THB PASSING SHOW

I have seen .\linulf- Maddern Fiske
% “Tess of the d'Urbervilles™” four
times thisweek., 1 eould not see her
oftener in one week without risking a
nervons collapse. Flesh and blood can
endure only up to a certain point, Of
all the perfornuinees now on the Amer-
tean stage 1 think this ix the only one
that will go duwn into history.

I the tirst pince the play itself is a
marvellous picee of work. T should he
inclined toclass it with the few really
greal plays of the last half century, |
daubt if a more vigorous pece of play
writing bas been  done  sinece the
yvounger Dumas in his prime wrote L3
DPowme Ana Camelios. In point of con-
straction it is not fawless. for the
fast act is an anti-climax. a jarring
note.  Bul dear me, we have so muech
elever stage carpentry: there are all
the heavy domestic dramas of David
Belasen which are pot together al-
muost faultlessly, but which mean
nothing at all, “Tess” has the vital
quatity which iz <0 much maore potent
than vleverness, the thing which
makes a play live. | should almost
call it the play of the present ; the play
which best embodies the tendencies of
mwodern art  and modern thought.
When 1 say this 1 am speakingonly of
English plays, excloding the dramas
af Ihsen. which to futurity will stand
for this century a8 Shaksperes
stand for his. 1 would place “Tess™
beside “The Second Mrs. Tangqueray.”

For all practical stage purposes the
“legitimate” has had its day. There
s no use in fighting the facts any
longer. When von have said all yon
will against “problem plays.” the
trath remains that fairy tales, how-
- ever replete in grace and poetry, charm

~ the world no longer. They were the
fancies of an carlier, cruder, bappier
_ ecivilizsuion than curs. They lack
. warmecontemporaneous interest, The
drama that is truly potent today must

5 be so through the only religion that is

left. us now—the religion of human
suffering and of human pits.

“Tess™ will stand close serutiny as
& piece of literature: it has distin-
guished literary quality. The svirit
of Thomas Hardy is wonderfully pre-
~ served throughout.  From what other
pen conld these hovdenish milkmaids
and the elder d Urbervillesand the in-
imitable country bumpkins have come?>
They might have stepped right out of
the pages of “The Woeodlanders™ or
“Far from the Madding Crowd.”

Here is a piay for you without the
accursed manufacture 1 “comedy ele-
ment.” vet rich in indigenous comedy,
soto speak. The natura! comedy that
grows gl of l1ife in an English village,
so virile and earthy that it might
have been written by Fielding or
Goldsmith.
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And yel. after all, what i<a playbut
a wraith, an inanimate thing into
which some man or woman must pour
hisor ber beart’s biood, a thing born
of the passion of some great braio, and
which lives anly in the atmosphers of
the passions, as cerain sea mosses,
which have lain shrunken and brown
upon the mocks many a summer, ex-
pand and grow green again when they
feel their native element alwut them?

When Mrs. Fiske first steps before
youshe, by no means, fills the mind's
ideal of Hardy's blooming, volup uons
woman. ler body is fril to emacia-
tion; she has absulutely no physique.
Her face is pinched and plain, utterly
without charm. Her's is not a big,
bread, mobile ugliness like Nether-
sole’s, her face is simply plain and
chamcteriess, like those of hundreds
of women you meet every day in the
street. An actress who is as beauti-

vesterday, “When 1 think of the great

[
fulas the warning remarked 1o me,

~ml imprisoned in that frail little
boddy and shut in hehind that pinched,
pale face, 1 rebel. 10 is a misearriage
of divine justice.” And. indeed, |
know of no better way to express it.
The woman has evervihing against
her, lacks evervihing bur—geniuns,
Her triumph is purely one of arf —thiat
word monthed about the world so!
much, but of which we see al. so
little in a lifetime! Her power is in
the naked truth and the passionate |
sineerity of her words, and in the pen- |
etrating power of an analvtical intel-!
leet. 1 never saw anvone who conld
so impart. almost anything to yon
without the aid of words, She speaks
toyvou mind to mind, in a new and
soundless language. You can abso-
lutely look down into her brain and
witrh her mental processes,
L

Alrs. Fiske's first entrance upon the |
stage isa piecee of the most upeonven- |
tional wark 1 have ever seen.  While
the milkmaids and dairy hands are
chaffing each other at the front of
the stage. she comes in at the rear, |
wiping her hands on a towel, Ber hack
to the audience,

The first aet of the play oeeurs at
the dairy farm, where Tess™ mother
and father and little brother have ||
come fo congratulate her apon her ap-
proaching marriage with Angel Clair.
One of the prettiest scenes in the play
is that between Tess and Abram, her
little brother. They =it down to-||
gether under a tree and he tells her|
how he hopes she'll marry and be a
fine lady so they ean have the roof
mended and buy a cow and always

hive plenty to eat. She puts her arms | 3

about him and says, “I wonld do any-
thing in the world for you and Liza-
Lu, Abram. to keep vou safe aad put
you in the right path. Sometimes I
think vou are ail in the world ¥ nave
to live for. And I, 1 want to take
care of Liza-Lu—1 want to take care
of Liza-Lu!™

“How bright the starsshine tonight,
Tess. Be it true that they beall
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worlds, like ours*”

“Yes, Abram, thy be all worlds
like ours: all filled with sad. -.enﬂerin;r
women, 1 suppose.”

“And ao men®”

“Ab, if there were nomen.
the women wouldn't suffert”

Then the lad
miss her ai home
mest

Alram. |

tells her Low they
and a gleam ofal-
hysterical joy lights her faee.
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Inside the cottage Angel Clair l,c-.i
gins singing, accompanving himself |
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winds them tight about her, halding
his hands against her breast. Now |

the child has never seen Angel Claire, |
but his hands are on that heart and
he whispers, “Be it he, Tess: be it
he¥™ She only holds him elcser and
closes her eyes.  And O that face, that
face across the footlights!

Then comes the beautifol little
scene between Tess and  Angel, in
which she begs him not 1o marry her,
but ~just let her go on loving him.*
She tries to tell him what she has
tried a thousand times to tell him.
and cannot.
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childbicod, and she rises witha smile | ences.  Encloso seli-addrossad stamped onvel-

moere bitter than tears. and balf facing
the andiznce she uiters some of the

finest lines in the play:

“AlL Mariott there a cottage
smaller than this. There are three
rooms; the kitchen., with an earthen
floor, my mother's bedroom, and the
loft where the children sleep.  Sume
times the Monday's work isdone by
Saturday: sometimes it is not done at
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The I-urhuglun-é “Vesti-
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Lincoln every evening at
6:10 . m. and arrives in
lhu;tr the next morning
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