ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

bon-counter, adenoid voice production that no really
fine artist could afford. He will “get by,” because
anything does, apparently.

One turns to the big artist for relief, even though
minor artists like The Brown Sisters charm so surely
with their ivory and silver diamond-studded accor-
dions, giving very pleasing transitions from grave to
gay in arias and tunes we know. Accordions and
concertinas are very beautiful to me, when played
by artists like these girls, and by such as Joe Caw-
thorne, and Grock.

There are more dancing men of quality this sea-
son, it seems to me, who are obscured by dancing
ladies of fame, and not such warrantable artistry.
Perhaps it is because male anatomy allows of greater
eccentricity and playfulness. There are no girls who
have just such laughing legs as the inimitable Fran-
ces White. It is the long-legged American boy who
beats the world in this sort of thing.

The lovely bit of hockey which James Barton
gives is for me far more distinguished than all the
rest of his work in the Winter Garden Revue. He
is a real artist, but it is work that one sees rather a
deal of this season, whereas the hockey dance is like
nothing else to be found. A lovely moment of
rhythmic leg work. We are now thoroughly fa-
miliar with the stage drunk, as we have long been
familiarized by Weber and Fields with the stage
Jew, which is fortunately passing out for lack of
artist to present it. Leon Errol is good for once,
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