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De

at my gate—
all time “howdy doT
My face Is black

Ezx de chimbly back—
But he wish dat his wua, too?

He

En "Heal'm "

sbeauty, as painting does, but that beauty
resnains

a eensation and does not pass
Denotes Landor's Fallure.
This @ebsence of any vital rela-
tion between his art and life, be-

Xn *How you gwise 1er voteT failure. There are so many poets whose
"‘m‘f’qi..’?,‘-'.‘i.“;’..'?"“ works contain as perfect beauty, and in
Br & wuckin' man, edéftion truth and passion; $o many who,
BEn *'1 wish you'd wesr my coat instead of mirroring beauty, make it the
volee of life—who, instesd of responding

ﬁ ..;m:: in molodious thought to the wandering
En he hang rour’ whar I (s winds of reverle, sirike thelr Iyres in the
My face is blask |-uwhe of continugus
B1 4¢ chlmbly back, |song—that the worid Is comtent to let
Put he say dat it don't smut hix' Landor go by. The guests at the famous
En “How you e e VLT iate d.n';:.:' party t:‘whlch ::'h:i::l fur-
En “Jump right in my boat!"” I'lllluiba mmo{'d.li “-"’, * they

Er a frien’ly man,
En my hat, en shoes, en cost™
—Atlanta Comsitution. |

MAKERS OF LITERATURE.

————

George E. Woodberry's Critieal Ea-
saxa of Arnold, Darwin, Brown.

ing, Byron, Shelley and Others,

No eriticnl essays published “In recent
times should appeal more strongly to the
reader than those contained In “Makers of
Literature,” by George Edward Wood-
berry (The Macmillan Company, New
York). He deals with familiar themes—
Matthew Arnold, Landor, Charies Lamb,
Darwin, Byron, Browning, Shelley—but
he is not conventional. The scholarly and
academic slowness of the emsays, the In-
telloctunl and analytic qualities of the au-
thor, and his reserved and conservative
style, are revesled in the following ex-
tracts from this delightful book:

In Tennyson, Keats and Sheiley there
was Greek influence, but Iin them the
result was modern. In Arnold, the an-
tiguity remsins; remains in mood, just
as In Landor it remains in form. The
Greek twilight broods over all his poelry.
1t s pagun in philosophic eplrit; not At
tie, but of a later and stoleal time, with
the very viriues of patience, enduun?e.
suffering, not in their Christian types, but
us they now seem to a post-Christian im-
agination looking back to the Imperial
past. There is difference, it I trus, Iz
Arnold's expression of the mood; he is as
little Sophociean a8 he !s Homerle, as 1t
tle Lucretlan as hLig s Vergillan. The tem-
perament Is not the same, not a survival ot
a revival of the antique, but original and
Hving. And yet the mood of the verse Ia
felt at once to be a reincarnation of ihe
deathless spirit of Hellax that in other ages
also had made beautiful and solemn for a
time the shadowed places of the Christian
world. IT one dose not realize this, he
must miss the secre: of the tranguillity,
the chlll, the grave austerity as well as
the philosophical resignation which was
essential to the verse. . . .

Fride of the Intellect.

Hence, as one looks at his more phile-
pophical and lyrical poems—the profounder
part of his work—and endeavors to determ-
Ine thelr character and sources allke, It
is plain to eee that, In the old phrase, “the
pride of the intellect™ lfta its lovely col-
umn over the desolation of every page
The man of the academy ls here as in the
proge, after all. He reveals himself In the
lterary motlve, the bookish atm L]

his blography to obtaln that sobering cor-
rection of h's whimsies afd falllngs, that
knowiedge of his manliness In meeting the
necessities of his situation, that senee of
honesty, industry and generosity, which
s kept out of his books, The side (hat
most men show to the world he concealed,

heart upon his sleeve. He was never, as
a poet, to get beyond sentiment, which, tn
& romantic age, Is but a little way: and
in degenerating Into prose, as he thought
it. he gave no other sign of poetl~ endow-
ment than thia of sentiment, which he
could not surrender; but to what a length
he carried it without exceeding the bounds
of true feeling! Bentiment, like humor,
needs & dellcate craft: but he, though not
so peneirating, was as sure of hand as
Burna ., . . And possibly, more than
all {(yvet excepting the pure charm of po-
etry), thelr sentlment lingering on from
dayw of chivalry and the allegorieal In Ut-
erature, fed a fundamental need of the
emotional In nature In such a life a#
Lamb's perforce was, He became an im-
ftator of =nntiguated style. a mannerist
after his favoritema, given to artifice and
fantasy as a Hterary method, and yet he
remained himeell. The Alscase of language
does not penetrate to the thought.

Darwin.

