JOHN BARRYMORE IN PETER IBBETSON

light,” a portrayal clear and cool, elevated to a fine
loftiness in his rendering.

The actor has accomplished this by means of a
nice knowledge of what symbolic expression means
to the art of the stage. He is certainly a painter
of pictures and moods, the idea and his image per-
fectly commingled, endowing this mediocre play with
true charm by the distinction he lends it, by sheer
discretion, and by a power of selection. All this
he brings to a play which, if it had been written
nowadays, would certainly have convicted its author,
and justly too, of having written to stimulate the
lachrymal effusions of the shop-girl, a play about
which she might telephone her girl friend, at which
she might eat bon bons, and powder her nose again
for the street. No artist, no accepted artist, has
given a more_suggestive rendering than has Barry-
more here. It would be difficult to say where he is
at his best, except that the first half of the play
counts for most in point of strength and opportunity.

A tall frail young man, we find him, blanched with
wonder and with awe at the perplexity of life, seek-
ing a solution of things by means of the dream, as
only the dreamer and the visionary can, lost from
first to last, seemingly unloved in the ways boys
think they want to be loved; that is, the shy longing
boy, afraid of all things, and mostly of himself, in
the period just this side of sex revelation. He is
the neophyte—the homeless, pathetic Peter, per-
plexed with the strangeness of things real and tem-
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