
A cheese weighing fourteen tons will be oueof tlie contributions
from Ohio to the PhiladelphiaCentennial.

A Miss Sullivanof Boston, found a wallet witli l,ooodol.inita
few days ago,andreceived 50dol. for returningit to its owner, whose
name wasxn thepocketbook.

"Keolanthe"was brought outat the Lyceum under Balfe's own
mangement in 1841j and "Le Puits d'Amour," written for the
Frenchoperastage,wasproducedinParisin1842. The last was
verysuccessful;butagreaterhit wasmade byBalfe,not onlyin
France, but in Germany, by his grand opera,

"
Les Quarte Fils

d'Aymon," which continues popular among the Teutons to the
present.

Itmust notbesupposedthat Balfehadnothing todo allthese
yearsbutbowlalong a level road. On the contrary,his wasoften,
and, indeed, commonly up-hill work. Besides engaging in the
compositionsmentionedabove, andinnumerableothersof a minor
nature,he was extensivelyoccupiedinavariety of ways. Nowhe
conductedaconcert,or sangat one;anonhe appearedbehindthe
footlights;thenhesat infront of them, in the conductor's seat,
anddevotedpatienthoursof daylight totherehearsalofhisworks;
and again,night after night, wielded the baton from the same

'
elevation. Twice he essayed the management of the Lyceum
Theatre,only to be drivenback to his profession in discomfiture.
Amongother difficultiesofhismanagerialposition,he founditim-
possible tokeepagood company together,whenhe had taken no
smallpains to collecthis singers. Jealousies among them were
the chief causeofMs ill success in both efforts. During his last
management,the audience one night becoming impatient at an
unaccountabledelay,Balfe wascompelledto comebefore them to
make the followingstatement:— "About twohours agoIreceived
anote fromMr.JohnBarnett, stating that hecouldnotallowhis
pupil,Miss Gould, to appearat this theatreany longer. She being
the thirdwhohas thusleft the establishment,Iam really unable
at this moment tosubstitute anything. This is the last night of
theEnglishoperahouse,orat least of it under my reign. Iam
alreadyburdened with five or sixhundredpounds debtthrough it.
Ihave doneall in my power for the establishment. Ibrought out
my opera of

'
Keolanthe

'
gratis, for which Madam Vesris offered

me threehundred guineas,andIhadanother operaby Mr.Macfar-
renreadycast andstudied,butIwasnotable toproduceit through
thesecession ofMr.HenryPhillips. lamexceedinglysorry,ladies
andgentlemen, thatIwas ever sucha foolas to become manager
of anEnglish theatre,andIsolemnlypromise you thatIwillnever
again appear beforeyou insuch acapacity."

Nor werehis managerial troubles Balfe's only ones. Notwith-
standing the faTor shown him by the London public, the critics
nibbledathim after their wont. Thoughready enough inlateryears
to take to their country the credit of his establishedreputation, they
were far from forwardin helping to build itup. We havebefore us
aswe write a volumeof themost respectablemusical journalLondon
couldboast of forty years ago. Init there is an elaborate reviewof"

The Maidof Arlois," whichopensin this grudging manner:"Itit
boany gratificationto Mr.Balfe to say thathis opera evinces as much
musical and dramatic talent as usually distinguishes the works of
Donizetti, Vaccaj, Mcreadaute, and other popular imitators of the
earlier writingsofHossini, we think wemay complimenthim to this
extent. We should have been well pleased if the merits of his new
productionhad justifiedamore sterling meed of praise.', And after
asevere analysis of the various numbers whichmake up the opera,
anda scathing denunciation of Mr.Balfe's music in general, the re-
view concludes dogmatically thus: "Let him forget Donizetti and
Auber, follow the exampleof Barnett, and muchmay be expectedof
his future efforts." If the sagacious critic who penned that sentence
be still among the living,it shouldoccasion him somepain,we think,
to reflect how little of Barnett's work survives, and how much of
Balfe's.

