The diagram: above shows the nizes
of Bobble Murray's oral and nasal
chambern during production of this
tone,

The retationship of the tongue and the
solt palate.

The mnarrowing of i1he naperture
through which the tone passes Is
shosywn.

HEN a 12-year-old boy pro-

W duced the highest musical

sound that ever issued from a
human throat, it was a performance
that naturally created an unusupl

amount of Interest amonyg students of
anstomy. It meant that nature had
agiln exoelled herselif In the con-
struction of those delicate’ membra-
prous devices by whiceh the human
voice ia made, Musicians, however,
could feel no more than a passing
curlosity. Here was another freak
of natura. Well, what of it? they
asked.

But when a musician finally heard
young Robert Murray of Tacoma,
Wash., sound thls high and flute-llke
note, ha realized that not only a phys-
ical marvel had been performed, but
a musical marvel as well. For at the
toep of his range, which (s E o altis-
elmo, the beoy has a flawless purlty
of tone and exercliscs the same dell-
cate control of pitch and placement
that hes does in his middle register.
In other words, within those five
tones by which his wvolce Is higher
than any other living singer, Robert
Murray can vocalize with the =ame
assurance, Lrill with the same dell-
cacy and produce a rapld sequence of
asound with the same flexlbllity that
any well-trnined singer does within a

natural range.
Not only has Robert Murray the
hizhest volee ever possessed by a

human belng, but his range s greater
than any other singer known to musi-
cal literature. Further than that, he
his what the musicians are cnlling a
second volce—a produced by
different muscular effort than the
ordinary wvocal sounds—which s a
perfact’ reproduction of & bird. He
hae made an old flzure of speech
come true—he actually sings Hke a
pightingale.

Strangely enough, young Robert
Murray was born in a family that had
naver previously produced a singer.
A prodigy himself, he is fortunataly
blessed with sensible parents who are

volca

taking care that their son’s priceless
glift is properly protected and that
the boy himself ls not spolled, His

father is Frederick H. Murray, former

city attorney of Tacoma, and his
mother s a gentle-voiced little
woman who thinks of her phenom-
enal offspring as a little baby still
needing affection, before he wizual-
1zes himself as anything else.

of prenatal Infiuence
is contained in a story told by Mrs.
Murray. There had besn another son,
Frederick, also & singer, who died at
the age of 6 Before Robert was
born Mrs. Murray was often affected
with melancholy over the loss of her
first child, and In her efforts to as-
suage this grief she would take long
walks into the woods and listen for
hours to the birds singing. &

Evidence of vocal ability was dis-
covered In Robert when he was 6
months old, Mra, Murray insists. She
watched him carefully all through
s early years, and & ycar agao took
him to New York for study and in-
struction under the best teachers ob-
tainable. It was during the course
of his studles that his wonderful
range was dlscovered.

In order to appreciate the fineness
of the tones produced by this boy one
has meraly to compare Lheir lofty
piteh with the hlghest tones required
by the scores of those florld Italian,
German and French operas through
the sinring of which so many singers
mounted to fame. The coloratura
arias from *“Mignon,” *“Lakme,” *“The
Magiec Flute ™ the “Barber of Seville”
and others which were supposed to
tax a singer’s voice to the utmost,

A suggestion

Observe how the oral cavity has de-
creased in size, thus offering great-
est resistance to this fone as It
comes from the Inarynx.

rarely carried the volce above high C.
In the celebrated *“Queen of the
Night” aria from “The Maglc Flute”
there is a high F, which some singers
take and others ahirk by dropping to
an octave below. In “Mignon,” a high
G Is scored and [t {3 told of Mme.
Adelina Pattl that when she came to
that note she let the fluté in the or-
cheéestra take . This doesn't mean
that Mme. Pattl's volce couldn’t pos-
sibly have reached that high. As a
matter of fact, her volee waus unusual
Her reason for declining that G was
traceable to her feeling that the tonal
quality might suffer. The highest
note Pattl ever sang was a high C.