The blank page in this charming biog-
raphy la the page of spiritual life. Thers
i# nothing written there. The entire ab-
sence of an element which enters comman-
Iy in all men's lives in some deégree is a
clreumstance as signifieant as It i= aston-
ishing. Never was a man more allve to
what is visible and tangible. or In any way
matter of sensation: on the sides of his
nature where an appeal could be made.
nDever was & man more responsive: but
there were parts In which he was blind and
dull. Just as the boy fallsd to be inter-
ested In many things, the man falled, too;
and he disregarded what &id not interest
him with the same ease at 8 as at 20
What did Interest him was the Immediate
present, and he dealt with It admirably,
both in the intellectun]l and the moral
world, hut what was remote was as If it
were not.

One advantage Pyron had with for-

of the verse, In fiz vocabulary, te ele-
gance of structurs, its precise phrase and
Its curlous allusions (inveolving footnotes),
and, in fact, throughout all its form and
structure. So self-conscious Is it that it
becomes frankly prosaic st inconvenieni
times, and is more often on the level of
eloquent and graceful rhetoric than of po-
etry. It Is frequently liquid and mejo-
dious, but thers Is no buret of native
song in It anywhere; It is the work of a
true poet, nevertheless: for there are
many volees for the Muse. Tt In sineere,
It is tourhed with reslity; it is the mir-
ror of a phase of life In our times and
not in our times only, but whenever the
Intellect seeks expression for its sense
of the Hmitatlon of Its own career, and
Ite sadness In a wirld which it cannot
polve

A word should ha alded concerning the
persomality of Amold which is revenled In
his familinr letters—a coliection that hag
dignified the records of literature with a
s'ngularly noble memory of private life.
Feow who dld not know Arnold could have
been prepared for the revelation of a na-
ture so true, so amiable, so dutiful. In
every reiation of private life he is shown
to have been n man of exceptional com.
stancy and plalnness. The leiters are
mainly home letters: but a few friemd.
ships al=o vield up thelr hoard, and thus
the circle of private Ife Is made com-
plete. Every one must take A«light In the
mental samsociation with Arnold in the
ecenes of his existence thus dally exposed,
and In his family affections. A naturs
warm ta M= own, kindly to all, cheerful.
fond of spart and fun. and always fed
from pure fountains and with ¥ a charae.
ter &0 founded upon the rork, ® humhivy
servicenbie, =0 continuing In power and
grace, moest wakes In all the resnonsss of
happy aporeciation and leave the charm
of memory.

Fndears Arnold's Memory.

He did his duty as maturally as if It re
quired neither resolve nor effor!, not
thought of any kind for the morrow. and
he never falled, seemingly, in act or word
of sympathy, in little or great thinge; and
when to this one adds the clear ether of
the intellectual life where he habltually
moved in his own life apart, and the ho-
manity of his home, the gift that these
letters bring may be appreciated. That
gift i= the man himself; but set In the at-
mosphere of home, with sonship and fath.
erhood, sters and brothers, with the be.
reavement of years fully accomplished,
and those of bdabrhood and boyhood—a
sweel and wholesome English home, with
ell the cloud and sunshine of the Engilsk
world drifting over its roof-tres, and the
soli of Enginnd beneath its stones. and
English dutles for the breath of its being
To add such o home to the househald
rights of English Ilterature is perhaps
something from which Arnold would have
shrunk, but it endears his memory.

Landor's principles wereof thebest vague,
hardly amounting to mere than an unap-
pliesd enthusiasm for lberty, herolsm and
the other great watchwoprds of soclal
rather than individual life. These {(Mu-
minate. his work, but they do mnot give
it consistency. It Is crystalllne In struc-
ture, beautiful, ordersd, perfect In form,
when taken part by part, but conglom-
ernte as a whole: it I= a handful of jew-
els, many of which are €'ngly of the moat
transparent and glowing lght, but unre-
Inted one to another—placed In juxtapo-
sitlon but not eet: and in the crystalline
mum = Imbedded grosser matter, and
mingled with the jewelr are stones of Aull
color and Jight we'ghe. B

In Landar's e<ight volumes there are
more fine thoughts, more wise apothegms,
than In any dlscursive author's work In
Englieh lterature, but they do not tell on
the mind. They bloom like flowers In
thelr gardens, but they crown no achleve.
ment. At the end, no cause Is advanced,
no goal is won. This incoberence and in-
rMiciency proceed from the absence of any
definite scheme of life, any compaciad
oyetem of thought. any central principles,
nay strong, pervading and order’ng per-
somality. . . . Tte work has the serenity.
the remoteness that characterize hizh art.
but it larks an Intimate relation with the
general life of men: It eets forth fcrndJ

