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liant even wvhcre the glittcr is out of place. Stili the
comedy bas held its own, and enjoys greater popu.
larity than it did in thc autbor's lifetime. We forget
that Sir Oliver, Sir Benjamin, Sir Peter, Lady
Teazie, Maria, and even Rowley and Trip, are al
talking Sheridan. This is flot perceived in repre-
sentation ; the audience only knowvs that it is in-
volved in a shower of pyrotechnics wvhich seems
inexhaustible. The screen scene alone is so unique
in lcind, and bias so many vanied attractions in the
cross purposes of the parties to iL, that it wvould
redeem the dullest play ever ivritten. It bas not
generally been noted by Sbenidan's critics that Wash-
ington, wvben asked to select a play for performance
before himself and bis staff?, at once named this much
criticised but ahvays successful play. We have .n-
tiniated our intention of avoiding any particular
criticism at present ; but wve cannot refrain from ex-
pressing our conviction, and it is many years since
wve first sav lier in the character, that Lady Teazie
bas lost none of bier spirit, ber taste, or bier correct
delîneation of the character. Au resrte, we niay say
generally tbat there was no part in the play unwor-
thily filled. From Sir Peter &>ûvn to Trip or Moses,
the acting wvas exceptionally good. The Wi?/ow Copse
gave an old <lramatic friend, Mn. C. W. Couldock,
an opportunity of showing that bie bad lost none of
the passionate fine of former years. The play is no
panticular favourite of ours, yet we wvere glad to see
it nevived, if only as a memony of old times, and a
proof of tîxe stili active powvers of in excellent acton.
London As.surance, also by Dion Boucicault, is a
specimen of modern genteel comecly, and its charac-
ters, including Lady Gay Spanken, wene nendened
,witb vivacity and in adminably good taste. We
ought perbaps, in tbis connection, to make an ex-
ceptional reference to Mrs. Marlowve, wbo bas made

very perceptible pnogress since wve sawv her last as
Miss Virginia Nickinson. \Ve ougbt also to men-
tion the orchestra, wvbich is neally a mnodel one, but
I-err MillIer will perbaps be content to wait for a
more favounable opportunity.

We sbould very much regret that wve bave so
little space to devote to the TORONTO PIIILIARMO0.
NIC SOCIETY, if tbe first of its performances took
place during tbe present mionth. As it is, a brief
appeal to the musical public on its behaif, will be
pro lep):/nre sufficient. This excellent association is
the last and uxost successful of a series of attempts to
infuse an elevated musical taste amougst us. It has
bad its stnuggles, and it wvould penhaps be stili pre-
mature to say that tbey bave been surmountel. Yet
the introduction of a high class of music, and the
labour and expense involved in training chorus and
orcbestra, should secure Mn. F. H. Tonrington, the
conductor, anci the Society, a langer share of public
support tban they bave yet received. Reliance on
tbe precarious receipts at single performances wvill
flot ensune tbe success of the movement. The sub-
scription is not large, and it is amply neturned in the
sbape of tickets. The performances of the season
wvill be four in numben : Haydn's Greation in No.
vember; Handel's 2lfesiah during the Christmas
wveek ; early in the ensuing year, Randegger's secu-
Ian cantata of Frido/in, as part of a* miscellaneous
concert; concluding wvith Mendelssohn's Si. Pan?.
Those wbo were present at the E1ýïah performances
last season will have full confidence in the conducto's
power to produce the newv works in a most creditable
manner. AIl that is wvanted isa littie more liberality
on the part of the public, and the success of our
Philbarnonic Society wvil1 be placed beyond <pues-
tion.

BOOK REVIEWS.

POEMS AND SONGS. By Alexander McLacblan.
Toronto: Hunten, Rose and Company.
The author of this handsome volum- of lyrics is

wvel1 and favourably kuown in Canada, both as a
lecturer anJ. a "1weaver of rbymes. " Maay of the
poemns no'v collected have seen light before-some
of them bave been recited at patniotic gathenings.
It is gneatly to Mn. McLachlan's credit, and it-con-
stitutes one reason-though flot the principal one-
wvhy be ougbt to gain the car of bis fellow colonists,
that bie bas always kept befone bira as bis cbief aim

the cultivation of a purely indigenous school of
poetry, the worship, if wve may so phrase iL, of a
muse distinctively Canadian. Not tbat heforgets to
find room for praise of bis native Scotia, or to sylla-
ble bis tboughts occasional!y in the Lowland dialect
which Burns and Scott have made familiar to us
Southrons. H1e would not be a good Canadian if
be had ceased to be a patriotic Scot. But the gene-
ral toue of bis verse has been caught fromn our owfl

Proviuce--fiom the rural sigbts and sounds of Onta-
r. Thene is scarcely a bird, os tree, or flower,
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