You must send round to Victoria Park, Finsbury
Paxk, Battersea Park, Peckham Rye, Hampstead Heath,

chance of aA\knighthood, loyalty, morals, religion, and
every other eaxthly or unearthly consideration—a muni-
cipal August nns, in short. This is the only way to
teach the bandsmaq of the street and his patrons how his
quicksteps with theix three chords and one modulation
have been improved omby Schubert, Offenbach, Auber,
and Rossini, by Weber, Wiendelssohn, and Goetz, and
finally by Beethoven and Wagner. Let him pick all this
up through his ears, and he Wil come out with a much
sounder knowledge than that oRthe literate person who
knows that Wagner is “marvelous™gy reading statements
to that effect in the critical scriptures of the day. In the
end he will pay back the outlay ; for when he is qualified
as a consumer and producer of good musiy, the resultant
cheapness and plenty will bring down the exorbitant
cost of even the Opera. Think of that, ye gdlden ones
whose Oriental names I read on the box doors ax [ stroll
about Mr Harris’s corridors of an evening duri
entr’actes; and do not let the Municipal Band Fun
through for lack of subscriptions.

I cannot congratulate Lassalle on his Rigoletto last
Thursday at Covent Garden. A massive gentleman with
all the empty pomposity of the Paris Opéra hampering
him like an invisible chain and bullet tied to his ankle,
and whose stock-in-trade as an actor consists of one
mock-heroic attitude, cannot throw himself into a part
which requires the activity of a leopard ; nor, by merely
screwing up his eyes in an ecstasy of self-approbation,
convey the raging self-contempt, the superstitious
terror, the impotent fury, the savage vindictiveness, the
heartbroken grovelling of the crippled jester wounded
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in his one vulnerable point—his fierce love of his child,
the only creature who does not either hate or despise
him. In such a character, burnt into music as it has been
by Verdi, Lassalle’s bag of hackneyed Parisian tricks
makes him egotistical and ridiculous.

Further, he spoils the effect of the great scene with
the courtiers, and makes a most unreasonable demand
on the orchestra, by transposing his music a whole tone
down, a monstrous liberty to take. No one can blame a
singer for requiring a transposition of half-a-tone from
our Philbarmonic pitch; but where, as at Covent
Garden, the French pitch is adopted, a demand for “a
tone down” could only be justified in the case of a singer
of very limited range, but with sufficiently remarkable
acting power to compensate for the injury to the musical
effect. As Lassalle has neither excuse, it seems to me that
we are entitled to expect that he shall in future either
sing the part as Verdi wrote it, or else let it alone. At the
same time, it is but fair to add that when an unfortunate
baritone has to sing fifty bars in what is practically
twelve-eight time, andante, on the four or five highest
notes in his compass, without a rest except for two bars,
during which he is getting out of breath in a violent
stage struggle, the composer has only himself to thank
when the same artist, who sings the much longer part of
Wagner’s Hans Sachs without turning a hair, flatly
declines to submit to the strain of Rigoletto.

As it was, the honors of the occasion were carried off
by Madame Melba, who ended the famous quartet on
a high D flat of the most beautiful quality, the license in
this instance justifying itself by its effect. Valero, if he
did not realize the masterful egotist, full of la joie de
vivre, as conceived by Victor Hugo and Verdi, vet
played with such spirit and humor that he may put
down the Duke as one of his London successes. His
singing, to be sure, was only a tasty sort of yelling,
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without spontaneity or purity of tone; but it was pretty
enough to bring down the house in La donna é mobile.
At the revival of Meyerbeer’s Prophéte many critics,
cluding myself, were reduced to the humiliating
nagessity of buying books of the play, containing a
Frexch and an English version, both different in
arrangement from the one used on the stage. I had never

as the mottle-faced man in Pickwick did
ller sang of the Bishop’s coachman
Dick Turpin. “I say” said the mottle-

and I wont hear nothing said to the contrary.” In a
similar spirit I affirm that the Anabaptists died “game as
pheasants,” and that Scribe’s history is trash.

But, indeed, Scribe nevy shewed his radical incapac-
ity for anything deeper than his deadly “well-made
plays” more conclusively thaxy when he mistook for a
great musical delineator of the Nassions of the multitude
the composer who, in Les Huguenots, set forth the
Reformation as a strife between a\Rataplan chorus and
an Ave Maria, the two factions subsequently having it
out in alternate strains of a waltz. Thg Prophet, meant
to be luridly historical, is in fact the odest medley of
drinking songs, tinder-box trios, sleixh rides, and
skating quadrilles imaginable ; and even John of Leyden,
whose part detaches itself from the dedd mass of
machinery as something alive and romantig, if not
exactly human, is at the disadvantage of beink a hero
without having anything heroic to do, and of Raving
finally to degrade himself by shouting a vile drinking
song amid a pack of absurd nautch-girls. The orched(ra
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med to feel this on Monday; for they brought the
scemao an end in ruin and confusion by differing on the
subject DK the last cut in the score. Jean de Reszke,
though a litflehoarse, made as much as was possible of
the part under the circumstances; and Mlle Richard’s
Fidés was at least e credible than her Favorita.
Madame Nuovina, on theother hand, seems to have
gone completely to pieces. Theghrillness of her highest
notes is worse than ever ; and she hawdeveloped a tremolo
which sounds like a burlesque of Ma e Tetrazzini’s.
It is a pity; for her first appearance as Margaset in Faust
promised better things.

CONCERTS BEYOND COUNT
The World, 9 Fuly 1890

I am inclined to think that the most important event of
the past week is the revolt of the Private Man against the
Philharmonic Society and the critics. As a rule the
Private Man, conscious of the guilt of ignorance,
submits to musical imposture without a murmur, and
even pretends to like it. He writes to the papers if he is
overcharged by an hotel proprietor, or if a lady is rude
to him, or if the sandwiches at a railway refreshment
room are stale; but when he pays to hear the Ninth
Symphony at a Philharmonic Concert, and has that
work served up in such a fashion that a whole meal of
stale sandwiches would be ambrosial in comparison, he
dissembles his loathing, and secretly deplores his own
want of taste for the classics. And the critics chime in
with a conventional compliment or two about “the
celebrated Philharmonic orchestra,” as if they did not
know as well as I do that this band, potentially the best
in the world, is actually as vapid and perfunctory an
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