Mrs, Potter chattered volubly sbout “‘ele-
vallng the gtage," and proceded to tnder-
tuke the tosk by shocking the copventlonal.
In an Intervlew In the London Echo, the
other day, she remarked, complacently:
“1 am afrald I can wvery faltly be
accused of  belog  ‘lndividan),' but
my puoblles bave llked my un-
conventionallty.” What publles? Those of
Ingla, Chiba and Japan, whers there are no
censors and no gorgeous codes of domestle
torality such ns prevall in Ergland and
Amerlen, Mra. Potter made the mistake of
trylng to elevate tho stage all by berself,
nnd 1t {8 & task that np womny ean suc-
cesafully undertake. 8he belleved that
simple endeayor and Ioceasant hard work
would insure popularity, Her untremelled
enthuslasm led her to belleve thut the stage
wis something otber than whac [t really

ls—a game that can occhslonnlly be com-
pored ta “bluff”—an(d she fulled. Mrs. ot~
ter hae falled, for she hos misunderstood
the texture of the modern andlence, aud
the idiosynerasies of the general public.

I amg not digrezalng. 1 couldn’t digress if
1 wanted to do H—and I don’t want to do
1t.  Befors me arlses malsteﬂly that
exqulgite breakingt table pleture at the
Lopdin Savoy, with the renl human figures
of Lurd and Lady Fradels Hope, the Harl
and Countess of Cluncarty, and the Farl
add Countess of Orkney.

Yes, they ara eleviting the stage. Can
you goubt Jt? It §s they that must make
the prejectors of en Independest theatre
feoel gick and sorry In thelr shoes. Inde-
pendent theatre, farsooth! Why, the stage
Is dependent upon a thousund trifles with
JMvhilel the playwright and the actor’s art
hag nothing whatsoever o' do.

Mles Yohe, whe 1s soon to crown her ex-
nltany dramaetie career with g Ifttle Hope—a
Hope deferred for four yenrs—was tho very
last person you would eyer hive belleved
llkely to lHlumine her profession. Whan
ghe wes singlig 1h o three-noted song at the
Fifth Avenue Thentre 4 few years ago Iu
“Natpral Gas'’ you would have died with
Inughter ot the mese ldea that ss a titied
wite sud mother she would bring joy to
Quees Victoria’s noble borde and elevate
the qtage to the arlstocratic niche,
Laury Jean would say, no presentiment

An

ot foresliadowed. Alas! It rorely s ex-
cept in movels and fivenet welodramys,
when you are willlng to swear thot the
tangled herolne will come out all right and
warry the only lero In the easl.

And Lady Clancarty! Who that ever
heard Ler wanton dittles &nd beheld the
perchance padded symmetry of ler musi-
enl limbs would ever have credited her
with tho powers of elevntion? It would
bave been just as simple to Lwagine Mag-
gle Cllne os & duchess, or Marle
Lloyd f#is a #erene something-or-other.
Belle Bilton-Clancarty will live In the his-
tory of peernge books, while your mere
common or garden Bernhardts or Dusos
will go down to posterity In 'drmmatlc
complintions, put together by tired critics
anxious to enrn an honest penny by the
Julces of their pen.

Burke will discuss Lady Olancarty. Per-
hnps oue of these days somebody will say
to me, “Write me a tlhousand eunloglstie
words on Sarnh Bernbardt for the obltu-
ary colamn.' h do you prefer, my
aspiring debutsnte, Burke or Alun Dale?

The Countess of Orkney was known to
all Londen as Connle Gilelirist, the skirt
dancer. Lovely, sinnous and Christmas-
eardy was Connle, and the fanaties In Lon-
don used to hate her becnuse she lured the
glided youth of the English metrapolly to
the playhouses and was & vogue all by her-
self. Her photographs adorned every ple-

"TO TITLES, BY ALAN DAL

ture shop from Trifalgar Square te Lud-
gite FI, Bhe hald a face thit the penny-
dreadral wreitar wouldl deséribe as “dangyr-
ously besutifol.” Ang the Barl of Orkogy
came a-wooltig ke the frozzy ih the elyl-

dren's story, and, lo! ghe 15.a lady of qual-
ity, enlenlnted to shine In the slitest Ught
and bring joy to the hearts of those mans-
gers who used to pay her tem pounds a
week for her sérvices.

Tlese three Indles are now happy wives
Bpon  whom theatre-going materfamiling
would feel It an honor to gnze. They have
selectdd husbands from ranks that were
onece cousldered ns the most fastidlons on
earth, and (Here are no dissenslons in
those brilllant homes, no petty storles for
divorce coury senndal-mongers, mo  pogs
upon which the foes of the stuge can bang
thelr conventionnl, their odious sermon-
eftes. Lady Clancarty is e the pos-
pessor of a brace of children~‘ealled In low
Hfe twlos, apd there ls nothing more de-
sirnble in the whole domestic economy than
telus.  Lady Clancarty has, In fact, els
vated the stage to the topmost rong of the

epnnublal ladder, and should she ever re- |the charity of our bypoorisy, “She’s na bet-*

turn to It, her success—especially In Amer-
len—wonld be assured,

These titled beautles never palaversd
ground the ides of elevntlon. There was
un. jargon aboot belng “‘wedded to avt”
no high-falutln essays on the mlsslon' of
the drama. snd the future of the nctrogs.
They left all that sort of thing for others
wheo have not drnwn priresin life's lottery.
They acted while thoss others were talk-

ing. They elevated while thelr slsters were :

merely dlscussing the ways and means for

80 dolng.