Besyond Patt] are Jennle Lind, Sybil
Sanderson and Galli Curel, who slngs
high D; Tetrazzinl in high E, Mabel
Garrison high ¥, and Ellen Beach
Yuaw, the highest of them all with
her high G; but none can compare
with the marvel from the Paclfic
coast,

As a marter of fact, to say that the
limit of Robert Murray's ranga ia E
in altissimo la to place an arbitrary
limit; he wususlly runs the scale
right up over the keyboard of the
pianoforte, but beyond that the wvi-
brations of his voice are so fine that
the tone becomes a whistle and the
overtones are beyond the power of
the ear to grasp.

Such musicians as Frances Alda
and Enrico Caruso and such eminent
authorities on voice-making as Dr.
Frank E. Miller, Frederick E. Hay>-
wood and Emil J, Pollak have heard
him sing and they all say the same
thing—that he iz the musical marvel
of all time.

One must go pack to 1770 to find
& volce that even compares with the
boy's. It is recorded that Mozart
interpolated into his *“Maglec Flute"
various cadenzas which could only
be sung by the phenomenal volce of
Lucrezia Agujari, an opera favorite
known as La Bastardella. A high
F remains in the score of the “Maglc
Flute,” but Robert Murray ranges an
interval of a seventh above this,

Vocal bands that are only seven-
cighths the size of those normally
found in the larypnx, an unusually
large epiglottis and a large palate
which makes an extremely small
apertura for the passage of the tone
from the larynx into the mouth, and
extraordinary muscular control en-
able thls boy to produce those ex-
tremely rapid vibrations and account
for the high tone. The largeness of
kis oral and nasal cavities give him
vocal purity.

The boy's lengtn of head (2ee ac-

companying photograph) shows an
unusual sSpace for resonance and
throat organs According .to Fred-

erick Haywood a vole is like a vio-
lin: it depends for tone on the vibra-
tions caused by the bow playing
across the strings, but the quality of
tone comes from the sound board at
the back. A perfect sound board
reflects beautiful tones, So it is with
the human volte. There is a dlffer-
ence, of course, In the fact that the
human structures can be developed:

The structural differgnce between

the throat organs nasal passages
and resonance chambers of the ordin-
ary person and the extraordinary

singér, marks Lhe reason for the dif-
ference between the usual voice and
tne great volce. The phenomenn:
voice, as in the case of Master Mur-
ray, who has very Ilarge larynx
pockets, large noseé chambers and un-
usually large sinus spaces above and
below his eyes. These, together with
the pharynx and mouth, form the
rosonator, whiceh throws forth the
tone produced by the wibrations of
air passing between thea small vocal
bands, »

The time will come. of course, when
Robert Murray's volce will change
rrom treble to bass. Everybody con-
cerned fondly hopes that he
carry over into his new wvocal estate
the same range capacity and purity
of tome that he now has. Sewveral
throat experts have declared that the
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velopment of o tenor which will rival
Caruso’s. Needleas to state, thpugh,
the course of natura cunnot be fore-
toid, He may become a basso pro-
fundo—or he may have no volce at
all

But meanwhile the lad {s belng
Eiven a liberal tralning, pot oaly In
singing but in the ground works of
music and In the other fine 'arts.
Furtherfnore, he is allowed to be a
normal boy and play games with the
other boys, Though a prodigy, there
is nothing queer about him.

He loves
the outdoors and loves athletic
Bports, He also hag & pronounced

esthetle sense, ns His interpretations
of, the songs he sings pleinly show,

neluded in his repertolre are sev-
eral songs of his own compesition.
Ons of these, “The World's Lullaby,”
for which he wrote both words and
music,” has

been published. The
melody !s sald to show a distlnctive
inventive gift, whila the verses.

which are herewith shown, are per-
fect metrically:
Peeping through the fleecy cloudlets,
Angels faces I can see,
And I often think and womjer
How they're guarding you and me.
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12-year-old Tacomn, Wash., boy, wheo

has the highest volee and® the grentest range ever knovwn
1o musieal literature,

of hix mouth and throat during the production of his high-

The diagram indicates the ponition
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throat and hearing him =sing, made
the following statement:

bination of a perfect scientific sing-
ing volce and a perfect bird volice at

singers.

