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Myra Kemble's Comedy Company
opened to a good house on Wednesday
evening with Sydney Grundy's comedy,
in four acts, entitled ** A White Iie.” The
production embraces & number of humouwr-
ous situntions, and includes a fair amount
of what is technically known as ‘‘ bright
and sparkling dinlogue,” but it requires a
Iot of good * business ”’ and clever acting
to make it go as suceessfully as it did on
Wednesday evening. The piece is some-
what French in its structure, and there are
soveral features in it that remind one of
* Pink Dominoes.” Like most adaptations
from the French, however, it gives the im-
pression of having gone through o process
of emasevlation Lefore being presented to
the eenscrious and proper B.P. Apropos
of this literary vandalism: we wonder in
what form Miss Kemble intends to produce
i« Ppuline Blanchard 7' As presented by
Sarah Bernhardt in Sydney, it merited the
deseription “distinctly naughty,” and un-
less it has undergone a very caveful revis-
ion in the trauslation, we fear the good
people of Wellington will never survive
the shoek. DButto return to our muttons,
the plot (if it may be ealled such) of ' A
White Lis " is composed of a chapter from
the lives of two young mmrried couples,
who through the indiseretion of one of the
wives, play &t eross purposes with one
snother and tengle things up generally.
Sir John Molyneux, an easy going blasé
sort of individuel, who lives in a perpetual
state of boredom, and considers sleep &
panacea for all ills, has meaxried the sister
of George Desmond, a guick-tempered
fiery young fellow, the exact reverse in
‘temperament of the baronet—elsc lately
married. During Desmzond’s absence
Lady Molyneux cerries on a Hirtation with
& mild sort of villain, Captain Tempest by
name, and recelves n compremising letter
from him, Thisletter fallsinto Sir John’s
hands, who is roused to n state of wake-
fulness by his wife's conduct. Xate Des-
meond, to shield her sister-in-law, affirms
that the letter has been sent to her, and it
is on this * white He "' that the netion of
the play hinges. Both women meet un-
expectedly at the Captain’s chembers, in
the Blue Post Inn, intent on some plan to
extricate Lndy Molyneux from her dith-
culty end allay the suspicions of Sir Johu.,
While there, fivst Sir John and then Des.
nwond, who has returned to his home in
the meanwhile, and missed his wife, arrive
at the Tim. The women hide in different
rooms and the visitors instituting a search,
Sir'John dissovers Desmond’s wife, while
lie finds Loady Molyneux. DBoth are, of
course, anxious that neither shall know of
the presence of their wives, and carefully
conduct one another out, ench intending
to come back and relense‘the lady he dis-
covered. In the next act matters ars all
cleared up by the confessions of the wives,
and everything ends serenely.

Miss Eemble's Kate Desmiond is that
urious anomaly, & sogiety woman, who

has compunctions about telling a lie, and
what is a shade more natural, a perfect
horror of being found out. Her scene
with Sir John, when he has discovered
the Iqtter, and insists on her proving the
assertion that it is meant for her, by
answering it, is very cleverly carried out,
and her comieally indignant barney with
Captain Tempest at the Blue Post Inn is
equally interesting. A great deal of
amusement is afforded by her description
of Bir John, when thoroughly wide awale,
end the final confession to her husband
in the last act is excellent. She was by
twns vivacious, Iudicrously scrrewful,
and elmost pathetic; but the part hardly
afforded the clever little lady sufficient
scope to display the ability which has
made her so popular both in Australia and
New Zenland,

Mr Snss gives a very able interpreta-
tion of the careless, easy going and even
lngy, Sir John Malyneux, who is a
thoroughly good fellow at bottom, but whao
was either fortunately or unfortunately
born tired. His cool nonchalent style of
taking things, and the equally deliberative

‘way in which he cither lit a eigar, or

forcibly ejected an unwelcome visitor, was
particularly well represented. Mr Sass
has made himself deservedly popular in
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Australia, and will win wany adwirers
here. One thing, however, we would call
attention to; he holds the stage a little toc
long at the close of the second act. No
wmatter how naturally a gentleman mnay
dress himself on: the stage, the operation
palls on the taste after awhile and the
audience are apt to grow uneasy. If he
could ;uanage to get into his overcoat a
trifle quicker and leave something to ths
imagination in the way of cther details,

we think the effect would be more satis-

tactory.

Miss Enima Gwynne's Lady Molyneux
was somewhat amateurish. The character
which, as she played it, was of the
“ gushing-denr-little-innocent-thing” type,
seemed somewhat forced and gave the
impression that the artist was « trying too

hard,” u little more ease and natural
abandon would be a distinet improve-
ment, Mr Plimmer’s George Desmond
wes not bad, but there seemed to be a
great deal of uumnecessary rushing hither
thither, and diving around the stage in
circles, until one becmme uneasy at the
gentleman’s activity and almost wished
that he would confine his exercise to
walking in o straight line, say for about
twenty miles or so, and grow up with the
country as it were, ‘

Mr Scott Toglis appeared as Captain
Tempest, but, somehow, althongh the re-
mark may scarcely seem relevant, he
reminded us of a tempest in & teapot. We
admit that the part gives little scope for
brilliant acting, but a little more vim
might have been put inta the impersona-
tion. The minor parts were fairly well
sustained. and a word of praise is due to
Miss Tlora Anstead, and little Alma
Gibson. ** A White Lie™ will be played
for the last time to-moerrow night.

The Palmer-Beaumont Concert Company
concluded their brief season of two nights
at the Opera House on Tuesday evening,
and we regret to add that the season was
anything but a successful one. Notwith-
standing the claim thaf, from a musical
standpoint, New Zealand is the Italy of
Australasia, and Wellington the Milan of
New Zealand, concert companies, no nat-
terg how good they may be, rarely meet
with the support efforded to other commbi-
nations in this colony. Music, unless
accomupanied by scenie effect, gorgeous
costuming, and a ballet, meets with but
lukewarm patronage. A case in point
was the disastrous venture of the Albu's,
who had met with success through-
out Australin, but who lost all the
uoney they had made and a lot more in
New Zealand. Even the local Chamber
concerts are poorly patronized in Welling-
ton, and unless o go-as-you-please, high-
note eontest or a eomic song and dance or
two is included, pecple won't even pay
sixpence to go to a concert at the Rink,
It's not music the people want in Welling-
ton but speetacular entertainments. The
Palmer-Beaumont Company ineluded in.
strumental snd vocal artists, far above
the average, and were worthy of the
heartiest support—but they didn't get it
Mr, Jolm Lemmone is a flautist of excep
tional ability, snd his performance of
Briecinldi's caprice (The Wind) was the
best thing of its character we have Leard
in New Zealand for many a year—if
it has ever been equalled. Armes Beau-
ment we oll know, end Mr. A. Gee
possesses a rich barifone voice that
would command .admiration anywhere.
It has been said by a witty Frenchman
thet singers are divided into three classes,
viz., those who know how to sing and
have no voice; those who have a good
voice but don't know how fo sing, and
those who have no voice and don't know
how to sing, but who willtry. Mr, Gee is
an exception to the three classea enume-
rated, for he does know how to sing and
possesses a good veoice. The same may
be said of Mre. Palmer end Miss Stirling



