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city, and Mr. Tbompson bas so thoroughly identified himself with that

character as to make it a matter of incredulity with the world tbat

hie bas any other. lis initerpretation of tbe bard-beaded, warmo-bearted,

quaintly bumorous old New England farmer, is ane of the most pronounced

dramatic successes of the day. l'lie Old Homestend " is in the nature

of a sequel to the original play, and wbile tbe scenes and situations are

cbangcd ta meet the exigencies of tbe plot, the spirit of Joshua Whit-

comb pervades it frorn the first act to the last, and ample opportunity is

aflorded for tho play of that very refresbing old gentleman's eccentricities.

The menit of the piece lies in its tboroughly faitbful depiction of New

England country life, toward the realistic representation of which Mr.

Thompson bas lef t no stone unturnied. The stage setting is admirable in

every detail, except possibly the superfinous article which appears in Mark

Hopkins' city drawing-raorn. Even ta exploit rustic ignorance a Ilcuspi-

dore " under the centre-table is hnrdly excusable. A marked and excellent

feature of the play was tbe prevalence of chorus and part-singing; an

exceedingly charming quartette, 'lThe Old Oaken Bucket," however, was

thoroughly spoiled by the tenor, wbo bas really a fine tenor voice, but sent

it unsparingly tbrough bis nase. This may be very faitbful ta vocal

exercise as it is in Newv England, but it is not agrecable, and we would

have been wîlling for once ta dispense with the verities.

Tins week at the Grand, the Kiralfy Brothers present their spectacu-

lar drama IlAround The World in Eighty Days," with Mr. Joseph Slaytor

in the rôle of Phineas Fogg. Mr. Slaytor dresses and looks the character

ta perfection, but is alrnost too waoden, even for that exceedingly woodcn

member of the Eccentric Club. Mr. Arthur Moulton, as Passe partout, is

anc of thase thoraughly self-poised American. youths, wbose cool readiness

and invariable slang in any emergency neyer faits ta deligbt an audience.

Mr. W. H. Bartholemcw, as Mr. Blunt, a Calcutta magistrate, scores a

decided success ; tho Calcutta episode being decidedly the funniest of tbe

plat. The Eastern castuming is really dazzling, the scenic effecta rcnark-

ably good, and the pirouettes of Madeinoiselles Qualitz and Newman quite

startling ta a public before wbom la première dan8e use appears but seldorn.
GAR.TH GRAFTON.

THE CHRISTMA>S MAGAZINES.

Tus, Christmnas Ilarper's is, as usual, a perfect treasure-trave of Christmas

sentiment in sang and story. The artitît's pencil, the engraver's buirin, and

the writer's pen have ail been laid under contribution ta even a mare

voluminously attractive extent than usual ; and one hesitates upon open-

ing the magazine, in delightful inability ta choose a page to begin upon.

Most people will turn at ance ta the artistia lanne-bouchie of the number,

the time-honoured "lSatly in our Alley" sang, wbicb will be positively

introduced ta many by the inimitable drawings by E. A. Abbey that

accampany it. There is little of Mr. Abbey's thricc-familiar work that

reflects with bappier fancy the humour of the author hie illustrates than

these sketches. The subject, both as ta date and character, is anc that

lends itself most readiry ta bis quick perception, wit, and sympathy in

interpretation ; and frain aur introduction ta the black-eyed, gay-banneted

IlSally " on the first page ta the sportive scene on the last, IlMy master

and the neighbours ail make game of me and Sally," one's imagination is

campletely captive ta the quaint facility of Mr. Abbey's pencil. The

frontispiece, IlWben Christmnas Cornes," is also part of the illustration of

the old sang. It represents an outdoor scene, with tents and boaths, and

wbile we admire the spirit of the composition we cannot belp doubting its

truth sornewhat. For straw bats and bare elbows prevail arnong the

wornen folk, and a general picnic air pervades the picture. Mr. Abbey

must have bad a very "green Christmas " in bis mind when hie made it.

A paper upon the IlBoyhood of Christ," containing ail the fascinating Orien-

tal interest we should expect f romn the authar of IlBen Hur," opens the

number, ta which Mr. Howelhs cantributes a refiection upon ferninine

courage, in a farce called "lThe Mouse Trap," and Sarahi Orne Jewett a

pleasantly-sad littie sketch, "The King of Folly Island."

We look almost in vain in the Century for any suggestion of the

holiday seasan. Beyond a page or twa given up ta Christmas sangs, its

editars have apparently made no attempt ta recagnise the festive time,

samewbat ta the disappointrnent of readers who have often been struck

with the special timeliness of the Century's contents. The number is one,

toa, of distinctively American interest. We get two more of the tiresarne

war papers, and a very large instalment of the Hay-Nicolay biography of

Lincoln, wbich, now that it bas got beyond the minutioe cannected with

that great mnan's ancestars and early life, is beginning ta thrab with the-

vitality of the national heart. Henry Clay feais the subjeot of the

frontispiece and opening article, and the department of IlMernoranda on

the Civil War " is, as usual, full to overflowing. A very slight sketch of a

languid aristocrat, who could not bring himself to marry the daughter of

his father's groom, is contributed by Mrs. Poultney Bigelow, a reigning

lady in New York society. It is styled "lAn American Beauty," and is,

despite its superficiality, an excellent satire upon international matrimo-

nial episodes. IlThe Minister's Charge " is brought to a somnewbat trite

and commonplace end-an end which makes us haîf suspect that Mr.

