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THE NEW PLAY.

Seated in stall, with a frown of frigidity,
Mark the stern eritic, the type of his race ;
Quailing in box, in a state of timidity,
‘Watch the poor author, with care in his face,
Pouring in pit crowd a critical gathering,
Middle-class Schlegels, and Hazlitts, and Lambs ;
While the frout row of the gallery hath a ring
Formed of ** first-nighters,” defiers of * jams.”

Down in the circle, close-packed, sit colleoted a
Motley assemlily who ** missed taking stalls,”
Some of the ** free list,” and some who'd " expected a
Box,” and some friends who are sent in for * calls.”
Meanwhile the hum and the bustle increases,
Bright flares the gas, and the music begins :
Now, the poor fellow who's written the piece is
Certain his chair's stuffed with needles and pins.

Up goes the curtain, and down comes the audience,
Friendly first-nighters applaud the new scene,
‘Which is elaborate, not tosay gaudy ; hence
Gsllery calls for the * Eminent Green,”
First act ‘* goes " slowly, till Muggins, the favourite,
Enters, when langhter greets every word ;
Fun he’s to utter, with insults to flavourit :
Act drop descends on a ** picture absurd.”

Then comes the chattering, sneering, sarcastical ;
Brown says it's weak. White declares that it's trash ;
Smith says the story is crude and fantastical ;
Jones saye it's French, and a horrible hash;
Rlack says to Gray, * Actors—stage—both declining.”
Gray says, ‘' Alas ! undeniable facts.”
Robinson, who's been extensively dining,
Hiccups, “ A dooshe of a time "tween the acts !

Fivally curtain comes down ; all is ended.
Verdict !—A triumph for author and all.
Captain Hawhaw (who at heart thinks it splendid)
Languidly taps with his stick in his stall.
Strong-lunged old pitites express their approval,
Gallery shout in their usual way : )
The critics observe that ‘* perhaps the removal
Of half of the piece may much strengthen the play.”

Flushed and excited, the actors delighted,
Feel a relief, and theautbor's polite,
Praising all round ; not the smallest is slighted :
“No need to call in to-morrow. Good-night.”
Thus all successfully, rosily, pleasantly,
Comes to a finish the latest new play.
““Ah 1" growls the manager; * let us see presently
What those confounded newspapers will say.”

A NEW STAGE MANAGER.

There are a few critics who have stood by Henry
I[rving from the first real opening of his career,
and who felt a personal concern in hissuccess of
Monday night, when he played ““Hamlet’” in
his own theater, and in his own way, with
artists selected by himself, with a new leading
lady, with a new arrangement of scenes, and in
so far as decorations and fittings are concerned,
in a new and beautiful house. There are other
critics who have more than once turned upon
the popular idol, and it would seem when you
are opposed to Mr. Irving and his method, you
must be bitter and personal ; you must attack
his legs, you must sneer at his gait, and, if you
are a caricaturist as well as a critic, you must
draw hideous pictures of him, forgetting that
mannerism is individuality, and that a man
does not make his own legs. But to-day it is
all sunshine. The courageous artist, the
thoughtful actor, the conscientious student,
the generous and high minded man has con-
quered. It would be eccentric, nay clownish,
to stand apart amid the general congratulations,
and during the week not a journal of note but
has paid tribute to the actor and the manager,
who on the re-opening of the Lyceum on Mon-
day night was welcomed in the double capacity
hy a brilliant and enthusiastic audience, which
in the stalls waved haudkerchiefs at him, and
in the pit raised hats and cheered with one
voice. It was a scene not to be forgotten when
Mr. Irving eame on, for, apart from his own
personal popularity, he had abolished the fee
system, he had cushioned the seats of both pit
and gallery, he had made each stall a comfort-
able and clegant seat, and transformed the heavy
looking house into a very temple of art. Be-
hind the scenes, as in front, the manager-actor
had introduced notuble reforms. The dressing
rooms had been decorated and properly furnished,
hot and cold water being provitﬁ:d, and every-
thing done to uphold the decencies and promote
the comforts of life on the actor’s side of the
curtain,  Until very lately, the conlitions
under which artists have had to dress in London
theatres, as u rule, have been simply disgraceful.
Strange to say, the provinces set the example in
this direction, but even now, hehind the scenes
of one of the London theaters is worthy of a
hack-slum in Seven Dials or & Bowery gall.
The Lyceum, Prince of Wales', Covent Garden,
the Gaiety, the Court, and the Olympic are
more or less exceptions to this, and now that
managers are in the humor to ““reform it alto-
gether,”” we shall soon have no reason to com-
plain, for the managers of London are like sheep
—they fcllow a bellwether pellmell.  Mr. Ir-
ving has shown them the way, and in due
course things will be pushed to extremes,
changing from Seven Diuls rooms to West-Knd
boudoirs, from a Bowery galf to a Fifth Avenue
theater. The Lyceum scenery for the new ver-
sionof *‘ Hamlet™ is of the highest order of
stage art, and it moved on the first night with
the regularity of clock-work and with the silence
of greased wheels and list shoes. No entr'acte
music was set down, no prompter’s bell rang;
the play went on without warning ; the curtain
went up and down with a mysterious regularity ;
and when, after each act, calls were made for the
artists, they did not come on before the curtain,
but received their honors on the scene. The
orchestra, under the divection of Mr. Luampbell
Clarke, was out of sight, and the church-yard
scene was played to a characteristic organ ae-
companiment. The interview between Hamlet
and the Ghost took place on a wild rock-bound
coast, the apparition addressing the P’rince from

