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THE PASSING SHOW

WILLA CATHER

She bas been with us again, that re-

markable woman, Minnie Maddein
Fiske, more remarkable, more hopetul,
more different from all other players
than ever. She appeared here this ses-
son in her two new plays, “A Bit of Old
Chelsea,” and “Love Will Find a Way."
The tirst is a one act pieca. The cur-
tain rises on a eculptor's studio ir Lon
don. The sculptor is on his knees Le-
fore the grate in the twilight, burning
old letters, singiug “Oft in the Stilly
Night"” as he soris and tears. From his
comments op the letters and love tokens
you gather that he is a susceptivle
young man, that he has been in loveand
has been loved a great many timee.
Women like him, on long or short ae.
quaintance; it is very pocessary that one
should koow that. The sculptor is
about to be married, and he is making a
burnt offering of these letters to the
“real thing,” found at last after eo many
mistukes. When the last piece of note
paper has fluttered into the tames, he
gets up and looks out of the window.
The stage settings in this piece are very
effective. The window is a huge ore,
such as you see in studios, and outside
of it wiotry London, a cold clear sky
with an indefinable effect of distance in
it, the tall stoue buildings that look like
steel io the hard white light of the elec-
trics, and swinging in the storm the
lights themselves, the “iron lillies of the
Strand,” as Mr. Le Gallienne calls them,
It is a wonderful bit of scenic paintir g?
with its effect of vastnese cold. It is
like Broadway on a winter night when
you are a stranger there. As the young
maa looks out into the street he notices
a womac lying there and dashes out to
help her. In a mowment he returos,
bearing in his arms a frail little figure
that we all know so well, and of which
we are all a little afraid, despite ite
seemiog fragility. He places her in a
chair before the fire, and when the heat
revives her, she asks for har hat and her
flowers, for she is a flower girl. The
obliging artist dashes cut again and re-
turps with a big basket and a hat - Oh,
such a hat, such a pathetic, bedraggled
little bat. Knowing people tell me that
in London flower girls actually do wear
juet such hats, which has strengthened
my determination to go there. The
sculptor and Miopie have tea very com-
fortably together and she tells him very
simply and naturally what a bad day it
has been for ber and how poorly the
flowers sold, and how ehe lives in some
awful court or other with her mother.
She feels strangely happy and comfort-
able in this warm, bright room, and she
likes being waited on by this h;:dn.::
ng gentleman, the like of whom

,h::n‘a::r spoken to before. When the
tea is over they discover that it is two
o'clock in the morning and she can't
afford a cab,and one of the aphisg
friends has stolen his hat. She ol
proposes to just stay there all 1
says she'll eleep in a coruer or
place The astonished artists ase
and remarks that he'll seek shelteg?
one of his friends. Minnie says,
go home alone if he does, she'll ol
for turnicg anybody out, and sh
see why she will disturb him
Finally he lets down a eort of el
bunk from the wall and Minzie af
to it by means of a stepladder a __
artist lies down to eieep on hig.g
Just as they are comfortably &
down to sleep the artist’s friendii¥
paioters, very much intoxicated, M
in on bim and a veritable bedlam f@
Onpe of them puts on ! ionie’s &
hat and starts to go up the step
The artist snatches the hat and talgs
up to the girl and knocks tho b
down. During the scuffle which &
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the girl sits up in the bunk, calmly
smoothing out the feathers of ber absurd
hat. Where, O where, Mrs. Figk. are
the usual cheap affections of surprise
and terror which stage ladies assume
Witnessing a fight? She knows well
enough, ‘hat knowing lady, that girls
who are brought up in the siums of Loo-
don see too much tighting to be aston-
ished at it. After the paioter's have
been ejected she thanks the young man
and lies down to sleep. But sleep doesn’t
come 8o readily to the poor artist, toss-
ing about down there on his sofa. So
ha lifts up his voice and in that stillness
broken only by the roar of London with-
out, he tells her of his sweetheart, whom
he is soon te marry, of her charms and
her goodness. Minnie draws the covers
up 1o her chin and lies very straight and
very still, clutching the side of the
trunk with her hand. She stands it
pretty well, she does, but finally she in

terrupts his raptures. “0 yes. she's
your girl, that's what you mean. I sup-
pose she don't swear®”

“Swear! who? Millicent*”

“O you peedn’t be g0 shocked. She
would swear just as bad as [ do If she'd
been brought up in our court and hadn't
been always tied up in white paper to
keep her clean.”