His singing tones are such
that very few can estimate the qu;zl-l L8

This scale gives a graphic representation of Bobbie Murray's ranse and how he tops the next highest singer by five whole tones.

y higt Lthe bird volce

I have

olher

“I have made a thorough sclentific| will, or at the suggestion of his|Ity of his overtones, for he often sings | him to
examination of the boy soprano, RRob- teacher. tones of 2048 vibrations second, | stments In &
In the floods of yellow glory, ert Murray, and can say that this “He is the most wonderful vooal|the overtones of which are Mur-
When the sun sinks in the west, marvelous boy has one of the most|phenomenon I have seen in my experi- | power of ordinary ears Lo g n- ic in-
I can hear the heavenly chorus wonderful volees In the world, and|ence, due to his wonderful develop-!Questionably he sings the jon suf-
Lulling all the world to rest with it he has the geometrical brain, | ment of the epigiottia and a beautiful | highest tones ever heard with most coOmpass
Dr. Frank Miller, the throat spe-|so much desired by Plato, the philo-|throat, ‘the larynx being patterned | startling effectiveness,
clallst, after examining Hobert's'sopher, producing the strangs com- |after Melba and the great soprano “Hes demonsirates the boy voice, the MILLER.™

THE INFERNAL MACHINE: BY F. BRITTEN AUSTIN

(Continued From Page 3.)
water leaking in through Its brass
clreumference. The cabin was {l-
lumined only by & diffused radiance
entering by theé narrow slit above the
door from a source somewhere along
the corridor.

Still his brain remalned terror-riv-
etaed upon the one theme, a furlously
whirring machine’ out of control—he
found himself etlll staring, agalnst
his wrill. a funnel whose rolling
heavy smoke suddenly shot upwards
upon a sheet of red flame, a goyser
of flying cinders. . . .

The hours passed in the half-light
of his steel cell, far down In the
depths of the great ship that crashed
and thudded tirelessly Into the buffet-
ing seas, The dishes =lid, overturned
upon the floor as she pitched and
wallowed and shivered In the ever-
renewed collision of blindly meeating
forces. Still the faverish whirring vi-
bration of the turbines coatinued un-
diminished, permeating every atom
of her structure as it did savery fiber
of his body. blurred ever and anon by
the beavier vibration of propellers
ragcing free in the Instant or two be-
fore their automatic check came into
play, stunned into abevance every
minute or so by the smashing Ilmpact
of yet another great wave that swept
down her length in a swilsh and scat-
ter of flying water,

Up above there—the acene came
vividly to him-—behind the oilskinned
watch upon her bridge, the great
funnels were still belching black
smoke into the blackness of the night.
Under them—he thrilled with fanatie
hatred—damnably confident passen-
gers in thelr evenling finery were
seated at flower-decked tables In
gllded saloons. TUnder them again,
far, far below, the firamen were shov-
eling, shovellng, naked to the waists,
in the eya-scorching hell of the open
furnsce doors. ¥From the bunkers the

at

eloments ars propitious for the de-!

coal was tumbling down to them iIn

an avalanche of black chunks, all in-
distinguishably like each other.

Hi=s hyper-excited mental activity
began to find new chanpels for ltsell.

He found himsel? speculating—un-
able to stop speculating, a new form
of torment reeled out by that cease-
lessly whirring machine in his head—
on the nature of the explosion when
it should occur. Would he hear it in
this part of the ship? He remembered,
in newspaper accounts of torpedoings

during the war, the statements of pax-
sengeérs In blg liners who had heuard
nothing, felt only a slight shoek,

when the ship's side was blown In.
That diabeollical little German-Jew's
infernal machine would exploda deep
down in the very center of the vesssl
—*"blow de belly out of her"”; the
forecast rang in his ears. What sound
would come to him here? A mighty
roar, rending her vitals, flinging
every one prostrate, or . . .7

What was that?
in recognition of a farnway, muffled
shock. He listensd, his senses stralned
to an intense acuteness,. What was
that dull shock, deep down In the
ghip? His scream rang, strange and
terrifying, in his ears, unconscious us
he was that he had uttered it. He
started from his bunk, clutchad at the
edge of It with clawlike, rigld fingers,
sweat pearling upon his forehead, as
he steadied himself upon the sloping
floor that listed away under him and
came not back. He listened, scars at
strain for the slightest sound. Thers
was & strange hush, an utter absence
of the vibration so long continued.
The englnes had stopped!

