THE TWILIGHT OF THE ACROBAT

is there not someone among the designers with suf-
ficient interest in this type of beauty to make attrac-
tive settings for them, so that we may be able to
enjoy them at their best, which in the theater we
have never quite been able to do—designs that will
in some way add luster to an already bright and
pleasing show of talents.

I can see, for instance, a young and attractive girl
bareback rider on a cantering white horse inscrib-
ing wondrous circles upon a stage exquisitely in
harmony with herself and her white or black horse
as the case might be; a rich cloth of gold backdrop
carefully suffused with rose. There could be noth-
ing handsomer, for example, than young and grace-
ful trapezists swinging melodically in turquoise blue
doublets against a fine peacock background or it
might be a rich pale coral—all the artificial and spec-
“ tacular ornament dispensed with. We are expected
to get an exceptional thrill when some dull person
appears before a worn velvet curtain to expatiate
with inappropriate gesture upon a theme of Chopin
or of Beethoven, ideas and attitudes that have noth-
ing whatsoever to do with the musical intention; yet
our acrobat whose expression is certainly as attrac-
tive, if not much more so generally, has always to
perform amid fatigued settings of the worst sort
against red velvet of the most depraved shade pos-
sible. We are tired of the elaborately costumed
person whose charms are trivial and insignificant,
we are well tired also of the ordinary gentleman
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