ejen natl that with his own counts as
a defect. He had no form. mo art, na
finish: and the post who falled in these
things can be read in our day only hy a
kind of sufferance, and with continual frie-
tion with what has come to be our mas-
tering literary taste for perfection in the
manner., It has been maid that he conse-
quently bore transiation better than he
otherwise would. His quality I= power, not
charm, the mood and the situation and
the thought are the elements which count
in his poetry. whila the words are at tha
best eloguent or witty, but not “the lv-
ing garment of Hght*” . . . What e
there left? BSome stirring passages of ad.
venture, some eloquent descriptions of Na-
ture, some personal lyrica of trus poetical
fealing. deamas which, 1t In to be hoped,
have fimally dammed the “unities” and
ene great poem of the modern spirit, Don
Juan. And what remains of that melo-
dramatic Byron of women's fancies? Hiy
charncter has come nut plsin, and we are
really amazed at {t—proud. sensual, selfish,
and, It may be added, mean. Tgnoble he
was In many ways, but for all that the
energy of his passions, his vitallty, his
masterly egotism and the splendid fares
of his genius, made his a commanding
name, and stamped him unon the sye.
ceedine Furopean time. He cannot he
neglectsd by historv. but men eertainly
appear to piss him by
Browning.

Interest centers entirely inm his poetry,
for his career has been without motable
incldent, and & told when [t is said he
has lived the life of a scholar and man of
lettera in England and Italy am!d the
social culture of his time. For the world
his career is the succeerion of books he has
put forth, and thie 1s as he would have it;
publicity beyond this ha did not =meek,
but refused with violence and acrimony
. . « This !s pure optimism; and In ac.
cordance with it, he preaches his goepel
which Is that each soul should grow ta
its utmoet in power and in love, and in the
face of difficulties—of mysteries In expert
enee or thought—should repose with entire
trust on the doctrine that God has ordered
I’fe beneficiently, and that we who live
should walt with patience, even In the
wreck of our own or others' lves, for the
disclosure hereafter which shall reconcile
to our eyes and hearts the jar with jus
tice and goodness of all that has gone be-
fore. Th's is a system simple enough and
complete enough to lve by, If it be
truly aceepted. Tt l= probable, however,
that Brown'ng wins lees by these doce
trines, which ars old and eommonplace,
than by the vigor with which he dogma.
tizes upon them: the sertainty with which
he speaks of such high matters: the fervor
and. pometimes, the elaquenca with which

chord of the heart's desire, he strikes out
the notes of courage, of hope and virlon,
and of the foretasted tr'umph. The snergs
of his own falth carries others along with
it: the manliness of his own moul Inferts
others with it cheer and its delight In the
strupgles for spiritual life on sarth: bu

;

thinker,

the moralist with the “accom-
plishment of verse,” the scholar interested

of experience, the

an Intellectual form with exnmples

from life, the anatomist of human pas-

slons, instinets and Impulses in all thelr
NN .

what he thought about them: that is te
say, his views on things in general, and

Last of the Seers, and rarest,

Or is their vision vaster and

Are the lips mute that spoke

Their laurelled peer?

High o'er our vulgar broils

Our English tongue,

Where common eyes passed
In Art proclaimed her sole

In Life he longed to see her

And exquisite.

Streams, lakes, and moorlands

Hath passed away.
Weep, Venice, for your lost,

And mists of mourning wveil

And Tintoret!

First of her Seers.

JOHN RUSKIN,

Are the eyes dim that saw so subtly true?

Piercing to truths and beauties strange and new?
Master of speech, doth silence now surround thee,

Or have the suave-voiced Sages, greeting, crowned thee

Who shall declare? This know we, and this only,
His vibrant voice we shall not hear again
Soaring like mighty music, sad and lonely,

Silent in pulseless peace the poet slumbers
Who spoke such lovely things as few have sung,
And taught to move, in amplest, loftiest numbers,

Beauty's high priest, he saw his Goddess lurking

* He traced her touch in Nature's tiniest working,

Thoughts fair and free and manners fine and fit;
He plead her cause in paradoxes pregnant

Moumn by his bier whate’er earth holds of fairest—
Birds of the air—he loved your burnished wings,

Flowers of the ficld, the humblest and the rarest,
Shells of the sea—he read your murmurings;

. Down, and Fell, and Grampian,
“The Springs of Wandle,” and “The Banks of Tay,”

Moumn, for your faithful friend and fearless champion

From Chioggia to Torcello's lone lagoon—
Let clouds your radiant Alpine rampart cover

What brightest luster of the name Venetian
Hath not his magic made more lustrous yet?
Answer, Carpaccio, Giambellini, Titian

Last of the Seers, thy doctrine and thy presage
Were too austere to fascinate the throng;

Our wiser sons shall read and say, “His message
Was beautifully right and nobly wrong."

On rushing wings the Future comes to meet thee,
Till—who can say?—in larger, calmer years,

A lgvelier England may make haste to greet thee

and most gracious,

more spacious,

so full and clear?

and babblings vain—

ignorantly by;

supremacy;
worship- regnant,

your life-long lover,

your jeweled noon.