The artist drops off to sleep, but Min-
pie doesn’t. She lies thers stiff and
still, thinkingz, thinkiog. You can hear
her think. Thinking that this is no
place for her, that there is a distance
betweer her and all these beautiful
thiogs that she can never <ross, that
this man is for girls who were not
brought up in courts and who never
felt the world's rough hand. Present
ly the young man mutters his sweet-
heart's pame in his sleep, Then the
girl gets right up without a word. She
cow.es down the ladder and puts on that
pathetic little hat and str ps her Hower
basket over her shoulders. She tukes
up the artist’'s great coat and gently
throws it over him. She pauses a mo-
ment and takes a bunch of flowers from
her basket.

“He was awful kind to me. but it
aint like me to stay where I'm not
wanted, There are the best I've got;
flowers don't last long here in London.”
She lays them on hie pillow and then
goes out of the door, without turmng to
lock back, without acy effort at theatric
effect, just as quiet and hopelessly as
though hundreds of eyes were not
watching her; goes out into that big
wintry, pitiless London you can see
through the window there, that Loncon
where indeed flowers do not last long,
and all your eympathy and all your
imagination goes out of that door with
her.

I wonder where we huve another ae-
tress who could play this unpretentious
little piece in eo untheatric a manuoer,
who could mal e one know what it feels
like to be a tlower girl. You eee that
penetrating intellect of hers is like a
gearch light, she has only to turn it
upon a character to master it. She ma-
; mental acd emotional condi-
jore your eyes, and when all is
modernness is the compelling
Ber acting. She throws aside
ns, traditions of elocution and
b9 busicess and the lofty manners
edy queens. She comes down
#lde, ioto the pulsing complex
present. She has that ardent
y which is the very root of all
art—and, in acether form, of
tic: art, for that matter

pve Will Find a Way,” she im-
a lame girl, rich, well edu-
rounded by every luxury —but
gke all of Mrs. Ficke's charac-
a psychological study, a study
warping effect of a physical
pupon the mind.” The firet act
Madeline in the bosom of her
mily in which she is toler-
fed, indulged, everything but
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loved, and it is for love that she is starv-
ing, it isof pity that she is dying. Her
gay and beautiful sister, wishing to be
agreeable, tells her that she has bought
some new waltzes and wouldn't she like
to hear them?

“() yes,” replies Madeline with asper-
ity, “waltzing 1 my favorite pastime,”

Later the family convematioa turns
upon marriage and Madeline remarks
that she hae been thinking of marrying
herself, lately. Her father breaks out
in indulgent laughter. “You marry,
Madeline, you "

“Yes I, why not 1? Isthis,” throwing
her ecrutch passionately aguinst her
breast, “is this always to come between
me and everythiog that fille a woman's
lifa?"

This is about the usual temperature of
Madeline’s relations with her family.
They irritate her at every turn and she
i8 in the habit of being irritated and is
continually looking for irjuries, They
don't love her and she knowsit. She
can only remember ore being who has
ever loved her, the physician who has
always tended her, who brought her
through all her childish ilinesses, who
has exhausted every resource of medi-
cine to cure her lameness, and who, fail-
ing in that, by his very devotion, has
kept life struggling in her frail httle
body. Shesaystohim: “Do you know
you are the only friend | have ever had
in &! my life? When | was a little
child I ueed to lie tossing in my suffer
ing and listening io- the sound of your
horees hoofs, and the hours seemed O,
80 long! and I used to be so jealous. so
afraid that you might like one of your
other patients better than me, And
when | went abroad 1 was almost glad
that the great doctors there could not
cure me. It would have broken my
heart if they bad succeeded whers you
had faled, But now, now | am a wo-
man, aud il you cannot cure me, can you
not at least kill me? | have boroe this
humiliation too long.”

