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Vanity, Luxury and
Too Much Petting
the Reasons, Says
Clara Morris, Re-
gretting the Hard

Old Times When

Stage Folk Were Contented with ~
Just One Wife and One Husband |

By CLARA MORRIS.

RACIOUS, married after five

G monthe; after four, even aflter

throe months of mourning! At

that rate it is scarcely worth while for

an actor to waste much on "the trap-
pings avd the sults of woe,"

Miss Russell, Miss Poyton, Misa
Jefftrays Lewls, Miss Frital Scheff,
Misx Maxine Elllott, Mr. Goodwin, Mr.
Hopper, Mr, Mantall, Mr. de Bellville.
Thirtyflve marriages stand to the

eredit of these nlne players. Why not
offer a prizse to the reader who can cor-
rectly distribute the thirty-five amongst
th uloe,

Then 1 go gaeping on: Powers,
Hilliard, Sothern, Faversham, Trmax,
Marlowe, Herned, Post, Hall—Oh, more
gnd yet mors who are coming along
modestly, yet hopefully, with but two
{iving husbands or wives to each ac
gount,

As 1 read this amazing list, I seem -

juite plainly to hear the voloe of good old
John Parsell, Baglish college man and
actor, Indignantly erying out, in his be-
loved Latin: *0, tempora; O, mores!”
They sy that real artist, Frederick

oceansg.

Thut My, Goodwin has wecretly vowed
to egual the royal record of Henry VIII,
and only stop at six, '

Can there be sueh & thing as a mar
risge germ? If so, the territory known
as "Behind ihe soenen™ must be alive with
them. At all events, our actors have
changed for the worse in thelr attitude
toward marriage. The old-tUimers, while

pot monogamists, were pretty generally
satisfied with one wife at o time, They
to

might draw out the line till it would sug-
:uﬁunwhlmta&.ﬂm&tu

Now these aclors were content with
one wife at & time. Boma of them woro

had

before my time New York had a the
atrical seandal. Oh, | the sensution
it caused! Charles Mathews, Hnglish

Here’s the

ABIES throughout L(he ages
have had to undergo belng
carried in odd places, but the

comedy slar, found & sou) males [n the
hipmdsome wife of ane Dolly Davenport, a
member of Mr, William Burton's com-
pany.

The lovers fled to far Hoboken and
wers married—by what authority,
Heaven knows; 1 don't, But, oh, the
storm, The pupers were rabld. Preach-
ers foamed at the mouth. The public
was shocked, the women whiapered Into
one another's scoop-bonnets; the men
bought no seats, The engagement was
rulned.

Twenly years Iater the echoos of that
scandal were still rolling about in the
Bouth and West

Should that affair be du-
plented to-day, what would
hmppen? The publle would say,
wearlly, “What, another?"”
There would be much ribald
Inughter, The lm‘\em would
rrlnl it a8 o news item, troat
ng It from Jocose and sport-
fve, or possibly a sutirical
standpoint, while If much
should be made of it, the
gulity palr woul grin happlly
and enll It & mighty good ad!

“0, temporn; O, mores!”

Oh, the altered times! Oh,
the Iaxity of men's manners!

The book tells us that mar-
rvinge Is honorable, but do
thess merry gentlemen nand
Iadien, who espem to oarry
property Meenses In  thelr
grips, belleve that thelr catch-
as-ontch-can oeremonles, thoele
multiple marriages, ure hon-
orable?

Yet the thing that iz most
repellant In thelr conduct—
most wounding to the sensl
Milties of the observant pub-
o1y the Indecent haste of
some actors to thrust into the
limbe of forgetfulness the
plteounly helpless dead.

His breach of the marringe
Inw Is pussed by with a shrug
und a smila, but the bremeh
of the law of love chills amli
vepels the publie he lives by,

am reminded that the
Bible sternly forblds us to
“Judge” one another, but we
ate certalnly pot forblddem
to study, to try to under-
siand one amother; to
pince ourselves In that other's

Mace. Bo let us be just, since

he actor {8, after all, oniy
committing “the oldest sins,
in the newest kind of ways,”
amd If Mormon-minded, he
is, at least, not n Don Juan,
for though we have too many

“widowed wivesn,” we aré®hap-
pﬂ&;&oﬂ on “married malds"

y do they do 1t?