~—Westminster Gazette.

gamut, the commentater on his age: ha
was weak as the artist, and Indulged, often
unnecessarily and by cholee, #in the re-
pulsive form—in the awkward, the ob-
scure, the ugly. He belongs with John.
son, with Dryden, with the helrs of the
masculine intellect, the men of power not
unvisited by grace, but In whom mind s
predominant. Upon the work of such poets
time hesitates, conscious of their mental
greatness, but also of thelr imperfect art,
their heterogenesus matter: at last the
good Is sifted from that whence worth has
departed,
Sheller.

One hundred yeans have passed since

Shelley was born, and two genera-

tlons have been Dburled since his
ashes were Jald by the TRoman
wall. it s reasonable to ask

whether he had any share in this prophetic
power, brooding on things to come, which
is the mystical endowment of poetic
genlus; whether he anticipated t'me in
those far thoughts forecasting hope, which
he declared to be the substance of poetic
intultion; whether he be one of those who,

in his own phrase, rule our spirits from,

thelr urns, with power atill vital in the
chaotlc thought and striving of man-
kind. ., . . Bhelley was a moralist, but
he used tho poet's methods. He declared
the great commands and he denbunced
wrong with anathemas, but he also gave
a volee to the lament of the soul, to Its
aspirations and its ineradicable, if mis-
taken, faith in the results of time; and the
fdeas which he uttered with such af-
fluence of expression, such poignancy of
sympathy, such a thrill of prophetic tri-
umph, are abserbed In the spirit which
poured them forth—in Iis Indignation at
Injustice, 1ts hopefulness of progress, Its
complete conviction of the rightesusness of
fts cause. He has this kindling power a
men's hearta. They may not belleve in
the perfectibility of man under the condi-
tions of mortal life, but they do belleve
in his greater perfect'on: and Shelley'd
words strengthen them In effort. . . .
The cause Shelley served s stil] In e
struggle, but those to whom social justice
is & watchword and the development of the
individoal everywhers In llberty, intelll.
gence and virtue '» a cherished hope,
must be thankful that Shelley lived: that
the substance of his work s eo vital, and
his Influence, Inspiring, as it Is, beyond
that of any of our poets " these days,
was, and is, so complstely on the side of
the ecentury's advance. His words are
sung by marching thousands in the streets
of London. No poet of our time has
touched the cause of progress In the living
breath amd heart-throb of men so close
as that. Yet, remote as the poet's dream
always seems, it s rather that life-long
singing of the golden age, In poem after
nyem. which most restores and Inflames
those who, whether they be rude or re-
fined, ars the cholcer soirits of mankind,
and bring. with revolutionary violence or
‘deal Imagination, the things to come.
They hate the thines he hated: like him,
they love, above all thinga jumtice; they
ware the passions of his falth in man-
%ind, Thus, were hia own life as dark
1+ Shakespeare’s. and had he left unwrit-
‘en those personal lyrics which some whe
~onosive the ‘Doet’s art less nobly would
“xalt sbove his grander poems, he would
“tand pre-eminent and almoat solltary for
“is service to the strurxling world, for
what he d!/d as a quickener of men's
“earts by his passions

major and minor events that passed In
day—opinions, in short. which help te
reveal the man and which are necessary
to the blographer for the full understand.
ing of his character, as the books he wrots
or the letters wherein his own seif ir some.
times set down, and sometimes, maybe,
concealed. This essay, then, lays clalm
to a certain personal Interest, and to pos-
-n‘ something of the charm, it is hoped,
that belonge to a genulne literary discov-
ery."” Mr, Splelmann deals with 16 new
items, ranging from a short pamgraph of
+a line or two, mere epigrams, to a long
| article, and from & couplet to & poem of
123 lines. (Harper & Bros., New York.)

Memoirs of Alexander I and the
Court of Russia.

An important contribution to historical
lterature Is promised from the press of A.
C. McClurg & Co., Chlocago, who will
shortly publish a transiation of the “His-
torical Memairs of the Emperor Alexan-
der 1 and the Court of Russia,” by Mad-
ame La Comiesse de Cholseul-Gouffier,
nee Comtesse de Tisenhaus. The trans-
lation, by Mary Berenice Patterson, -is
made from a copy of the original work
now in the possession of an antiguarian
in Thun, Switserland—this being one of
the two coples of the book known to be
In existence. The other copy != in the
British Museum. The author of this vol-
ume was an Intimate friend of Alexander
and an ardent supporter of his forelgn and
domestic polley. When Napoleon entered
Russla she was presented to him: and her
pages contain a lifellke and characteristic
picture of the “Little Corporal”

The 2%th edition of “Richard Carvel” Is
announced. It is now In itz 346th thou-

sand.

