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WAGNER AT HOME.

What Shakespeare is to the drama—
since we can never speak of the great
dramatist in a past tense—is Wagner
to opera. There nre Germans who ad-
mit thiat their greal, unigue master of
music was influenced by Shakespeare.
His influence, like all good influences
in art, s increasing. Banctuaries to art
to Waguerian opera are being
erected all over the German world,
apd \Wagner’s operas are petting a
hearing and consequent favor even in
hard-hearted, prejudiced Tavis. If
music is the divinest art, Germans
must be the divinest people; if, as some
sny, Inusic measures a man’s—a ha-
tion’:—ecivilization, then are the Ger-
mau’s highly civilized. Daris is
France. France has one opera house;
Ltaly one, La Scala; Germany, that is
the German ‘speaking rage, twenty.
Five of these, from an architectural
standpoint, are nhinost as great as the
one in Paris, with Vienna, Dresden,
Bayreuth, Buda Pesth, Frankfort-on-
the-Main, Munich, Mannheim, Berlin
and Hamburg as great from an artistie
standpoint. '

Bayreuth is to Wagnperites what
Btratford-on-A von is to the worshipers
of Bhakespcare. Nowhere can Wagner
be better seen tham at Bayreuth.
Here n litting temple to the musie of
W agner bas beca erected, especially to
that muse, wild, mad, weird, if you
will, but divine and gitricus as Any of
the ancient niue that inspired this, the
latest, greatest of the German masters
of song. Like Shakespcare, Waguer

left his Iustructions to singers,
actors and builders. The new
theatre is lmost as nuich

a crealion of his as is “[lheingold,”
“I,ohengrin’® or the ‘““Walkure.” To
Waguer, Bueckwald the Uesigner
owed his designa, But even here the
pame extravagance, grandourand Jav-
ishness seen in his musical creations
were required. ‘I'his even the muni-
ficence of the late King Ludwig I1.
and che oflerings of his million aymir-
era could not cover. Outwardly his
temple at Bayreuth is an unfinishid
mouument. The siage has a depth of
77 feet and a  widlh of 90 fuet.
Behiittd this stage is another, with a
depth of 41 feet and a width of 39 feet.
From the stage to the top liues for
raising the scenery is 93 feet, with &
depth below the stage ef 35 fecf,

foot-lights are invisible. No curtain
riugs up or dowp, but opeus neiscles:=ly
and rapidly to the right and left. A
Iarge, arched, coneave sounding board
shuts in and completely hides the or-
chestra from the audience. This runs
up in terraced geats from a poiut far
below the great stage. In the upper
ticr of seats are the violinisls; on the
next the violoncellog, coutrabasses,
harps and Kindred instruments, and
below the trumpets, horns, diums,
cymbals, ete, ete., the last-uamed los-
ing their harshnegs in regions below the
stage. The orchestral space is a3 large
as thab occupied by some theaters.

The result of such an orchestral ar-
rangeulent can be better imagined
than described. Weird as is Wag-
per’s music, its weirdoess and mystery
is intensified and its effect is magical.
The acoustic results are such as one
finds nowhere elsein the world. Above
the thunderof the orchestra and jts
shrillest notes may be heard the‘voice
of the singer, eveun in ifts finest phras.
ing, BSwell -its nes a8 the orchestra
will, it must cver accompany aund
never cover the singer’s voice, thus
finding its proper—a secondary—place
in Wagnerial opera.

The theatre seats 1700 people.
The acoustic' results, whether ilue to
accideut or known laws, are better than
in any cther theatre. The lighling is
so arranged that eyes are never dis.
turbed by gleam or glare. The ante-
rooms have every poesible confort and
the means of .egress are suflicient to
meet every ewcrgency. Whatever
time may any of Wagner’s music, his
genius is theruling one, not ouly iu
Bayrevih, but in Germaby, and his
theatre stands on the Mount Olyimpus
of Lis race.— I,
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LETTER FROM BRIGHAM CITY.
Editor Descret News:

Baturday cvenivg, %30, I lders’
Frank Bl. Anpderson, of Balt Lake
and Julius Keller, of the Mantua Ward
of this place returned from a niission
in the Iandian Territory. Brother
I*rank is hale and heavty and in good
apirits, while Brolher Keller was re-
leased on accouut of sickuess, he hav.
ing suflered unhwards of six weeka.

He Jabored diligeutly during the

To |early part of hiz mission, but the

Londoners used to [ rving’s magnificent | ehange of climate and surroundings
efforts in m king greal successes with | caused an early return of an old com-
secenery awl stage effects this may not | plaint, from which he had suffvred at

appear so upusual, but a camparizon of | times while at heie.