In1843 ourIrish composerwrotehis most popular opera,
"The

BohemianGirl." Its tame extends all over the civilised world. It
hasbeen dressed in several languages, appearingas "La Zingara"on- the Italianboards, and as "La Bohemienne"on the French. Thereis, webelieve,evenmore than one German version. There is hardly
a capital of Europe in which it has not been a welcomeguest. In
Viennait has been performedin three theatres oil the same evening.
Itis aspopular in Berlin as inDublin,in StanFrancisco as inCork,
inMelbourne as inLondon, where, on its first representation,it ran
for upwards of a hundred nights

—
anunprecedented period for a

single piece to occupy the stage thirty yearsago. The success of this
opera was far fromtemptingBalfe to idleness. In1846he gave"The
Bondman" to the world; in 1847 "The Maid of Honour;" andin
1849

"
The Enchautreßs."

For several years afterwards no manager cared to call for a new
English opera, and Balfe's pen,though not allowed to rust, was no
longerengagedon dramaticwork. Itwas during thisperiodhe wrote,
among other minorcompositions,hisreallyadmirablesettings of songs
by Tennyson and Longfellow. In 1857, however, the Pyne and
Harrison OperaCompanymadea demand upon our composer, which
was complied, with by the production within thirty days of "The
Rose of Castile." Inrapid succession"Satanella,""The Puritan's
Daughter," "Bianca," and "Armourer of Nantes" followed, all
written for the same company. On the break-up of the Pyne and
Harrison speculation,Balfe wasat leisure once more,and soonafter-
wardsset to recasting "The Bohemian Girl" for the Parisianstage,
whichhedid with an amount of care and thought not always to be
recognised inhis -work. Likewise he laboured long and lovinglyon
"The Knight of the Leopard"— the samewhich inanItaliancostume
wasbroughtbeforethepublic for the first time only lastjyear, under
the title of"IITalismano."

In thisbriefnotice of a busy and bright career we haveomitted
mentionofseveral of the less known dramatic efforts of Balfe. In
all,he gave to the stage

—
English,Italian,andFrench

—
some six-and-

twonty works. Wo cannot even glance at themass of fugitive com-
positionshe kept pouring out from his melodiousbrain as from a
fountain. The strains of many of them are evennow adding to the
stock of human happiness in many lands andamong various classes,
from themansion to the cottage. Neither can we take any note of
Balfe'sinnumerable journeyings to and fro fromcity to city through-
outhismarvellously activelife jnorhave wespace to descant onhis
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genialnature,his generosity,his wit,his unvaryingkindliness to all,
his affection for wife, children, and grand-children,Mb sustained"
cheerfulness under every trial, his patient bravery in overcoming
obstacles,and themany other estimablepoints of a rarely estimable
character j while, even if our space wereunlimited,no furtherproof
of hisuntiringindustry needbe offered than the record givenabove.
In that record, hasty andcramped asit is, webelieve thereis enough
toshow thathis career wasoneinwhich his countrymenmay feel a
becomingpride,and we thinkit is suggestive of cogentreasons why
they shouldunite at onceandheartilyin the work ofdoinghonour to.
his memory.

—
Nation.

O'CONNELL AS AN ORATOR.
JBOM A. LECTURE BY HENBY GULES.

O'Constbll wasin every way made for a great tribune. Ofcom-
mandingheight and solidbreadth of "body

—
with elevatedhead,

open face, clear, piercing eye, a full, sweet voice, imperturbable
cheerfulness, readywit,vernacular expression,andearnest address—

in thought, forcible and direct
—

in passion, kindly or angry,as
thecasemight be

—
in impulse ever-varying,from the whisperof

emotionto the tempest of excitement, fromthehush ofprayer to
therageof indignation

