- SALTY FLOODGATE

French Melodra‘ma', with Dorothy
Donnelly’s Fina Lead, Has
Audience in Tears.

WILLIAM ELLIOTT -SUPERB

For Emotiocnal Sincerity Young Actor
Could Not Be Excelled—Others
in the Cast.

MADAME X, a drama, in prologue and threes
acts, by Alexandre Bissch, adapted by
John N. Raphael, American version edited
by Willlam Henry Wright. New Amstérdam

Theat—m. -
Rose ........ teestoscnnannans Christine BElessing
Dr. Chesnelc..cov.....l...lolLo Rﬂgers Lytton
Touls Floriot......cccvecccccenen obert Drouect
Jacquellne. .. evvececctcssensses Dordthy Dounnelly
Noel ..... teveceenoas ... RObert Paton Gibbs
Larogque .....c.ccviiencconcans Malcolm Willlams
VICLOT v ceaseacncccnnans cesenn Harry C. Bradley
Perissard B aad b rea s T NN E NN ) .w- H. Denny
Meriveal “cevenescacena ceceenna Charles E. Verner
MEBrio ..c.cccecscncan emeneme ceesess.Deirdre Doyle
Helene ....cccvienenne cesevaneressnyssCecll Kern
Raymond Fioriot....... o op o o - Willlam _Elllott
Clerk of Court......cccvmraeens ... Frank Wright
President of Court..........Charles C. Brandt
FOoNtalne ....ecececicnctocancncan B. S. Higglips
Valmorin. .. e i it icevansncnsccns John McXep
An Usher of the Assize Court..Walter F. Tuley
Foreman of the JUIr'Y...eeae ... Floyd K. Brown

What i{s the fascination about the mor-
bidly melodramatic, or the melodramatic-
ally morbid? Yor you can put it either
way, Madame X. is both. And people
' will rush to see it. Nor can yvou blame
them, human nature being what it is, and
'most peopls being human, though some
‘of us might prefer to take our pleasures
with a few less tears. However, as wo-
‘'men often say, everybody needs a good
cry ‘once in & while. And everybody may
‘find it at Madame X. But they'd better
take their overshoes along.

Paris had AMadame X. and then it had
its flood. DMaybe there’s a connection be-
tween the two. So it might be well to
prepare for the worat. With tears flow-
ing as freely as they did at the New Am-
stercam last night gondolas may soon be
at a premium in Fortyv-sécond Street.
Never was thetve such a snivelling. Even
the men got the habit, and were asking
for their handkerchiefs back before the
final curtain fell.

There is an old story about the German
gentieman who remarked with pride that
his sister was an actress, and, he said
further, *‘ she played her part so natural
dot dose tears of der ordinance yan down
and drowned der orshester.” The or-
chesira at the New Amsterdam, by way
of precaution, had peétter buy some mack-
intoshes. ' |

Now Iet it be freely confessed that the
seemingly flippant mood is really the
natural reflex action of a state of har-
1owed nerves. For this play of Alexander
Bissonr's certainly has power to move., At
hottom its strength comes from a primal
instinct, the love of parent fpr child, ana
the theme has been dexterously woven
jitto the fabric of the plece. It is melo-
drama, to be sure, with plenty of melo-
dramatic licens., with the long arm of

coincidence about twice its normail length,
in faet, and with introductory epi-
sodes that would destroy {llusion for even
the least sophisticated of playgoers. But,
neveritheless, when it gets going, it goes
hard, as the saying i8, and there is no
let up to the end. "There ig an initial
difficulty that requires skil] and powerful
acting to finally overcomd. Nowadays,
when you see the words ‘' prologue and
a lapse of twenty years'™ it generally
looks dubious for the playwright at the
outset. But M. Bisson overcomes a little
thing like that. His theme is rather com-,
monplace, and much of his matter trite

but he has arranged 3Severa] scenes of
greai theatrical effectivenass, and a final
act that piles agony on agony.