the summit of a rock, and afterwards gradually
fading out, as it seemed, among the cliffs, as the
russet morning broke over the sea. The court
of the King was a fine solid-looking set, and
the furnishing of the Queen’s room was an
archeological “triumph, full of well-studied
medieval detail, hung with tapestry and sug-
gesting an atmosphere of superstition and re-
ligious exercise grimly suitable to the incident
of the play which belongs to the scene. The
funeral of Ophelia was performed at even-tide,
which is defended by Mrs. Frank Marshall on
the ground of the ‘* maimed rights’ accorded
to a supposed suicide ; though this view of the
time when the ceremony should take place is
not horne out by the text, for neither Hamlet
nor Horatio see anything unusual of a funeral
taking place at such an hour. But this is a
small matter. The scene is laid on the slope of
an old fashioned burial ground, in the solemn
twilight, the processional chant of the monkish
choir breaking out at intervals to the requiem
straius of the organ, The business of Hamlet’s
leaping into the grave is kept out, and the
Prince’s exit is made behind the group of mour-
ners, who represent a rare picture, both as to
composition and color, as the curtain goesdown.
There is something incongruous yet curiously
impressive in playing the last awfully tragic
scene in & hall of the palace looking upon a
pastoral scene of lawn and silvery birch trees
in their first spring leaves. With this brief
outline of scenery, which omits several ex-
quisitely painted cloths for front scenes, the
reader will have sufficient notes for realizing
the fact that without loading the tragedy with
gorgeous scenery, Mr. Irving has had the play
mounted in a worthy setting, in which the poet
and the artist have worked carefully together.
When the audience insisted upon the new
manager saying something at the end of the
performance, Mr. Irving, in a short address,
said he had been working all his life to realise
that night’s representation of ¢‘Hamlet,” and
London is agreed that the effort is honorable to
the manager-actor and not unworthy of Shakes-
peare. As to the merits of Mr. Irving’s Hamlet,
itself, sufficient has been said on previous oc-
casions. His scenes with the players, with
Ophelia and with his mother, are unequalled
on the modern stage for their subtle power. The
princely graciousness of his manner to the actors
13 not only surpassed by his half disguised
tenderness toward Ophelia, and the struggle of
his affectionate nature to ‘‘speak daggers” to
his mother. In the Ophelia scenes he was
assisted by Miss Ellen Terry, who is to-day the
most popular actress in England. Mr. For-
rester played the King ; Mr. Mead, the Ghost;
Mr. Swinburne, Horatio; Mr. Kyle Bellew,
Osric; Mr. Beamont, the Flrst Player ; Mr. F.
Cooper, Laertes, and Miss l'auncefort, the
Queen. It is believed that ‘‘Faust and Mar-
guerite 7 will follow ‘“ Hamlet,” with Irving as
Mephistophelesand Miss Terry as Marguerite.

