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plishg;he System, in truth, attempts tooc much and accom-
ind 1;00 little. Experts who have made a study of man-
large] ndm‘m us that the physical well-being of a community
a8 a ny t_epends upon the kind of food they eat. The Irish,
man &flon, occupy a low place in the scale by reason of S0
Conc{uo' bhfﬂn being almost exclusively potato-eaters. .Thls
rish Slon is not, affected by the fact that many individual
en 11‘{6 differently, and attain the highest results. -
be .";“184"11)', the mental well-being of a community may
Arly gauged by the kind of literature which forms its

daily g;
fa(:t{ytglet' How do we stand in this regard ? Isit not a
ery ) 3t the vast majority of us read nothing but newspap-

gt oup B‘/’Iery boPkseller will tell you so. “Oh, but you for-
any me echanic In§titutes and Lending Libraries.” Not by
tions o lillns. The evidence a,'fforded by these useful institu-
lisheg thy serves to further illustrate my point, for it estab-
AMongst at the only books which are really in demand
itera,%s the educated classes are novels and general light
ure,
gree&'ll;llle“? i3 no use in shirking facts, even if th(-::y be disa-
neag] &~ Most of us are potato-eaters pure and simple, and
Y all the rest of us are, at most, only vegetarians.
e best proof of the narrowness of our market even
ks of fiction, is that when we do produce a Gilbert
—an out-and-out Canadian too - he is compelled to
€ an exile in order to make a living.
Newg a.e general distaste for anything more substantial than
dil‘ecf} pers.an('j fiction must, in large measure, be ca.us'ed,
of ug hy or indirectly, by our system of education. Which
or oth, %8 not, as a child, indulged in a surfeit of something
p"'!'ticsf’ and thereby acquired a life-long dislike for that
childye ar article of food? Is it not possible that school
HOWIeIo)[’ under our system, instead of acquiring a taste for
oursely, ge only get a surfeit ? It is all very well to content
e on €8 with believing that we are doing our utmost for
S use of edueation, and that we are spending more than
Communities do upon it.
obta he truth is we are spending far too much, and are
Mng a very poor return for our money.
€ Intention is good, the mode of carrying it out
wrong,
educ&t'nder our _syst.em we have a dozen different kir}d_s of
Al g 10nal Institutions, while one or two would be s.ufh(:lent.
be atte' l‘equ.n‘ements of free and compulsory education could
alned in the Public Schools alone.
°_°k at the list of institutions which our present system
8ins as given ahove.
sllou]ds }i“ any wonder that a country so deluged as this
ave a lasting aversion to water !
our by © are carrying too much sail for the size of our-craﬁt,
the 1y W 18 almost submerged, so that instead of leading in
chap, ¢ we are hopelessly behind, and stand a much better
%@ of being swamped.
ang iff‘ OUI‘.present system is costly, which nob.ody can doubt,
. 1t fails to produce adequate results, which is equally
Tent, why not let us try a less ambitious scheme.
Y restricting our efforts to Public Schools only, and
ng the course of study more interesting and less pre-
o we would impart a much more thorough education,
whi ould stay the annual expenditure of millions of dollars
Woulq heretofore have been worse than wasted. There
tst.q] then be some scope for individual effort, and our really
) Ass col}eges, which are now languishing for want of
Whe, ;)WOul.a receive a fair measure of support from those
’n Y their own means or by means of scholarships, would
Couraged to attend them. A. C. Ganr.
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A Strauss Concert in Vienna.

r
P HE Visitor to Vienna who neglects attending a Strauss
experieoncert, must lay $o heart the sad cgnviction that his
u l‘aunc?» of that city is deplorably incomplete. For
arah], 887 and “ Vienna” are two wordg, _whlch are insep-

is g & vast number of people in the civilized portion of
of 8lobe, and the name of the river, which sweeps past this

! g * B seldom named without there being an inclination on

fow, D27t Of someone who hears it, to hum or whistle the first
Togt ars of «The Beautiful Blue Danube,” sweetest and
l“}mOI'ta,l of waltzes.

t,hmughls Mmany years since its dreamy strains first echoed

& bail-room ; the gilded youth who first kept time to
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it were gloriously fashionable in tightly-strapped down trou-
sers, high stocks, and watch-fobs, and they danced with young
ladies, who were chiefly remarkable for very much crinoline
and side-curls of wonderful stiffness. Many a night has come
and gone since those dancers danced their last, and Strauss,
who was then the centre of the gay life of Vienna, has now
so many rivals in the field of catering for public amusement
that his influence is now but the shadow of what it once was.