Briefly, 83 most peopl¢ must know by
now, the story deals with a M. Louis
F'loriot, whose wife has left him for an-
other man. Absent two years, her lover
dead, she now returns to beg forgiveness
and to learn that her little son hag been
near death’'s door. 8She pleads to be al-
lowed to see him, the husband is deaf to
her entreaties and turns her out into the
streets. 8o much for the prologue.

When she is next seen, in company
with a rascally adventurer, she is a drug
fiend, an ether {nebriate, a wretched,
broken creature. At some moment shio
has let fail a hint of her earlier poslition,
and her companion, conaiving with a palir
of confidence men, determines to black-
mail the husband. In a struggle to pre-
vent him from carrying out this design
she kills him, iz arrestéed and brought to
trial. There her husband, now the Presi-
dent of a French ¢ourt, and on the bénch
b?r invitation of his colleagues, to hear
his son make a maliden speech in ecrimi-
nal defense, sees the woman, and gradu-
ally comes to know her, while the
boy, still ignorant of his relationship with |
the prisoner, delivers an impassjoned ad-
dress in her behalf. She is acquitted, the
son finally learns who she is, and she dies
while he rushes to bring in his father for
a last word of farewell.

The climax of tears is «eached as the
bov sinks weeping- beside his mother's
prostrate form.,

There are several tender little scenes,
one in which the wretched outcast, telling
her fortune at cards, sees another woman
about to commit the same folly as her;
own, and tries to dissuade her from it.
Algo there are various eplisodeées of comic
relief of rather an awkward kind, but
at ieast of some uSe in lightening the
otherwise grim tale. And there is the
force of contrast and of irony, notably in
the scene towayd the énd in which the
son, still ignorant of the exact situation
in which he has played a part, thanks the
woman for the ance she has given him
to make a n&ime for hlmself. Also, there
is the fragment of a love story, '

There can be no doubt that with actors
of less skill and power than appeared ldast
night the play would seem far more cheap
and tawdry, but in its main parts it is
played with so much sincerity and emo-
tion that it ultimately produces a remark-
able effect. Nothing In Miss Dorothy
Donnelly's careér heretofore has conveyed
a suggestion of the ability which she re-
veals in this play, and, though the role
of the erring wife Is h with og ortuni-
ties—almost actor-proof, in fact— E’ere are
dangerous places now and then whaere
the actress’s dlacretion count for much.
Sometimes laughter and tears lie peril-
ously c¢lose together, but Miss Donnelly
safely skirts the one, and bringa about
the other. Her make-up as the bedraggled
outcast is superb, and in innumerabl
little ways she conveys the impression o?
mental and physical fatigue and, worse,
the loss of the natural faculties, the slow,
certain, hideous undermining of the
woman’'s constitution by misery and drugs
and drink, bringing at the end, as weil, a
touch of beautiful tenderness and moth-
er's pride to comyplete the complex picture.

There is no young actor on the American
stage to-day—in fact, it is doubtful if
there is one on the English speaking stage
~who could equal Mr. Willlamm Ellfott's
performance of the son, with its beauti-
ful show of impassioned oratory in the
trial scene, with 1ts tremendous effect of
emotional sincerity angd earnéstness. Play-
ing elsewhere in a key of natural bovish-
ness—youthful, fresh, and _,buoyant--he
approaches with perfect and sure art
thése difficult scenes, when not to cry
from the very soul—or seém to—would be
fatal to effect. A young mdn.in tears is
not often a suecessful experiment on the
stage, but this actor has such a glift of
tense and true emofion that his appeal
cannot be resisted. It was with gdifficulty.
in fact, that the audience could be stilled
at the end of his speech to the jury so
that the play might go on to the end.

To these two chief honors fell, but there
were several other exoellent performs-
ances, notably a very well plaved hit by
Mr. Harryv Bradley, who pasgsed wvery
skillfully from the ecene of qulet comedy
to a little passage of genuine and moving
gentiment, Mr. Robert Drouet was vigor-
ous\ and dlgnified, Mr. Robert Paton
Gibbs was earnest and pleasing, and Mr.
W. H. Denny handded the comedy relief
with good effect. The others weére equal
ta their tasks.
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