Howells bad grown tired of lis unmanageable Lemuel and bis associates

of the factory, the womanish Mr. Sewell and bis disagreeable wife. The

number, as a whole, is not well-halanced, and is a good deal of a dis-

appointment.
A forceful "lStudy of a Head," engraved by O. Lacour, fromn a draw -

ing by Alma-Tadema, forais the frontispiece of the December Englishi

Illustrated. The Englis& Illustraied is given to presenting us with genre

sthdies sucb as this, which, altbough intrinsically valuable, and f ull of

virtue, might be well replaced by something with a more vital uieaning

than is supplied by it atone. A butterfly of a poem, by Charles Algernon

Swinburne, has alighted on the flrst page-a baby song-entitled IlIn a

Garden," and so f rail as ta be almost overweighted by any title at all.

And then we get a long and graphic Venetian paper, by H. F. Brown, and

a vivid Indian story, by J. S. Winter, entitled, "A Siege Baby." There

are still some, it is said, wbo are sceptical regarding tbe fact that the

autbor of IlBootle's Baby " is a woman. They will find it casier to believe

after reading, the bistory of tbis infant of tenderer age. The most inter-

esting feature of the number is a long, rambling sketch of the life of tbe

London masses, "lIn the Heart of London," by D. IRice-Jnnes, copiously

and characteristicaliy illustrated. It is always fascinatingly remote, almost

foreign, this kind of London life, and is an inexhaustible fund for sym.

pathetie depiction by eîther pen or pencil. With ail we know of the great

metropolis, there are volumes unwritten stili.

A new and agreeable feature of Lippincott's is the publication each

montb of a complete novelette by a writer of note. The last number

brought us IlBrueton's Bayou," by John Habberton, and this montb we

get "lMiss Defarge," by iPrances Hodgson Burnett. Wben we say of

"lMiss Defarge " that Frances Hodgson Burnett has written it, we imnply

of necessity that it is written witb grace, tact, skill, and a more or less

serions art. Power, and pathos, and analytie ability of a bigh order are

cbaracteristic of this distinguished author, but not invariably. And none

of these things could be predicated of "lMiss Defarge." It is not even s0

good a piece of literary work as IlDolly," Mrs. Burnett's flrst effort in

fiction, for it lacks the endeavour and aspiration of that pleasant little

book, chiefly intcrcsting iiow to mark the developrnent of its author's genius

from. its earlier manifestations. Il Miss Defarge " is lightly and thinly

entertaining, in so far as it bears the more superficial of the virtues of

Mrs. Burnett's writing, but it is alrnost incomprebiensible as emanating

froin the author of "lThat Lass o' Lowrie's." In this story Mrs. Burnett

bas allowed bier noble art to degenerate into artifice of an cxceeding flirnsy

character, and forces us to the unwilling alternative of belicving eitber that

bier creative powers are diniinishing or she bas lost bier literary conscience.

Rjwda Broughton could bave written "lMiss Defarge."

Apart from the closing chapters of Charles Egbert Craddock's IlIn The

Clouds," in tbe current Atlantic interest will centre in its supplement, whicb

contains Mr. James Russell Lowell's oration, and Dr. Oliver Wendell

Holines' poemn recently delivered on the two hundred and fiftieth anniversary

of the founding of the Howard University. Dr. Holmes writes in bis usual

reminiscent vein; it is difficult to imagine the celebrations of sucli occasions

when this poet of the past shahl be no longer a figure of the present. Mr.

Lowell's oratian is like him toa, vigorous in thougbt, graceful in construc-

tion, rich in diction. Thus saith hie of the humanities and America:

1 am saddened when 1 see our success as a nation mcasured by the
number of acres under tillage, or of bushels of wheat exported; for the
real value of a country must be weighed in scales more delicate than tbe
Balance of Trade. The garners of Sicily are ernpty now; but the bees
from. aIl climes stili fetch honey from. the tiny garden plot of Tbeocritus.
On a map of the world you may cover Judea witb your thumb, Athens
with a finger.tip, and neither of them figures in the Prices Current; but
they still lord it in the tbougbt and action of every civilised man. Did
not Dante cover with bis hood ahl that was in Italy six bundred years ago ?t
And if we go back a century, where was Germany outside of Weimnar 1
Material success is good, but only as the necessary prelirninary of better
tbings. The measure of a natian's true success is the amount it bas con-
tributed to the thouglit, the moral energy, the intellectual happinoas, the
spirit of hope and consolation of mankind. There is no other, let our can-
didates flatter us as tbey may. We still make a confusion between huge
and great. I know that I arn repeating truisms, but they are truisrns that
need to be repeated, in seasan and out of seasan.

St. Nicholas lias flot altered its dress for Christmastide, but is full to

the brim of the spirit of Christmas. The nonsense songs and pictures are


