ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

Mark is certainly being missed by a great many
who care for the pleasure of the moment. When I
look at and listen to the aristocratic artist Ella
Shields, I feel a quality in her of the impeccable
Mrs. Fiske. And then I am thinking of another
great woman, Fay Templeton. What a pity we
must lose them either by death or by decisions in
life. Ella Shields with her charming typification
of “Burlington Bertie from Bow.”

The other evening as I listened to Irene Frank-
lin, I heard for certain what I had always thought .
were notes from the magic voice of dear old Fay.
Unforgettable Fay. How can one ever say enough
about her? I think of Fay along with my single
glimpses of Duse, Ada Rehan, Coquelin. You see
how I love her, then. Irene Franklin has the qual-
ity of imitation of the great Fay without, I think,
the real magic. Nevertheless I enjoy her, and I
am certain she has never been finer than now. She
has enriched herself greatly by her experiences the
last two years, and seems at the height of her power.
It was good to get, once again, little glimpses of
her Childs waitress and the chambermaid. It
seemed to me that there was a richer quality of at-
mosphere in the little Jewish girl with the ring curls
and the red mittens, as also in her French girl with,
by the way, a beautiful gown of rich yellow silk
Frenchily trimmed in vermilion or orange, I couldn’t
make out which. The amusing French girl, who
having picked up many fag-ends of English from
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