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TheForteagrees to negotiate with Montenegroon the basis
of statuquo with the cession of certain territory. Agreement of
theForte withServia is doubtful,owing to the Turkish demands
for a guarantee. ARussian circular has beenissued, expressing
the desire ofRussiatomaintainEurope'saccord,andasking,before
statingher decision, what course the Powers intend pursuing in
view of the Forte'srejectionof their demands.

A numerously attendedmeetingon the EasternQuestion was
held preparatoryto the re-opening of Parliament, at which the
conductofEarlSalisburyattheConference wasgenerallyapproved.

The Liberals censure the earlier policy of EarlBeaconsfield
andLordDerby,but it is not expected that any attemptwillba
madetooverthrow the Government. Suchacourse wouldbe un-
popular,andnot likely tosucceed.

House of Commons drove from office one of the cleverestandmost
plausible anddangerous politiciansof theage. Inreturn for this,
he turned fiercely against the Popeand allhis belongings;andif
his power had been equal to his will, he would probablyhay«

kindledthe flamesof war inEuropeto uphold the interestsofhuj
party,unlessIgreatlymisunderstandthe driftofhis "pamphlets,
whichmay be the case. Happily he is not likely again toposses*

the power of working evil. His hard wordswill breaknobones.
Evenin this colony the wholesome influenceof theRomanCathoha
citizenon public affairs is not unfelt in contested elections, when
parties are evenlybalancedor divided. Itwasnotoriouslyby th«
Catholicvote that the late Mr.J. Williamson was placed in th«- Superintendent's Chair of Auckland on the last occasion of his
election, in thehope thathe would secure to Catholics justice in

theSchool question
—

ahopewhichwas doomedtobedisappointed.
Rightly or wrongly,the Catholic partyin Dunedin got the credit
of returning a member to the House ofRepresentativesinopposi-
tion toMr. Barton. "Itwas not my opponent,but Dr.Moran/
eaid Mr. Barton,"who defeated me." Dr. Moran it seems was
innocent;butthe imputation showed the power of the Catholic
party in Mr. Barton's ©pinion. They owe him thanks for the
compliment.

Auckland. I^ic.
THE BROOKLYN BURNING.

On Tuesday, the sth December, -while the play of "The Two
Orphans" in the BrooklynTheatre was drawing to aclose,a fire
broke outupamong thehanging drapery over thestage. Ahole
in the gas pipe had been stopped on the previous day with a
woodenplug, and this having droppedoutthestreamof gas ignited
from aneighboring burner,andset fire to the paintedcanvas flies."
Iwasstanding," saysMr.Thome,oneof theactors,"at the wing

just out of sight of the audience,waitingmy turn to goon the
stage,when, onglancingup,Inoticeda speck of flamenotlarger
than my twohandsamongthe hanging flies— aboutthe fourth tier
backfrom the frontof the stage. One of theattendantsgot along
poleandendeavoredtobeatitout, but the ignitedmaterialbeing
almostas combustibleas powder,the flamesspread withwondrous
rapidity, leaping from fly to fly,and licking them up, as though
theyhad been somanyshavings." At thatmoment theattention
ofthe audiencewasrivettedonthe stage, where anaffectingscene
was represented. The actress, Miss Kate Olaxton, lying at the
timeon apallet ofstraw,lookedupandsaw the flames,stillhidden
from the entranced audience, rapidly spreading among the flies.
With wonderfulself-restraint she lay there for severalmoments*
carrying on theplay. Butsuddenly the dreadful cry of **Fire!

"
washeard;therewas a rushof feetbehind the scenes;apieceof
burning canvasfelluponthe stage;the flames burst into sudden
viewabove,licking across thepaintedscenerywithawfulrapidity;
the courageous actors coming to the front of the stage,triedto
calmthe audience;butthesight of the devouringfirehaddestroyed
reason;thepeopleroseandrushedfor dearlife,yelling andscream-
ingandtearingeachotherin their wild efforts to escape afearful
death. Itwas a hideous animalscurry and struggle. The weak
fell and were trampled to death. Women and children had no
chance. The stairwayswereblockedup withheapsofpeople,most
of them crushed to death,preventing the escapeof those behind.
The windroared through the burning theatra,sucked in by the
horridvortexof the fire. One whoescapedsaysthatintwominutes
after the first alarm the floor of the theatre was slippery with
blood;hepassedover human bodies three deep, ashe fled tothe
door;andheheard the bones breaking of the trampledwretches
under foot, and from many the lastpiteousappeal,"'OGod,have
mercy on my soul!

"
The flames with afrightfulsweep spread

aroundthe walls andacross the ceiling. Thepungentand deadly
smoke from the painted woodand canvas was almost fireitself.
There were four hundred people in theupper gallery,andbefore
twenty of themhadreachedthe stairs the gallerywas hemmed in
with fire. Onemandrewapistolandblewouthisbrains,preferring
thisdeath to being roastedalive. Strongmen draggeddownthe
weakerinfranticselfishness. Agilemensprangon theheadsof the
densemass andflung themselvesdesperatelydownthepackedstair-
way. Oneman who jumpedjumpedfromthegallerytothe dresscircle,and
savedhislife,says:—

"Itwasatremendousjump,butImadeupmy
mind to do it. Ijumped and struck on a seat, cutting myself
severely. Imadea rush for the door,and sawmen trampling on
womenthat werelyinginsensibleonthestairway. Theydidn'tstop
topick themvp

— they seemedcrazy. Isaw womenwho wereun-
able tomove,crying andpraying." Fire-EngineerFarleysays:

