
We wish todraw the attention of our sporting readersto tholaienEaces, whichwillbe held atMosjjiel, onSaturday, the 17thinstant*
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One of thegreatestpleasuresinlife tome is to witnessa °x>od playproperly placed on the stage, and well acted. Theatresalwayshad— provided thereis somethingworth seeing there— a fascination
r for me. In factIgosofar, asIremarked once before,as toa°reewithCharles Lamb when he says that

"
the smell of a theatreisworth all the money? OperaIdelight in;but what1likebest isoneot Shakespeare'splays— a tragedy forchoice. My firstimpres-

sions of a theatrewere of a very mixedkind. Onenight, some cen-tunesagonow— insteadof the paternalorder to go tobed— lwasdirected toputonmy cap and muffler, and accompany a friend ofours to the theatre. What anannouncement ? Iwas tobe takeninside a veritable theatre— thatbi<,building whereall theplacards
and pictures were,at whichIused to stareand wonder when pass-
ing toschool. I-was veryyoungat the time,had neverbeen to atheatre,and yetmy hands trembled withexcitement when tyin<>- onmy muffler, and my heart thumped with glorious expectations,whence derivedIknownot. Iwas soon in the open air running
along with my companionin my efforts to keep up vithhim, andwishing that the streets werenot so terribly long. The shops andhouses were all illuminated, to celebrate whateventIdonot re-member;butIdoremember thatmy companion wouldstop,muchtomyvexation, andadmirethem. Idarednot remonstrate. Iwastoo young for that,andIhadnot beenborninthe colonies. Youno-people werebrought up differently in myday from what they arenow. At last,however, the fairy palace comes insight; we enterthe vestibule, the delicious aroma, which Charles Lamb so loved,salutes niynostrils. My companion shows some piecesof paper,andspeakaa fewmagic words tothe manatthe door, and wepassup steirs. On the landing is another man, and beyondhim is adoor thrown open, through which Ican see lights and a «reat
iSL J

People,anda greencurtain. How myyoung heartbeats!Wnydontwegoin? Surely my companion cannot beadmiring
illuminations again— thereare none here in the passage toadmire!SsnaU1interrupt the conversation between him and the man bypointing out thebeautiful illuminationsinside that bio- room wherethe greencarpet is hanging from the ceiling ? Ihadbetternot,tor evidently the subject is rather serious. "Well sir," themansays, " Youhad better go and see the manager about it." lambid to remain whereIam, and my companion goes off,Ipresume,tosee themanager. What canall this mean ? There is ahitch ofsome kindevidently. Crowds of ladies and gentlemenare mean-whilepassingme into fairy land, from the entrance of whichmyeyesare neverfor one moment diverted. Suddenly the illumina-tions increase, and music is played. Oh! if mycompanion, whoHas such a taste for illuminations were only here now, he surelynevercould resist going in to see them. Why does henot return?Andnowa bell rings,the music ceases,and the green carpet "oesiip to the ceiling. What a sight bursts uponme! Imustatallhazards go closer to that door. Imake an eager step forward,whena hand is laiduponmyshoulder,anda voice— mycompanion's—says, "IamsorryImust disappointyou; but you must under-stand that this is whatis called a benefitnight, andmy free passesareconsequently not available,we havenoalternativebut toreturnhome. Iwasyoung,and, asIremarked before,Ihadnot been!born in the colonies. If 1had,Imight have known what free Ipasses meant,and that there was another alternative, andIhaveno doubtIwould haveobserved that admissionwas tobe obtained

'
by paying forit. Andif that had not "fetched" him,Imi^ht ihaveoffered to "stand sam"

myself, but homeIcertainly should ineverhavegone. However,not having been borna colonial, andIall this taking place many thousand miles the other side of the
'

line, home Iwent with a heavyheart. Why my companion didnot buy tickets when he found it was a benefitnight,Iknow notexcept that Ihave discovered since that those persons who are!generally possessed of freepasseslook uponpaying for admission to'
a theatre as the most wanton and sinful waste of money. They !hate it worse than poison. Shortly afterwards we made another iattempt,and asit wasnot abenefitnight thelittlebitsof paperhadthe desjredeffect,and landedmesafely in the desiredhaven. Onthat occasionIsaw the great American tragedienne, Miss Cush-man,perform"MegMeriUies." ThemostvividimpressionsIcarryaway from that— my first play— are the staff whichMeg MerilliesI■1an.^er

