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unequai, with taise tones in lier oddly moduiated voice, exaggerating occa-
sionaliy in gesture and movement, there je yet somethung in this actrese
that je immensely attractive to us, accustomed thougi we are to Miss
Terry's perfect poetic performances, everything in tune, pleasing ear and
oye alike, to Mrs. Kendal's ekilful, ladylike, if somswhat monotonous
sketches of decorous drawingroom. humour and pathos, to that excellent
artist Mrs. Jobn Wood with bier deliglittul touches of fun, and we bave
welcomed tbe hero Katherine as heartily as she deserves, ieaving our oid
tavourites in order to crowd to the Uaiety Theatre niglit af ter niglit. But
genins thougli she is, she lias been lired ini a bad echool with no traditions
to go upon. In The Railroad of Love, whole scenes were spoiit by lier love
of exaggeration, bordering on the grotesque, and in tbis Il merrist of
Shakespeare's comedies " as the programme terme Th'e 77aming of the Shrew,
there are moments wben one feels how greatly Miss Reban stands in need
of some tutors wlio would teach lier the art of self-control. And she is
encouragsd in extravagance by Mr. Drew, who, not to put too fine a point
upon it, je siniply at times outrageous. No one can seriousiy defend
Petrucio, come into the town lient on living wealthily in Padua, "libe she
as foui as wae Fiorentine's love, as old as Sibyl, and as curst and ehrewd
as Socrates' Xantippe," and wliose conduct to Gremio when firet ws make
their acquaintance is that of a surly ruffian, but most of the audience the
other niglit muet bave feit astonislied enougli at the way ini which this
American actor lias chosen to misrepresent the man who, passionate and a
fortune hunter, neverthless lias certain good.qualities. Mr. Drew's manner
is, go to epeak, chronologically incorrect, for lie beliaves like a Bully of the
Borougli of the year 1888, a very Ramsgate Ruffier of the Ninetsenth
Century, iun no way reeembling the quarrelsome swaggering Elizabethan,
parcet tougli soldier parcel gentleman, wliose likenees Shakespeare undoulit-
edly meant to draw. The perpetuai crack of that long lieli, as if a coachi-
team had been driven, not a broken-knssd liorse ridden, dance atter the
wedding, the pantomime raily in the supper scene.

I confess these things were revolting to me, and, not knowing what
miglit happen next, 1 expected to ses Miss Relian trip trom behind the
chair elie ueed as a barricade, liaving siipped off the long skirte to, pirouette
as Columbine, the room quickly transtormed into the exterior of a butclier'e
shop, Gremio as Pantaioon ready R. C. to tati on a butter-slide, and the
reet arrange themselves at a flap from Harlequin Petrucio's wand for the
ordinary rougi and tumble with tlie clown. 1 am lost in wonder as to
why Petrucio says to bis wife, IlThat cap becomes you not;. off witli that
bauble, tlirow it under foot " (stage direction: J<atherine pulle q#t her cap
and throws it clown), whicli is sureiy an insane remark at the Gaiety, con-
sidering that Kate wsars oniy a ieaf-crown. I ehould tike to lie told, too,
wliy Bianca altudes twice to the tact of lier bande lieing bound (in Act 2,
scene 1) and yet cornes on the stage withb ler wrists tree; and I wish to
know who wrote Petrucio's last hypocritical speech to Kate which contra-
dicte bis cliaracter, and is in no edition of Shakespeare whicli 1 bave seen.
But taulte with whicli the Daly Comnpany have certainly nothung to do
puzzle one in this play. Sweet-tempered Bianca's disreepect to lier bride-
groom is bardly true to nature, and Katlierins's eudden sulimiesion to lier
capricioue, cruel, inconsequent, unreasonalile husliand muet lie only a
feint; no one à~ realiy ruled, or at ahl events wisely rulsd, by the tsar of a
whip.lash, liy the loge of a dunner: tame a dog like that, if you like, but
neyer a human being wortliy the name. Neither a Ilheart " woman nor a
Ilhead " woman (do you remember Holmes' definition 1) would stand it :
sucli treatment would virtually kili the first, while the second wouid but
scheme and echeme tilt elie lad tund the tables ; then woe betide Petrucio
wben Katherune wieids the whip, throws the mutton troin the dieli, cries
black is white, that the sun is the moon. The faulte that are in the play,
the fault of taste continuaily committed by the actors, made tbe enter-
tainment a disappointment on the wbole for me, admirable thougli I
îcknowledge Miss Rehan to lie in many a scene, deliglittul as is of course
mucli ot Shakespeare's liandiwork, bis worst being far better than other
poes' beet. Only I am sorry Mies Rehan and lier company happen not
te have lad the advanteges ini training possessed by Frenchi actors to an
immense extent, and by our own in a great measure; and 1 thunk (pre-
aumptuously I admit) that if the author of The Taming of the Shrew lad
liad time to reconstruct bis comedy lie would have made it a more trutliful
work of art-a work of art whicb, with ail its taulte Lawyer Bacon, taking
into consideration bis calmn judiciai mnd and bis ample teisure for re-writ-
ing, oertainly could not, and probably would not, have given, go compieted,
to posterity.