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

THERE is a London toy which is popular in
town at the present time. 1t represents two
athletes, wound up by clock work, walking a
race round ““a board of green cloth,”” and it is
certainly amusing to watch their anties. They
pass and repass each other in the most natural
manner, and put on a most determined spurt at
intervals, when occasion demands.

MaxY have seen in the Paris Exhibition, the
popular statue of ‘“The Dirty Boy.” A very
good caricature has been done of this, photo-
graphs of which are now on sale in the London
shops, in which the Earl of Beaconsfield is the
nurse and Mr. Gladstone the boy who objects to
the soap getting into his eyes. The parody is
executed with excellent effect.

“Darsy Currer”’ is the slung word of the
day. Anything you like may be a **daisy cut-
ter.,” A fasciunating actress, a crack horse, or a
pugilist are all in the vocabulary of the youn
man about town ‘“daisy cutters.” The wor
oceurs in the Covent Garden pantomime, and
seems to have commended itself at once to the
bewua: esprits on whom ‘ Whoa, Emma!” had
began to pall.

ATTENTION has been called to a rather amus-
ing slip Mr. Simpson, of the [{lustrated London
News, has perpetrated in his drawing of himself,
as sound asleep, during a night bivouac iu the
Khyber Pass! Of course, the motive of the
sketch is legitimate enough—only, on the sur-
face, it looks rather odd how “a drawing by our
special artist™ could he done hy ¢‘our special
artist ”’ when he was asleep.

I is in contemplation to publish a biography
of the late Princess Alice, If the Queen’s name
is not wholly given to this work on the title
page, Her Majesty will, at least, take a consider-
able part in the duties, and a good deal in the
career of the Princess not hitherto known will
be revealed in the book. Some curious anecdotes
respecting her intellectual character, and also
some bearing on the benevolent side of her na-
ture, may be expected.

W hear that an ancient document consisting
of thirty folios which hag been missing from the
archives of Gloucester Cathedral for some eighty
years, has been discovered in the possession of a

book-dealer in Berlin, who asks the modest sum
of £160 of the Dean and Chapter as the price of
its restoration. The document was written in
the fourteenth century, and contains historical
matter relating to the Cathedral for the previous
two hundred years.

Is Greek to be given up in our public schools ?
Mr. Oscar Browning, whose former position at
Eton gives him a right to speak and to be heard,
says ““ No."” And there are many who would
cry out ‘“ No; perish Latin rather than Greek !”
It is to be hoped that it will be long ere it will
be exiled from Eton and Harrow. Greek is the
basis of all scientific nomenclature, both French
and English ; and without a little knowledge of
it, our doctors, chemists, geologists and zoologists
would be utterly at sea.

THE authorities at the British Museum—or
rather those in the Print Department of that
excellent art educational establishment-—are
elated at the really splendid bequest of original
%ictures and drawings by Turner, De Wint,

avid Cox, and other similar notabilities, on the
Foint of being received from the executors of the

ate Mr. Henderson. It is a choice, though

small, collection of some 200 specimens of pure
aquarelle art, and as it is well worthy of exhi-
bition, the public will have an opportunity of
seeing it.

It is said that Monivea Castle, in the county
of Galway, and province of Connaught, is likely
to be chosen as the future residence of the Duke
of Connaught. It is situated in a fine sporting
district with respect both to hunting and shoot-
ing; and belongs—as a reference to Burke’s
Landed Gentry or to Hardwicke’s County Fami-
lies will show—to an old family named French,
who have been seated there for centuries, in fact,
ever since the Irish Invasion, and who formed
one of the fourteen ancient ¢‘tribes’’ of Galway
so celebrated in Hibernian history.