Minna Caro Smith’'s novel,

Paget,” has § gone into its sec-
ond edition. This Is the story of the
Bermudas of the El'zabeth’s day which
has been galning some attention from
Shakespeare's lovers on account of Its
connsction with the scene of “The Tem-

an extremely

the men and the events of the Confeder-
acy, has discovered otherwise. The au-
thor the book served throughout the
Civil War in the Confederale Army, and
enjoys the friendahlp of Mrs. Jefferson
Davis, as he does that of all the survivors
of that era who were actively concerned

uous &nd even bitter opposition.
If we may belleve J. A. Hobson, In his
“The War In Bouth Africa™ It is
easy to understand the distrust in which
the Boers have held the “outlanders”
while behaving In a friendly, manly way
to British soldiers when not fighting them.
Mr. Hobson gives facts and figures for his
contention that thers are 1500 Jows In

Vhy rushed the disoords In, but that harmony
ahould be prised”
Borrow 1s hard to bear, and doubt Is slow to
clear,
Each sufferor says his say, his scheme of the
weal and woe; 7
But God has a few of us whom he whlspers
In the ear;

ARTIST RULES THE MAN

Faderewaki's Stage Light—Covent
Garden Season—Relative Ages of
Living Planists—Other News.

Those who studied Paderewskl's facs
through the lorgnette whils he was at the
plano Wednesdny night—not an easy thing
in that low-toned, mystic ight—must have
been impressed with its delicate sensitive-
ness and quick response to amotion., It
Is a moblle, restleas face. Not for a
moment is it qulet while his hands are
on the keyhoard. The swift and subtle
changes that pass over it appear to be
quite Involuntary. Ia no other way
does he show any Inclination toward
mannerisme.

“A deaf person might essily read in his
face the thought expressed by the music,”
a Portland woman was heard to say In a
street-car conversation the morning after
the concert. The reason he makes
& practice of turning the light
down so low. may be part of
hiss general pian of “posing.’” of
which he has been accused, but I am
Inclinad to think (t is a means of pro-
tecting himeelf from the arrows of hu-
morously Inclined eritles. Phillp Hale
eays that If Paderewsk! were to play be-
hind a screen hiS popularity would prob-
ably vanish. On the contrary, I belisve
that If he were to play regularly In a
biazes of unfriendly light, exposing to the
vulgar stare of the multitude the wrinkled
brow, the gulvering chin, the thousand
and one sympathetie changes that chase
one another across his face—Iif this were
done, 1 balleve hs would hecome o target
for ridicule, Instead of a glorified being
to be adored—a sort of new creation,
midway between God and man.

“Neo, I am not laughing at him. I think
he shows his rare good tasts and com-
mon sense in nothing more than in this
arrangement of low-burning stage lights.
1t places him at once in an atmosphere of
mystery. And, what is much more Im-
portant, removes from him every trace of
self-consciousness and constralnt, such as
would naturally hamper a planist of his
sensitive fiber, if placed in an ugly glare
of light. It leaves him absolutely free
to tollow the dictates of his nature in giv-
ing spontancous, physical expression to
his feelings while he plays.

“What I most admire and wonder at In
Paderewskl is the domination of the artist
over the man. This {s really a great tri-
umph, probably much greater than we
plain, every-day people realize, for the
emotional temperament will always be an
unsolved riddie to the lymphatie tempera-
ment. He evidently. has a painfully sen-
sitive and excitable organization, yet he
has absolute control over it. I've been
wondering if he shows the same self-
control when he Is alone with his wife.

*“Take for example his playing of the
Beethoven sonata. There is a daring
power, almost fury, to that allegro con
brio, and Paderewaki brought this out su-
perbly, wet you felt a certain master-
fuiness of will béhind It all. Jt was al-
ways ‘thus far and no farther.” You felt
this subordination of nature to art In
every number on the programme except
the last one, the Hungarian rhapsody.
There all was d Thund and
lightning were unloosed. It was a lurid
glimpse of majesty and tiger-like passinn
battiing together, with passion winn'ng in
the end. Now Paderewskl was most of
all the artist in thus throwing art to the
winds at exnctly the right moment He
would never have descended to that cheap
trick of kicking the pedals to make a more
thundering nolse in the Besthoven num-
ber. But !t was not so much out of ac-
cord with the spirit of the rhapsody,” and
ithers was s queer twinkle in her eye
“Llext was such a voleanlc genius! No
doubt there are laws that govern even
yoleanoes, but we haven't discovered
them."

The announcement has just been made
that the season of grand opera In Len-
don wlill be opened at Convent Garden on
May 14 with n performance of Gounod's
“Romeo and Jullet,” ta which Mme. Mel-
ba will make her re-entree, Maurice Grao
will be assisted in the management of the
opera season there by the Enrl de Grey
and Henry V. Higgins, The subseription
i larger than that of the season of 1889,
At the head of the list of patrons stand
the names of the Prince and Princess of
Wales,

“Romeo and Juliet” is to be followed by
all the famillar operas as well as “La Bo.
heme” and “La Tosea' Two eycles of
Wagner's “Ring des Nfbelungen™ will be
given—the first commencing on Tuesday.
June 5, and the second on Monday, June
25. All these performances will be con.
dueted by Felix Motl, Jean de Reszke
may appear in some of the "“ring’" operas.