“Must be n queer lot of duffers,” com-
mented a new arrivel to me recently,
“Plve wives to one husband. My word,
 thought they were spoofing me, don't
you know, This Mr, Goodwin of yours

# I n regular scream!"

“As n comedisn? 1 psked.

“No; ar 0 husband!” And he looked
palned at my lnughing.

That very evenlng a grave, siern legal

Inderwood & Usnderssa)l, X, Y.
Pora ether Carvics Mor Boby.

.

Fritzi Scheff, Who Has Taken Unto Herself Her Third
Husband.

Mght declared beldly: “An actor 1s an ex-
aggernted Bgo; hia marriages are often
fmpudently llegal, and the result of com-
bined vanity, valgarity and physical at-
truction. A passion without tenderness
or reverence—the vanity of being called
Irreaietible; the vulgarity of profiting by
notoriety."”

1 really 414 feel that was the lmit,
aod I brought Into action that weapon
known as woman's tongue, nnd taking for
my text “You can't make one shoe Mt

—
—

New Baby-Trimmed Ha?.

well as by all young women of Latin
descent, as the Spanish and the Ital-
fans.

These women of the working
classos always carry thelr burdens on
the head, which necesaltates an
erect, wellpolsed torso and head.
The works of the old art masters
contaln many graceful fAgures of
young women carrying amphorae,
and heavy pleces of pottery In other
forms, on thelr heads or shoulders
The effect is the same when the
Poruvian mother carrics her baby
that way. It is impossible for her
o walk ungracefully with that
welght balanced on her head.

Iacldentaliy 1t will be notieed that
the Peruvian baby's [featherlined
basket provides a fashionable sort
of headdress that s by no means to
be desplsed; quite as effective, in
fact, as some of the latest importa
tions from Paris.

Fashlons In bables are numsrous
and interesting among the half-civil-
ized races of the worid. North
American women and Eskimo mothers
oarry fhelr bables on their backs and
they usually develop strong backn
In this way It Is ensy to “mind the
baby"” and go mbout your work or
dmuscinents at the same time,

Mrs. Virginia Hicks Sothern Courtenay, s Last Season

Stage Bride.

every foot" I held forth with hot sin-
cerily until 1 was forced to pause and
take a breath or die for want of it
When he basely ook advantage of my
necessity and ooldly commented, “All

that s special pleading for these people,

and, bemides, you do'not apeak from rea
son but from the heart” “Who has n

better right? I snapped. “These poople,
ne you call them, are my people, nnd it
is not falr to condemn them f(rom crass
fgnorance. Try to understand, and you
will forgive, if you can't justify.

“l hold no brief for any actors—hut If
T did, 1 could at least speak from forty
yours' knowledge of them."

Aund in the act of withdrawing, my
visitar sent back this Parthing shot:

“And out of this depth of knowiedge,
can you bring excuse, or even explan-
atlon, of the marrying madness of your
people? Pardon me if I doubt it"

Now, 1 ask myself if he was right. 1f
I bhave fallen so far back from the band
that I ean no longer mark the time to
which we are marching? Certalnly the
“world do move"” and “clreumstances do
mlter cases,” but human pature? Ah!
Human pature is the same to-day as it
was yesterday, and as it will be to-mor-
rmw,

In the “good old days” thal were so
often bad old days there was no “good
old Bummer time” for actors. No roof
gardens, no open alr performances, no
Summer resort theatres—only a nlght-
mare period of idleness. But when they
married they doubled thelr Joys, and
halved thelr expenses.

Balarles were lght, work wvery, very
heavy. Change of bill every night. Re-
heursal every morning Costumes to
prepare and parts to study or to “re
cover” each afterncon. To be brief, the
old school actor had no time for disloy-
alty. Never could It be sald_ef him:
“Lightly from falr to falr he flew,
And loved .to plead, lament and sue.”