It Is n lovely and fertile subject
fraught with slgnifieanee. Only

It

Is the

envious and the mombers of tho Profes- |

slonal Woman's Lesgue will dare to uls-
ngroe with me.  In the weekly debates held
by that eminent sect of advanced old
Indies, who were matineed nt the lfth
Avenue the other day, there !g never amy
talk of elevating tlie stage ds It sbould be
elevated. But If Mes, A. M. Palmer and
Mrs. Queenle Vassar Lynch, and Miss Laora
Burt, wuld Mpes. Margoeilte 86 Jobu Wood,
aud Mles Mary Shaw, and Miss Cora, Tan-
ner wounld only toke it lnto their amiagble
heads to show young girla how to elevate
the stage with honor to themselves and
respectable comfort fto the publle, the
Lengoe would fill n “long fely want.”

To live happlly ever after with a title
about your gurments I8 surely one of e
sweetest rewards of a touring actress, Te
dash through the thorouglifares of n biz
| elty with a brougham, a couple of gpanking
horses, and a'lawfully wedded bLusbann
who !5 not a plain mister s cerfainly a
luminous mapuer of portraying the Dbe-
nign end graceful infinence of the stige.

It Is “elevatlon™ o its must emphatie

Phree ®prightly
ooné and Dance
Artists Whe

Pave  Really
Clevated the
Stage.

form. “Elevation” tlhat s taagible apd
vlglble. Even some . f the ocergy, who
7ire accustomed to regard Liay Youe,
j 2ille Bllton and Counl, Glichrist as tho na
in the flesh, wonld w hesltafingly acocrd
thy most conspleuoys pews In  thar
chyrches to Lady Fran.ls Hope, the Cagat
¢8y of Clanearty and nllady Orknasy, Ii is
all very well, In your Ameriosn inde-
pendence, to euggest—just for the sake
argument—that a title menuns nothing.
means o great deal. You know it
now, don't you? Confess that you do.
mit that you revel In storles that deal
with the unlon of the stoge and the arls
tecracy. Yeou would seoner gpend an hour
perusing n descrintion of Ledy Frapols
Hope's cottage by the ses, than :

a= essay by Henry Arthur Jones on *"The
Renascence of the English Drama™
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We are nop o serlous people. Perhaps
the time will come when we shall Jook
upon the drama ss an electric platform
from which eternal troths—or les—must be
dinned Into our ears, st a cost of $1.50 par
team of ears. Many people are trying to
burry on that time. Sometimes I would
that it were here, myself, But we ars
far from serlons yet. Weo regard the stage
a8 a sort of delectable enterfalnment—
something that will sing o tomty-tum
our bread-and-butter-weary ears—and we
fraze upon fctors and ectresses lmpert!-
nently. Thelr pasts and thelr presents
are ours, and we are interested In thale
future, and qulte dlspossd ¢o prophesy
thelr hersnfter. We make a complete Mst
of onr fevorite lendlng inds’s husbande,
even though (his often entalls arduons
work and sbstruse research.

We declare that we will' nsver agaln
countenance the sduey young husband
who haw beaten his wife, and then “defied
publie opinlen” by golng to the vaudeviile
stage. We look ssknnce at our sweet little
Ingenues and ealclom Indles, and say In

ter than she ought to Le, T read all abopt
|ber the other day,” and then we Bo homa
anidl say to onr dnnihters, “No, my Sesr
| Yo ghall sever, never go upon the stnps
{1t Iy not the kind of lfe you ought to lead.
Woimen shonld, first of all, and last of all,
lenrn how 10 be usefdl wives nrg
mithiers.””

| Sp, let me end this with a fioal ginoes
iat Lady Hope rud the Countesses of Ork.
ney and Clanearty, eating thelr breakfasts
and elevating the stage. That bremlcfust
table should become historic. If It were &
dlmner or # kupper table, I sbould sot
hold It up, Lecause dinvers and suppors
are frequently pervertid from thely orlg
lnal jdea of wmere nourlshment puarveyiog
offlces. Breéakfast ls n heaithy, sobust and
morml megl. Nobody conld be sauvey or fiipe
‘pant st hroskfsst, It I the one meal that
| has gurvived the degenerste lafuences of
the rcentury. People' can't revel In tha
enrly morn. The most convivial apirite are
lulied Into opngue dulness ot the loftis] re-
pust of the day.

| Tuere I8 no faw in the purity of tha

ploture that I hnve Alshed np to pou thies

| morning. 1 ean hear no volos dissenting

| from the poetle triths I have culled from.
The elevators of the stage hiave sutDe
thing to think about for a few hours—td

it

ponder over In thelr moments of medita
tlon.

And If my eoemies acoense me of helng
gatirlenl, and of nhot

and thig latesy Insylt will not sink
fnto niy hature, I malotain that the stags
% on the rosad to elevation.

ALAN DALR.

renily belleving 8
solltary word 1 Luve writtes—well, T am =
qitite attustoned to bLeing misunderstond,
deeply
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