After the first

the fighres with anything in London |atiack he iroproved cousiderably, and
will show what facilities this model | stroug hopes were entertained that Le

opura-holise poasesses.

The Rayreuih Opera House is fo
buildings of its kiud whabt *Bt. Paul’s
without the gate® is to Italian ehureh-
es, INoopera hotse on earth has suoh
perfect fitlings, costumes and machin-
ery. Compiex and yet simple inall its
workings, the machinery, like that of
some wonderful _German clock, s a
mechaniead teivnaph.  The most subtle
and eluding forees have been congquer-
ed and overcome. The mighty spaces
above, below, behind and on thesides
are brought into requigition. Thelight
used wouklld suffice for a eity of 30,000
inhabitants. Like the interior of some
aucient arena,the sents rise in terraces,
Piompter’s box--that hatefulinnovation
of contipental stages—and the ginriug

would soon join his companivns in the
labors of his mission, but sad to relate,
a relapse ovértook him and lhie was at
once released to return home, having
beeu gone a little over five months.

We wers glatified yesterday in lis-
tening to remarke In our Sunday
school and TFabernacle meeting by
Brother F. M. Anderson who pleasing -
Iy related soine of his experiences and
the healthy condition of that mission,
notwithstanding the many discourag-
ment met with. IHe has been gone a
little over two years and has not been
sick at all; he was the presiding Xlder
for several moaths, and filled a good
mission.

We have been Dhiessed with lots of
snpow this winter and troubled with
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ronsiderablesickness,and many deaths,
such as has never been kunown in our
fair city before.
Respectfully,
A, KInBALL.
Briannaym Ciry, February 16, 1891.
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IS LIFE WORTH LIVING?
BY NUGH €. ROBERT3ON.

“Is life worth hiving?' why surely that de
pends

Uvon such clreumwstances as wmhy shade fits
ends.

Can squalid poverty by upright honest toil

And carncel thought it sorrews e'cr begulle?

Can brilllant wit grub oo and on I wonder,

And smile to sce its own particalar thunder

eld up as snmpla of another’s power,

By gain of creed, and yet survive Lhe hour

And wish to live?

“Is life worlh living?"—with n gnawing care,
Turn whire you will *tis ¢'cn belore you there.
Oan good survive in brains heaotled, blank?
Oan broken hearts agaln wilh old oncs rank?
Can weary labor, ever-wrounght with toil,
With gladness spring and offer n) the spoil
To grasping vipera, whosc only end and aim
Is to pite up their ill-begolien gain,

And wish Lo live?

“Ia life worth llving?’—when joys have flown

Wrecked and distorted, stranded and alone?—

Can justice smile ju hovels Alled with woe?

Can roses bloom where burrs alone eiln grow?

Can virtue dwell i dens as deep as hell,

YTei joyfally arise and gasly tell

LTow much indebted i must surely be

For all Lbosc bicasinga 1t kg power 10 péo—
Aud wish to live?

Snrely bitl one reply can a'or be found
To Lhese my goerles—and have the buswer
sound.

Charity sweetly throws heg mantle’s grace—
And pity, weeping gently, mdes hor fnco
While qoiclly whispering, “*It is betler so—
Here all are cquals whether high or low.”
Aud memory sofily, and with loving eare,
Bhows bt the graces which recorded were.

¢ 'T'were bettor to be dead.”

“Ig life worth hving?”—were my next npieturo
irue,
It surcly should be, at leaat I thiua consirae.
Where bonest effort recompense has gained;
Where Lhonghifnl earbestneas the goal's al-
talned;
Where brillint w.t is clotlied in garl ol truth,
And held a beason high, to eahglhiten youth;
Where praise is jus ly earned by gencrons giv-
inpg—
Then we n'ght truly suy life 18 worth livieg,
In spite of dread.

“Is lhfe worth Jiving ?—with losscs, grlel nnd
care,

Il may be that cach day can not be fair,

When sorrow comea fram canses that ave
right;

Where sadness clouds the eves thal once wore
bright ;

Where prn o’eriakes the breaker of the laws,

A lesson’s giveuw, a hint lo bnd us pause;

Sorrow to a’leviate our lesser wous 1a given,

50 c’en with these Hght ilis hife is worth living,

A8 now we sce.

‘Is lile worth living®—Lhat you ece depends
Ou what its Aims way be, and where it trends.

Where good ja niore than weight for welght
wit ad;

Where simple justice ever {0 be had;

Where kindly sympathy and honest pralae
Ia frecly given, & help to smooth our waya,
There i8 no ronsen that the mind can give
To show it might uot then be sweel (0 live.

S0 let K e,
’ CueLska, Maes.