- Yet still the old waltz holds it’s own,andwill do so as long as

there are light, young hearts in the world to throb respons-
ively to it’s suggestive sweetness, and still the name of Strauss
is among the best beloved of all the Viennese public holds
dear.

And so the announcement that Johann Strauss was to
conduct a portion of a concert for the benefit of his brother
Edward was enough to pack the Musik Vereing Saal to its
fullest capacity. It may be stated en passent that Johann
is the favourite. A report,which gains popular credence here,
accuses Edward of paying some obscure composer for the
music which appears under his name.  Being an excellent
conductor, a thorough musician, and, above all, bearing the
magic name of Strauss, much is forgiven him —if there be
anything to forgive —but he naturally fails to obtain any-
thing like the public affection which falls to the share of his
celebrated brother.

The Musik Vereins Saal is what Mr. Swiveller would
describe as a “hall of dazzling light,” .at least that is the
impression as one confes from the winter dreariness into an
interior all aglow with wuch gilding and red plush, and
starry with incandescent lights. Street dresses are the rule
among the ladies, but a fair sprinkling of delicately tinted
blouses and light dresses aid the smart uniforms worn by the
numerous officers, in producing an effect of much colour and
brilliancy. Conversation in many different languages, with
its incessant accompanimeut of laughter, fills the air with a
merry buzzing, and a crisp holiday humour pervades the
whole place and effects everybody, save the venerable but
truculent ushers, who, clad in decent black, with the addit-
ion of a scarlet ribbon looped around the left shoulder, mag-
isterially conduct each one to his or her seat, and remon-
strate harshly with those who, either by accident or design,
have got into the wrong places. A faint refined odour of
coffee prevails — in Vienna, a coffee is always the most refin-
ed of essences—and it comes from a railed-in space in front
of the buffet, where groups of merry folk sit avound the mar-
ble topped tables, drinking the delicious beverage and eating
the dainty pink and brown niiss and chocolate Tortchen. It
is altogether perhaps as merry, bright, and innocent a scene
of pleasure as great Vanity Fair has to show.

Johann Strauss’ wife—his fourth, ’tis said—radiant in
a purple and crimson hat and a gray silk gown all sparkling
with cut steel, sits in a side box peaming with “ nods, becks,
and wreathed smiles” as one friénd after another comes up
to speak to her. She is small, plump, and dark, rather Jew-
ish in appearance, a contrast to Fraulein Strauss who sits be-
side her.  She is a large fair girl in buff and white, who
might be mistaken for an English girl. They are easy enough
to recognize, for there is not an art shop in the town that
does not display an engraving entitled “ An evening with
Johann Strauss,” in which the numerous members of that
celebrated family are seen grouped effectively in a magnifi-
cent drawing-room, in the centre of which the composer him-
self sits at a gracd piano, while his wife leans gracefully over
the back of the chair.  Seeing the picture after seeing the
originals is to gain a revelation of the skilfulness of flattery,
and one is inclined to exclaim,like the spiteful lady in“Punch”
upon beholding Ler dearest friend’s portrait, How beautiful,
and yet, how like !”

The trampling of many feet and the appearance of an
imposing number of black-coated forms on the platform
cause a sudden cessation of the conversation, and then a
burst of applause greets the entrance of Edward Strauss,who
mounts rapidly into his place, and stands for fully two min-
utes bowing his acknowledgements to a most enthusiastic re-
ception. He is, however, a man of business, and the echoes
of enthusiasm have hardly died away before his small, much-
be diamonded hand is swinging the baton, and the low rippl-
ing prelude to Thomas’ delicious “Mignon,” exquisitely play-
ed by the harpist — the only lady in the orchestra —fills the
expectant silence.

The feelings aroused by & miscellaneous concert of
instrumental music are difficult to describe, especially when



