ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

poral—vision and memory counting for all there is
of reality to him, with life itself a thing as yet un-
tasted. Who shall forget (who has a love for real
expression) the entrance of Peter into the drawing-
room of Mrs. Deane, the pale flowery wisp of a
boy walking as it were into a garden of pungent
spices and herbs, and of actions so alien to his own?
We are given at this moment the keynote of mastery
in delicate suggestion, which never fails through-
out the play, tedious as it is, overdrawn on the side
of symbolism and mystical insinuation.

One sits with difficulty through many of the mo-
ments, the literary quality of them is so wretched.
They cloy the ear, and the mind that has been made
sensitive, desiring something of a finer type of stim-
ulation. Barrymore has evoked, so we may call it,
a cold method—against a background of what could
have been overheated acting or at least a super-
abundance of physical attack—the warmth of the
play’s tender sentimentalities; yet he covers them
with a still spiritual ardor which is their very es-
sence, extracting all the delicate nuances and ar-
ranging them with a fine sense of proportion. It
is as difficult an accomplishment for a man as one
can imagine. For it is not given to many to act
with this degree of whiteness, devoid of off color-
ings or alien tones. This performance of Barry-
more in its spiritual richness, its elegance, finesse,
and intelligence, has not been equaled for me since
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