I
haaid' the buff boots donnedby the actors, and thatIwithdifficulty repressed a scream when Dirk Hatterick was shotVi the actingof Miss CushinanIhave no remembrance, andithasbeenasourceof regret to wesince thatIwas not a few yearsolderwhenIsawher. She had,Ihave been told, greattragic power,thoughnaturehadnot been kind to her in the matterSf feature <

her accentplainly intimated that she came fromYankee land'Her Lady Macbeth nevertheless afforded byits breadthand vi°-or !peat intellectualenjoyment. Ihave often thought whata greatItreat itmust havebeen to those whosawEdmundKeaninhisbestIdays—he, whose acting was, as Hazlett says,like readingShakes- ipeare through flashes of lightning. Iwonder whether our actorshave degenerated,oris it that we are not so enthusiastic in these <

matters as our ancestors. Iknow one "
eminent tragedian" whoat all events does not thinkhis profession has degenerated, forhe <

asserts that
"

G-arrickandEdmund Kean wereall very well in theirday,butit requires men of superior ability topleaseaudiencesofthe presentday." Notwithstandingthe assertion of this "
world .renownedartist," as he is fmd of styling himself, weneverhear :

now ot the greateffects produced by actors as in days of yore It
'

is relatedof Garrick that he played the balcony scene in « Eomeo!andJuliet withsuch fervor that the audience wasinmomentaryexpectationof seeing him jump into the balcony to embracethelady— whereas
"

SprangerBarry"— bisgreat rival— infusedsomuchwarmthand love into his pourtrayalof thepart that the lady was
'

considered no betterthan a block of ice because she resisted iump-
p hh?.- A Sood Gtory is told of these t" '. grangerBarry Tvas go successful ia thepart ofKoiaeo that the

'

THEATRES AND ACTORS. whole town crowded to see his performance. G-arrick, who wasplayingat the same time at the rival house, was left withoutanaudience. As ameans of drawing back the publichedeterminedonplayingBorneo also. One night during his performance, afterJulietexclaims,"Oh,Romeo,Eomeo !whereforeart thouEomeo?"a voice fromthe gallery— pitying the poorlady,nodoubt— cried out"because Barry is at the other house." Though a greater actorthan"Spranger Barry," Guri-ick coald not touuh him inEomeo,
The former,if weare tobelieve his contemporaries,was fittedbynatureinevery way for such a part

—
he hada tall andgracefulfigure,strikingly handsome features, a voice that earned for himthe title of "Silvery-tonedBarry," andhe was the best lover thatj the stage,up to that time, had ever known. He had,moreover,I

—
what is no mean adjunct for success on the stage— a perfect

> tasteindress. He looked on the stage— as has been said since
(
alsoofMario— like a pictureof Titian's steppedout fromits frame." In these colonies we have had instances of whataid proper dress-ing is tothe success of an actor or actress. Barry Sullivan paidparticularattention to itand was always appropriately,and whenthe character permittedit, most magnificentlyapparelled. Hehadgood taste instage dressing, andcarried itoff well. His lago andEichard 111. weremodelsof pieturesquenessin this respect. °Many

I whohadno great love forhis actingwouldbe drawnto the theatremerely to seehis
"make-up" ina newpiece. MadamEistori— thegreatestactressof the age