—
"Ihaveseena greatmany fires, andhave seen mengo to their
deathat fires,butIneversaw asight like this before. Themen
andboys in the gallery acted likesomanywildbeasts;theywere
jumping over eachother,some howlingwith fear, otherscursing
and fighting." Thencame thecrowning horror, withanagonised
cry fromhundreds of despairinghearts:the stairs gaveway,and
theupper gallery, withitscrowdof humanbeings, went crushing
downto the seaof fire in the cellar,in which the lives of four
hundred peoplewere instantlyextinguished

Itwas next morning before work couldbegin on the ruins.
The report telegraphedthrough the country,whichappearednext
day, said

"fortunately no lives werelost." Howsuch a report
couldbe spread deserves investigation. The terrible truth that
followedhorrified thecountry. Thediggingout andidentification
of the charred bodies wasa dismalscene. Brooklynwas inutter
mourning. Two of thebrave actorswho had tried to pacify the
audience were burned todeath. The destroyed lives weremostly
young— the averageage being 21 years. Over100 remainedun-
identified—perhaps too farburned for apossibility of identifica-
tion—and these wereburied with greatpublic solemnityon last
Saturday.— 'Pilot.'

CONCERNING THE QUEEN'S THEATRE.
Duringthe days of our "boyhood we recollectthat there werestill
maintained in the environs of Dublin yearly Saturnalia, which,
under thename of Donneybrook Fair,had gained a wide-spread
but most unenviable notoriety, and whither, for the space of a
week towardsthe endof summer,flocked the scum of the adjacent
city. The scene was generally avoided by well-disposed people,
but if occasionally a reputable individual was weak enough to
allow himself to be overcomeby the attractions of the hurly-
burly and topay it avisit,he went there in conscious shame, as
Britons of respectability, whoyield tothelicenseof foreign travel
will now and then venture to enter the Jardin Mabille,cringing
through the

"
fierce light" that illumines thepavementbefore its

gates,andrepairing withall speed toaretiredcorner whence they
may fromasafe distance view the orgiesof the situation. Butto
the boyishmind, Donneybrook during the fair week presenteda
paradise of delights, and many a truant found his way there
determinedon enjoying to the topof his bent a treat for which
the ferule of the pedagogue or someparentalweaponof cane or
leatherwouldbe sure toexacta penalty. Variedandintense were
the pleasuresof the place. There wereendless rows of booths,
"wherein whisky andbeer flowedad libitum, and whose floors were
provided with boards, that echoedtothe foot of the dancer from
sunrise to sunset, and in all probabilityright through tosunrise
back again; lanes there were of boiling pots,containingcomfort-
ablevictuals

—
bacon, cabbage, and potatoes;rowsof stalls piled

high with ginger-bread, cakes, and fruit, most tempting to the
appetite that did not object to stickiness whose cause was Tin-
known,anda generalsuspicionofmouldanduncleanliness. There
were merry-go-rounds andswings, boats that describedacirclein
the air, and games wholly indescribable, withoutnumberj but
chief amongst the many wonders were the rambling theatres,
whereof an unheard of quantityhadassembledtoreapaharvest,
gatheredincoppers, at the fair. These latter formed a striking
featureinthe spectacle,grotesqueandnot altogetherunpicturesque
outwardly,whatever might be itsmoral aspect,for their dramatis
persona, their harlequinsandcolumbines,theirclowns andmounte-
banks, their trumpets and big drums didnot confine themselves
to the interior of the structure whereintheyperformed,butnow
and then they sallied forth upon a platform erected infrontof
this, and there wentthrough avariety of histrionicexercises,by
which when theyhadsufficiently whettedthecuriosity of acrowd
of spectators, they retiredwithin, drawingafterthem anumerous
audience, who paid at the doors and were rewardedbybeholding
muchthat wasentertaining, if it did not tenddirectly toedifica-
tion.

We hadhardly expectedtobe remindedof our school days in
this far off land,butavision of Donneybrook Fair hasbeenonce
more extendedbeforeour eyes,andhas,alas, remindedus sadly of
thelapse of time. The riot of youthhasfled:like the bark of
Moore'ssong, weare strandeduponthebeach, andthe watershave
subsided, leavingus face to facewith sober fact,unable tocallup
from inner depths a halo wherewithtogild a leprousobject,and
capable of being fully disgusted with all that is disgusting."Sugar plums

"
have come to us too late, according to the

saying of Lord Lytton j but we suspect that at any time of our
lives the plaster of Paris wouldhave beenplainly discerniblein
euch bonbons as those recently set before us. We have, in a
word, seen "Conrad and Lizette,"andamorerevolting farragoof
rubbishnevercameinany shapeunder ourobservation.

A female part represented by a male, and not altogether
inoffensive to delicacy, senseless lilts, jests voidof point orpun-
gency, tuneless yoiees, silly antics. A Dutchman chattering
stupidities in a tiresome jargon,suggestive tooof theparish, fool
driven tobay by mischievous urchins, and defending himself by
jabbering and grimaces. An Irish character, likewise, copied
from amodel,thehabitueof somelowmiserableshanty;a scurvy
creaturealltattersandribaldry, who tries to awaken mirth by a
coarse and loathsome repetition of idiotic drivel; such are the
attractionspresentedtothe public inthepiece wespeakof.

For our own part, on leaving the theatre where we had
witnessedtheproduction inquestion, we feltas if we hadstepped
ankle deepin unsavorymire, orbeenspatup,oras if, with repre-
hensiblemoral obliquityhaving forsaken, foraseason,our decorous
path through life, webadassistedatadog-fight.
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