The liat of artists Is a long one and In-
cludes Mmes, Melba, Ternina, Eames,
Susanne Adsms, Gadski, Susan Strong,
Schumann-Heink., Jean and Edouard de
Reszke, Messrs. Krans of Bayreuth and
Berlin, Plancon von Rooy, Scottl, and
many others

Some one with a penchant for statistics
has engaged in the pleasant task of col-
lecting data regarding the ages of cele-
brated llving planists. Figures usually
make dry reading, but In view of the
genial personal Interest that Portland peo-
ple feel In the career of geveral of these
artists the liet Ip given herewith. The
statisticlan evidently ¢ ldors it is u=eless
to labor with the elusive subtleties of style
on such an occasion.

“De Pachmann, born in 1848, la now about
52" says the eritic. “Emil Leibling, born
in 1851, is now about 48; Josefly, born in
1852, I1s now 45; Sherwood, borm In 1554,

in 45; Hyllested, born In 1848 s 82: Fried-
Lpsim, born in 1S58, I 4 Patercwakl, born

|
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players may be regarded as ha ecom-
pleted thelr style and tastes i

Performances of “Carmen” st the Mat-
ropolitan Opera-House, New York, when
Madame Calve Is the. hercine, ara never
monotonous, and so the nudience needs
no such unexpected Incideat as took place
In act 2 the other night., to give variety
to the presentation, says a New York ex-
change. The Incident, or accident. was
the faintine of Madame Calve just as she
was separating Don Jose (Mr. Salignac)
and Escamillo (Mr. Scotti), as they were
in the midst of their duel with daggers.
The soprano ran too violently agninst Mr.
Scottl's arm and feil to the floor, while
the curtain wss rung down and the music
stopped.

It was announced that Madame Caive
had faimted and that the performanca
would be resumed In a few minutes. Thae
plucky singer soon reappeared and the
opera was taken up where It had been
left off, and completed without further
hindrance. Madame Calve was n high
spirits throughout the first half of the
performance, and her buoyancy sesmed
scarcely diminished after her mishap.

Theresa Carreno has been In Parls, play-
ing with the Colonne Orchestra and givs
ing two plano recitals at the Salle Erard
Iast week, writes Gustin Wright in The
Concert-Goer. She may well fesl proud
of her antres In the French capital, for
pever In the memory of the oldest and
bast !nformed musicians has a woman
had such a in Parls. As M.
Kileber sald to me: “Even Rublnsteln was
not recelved with more enthusiasm.”” Her
enncert of last Saturday was a veritable
triumph, for she was recalled at the end
of the programme six times, and gave
two extra numbers to satisfy the audi.
ence, & thing unheard of among the cold
French audliences.

At a recent song-recital given at Car-
negie Hall, New York, Mme. Sembrich
sang In #ix languages—Itallan, French,

n, English. Polish and Rus=ssian—

Germa
and this feat alone would be considered

paramount as an achlevement with almost
any other singer. The fnct that It was
only a detail in Mme. Sembrich's singing
affords sufficlent evidence of {ta ali-round
Ercatness.

A cablegram to the New York Herald
Tuesday announces that Rudolph Aron-
san, the New York manager, has engaged
M. Jean de Reszke to “lead” a new grand
opera by Max Vogrich, entitled “Der Bud-
dah” Whether we are to understand
that M. Jean is to sing the leading tenor
role or sit In the director’s chalr is not
mude clear. It & well known that Mr,
Aronson has for some time had a contract
with Vogrich to produce his new opera,
but the practical-certainty that the Polish
tenor will be with Mr. Grau's company
next season makes one hesitate to accept
the Aromson rumor. FPerhaps the foxy
manager Is attracting attention to his
project by the nse of M. Jean's magie
name.

The Oratorlo Society, of New York, un-
der the direction of Mr. Frank Damroseh,
gave at Its Carnegle Hall coneert on April
5, Bach's B minor mass nearly In its en-
tirety. This was a notable event In the
annals of New York musical history, for
this mass ia generally regnrded by anp-
thorities as one of Bach's greatest works.
It Is sald that It has never before been
given In this country In anything like its
entirety. To master it ls a task of the
greatest difficulty for any chorus. Mr.
Damrosch obtained two obol d’amore, ab-
solete instruments that Bach empioyed in
his orchestra, and put two obodigts at
work learning how to play them, in order
that Bach's orchestral effects might be
as nearly as possible reproduced.

Good old Max Heinrich and Miss Julin
Helnrich have given two recitals this
week with another booked for tonight,
sald a Boston eritic a few days ago. Our
old-time favorite showed that he has lost
none of his cunning, even If his volce has
A few gray hairs on It. Julla Helnrich
Is a worthy daughter of the genial Max.

Ellen Beach Yaw's Top Note.