The physician is admirably played by
Mr. Frederick de Belleville. He tells
her as he has often told Eer before, that
her affliction is purely & nervous one,
that a great nervous shock, a supreme
effort of will,even, would cure her lame-
nees. She recalls to him the time when
a tenement house in which she was do-
inz charity work caught fire and she
was unable to escape even to save her
life and a young painter had rescued
her and carried her out, and this young
painter, she tells him, she is going to
marry. He is poor and cares for noth-
ing but his work. He had a wile once
whom he loved, but she deserted him
because of his poverty and alterwards
died. She will furnish him money to go
abroad and siudy and thep he will come
back and marry her and she will go out
of this house that she hates and live
her own life. Itis to be simply a busi-
ness transaction. She proposes to buy
her husband and her liberty as she has
always bought what she wanted and the
doctor, who lovee her, can say nothing.

The second act opens a year later upon
the preparations for Madeline's wed-
diog. She comes in in her bridal dress,
with her crutch. She is manifestly un-
happy. She calls the doctor, who is
never far to call. and in an incoherent
fashion imparts to him her griel. She
went into this matrimcnial bargain
coldly, with a clear conscience. But
something has happened, something has
wakened up, has been born in her. Sae
has suffered and hoped and dreamed
and wept over the painter’s formal let
ters, she loves this man and he does not
love her.

The doctor springs to his feet and de-
clares he will stop this infamous mar-
riage. But she criee, “You will not, you
dare not! In all the great things of life
I have been thwarted, and you shall not
take this from me! If it makes me the
most wretched being in the world, it
will at least make me a woman.”
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Wheu she is left alone. she sits staring
at the footlights, thinkiog and agaic
you hear her think,

Then a woman steals in through the
bay window and kneels beside her, bog
ging for help and pity. She is Leslie,
the painter's wife, who, after the manner
of stage wives, did not die, and has
found that she cannot live without him.
In one of those moments of absolutely
tranefiguring power which comes to her
at will, Mrs. Viske drives the woman out
iato the mght and the storm, shrieking:
“You shall pot thwart me now, pothing
shall thwart me now.” Theo, as she
sila there gasping, panting, muttering
like a mad woman, she does oue of these
little thiogs that lend such awful verity
to her work, just tukes her handker-
chief and with a quick, desperate ges.
ture wipes her throat and hands. And,
1 assuire you, ev ry being in the house
feels the cold moisture that had gath
eredd on her flesh. Leslie goes out and
falls in & faint in the snowy road. The
sound of sleigh bells announces that the
wedding guests are approaching and the
woman will be rua over. Madeline
screams again and again for help;
“Father, Harry. that woman will be run
over! Sheis lying in the road!” but no
one hears her. She looks for her crutech
but someone hae mislaid it. She tries to
stand but falls like a broken thiog. She
drage herself on her kneesto the window
and shouts and shouts, but no ope an-
swers and the jiogle of the bells sounds
peartr and nearer. Then, in that mo-
ment of desperation she rises, she stands
she walks, Out of the window, out
into the snow. And it is as though the
dayse of the biblical miracles were come
again. | remember in Kipling's story
when Mulvaney is telling how Love o'
Women. when he i® almost dead, walke
up o the porch to die in hie wife's arms,
he eays “the Power uphilt him.” And it
i8 just eo when Mudeline gocs out of
that window. The llusion is complete
and vou feel that ¥ou have seen the
dead arise and walk.

In the last act. which occurs later the
sax e night, Madeline sends the painter
and Leslie away together. The house is
dark, the family are in bed, she sits by
the window walching the re united
lovers gu their way: “Over the snow
through the moonlight, out of my life."”
She sends for the doctor, who knows
nothing of the events of the night, and
telle him that she has sent the artist
away.

“He would never have a lame woman,
that ie all,” she says. Mr. de Bellaville
risee to a height he has not often
touched in his life when he says simply,
but with all the heart in him. “Made-
line, I would give my life to make you
walk.”

She rises smiliog, and walks across
the stage to his arms.
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