1304

THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC Baturdey, May 16, 1903,

Descriptive Muslc.

“it'm your benefit, you know,” said the
stage manaper to the leading lady. “You
jusut tell me what you want done here
and Uil get it dune for you”

Thia was in the days when summer
stock companies were aimost unknown,
but at the Central Homwe for Disabled
Volunteer &oldiers a munifleent Govern-
ment provided a theatre, & company of
pluyers, and even a hotel for them to
live in. At the end of each summer one
or two favourites had benefits, for which
they chose the pluys themselves.

The leading lady had chosen “Leah, the
Forsoken,” and the guestion at this mo-
ment under discussion concerned the
choice of 1he musie which should accomn-
puny her last entrance. It was the final
rehenrsal, and it was late in the after-
woon, and very hot. The leading lady
luoked wearily at the stage manager, and
said, “Ob! I don't know. Something de-
scriptive that will give me time for a lit-
1le pauntomime,” She turned to the leader
of the military bund, whe was also the
leader of the orchestra, “You just choose
womething that will give me time to show
my feelings at getting home; shes dying,
you know, and she’s nlinost crazy.”

“All right,” said the leader.

“Just something appropriate,” said the
stapge manager. ***I'he wanderer return-
cth’-—that sert of thing. She's been away
2 long time, and the mob's stoned her
down here near where she used to live,
and all that. Bee?”

“All right,” said the leader.

That night the benefit was a big sue-
cess. The leading ludy was very popular;
the house wus crowded both with towns-
people and with soldiers, and the eathu-
sinsrmn made acting cansy, The leading
lady stood in the entrance, elaborately
ragged, and with her dishevelled hair
about her shoulders, The moment for
her great last entrance had come; she
~tood poised for its weariness, awaiting
{he dirst bar of the deseriptive mnsie.
The leader lifted his baton. and there
hurst upon the air the melody of  his
choiea. It was, “When Jounny Comes
Marching Home”

THE HARP OF ERIN.

Executed in butter by Mrs. George Hond, and exhibited at the Hawke's Bay Autumn Show, where it created much interest.
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