Ellen Beach Yaw's “top note” has ex-
cited vast interest all over the world and
there are few vocalists who elaim to sur-
pass It. When this California girl made
her first appetrance In New TYork, It
caused endless discussion In clubs and
drawing-rooms, and club men were fond
of attributing her great range of volce to
her abnormal length of throat.

One day at a well-known club a throat
specialist was present who had examined
Miss. Yaw's larynax. He sald her wvoecal
chards were the finest he had ever seen
or heard of. and were capable of I full
notes. A sclentist expiained this extra-
ordinary aititude by statiog that the un-
usual length of neck allowed for 1t, and
that Miss Yaw's something-with-n-long-
name—which means the true voesl chord—
made 38 vibhrattons per second. This In.
formation was all very delightful, but It
did not asettle the mooted gquestlon—
whether Miss Yaw's top note was the
highest on record. At length a happy
thought struck one man. He consulted
the Encyclopedia Britannica and fourd

PADEREWSKI HAS FAULTS

THE PEOPLE'S IDOL SHATTERED BY
TWO WELL-KNOWN CRITICS.
—
They Say He Pounda Brutally, Evea
Kicks the Pedals, and Canaot
Flay Fuguecs.

- —

Paderewakl is the subject of & racy d.-
ftorial in the March number of “Musie.™

{ the Chicago monthly edited by W. 8. B.

“Musle”* for a long time
past has been conspicuously laud-
atory of a certaln other planist,
Mr. Godowsky, of Chieago, and possibly
this may in part explain the extreme
severity of the sirictures made against the
popular idol. But strasge to say Phillp
Hale, the well-known music critic of Bos-
ton, supports Mr. Mathews in his opinion.
“1 notice all along the line this year &
certaln acerbity in the criticlsm, much
more than upon the former appearance of
this artist.” begins Mr. Mathews, quite
mildly. “I think it Is not difficult to polnt
out the reason: Mr. Paderewski's playing
Is not commensurate with his popular esti-
mation as the first of living planists, his
prices, and his tacit assumptions. More-
over, musicians go farther, and
bewail the fact that in recognition of his
rank Mr. Paderewski should not play the
best he possibly ean, and devote himself to
advancing the true art of playing tone-
poetry upon the plano, instesd of exploit-
ing his ephemernl popularity for the sake
of geliting money.

“The source of die=atisfaction In Mr.
Paderewski's work les first of all in his
programmes, which are stale and conven-
tiona! to a degree: and second, in the
manner in which he plays them, which Is
wanting In most of the higher qualities of

Mnathews.

art. -

"It i the fashion to credit
Mr. Paderewski with having great
technique. Possibly he has i,
but his playing does not show It

Firet he avolds difficult works: then the
more difficult one= that he does play ars
imperfect from a technical standpoint. He
gets through them, but we do not hear un-
der his fingers that unfailing distinctness
and clearness of detall, whether the en-
semble be loud or soft, which is one of the
prerogatives of really great technique. The
most that can be truthfully #aid in his fa-
vor |s that his techmique, when he Is ia
practice, is up to the demands cf the con-
ventional repertory of planists

““The most serious difficulty with his art,
however, Is the lack of what we might
call molecular expression in everyvthing he
plays. He shows the natural influence of
continued practice upon momophonic music
exclusively, and upon the most melodious
and simple at that. Whenever he has a
melody (and recognizes the fact) he sings
It as =entimentally as an Itallan woman
Th's naturally appeals to the public; but
musicians know that there Is in musie a
higher good, which this sentimental ab-
sorption In cantilena frequently misses
When he !s busy with cantilena he entirely
forgets the rémainder of the structure
All suggestions of Inner volees, all har-
monle nuances, even the rhythm, are for-
gotten. In this particular respect Mre
Paderewskl's playing Is one of the worst
possible of bad examples for young stu-
dents. It stops short with the “Song With-
out Words' perlod of Mendelssohn and
the Noeturne of Chopin,

“Even In polyphonle playing this defl-
eleney of molecular life still prevalls. The
subject of the fugue is brought out, forced
out, shouted at one: the supporting voices
are like the New England children., *to
be seen and not heard' They are put to
bed early—and they stay there. Mr. Pad-
erewski plays n furue very badly indeed,
He has talent enough, If he could disabuse
himself of his devotion to cantilena, to play
fugue well, really charmingly: with the
come and go of inner volees, the lving,
pulsating converssifon of a true poly-
phony. But he doss nat,

“Aside from this deplorable poverty In
molecular nuance, Mr. Paderewski has
positive faults: or. rather. one great
fault, which vitiates his whole art.t Ha
pounds the plano most hrutally. He aiila
to the pounding the animal tmit of kick-
ing the pedal, In order to add the nolse
of the whole frame of dampers falllng
upon the wires to the over-forced tone-
volame; he put In a middle note or twon
in his sforzando octaves In the hass, This
iz work for the gallery—and for a very
bad gallery at that.

