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children by Mr. Singer. Their voices were
harmonious, aind in perfect unison ; once they
got a littie flat, vhen the organ emphatically
gave the pitch, wbich the youthiful choristers
caught without difficulty, and maintained to the
end. Rossini's Il Nigbt Shiades no Longer," as
sung by the children, created such overpowver-
ing enthusiasm, that Thomas had to yield, as
already mentioned, to the demand for a repe-
tion. His own delight on the occasion seemed,
indeed, to be as unbounded as that of the audi-
ence.

The culminating point of the festival was,
however, Thursday night's performance. The
programme included Bach's Magnificat in D,
to be performed for the first timne in America,
and "Beethoven's wondrous Ninth Symphony?'
The latter wvas doubtless the magnet that drew
together so unprecedentedly vast a concourse
of people, estimated to have numbered eight
thousand.

0f Bach, an eminent modern composer,
Gounod, bas said that were ahl thc music coin-
posed since his time swept out of existence,
upon wvbat he alone did it could ail be rebuilt.
The Magnificat in D is divided into twelve
numbers, twvo solos for sopranos, one each for
alto, tenor, and bass, a duet for alto and tenor,
a trio for two sopranos and alto, and four cho-
ruses. The character of the music is calm- and
devotional; it roused little znthusiasin, but %vas
listened to with close and respectful attention.
Miss Carey's alto solo, and the trio sung by Mrs.
Smith, Miss Wbinnery, and Miss Carey, wvere
gems in themselves; but they were soon lost in
the splendid choruses at the close, the grand
and intricate harmonies of which convey a ma-
jestic idea of the composer's genius.

Not-withstanding the oppressive heat, and the
terrible crowding from, which the audience was
suffering, and which, during the intermission,
seemed positively unbearable, the opening cf
the Ninth Symphony worked like magic in
restoring content and quiet. In the directness
of its appeal te our higher nature, it seemed to
say : "I1 understand you ; listen to me wvhile I
interpret for you your inmost emotions." Opi-
nions, however, have been far from unanirnous,
even among high authorities, concernirtg the
mierits of this celebrated work. Marx, on the
one hand, bas declared that Ilit exhausts the
resources of instrumental mnusic," %vhile Spohr
on the other, maintains that, "in spite of occa-
sional traits of genius, it is inferior te any of
Beethoven's earlier ones." For our owri part,
we shahi only speak of it as it affected ourselves.
For one hour it seemed to fairly charm exist-
ence. The firsi. three movements are orchestral,
plaintive, full of melody, and changeful; the
flrst, Allegro ma non tropbû, being succeeded
by the Scherzo, almost %vildly gay, yet reveal-
in- an undertone of sadness; and this giving
place to an Adagio, in %vhich the great charm
of the symphony resides. The tonies of this
movement seemn like sobs; the exquisite dirni-

nuenor are wvai1s of profound sorrow. At the
close of the Adagio, there is one abrupt and
almost frantic transition, the fourth movement
beginning with a piercing note, like some
supreme cry of anguish ; then, as if sorrow liad
exhausted herself, the music follows a more
tranquil course of expression, reminding us of
Tennyson's beautiful lines in IlIn Memoriam."

My deeper anguish also faIls,
And I can speak a littie thien."

The chorus in this symnphony had a difficuit
task. Some of the vocal parts lie almost out. of
range; but they Ilscaled the hieights " îvith en-
thusiasm. The performance, altogether, ivas
superb; and at its close the audience coznple-
tely lost self-control, the vasi. mass rising to
their feet, chcering, gesticulating, wav'ing hand-
kerchiefs, %vhile the chorus-singers bestowed
special cheers on their conductor, Mr. Otto
Singer. Sucli a scene might naturally rernind
us of the first performance of the symphony in
1824, at Vienna, in the presence of the great
master himself. At that time he had been corn-
pleteIy deaf for twenty years, and, having his
face turned intently towards the orchestra, he
knew nothing of the tumult of enthusiasni or
the thunders of applause thai. filled the build-
ing; tili some one gently turned him to-wards
the audience. Then he sawv what lie could not
hear ; and many in the audience realising thus
for the first time the full extent of the great
composer's affliction, melted into tears.

We have not space to discuss at any length
the music produced on the last day of the fes-
tival (Friday). Il Pieta, Pieta,> from Meyer-
beer's " Prophet," wvas exquisitely sung at the
matinée by Miss Carey; ivhile I-andel's "Oh,
ruddier than the cherry! " displayed the great
versatility of Mr. \Vhitney's voice. The pro-
gramme for the evening consisted of Schubert's
Ninth Syn-ihony, in C, selections fromWagner's
"Walkure,» and Liszt!s beautiful Cantata,
"Prometheus." Lt is painful to think that such

genius as Schubert's should have been asso-
ciated wvith so much of worldly misfortune, and
should so signally have failed of recognition
among bis contemporaries. B3eethoven knew
very littUe of him ; though, shortly before his
own death, looking over a number Schubert's
songs, he recognized in him, as he said, "a
godlike spark." The Ninth Symphony ivas
finished in March, 1828, and Schuibert died in
the following November. It was his purpose to
throw into this wvork the wvhole wealth of bis
genius, s0 that it might be a monument of him
to after generations. Those wvho have heardit
cannot fail to wvonder at the superhunîan sweet-
ness poured forth from a life so unfortuna -e and
sorrowvful.

Mr. Otto Singer relieved Mr. Thomas in
the performance of the "lPrometheus. ' At a
concerted moment, the chorus-singers, who
feit howv much they owvcd to his faitbful drill-
ing, covered him with a shower of bouquets,
with ivhich they had provided themselves for