—
O'Connell,as he willed, ruledapopular

assembly. Heput positions into broad,brief, andhomely state-
ments;heclinchedthemwithpertinentinstances,andthenhelet
them take their chance. He dealt much in aphorism, proverb,
anecdote. Heeverand ever changed his topic and hismanner;
joke,story,insinuation, sarcasm, pathos, merriment,aloftyburst
of passion,a bold personality, indignant patriotism, or subdued
conciliating persuasion, came in quick succession— so that all
withinhearing of his rich, strong, musical voice,becameuncon-
scious of fatigue, and wished only the enchantment tocontinue.
Hewas never boisterous, was not even vehement;and though he
could,and frequently did, rise to transcendentally figurative and
impassioned speech, his general matter consisted in simple and
earnest argument, in vigorous andhomely sense. Itis true that
thepopularassemblies whichO'Connellwas accustomedtoaddress
wereIrish, and that Irish multitudes are susceptible andimpas-
sioned is also true. O'Connellhadnaturally his firstschoolamong
such multitudes, and a most excellent school it was. No other
multitudescanbe so electrifiedby flashes of emotion,or canbeso
aroused by the expressionof a sentiment. They are quick to
everyallusionof tenderness;and to wit, humor, and melancholy,
they arealive inevery fibre. Irishassemblies arenotcritical,but
sympathetic. Eloquenceis the childof confidencej andtherefore
it is that eloquence springs up in Irish assemblies as a native
instinct. O'Connell in all such assemblies was anincarnationof
theIrish soul. His genius was thegenius of the nation,andfaith-
fully it gave expreesion to the native mind of Ireland. One
moment in jestand banter, sparkling like thestreamletsinIrish
glens 3 in another,like the tempest amidst Irishmountains j now
soft as a song to theIrishharp;deep as the -windupon anIrish
heath; again mournful as waves around the Irish shores. The
peoplefelt the personality of O'Connell; the sorrow of thepast
anditsanger; the loveof theircountry and its affections. They
felt this inwordsplain to their intellect, inapoetry boldas their
hopes,and ina prophecy aswildas their enthusiasm. Tet O'Con-
nel's swayas an orator wasnot limited to anIrishmultitude. I
heardhim in Scotland, when his triumph wasas completeas it
couldhavebeen inIreland,and more splendidinits circumstances.
HestoodonCalton Hill, which overlooks theCity of Edinburgh.
The sky wasclear andblue, and a mellowedsunlightspreadafar
upon flood and mountain. Some tens of thousands ranged
themselves onthe side of the hill,and gazed upon thestalwart
manfrom Ireland. The city lay belowthem

—
thecity ofpalaces— the city of romance and story

—
the city of Mary, of Knox,of

Scott
—

the city of heroic memories and of resplendent genius.
Thepanoramicvision stretchedinto theinfinite, throughglory and
loveliness;andtheeye strayedover frith,andlake,andbrae, and
highland,untiltheheart was dazzledanddrunk withbeauty. To
thissublime sceneryO'Connellpointed,andopenedwithanearnest
eulogium upon Scotland. The Palace of Holyiood was beneath
Hecalledup theshadeof Bruce, and quotedBurns. He"glorified
thebeauty of Scottish women, and the bravery of Scottishmen.
Hesaidto the women that he wouldtell theirsistersbeyond the
Channel that thedaughters of Scotlandcould weep forthe woes of
Ireland. Hedwelt with enthusiasm on the independence which
Scotlandhad alwaysmaintained

—
giving sovereigns,butreceiving

none, and allowing no foreign king to keep his foot upon her
heatheredhills. He spoke of the Covenanters,whose dustmade
the soil whichheldit consecrated ground. He didhomage to the
sanctity of conscience for which these heroic men had fought,
prayed,anddied. He thenturned withan eloquentdespondency
toIreland. He pictured the long, thehard, thedesolateswayof
the oppressor

—
the humiliation which for centuries had crushed

his countrymen,who,neverwilling tobe slaves,hadalwaysvainly
struggledto be free. He enlarged on the charms of his native
land andher miseries— on theloss ofherParliament

—
the waste of

her energies
—

the decline ofhernationality, andthesinking of her
heartandhope. Then hegradually arose tomorecheerful strains,
aud closed in the rapture of jubilant and exultant prophecy.
After threehourshe was silent;then the collectedenthusiasmof
thatsublimemassbtxrst intooneloudshout;it rent theskies with
its boomings, and rolled in long-sounding echoes through the
rocks andhills.

8