“And what Aare we to say about his
repertory? Does 3Mr. Paderewski mean
to tell us that thera are no effective bril-
linnt pleces for plano since those offensiva
and banal vuigarities, the Liszt Hungar-
lann Rhapsodles? Why should these pha.
nomenally threadhare pleces, which have
oven lost their value fog pedagogle pur-
poses, ba thrus! upon us at this late day?
Consider how barren they are; how ltrle
real plano playing they contain They
fllustrate the woret side of a planist who
was himself, like Mr. Paderewskl a bit
of poseur (I mean no disrespect by b
tling Mr. Paderewski’s art in this respe
for It l= great) and who by
uniformly [llustrated the best
plano-playing.

Philip Hale's Opinion.

“The most cruel treatment of the Pad-

~t,
no means

cide of

erewskl peculiaritles that has fallen un-
der my notice ia that of Mr. Phillp Hale,
in the Musical Record. He begins by at-

tributing Paderewski¥s duccess 1o person-
ality. He is unkind cnoucgh to give cur-
rency to the old Paris canard which at-

tributed Paderewsk!'s hirsute Kinks to
nocturnal curl papers, and, after recog-
nizing bis strange perzonal magnetism, he

| Boes on:

that the greatest vocal compass in history |

is that once possessed by an 1§th century
soprano, Lucrezin Ajugarl, whose range
was froml A delow the staff to D In altfs.
simo—two notes less than the Buffalo girl,

A Misz Bertha Bird, of Melbourne, Aus:
tralia, who Is well known as » vocalist In
that far-away capital, claims that she
hax sn even greater range than Miss Yaw.
She has a phenomenal volee, so the local
papers state, which ranges the five C's,
and £he mot only sings F altlsgsimo but
several beyond.

Cantata at §t. Helen's Aall,
Smart's cantata, "King Rene's Daugh-
ter.” will be given Tursday evening of
this week., at St. Helen's Hall, by the
choral clrss, under the dircetion of Mrs,
Waliter Reed

Postponed One Week.

Owling to unforcseen clrcumstances, thas
symphony concert will be given on the
evening of Thursday,April 26, Instead of
the 1°th, as announced.

Munical Club Notes.

The commiitee having charge of the
concart to be given at the First Preshy-
terinn Church, April {5 have decided not
to imsoe tickets, but to open the church
to the publie free of charge, as hag been
done In previous years. Theo object is to
reach many whore elrcumstances make
good musie ona of the unattainabla luxu-
rits of life, and it Is hoped that thosa
who can afford to pay high prices for
thelr own malcal gratification will not for-
get the less fortunate lovers of music
who are rarely glven an opportunity of
this kind. oCntributions towards this re-
efial will be gladly received by Miss
Steers, chaltman of the concert commit-
tee. There will be no students’ recital
this season.

At the last business meeting it was
voted to enlarge the student membership
by admitting the pupils of sssociate as
well a8 of active club members. Each
teacher is limited to five students.

* “The personal quality of Mr. Pade-
rewskl would have carried him far If he

had chosen some more peaceful calling, as
diplomacy, the army, law. medicine, the
priesthood; or if he had sold soap on
Blrerl corners.

“"“Would the effect of his performanes
be as great If be should play behind a
screen?

“ 'How cunningly contrived is his mise-
en-scene! The diin hall the stage light

arranged to fall on the pianist’s jucrative

halr, the purpose to accentgate ihe an-
drogynal mystery thar sits In the low
| chair, the delay f 2 minutes to heat
curfosity and excitement io the bolling-

O Barnumism—refined
Barnumism!
when a still mora

point of hysteria!
Barnumism—but
= *The day mny come

skillfully managed pinnist wiil play in a
=i

hall that fs dark, e for a lime light
thrown from the gallery on the hypnotist
He may close the cuncert with a planis.
eglrro, and then eink through the stage,
with the plano, while he kissex his hand
gracafully to the ludl s Or with a fortis-
élmo bhe may ascend with the piano, as
in the apotheosis In & pantomime, I
wonder why even now Mr. Paderswak}
does not prefer to appeéear on the giage
by the nid of a vampire trap.

* It would be eminently unjust to deny
the attractive qualities of Mr. Paderewski
as a planist when he is at his best. His
poished and daszling technique, his ex.
quisite tome, his singing of the phrasse,
his clearness in contrapuntal pAsSsigées—
these nttainments have justly given him
a prominent position among leading plan~
ists.

When Ethel Sings.

Whea Bikel sing», the faithful dog

Runs howling to the oellar door,
And pitesusiy whines and bexs

That he shall not be toriured more,
The tamily cat seclusion eccks

Far underneath the gusst-room bed,
The poor canary ‘neath his wing

Furiornly hidea his little bead,

When Ethe]l sings. the passers by
Upen the sldewalk stop and leok,
Thinking perhaps the hirsd man
1» roughly muniering the cook.
The neighbors shut their windows tight,
And jola In maylog bitter things,
The whole community, In fact,

e dﬂpq stirred when Ethel singn