THE Urban Club at St. John’s Gate, Clerken-
well, held their boar’s head supper, as usual, at
which the dish was preceded in the old style by
choristers singing—

Caput apri defero,

Reddens laudes Domino, .
as it is sung at Queen’s College, Oxford. Those
who were present on the occasion——and most of
the literary and artistic world were there—might
have fancied themselves placed back a couple of
hundred years in the diary of Father Time. In
the room where the repast was held David Gar-
rick made his first essay as an actor in Fielding’s
Mock Doctor. Johnson, whose chair is in the
same building, and the property of the club, was
then writing for the Gentlemen's Magazine, and
it was he who introduced ‘¢ Little Davy” to
Cave, who originated the said amateur perform-
ance for the début of one who was afterwards
destined to be one of the greatest actors of any
age.

"To the use of the post card it is constantly
and reasonably objected that one is not safe in
confiding thereto any communication other than
those of a public character, which all who “run
may read.” There are many things we should
like to write for one pair of eyes only, which if
found on a post card would be patent to all.
Cryptograms are tedions and difficult, and one
must have the key always at hand. An inven-
tion of a very simple and ingenious character
has lately been devised by Sir Edward Lee. At
first sight the series of curves, dots, and right
lines seemn puzzling and complicated, but with
the aid of the key, which can be mastered in five
minutes, and then finally discarded, it is seen
that the curves form symmetrical segments of &
circle—the right lines are made up of the inter-
secting diameters, and the number of dots alter
the value of the characters. The simplicity of
the arrangement is as remarkable as its in-
genuity ; and for practical purposes the method
is very safe and secret enough.

BRELOQUES POUR DAMES.

A Book that is always filled with good points
for women—a needle-book.

A DELICATE way of complimenting the old
lady—¢“ Ah { madame, you grow every day to
look more like your daughter.”

MARRIED men are apt to forget that it it had
not been for their mothers-in-law they would
not have their wives.

A WesrERN paper wants to know why a
womau always sits on the floor to pull on her
stockings? We suppose it is simply because
she can't sit on the ceiling.

AN excited old man came in recently to in-
form us that he had seen six women sit a whole
hour in a social conversation without once re-
ferring to what they were.

¢ WHaT,” said an inquisitive young lady,
“is the most popular colour for a bride ¥’ We
may be a little particular in such matters, but
we should prefer a white one.

Musicar and dramatic criticism by the in-
telligent public : Yonng lady to her escort at
the end of the second act of “Faust:” ¢ Why,
that Mephistoffle is an awful feller, ain’t he

Ix view of the great sufferings of the poor
this winter weather, a sentimental young lady
worked until midnight for three nights em-
broidering a blue flannel ulster for her favorite

black-an(btan-terrier.

‘1 NEVER shall invite her to visit me again,”
said an English girl ; ““she shut herself up in
her own room the whole morning while she was
with us, and copied all my towels.” Here’s a
new social sin ; civilization grows more compli-
cated daily.

A MAN can fasten skates on his sister in
much less than half the time he can fix a pair
on some other fellow’s sister. Why is this?
Figure it out and send us the answer on ice.
That’s easy enough. It’s because he would let
his sister slide before the other giil.

THe Mormon wowmen say their husbands are
the bravest of men. We believe it.  Here the
man who ventures on treble bLlessedness is re-
garded as a truly heroic character, but there
are no words to express the true estimate of the
man of whom sixteen women are able to say —
he is a darling and devoted husband.

A VETERAX observer says that ladies, in
crossing a street, get one-third over, see a team
approaching and the driver trying to pass be-
hind them, then invariably turn around, and
unless the driver is quick will throw themselves
under the horses. 1t they would go on orstand
still they would be safe, but they will turn
back. Watch them and sce for yourscif.

3IkLS, if you want to encourage young men,
get an album. It's the first thing o bashtul
young man grabs when he enters a strange
house where there are girls.  We've seen them
look through one until they knew every picture
by heart, from page one to General Grant in
the back part. It’s wonderful what intercst a
bashful man will take in a girl's granduother
and pug-nosed uncle al the first visit, but it’s
always so. Get 'em, girls. It's best thing in
the world to occupy a fellow’s hauds, and it’s a
sure cure for bashfulness.

& - E———— -

HUMOROUN.

SrarisTicians aflirm that countries raising
the most onions have the fewest marriages.