— who certainly didnot require any ex-j trinsic elementof this kind torender moreenthrallingher wonder-I fully vivid acting, showed colonial audiences in her late tour, that true genius does not disdain the smallest minutiaewhich may help stage effect. Inseveral of her characters shechanged her dresses over a dczen times, and each dress wasaneducation to skilled modistes. Mrs. Scott-Siddons, likewise, is' another artiste whohas the art of borrowing from dress a sabstan-
Itial aid to her success. She charms you with her taste. The
I vanity of actorsLas passedinto aproverb;but for mypartIthinkyou will find many amongst their audiences who are as deeplyafflicted inthis way. The difference lies morein the fact that theIvanity of the actor is more transparent^-it is a child-like andJ harmless species of offence. You are amazed to find the actor,; whoon the stage gives expressionto noble andelevating thoughts
with such fit gesture andaccent as if to the mannerborn,passinga sleepless night because Tom Jones's name has beenprinteda
quarter of aninch larger than his. It is little matters such asthese, when putproperly before him, which help to cure thepoorstage-struck youthof his madness. But themosteffectualmethodof opening the eyesof such a one,is, in my opinion,tobring himbehind the scenes during a rehearsal. Inmy tender yearsIwastaken verybad with this complaint. During the paroxysmof thefever a celebrated actress visited the town which Ithen calledhome to give some Shaksperian performances. This lady wasacquainted withthe elders ofmy family;andshe one daypromisedto bring me behind the scenes to witness a rehearsal Iwas asmuch excitedas on the night of my first visit tothe theatre,and,
as on that occasion, my feelings were at the end rather mixed.The day came,andIset out with beating heart,proud tobe seenescortingoneofthe greatestandmostbeautiful actressesof theday.We directedour steps towards the back of the theatre, throuo-hadirty lane reeking with foul smells, and inhabited,for the mostpart, by Chinamen. Once inside the back entrance, we had tomount a long flight of woodenstepsdevoid ofhandrail. Itwas sogloomy thatIhad to grope my way up them with my hands. Icouldnot see them well, butIguessed from the state ofmy handswhen Ireached the top, that that part of the theatre and thescrubbing-brush had long been strangers to one another. Wethen went down a dim corridor, which brought us directly ontothe stage, on whichweregatheredanumber of slovenly, ill-dressedgreasymenand women, most of the former smoking bad cigars.
These,Iwas told in a whisperby my conductress, werethe actorsandactresses. These, then, were the heroes andheroinesIhadsolong worshipped. Icould hardly credit it. My friend sat downona chair, took out a piece of embroidery, andstarted workingit.The rehearsal then commenced, and, shade of William CharlesMacready, what a rehearsal! This great actor tells us in hisbiography, thatup to the last hour of his stage experiencehe was
in the constant habit of retiring to his chamber,repeatingoverandoveragainsuch well-known pieces as "To bo or not to be,"etc., until he caught the true expression; and Edmund Keanwould repeat a speech over to his wife twenty times until theywerebothsatisfied with his mode of delivery. But on this occa-sion,on the rehearsal of a tragedy, theactors andactressescrackedjokes the whole time, and if a long speech occurred, the speakerwould pronounce the first few words and then gabble, gabble, andwindup with the last few words spokenaudibly. The"sentimentswhichstirred mybloodatnight, when Iheard them spoken,nowhad the effect only of disgusting me. Itwas so contradictory tohear a greasy, dissipated,andill-looking specimen of humanity,
strutting up and down the stage,bawling out that he Avoulddiefor love and honor,and, "to make assurance doubly sure," as itwere, striking the boards with a hoavy bludgeon, which wasindeed, not out of keeping with his general appearance. Theactors and actresses, the dimly-lighted, vacant theatre, the din°-yhalt.taded scenery anddrapery,and my friend sitting like a queen
in themidst of death,allmade upapicture which willnot easilyladefrom mymemory. Contrasted with theperformance atni^htit putme inmind of a skeletonas comparedwith the livinghumanfigure. It dispelledmy madness, thoughIwasgladto hear fromthe star thatall luminaries were not as these actors,an assertionwinch many apleasanthourspentsincein the companyof membersot the sock and buskin has only tendedto confirm X V Z
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