In town it had neyer stopped raining from early in the morning ot last
Saturday, (" another wet day," we have said to each other for weeks,
paraphrîeing tie young gentleman new to India, who is reported always
to begun hie conversation with Ilanother fine day,") but over at Harrow on
the contrary, wliere I wsent for the echool concert, one would have been
very ungrîtetul to have complained of the weatlier. For boe, by contriet,
it was quite beautiful thougli the colour ot the îtmospbere, the look of the
country, remunded ons of the iate autumn, not iL ahl of summer; and it
seemed incredible witi ail tisse cold shadows on the fields and trees, witb
this dhully feeling ini the grey air, that July really could lie our month and
not October.

Ciimb the bill, pae the school buildings, and you reacli tie charming
spired churci, and sb to a place where most visitors linger for a moment, a
tomb-stone on which a lame, biue.eyed, handsome, lad used to, lounge by
the bour togetier watciing the cloude, the sky, listening to the tres, and
who died, liot.headed, undisciplined to the end, a quarter ot a century
li.ter, for freedom in Gresce. 8hut your Byron.* open your Goethe : go the
modern youth is advieed ; but leave Byron only closed tili that period whici
happily cornes sooner or haLer to most of us, wben, distinguishing between

the true ring and the false, between good counsel and evil, the evil and
fals"e are put aside and are known at last for what tbey are. Then, no
longer susceptible to every sort of impression, one finde new beauty lu
Wordsworth's gentie, unworldly taik which gains many a fresb simnple
quality when listened to after an hour of brilliant Byron's feverish tonefi
tben the Lake poets and those of their school stili may please, but bear
Byron's side, attentively, too. One cannot judge for others, of work Or
men; the next tbat is possible is to take fromn each that which helps olle'
self the best; a few words are ail you want, and sometimes these will he
found where you least expect them ; rapped out with an oath from yonder
rascal in the inked ruffles and stained coat with bis excellent capacity for
preaching, his incapacity for practising ; fromn that country saint who hoe
seen nothing of the great world, but who yet can tell of maany a thing Of
wbich you have hitherto been ignorant; fromi this selfish town-dweller vith
bis narrow culture who lias seemingly neyer taken his eyes from the bard
pavement ail his life but who, nevertheless, may carry TUh Comptete .Angler
in bis pocket, and Fair Daflodils in bis heart. It is as well to, learn 0B
quickiy as possible, the sure and certain rule, liow unsafe it is to despiOe
one's fellow creatures. Duil enougli to the duil town, society is wise tO
the wise one. However ignorant or foolisli I may think my next dOOr
neiglibour there is sometbing lie has iearnt, I arn sure, which. 1 bave Dot'
Therefore when the time cornes wben one is fit to, be a scliolar-bow nal
of us begin by lecturing and end by tryingi to iearn the A. B. C. of lite
-it is best to;open.every book, to turn a deaf ear to no one's taik, not evOil
to, the verse of "1those two bad young mon " as a correspondent (is it ?&i"
Olipliant, I wonder 1) catis Byron and Shelley in the St. James's GaB44'
I'm flot a.argueing with you,; I'm a-telling of you, (the Daily N6U'S
reports tbis sentence in the speech of a "lpothouse Ruskin ") wben 1 si7 ie
depends on one's self alone if Byron dos one any harmn: on the contra'1 '
what a variety of lessons sliouid bis work and the story of bis life no'
teacli the attentive reader !aque nUAt my liack, in the heautiful churcli, lies littie Aliegra,que 0 ~b
now after the storms and sunshine of those unwhlesome Italian daYs (by
tlie way Ailegra's mother died only the other day in Florence), and 1flt
far from, lier is the body of John Lyon, founder of Harrow ScbOî, OS1