A LADY, describing an ill-naturved man, says
he never smiles but he feels ashamed of it.

A NEW brand of cigars is called ¢ The Lot-
tery Ticket,” because only one in a thousaud draws.

A GREAT many men are of the opinion that a
certain quantity of wine is good for a wan. Itisthe un-
certain quantity that hurts him.

A LirrLE four-year-old came as near right as
any one else, when she said that the Lord was the author
of ** the beautiful snow.”

Tue man who wrote that ““nothing was im-
possible ” never tried to find the pocket in his wife's
dress when it was hangiog up in a clothes-press.

A CHAtraxooca darky, who was one of a
jury which failed to convict for want of evidence. ex-
Plained to his brethren that the culprit was * released on
8'picion "

A scHOOLMASTER spoke of his pupilsas having
been so thoroughly diseiplined that they were as quiet
and orderly as the chairs themselves. It was probably
because they were cane bottomed.

WHAT this country most needs at present is a
species of honey bee which will work ail winter and give
us spring honey. The idea of a bee loaning away six
months of the twelve is absurd.

WiLLiaM sends a letter to this office asking
us to explain what is depressed currency. A depressed
currency, William, an awfully depressed one, is the but-
tous found in a ehurch collection basket.

ABoUT this time Prince Bismarck steps around
to his tailor's and remarks: ‘‘ Say, Schueider, just put
a copper lining in dem goats and bants, vill you? 1
dinks ye have aneder Zocialist schutzeufest poody sud-
den, maype.”

“ T Lord loveth a cheerful giver;” but
there's no use chucking a eopper cent into the contribu-
tion box loud enough to make the folks on the back seat
think the communion service has tumbled off the altar.

PropasLy the last, dreadful day, when Ga-
briel sounds his trump, if he doesn’t stop onece or twice
between the blasts and shouts, ** Greneral! general !
colonel, 1 say ¢’ not more than two-fifths of the men in
Amwmerican cemeteries will get up.

A MisER's character described in two lines :
“You whe are acquainted with Mr. B, can you tell e
the reason, being so rich, he always takes a third-class
passage to go to his villa {” ** Oh! it is very simple. it
is because there is no fourth-class.”

SPEAKING of dull times, a wicked Mobile man
says that a few weeks ago a stranger arrived there and
bought a bale of cotter, and a pleasant rumour was at
ouce started that the cotton buyera had arrived, but it
only proved to be a Chicago man with the earache.

WuEs asnow-ball as hard as a door knob hits
you in the back of the head as you are crossing the street,
no mutter how quickly you turu, the only thing you can
see is one boy, with the most innocent fuce and the
emptiest hands that ever contronted a false accusation.

Sy tigured up : ¢ Twocans at 20 eents, 40
cents—that is 150 oysters : milk, butter and sundries.
$1.50—that is 150 stews ; at 25 cents, will he $40. A net
profit of over $35."" Then she smiled sweetly, and the
oyster-man knew that she was the refreshment committee
of tiie church festival.

Firxr small boy : ¢ Your father’s going to
Jecture to night, ain’t he ? My father and mother are
going, and T'm going too. Ain't you?' Second small
boy : “Puoh! T guess I've heard it afore you will. Dad
speaks it afore the looking-glass everyuight. It's fun to
see him. I tell yer.”

“Mamua,’ said a wicked youngster, ““am
1 a canoe?” ** No, child, why do you ask?’ ‘* Oh, be-
cause you always say you like to see people paddie
their own canoe, and I didn’t know but maybe 1 was
yours.” The boy went out of the-door with more refer-
ence to speed than grace.

A COUNTRYMAN startled the waiter in an up-
town restaurant recently by his stowing-away capacity.
After he had eaten enough apparently for four men, the
waiter pressed him to have something to drink. “ Thank
you.” came the reply between mouthfuls, ‘I never
drink until [ ain half through eating.”

Whal are little boys made of ¢

Snipe und snails, and puppy-dogs’ tail,
Aad that’s what they are made of.

W hat are little girls made of ?
Sugar and spice, and all that's nice,
Aud that's what they are made of.