Even to-day we have steel true mar-
rlages between the descendants of old-
timers. Witness the Hollauds, Seymours,
Drews, olc. We are solemnly sdmon.
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De Wolf Hopper, Whe s
Only One Behind Nat Good-
win in the Race for Matri-
monial Championship Hon-
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ished t0 marry, go forth and
multiply. But by transposition,
1 fenr the actor's rabric reads;

“Go forth and multiply thy
marringes.”

Now be It known, the player is poor
doupany for Just one person on earth—
himself.

Roemove a gleaming little goldfish from
the water, and you hoid on your hand a
dull, flabby, gasping thing-—its Hashing
grace of movement, its glitter and glory
of color, all gone, and he will be a per-
fect symbol of the actor out of his ele-
ment.

Put him o a crowd and hig spirit will
leaven the whole mass. There he will
glow. He will talk welil, He will listen
well, slng well. He will, in short, be
aympatica to all

But In solltude he finds his Waterloo,
He who entertained the crowd, cannot
eitertuln himself, He Is bored to ex-
tinetion. Nor does he find pleasure in
dissipation—actors are opot dissolute.
Hence the writing on his wall needs no
Interpreter. The word of fire s mar-
ringe

To the Arab grant hls camel, his small,
sun-scorched tent ind his prayer rug, and
straightaway any balting place on the
mighty, aimost trackiess desert becomes
“home, sweet home” to him. Bul the
wotor goes the Arnb one betier, for, give
to Wim but a pretty, loving wife, and his
trunks, und they will make home for him,
whether in New York, Medicine Hat or
San  Franclsco, Murriage s natural
enough—but why these unseemly vrepe-
titlons?

The sctor who ean best represent a
charncter, who ean best express the hu-
man emotions, is most applauded, most
pralsed. The more versatile he becomes
the more he is admired. Thus, his onpe
object In lfe Is to nct sowmething quite
perfectly, and If he has not a part on
hand he will even act bhimself.

Thus the man becomes lost in the
actor, who i flattered and kow-towed Lo,
Vealty grows apace. He becomes very
gelfigh. Thus adulation, large milaries,
few parts, long runs and much dleness
glve us an actor who feels himself above
those conventions, those moral laws to
which other men submit thewselves for
the sake of the welfare of society at large.

Belleving the world takes him at his

Maxine Elliott, Who Was One of the Numercus Mrs. Goodwinas.

own high valuation, he treads upon the
corns of the public, without apology, and
murries and marries and re-muarrias, and
bas =0 much fun with God's Holy Ordl.
nance that one wonders how long it will
be before he gets gay with the Burla)
Bervice.

And the women of the stage, “Why do
they marry so often?’. There it comes—
the expected word. “Halt! Who goes
there?”

“Friend."

“Advance, friend, and give the eoun-
terslga,”

Not much—I1 ean't—I bhave not got it
Nelther has anyone else

Whnt womin ever gave the counter-
pign that would admit another into her
real mind?

Her heart—perhaps. Her mind-—never.
Which is not to be wondered at, for if a
woman cannot understand hersell, who
may do it for her? Perhaps these sup-
posedly amorous ladles are, after all, more
in love with Love than with any lover, or
perha p

“*Tis expeclation that mskes a bless
ing dear.”

Then when the lover s lost in the hus
Imud, as often happens, its & case of
“Hop light, Lou" and try it again.

Al all evenls most actresses seem to
murry “for better'—never “for worse,”
“for richer.)” never “for poorer,” for
though all are short on patience, they
are sure to be long on exactions,

Ehe =pirit of giving !s still In the alr,
so 1 should ke to suggest Lo the friends
uf our Messrs. Nathaulel and DeWolf Hop-
per somethbing neat (u the way of gifts:
A locket—not loud or gaudy-—to be worn
on the watch chalu, each lioket contaln-
ing the composite pholograph of all
of the gentleman's once dear wives.
Touching, Isn't 1LY

Flattery, and that idleness that ever
sels the devil's dimples danclng, have
changed our actors for the worse. Yet
80 long as they retaln the time honored
old gualities of generosity, warm. gquick
sympathy and bright good fellowship,
they will charm as they have slways
charmeil. i

Still, I glance at that long list of in-

consequent marringes and agaln [ send

forth my parrot repetition of Parsell's
ery, O, tempora, O, mores ! ~