wboee monumental brass is inscribed that lieI "bath founded a free grai"
mar echoole in this p'she, to bave continuance for ever: and for mainten«
ance thereof, and for releyffe of the poore, and of some poor 51chollerO "'
the universitys, repairing and of higli wages, and other good and chal"'
abls uses, bath made convsyancs of lande of good value to a corporatioli
granted for that purpose. Prayers be to the Author of ail Goodness, h
make us myndful to foilow bis good example." Into the aisies have COl"
uncounted generations of worshippsrs wbo bave sat by the brase Of 8'
John Flambart, dead in the reign of Edward III., and near to the V"t
of Sumner, once Head Master boe, and Dr. Garth, author, says the g91ie
book of IlThe Dispensary." Hither have strolled, in fromn the churchYetd'
idie siglit seers, like you and me, to wbom this dim religious bousel01
preacli a sermon fuîl of eloquence, or to whom it may say nothing- 1 t,
depends on one's own trame of mind. But if these lioary halls fa"
toucli one, sure thie view unrolled at your teet, as standing by the roe
stone you look towards Windsor, muet please even tbe eyes, dulled to 0b
try beauty, of city.bred folk. It is said that thirteen counties e,,
seen trorn this; beiglit, for the trutli of wbicli statement I cannot VOe

I only know tliat as 1 waited on the hli for the summone to the CO'
in the Speecli-room down lielow in the town, tbere was before me 0U
plain an exquisite living Oid Master, a Claude, a Poussin, wliat YOI' <

alike in cbaracter, thougli not in colour, to the biackground of a Memliog
or a Botticeli-limitess, vague, stretching far away, touching the ho
of that other land, the wide mysterious sky with its mountains and vilS1oy
Graduaily the liglit paled and aitered, and the sombre brooding OeW
settled for the niglit on the woods and meadows, and then sharp thebil
rang and it was time to leave the spreading trees on the bro of the -M~
and the quiet beflowered dead, and the grey churcli witli its pointiflg
for the crowded gas-iighted concert bail in the heart of the streets. eo

Ail ready and waiting are five hundred boys in their places; lis'h t 0
thers sit masters, the head master only in bis bilack gown : to my rig,
lienches full of Oid Harrovians, steady and grave, magnificently dr bero
any ages -between twsnty and thirty: round me are rows fucll of 0ý
and sisters, fond housebolds waiting to welcome home those round-Ch~ of
troublesome lads, who, pushing, whispering, giggling, under the gla r0 ,
the chandeliers, are totally unaliasbed by the presence of thie large audîeOdd
The liglit, playing queer tricks with expression and outline, thrOwî ,ro
shades on these young faces, causing some to appear for a mrnOee of~
cieely as tliey wiil look in twenty yeare' time, as wbiskered brri tero 0 0
mouetachioed soldiers, whule others again are clianged only as incl a 1t0o
one to say witb certainty how like tbey are to their mothers. Thre iS Of0

to wait betore the concert begins, when the boys, wii.ling and reliaîS l1e
liard and admirably at what seems to, be a task of love-HaYs' e t'~,
Symphony in 0 (do you remember the finalei With wat dei~ a
the musician-author bave listened to it for the first time, wen, it.
knocking at bis brain) je piayed througliout, and forme the pièce 6t 0
tance, breaking off occasionally to enable the singers to diu1ne in Otet
of the charming echool songe, which once isard can neyer Orjt
Have you the like of IlOld Towler " in Canada, ofI " illo th e
IlWhen Raleighi Rose," or IlForty Years On " i PersonallY 1 e il? t
imagine any reward given by the worid in atter life that can 0 ogrol't
the position of the Head Boy liere (to add to hie other tremen ils 0 toi
lie bas just won a Bailiol Scholarehip) who lias been good enoug i ed th
up in bis place and sink a verse or two ahl alone, and Who roî r fo
thunders of applause given him by this admiring company witb ar
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