At la=t! ¥t was the explosion. He
had fio doubt of it. A breathless taer-
ror gwept over him, denying utter-
ance to the flood of wild biasphemy
which rose In him like an Inversion
of agonized prayer. Mingled with it
was A great relief. The whirring of
that infernal machine In his head had
stopped. He could think now, think
with a rapld lucidite that amazed him.

His mind, miraculously alert, togk in

His heart stopped"

all the Implications of his position,
while yet he clung to the bunk,
spacchiess and incapable of moye-
ment.

Woud anyone come to let him out?
There wos a rapld "scurry of feet
along the corridor. 1t passed, ceased
detinitely. Then, In heart-stopping

confirmation of his fear, the light In
the corridor went out suddenly. He

stood, clutching at his bunk, in an ab-

solute darkness that enveloped him
almost tanglbly. He let go of the
bunk In a dash for where he Knew

the door to be, slipped, with a sharp
stab of accentuasted terror, upon =
wet floor slopihg permanently at an
acute angle, despits its slow. rise and
Its seemingly endless subsequent sub-
sldence, Ha crawled upwards on it,
knocked his head agninst the door,
pulled himself upright with a grasp

upon its handle. Then, in a sudden
access, he found his volce. He
shriekod—plercingly, shriek upon
shriek, that rang through an appal-
ling sllence—shrieked Hke a manme
forgotten in his cell.

None camé to answer him. There

was no sound iln the corridor outslde.
What was happening in that deathly
gilence which pervaded the great
ship? ¥e falled to bring himself to
exact imagination. She still rose,
still subgided, heavily, lIazily. But tha
list which sloped the floor slippery
under his feet remoained uncorrected.
Was she still afloat—settling, slowly
but surely? He ceased his maniac
shrieks to listen. Therg w=as no sound.
This far-down corridor, remote from
the general life of the ship, tenanted
only by emigrants on the wastward
voyage, was deserted. He shook furl-
ously at the implacably locked door,
crashed his flsts agalnst' its8 pancls
in frenzled blows that hand ne result
but the flaying of his knuckles. He
finug himself against it llke a wild
thing in a cage. The door remainsd
Immowvable.

He atopped agaln, listened—Ilistenad
for the rushing cataracts of water he

knew must be pouring into the shl
down her companionways, along

corridors. He heard nothing., There
wae no sound perceptibla in that ray-
lese blackness which pressed upon

him, save a sough and swish of wauler

exterior to the ship. Then he under-
slood, Of course. they would
cloned down the water door

He shrieked a curse at that unknow
fficer on the bridge performing
obvious duty, in a

Vvivid Imaginalon

of the great steel doora Ww down
into thelr immovable posilons, shut-
ting off the water indeed C this
compartment, shutting him off Inex-
orably from escapa oven could he
break out inta the corridor.

In the horror of Lthis realization he
relaxed his hold upon the door tilted
forward against him, slipped and

slid in that utter biackness, do
sloping floor to the wall of

trembl cAgeT

He felt over [t wit

hantds, felt for the heavy b fas-
tening of the porthole. It was still
firm, though his hands were wetted
In the water which welled up gently

around its rim.
Despite the

of

complete cessation
the crashing Impacts with which
ship had so long =mashed Into
heavy seas, her equillbrium was by n

means stable, She still rose, t}
heéavily and draggingly: still s
ever mors and more deeply It seem

in a slugegish roll which emphasized
in its swing-back the ugly list that
the 1ift had falled to correct. in
that engulfing blackness she seemed
to subside ever lower and lowear, in-
art, incapable of righting herself,

cradled still by & motion of the wa-
ters that awished and washed against
her flanks, sinking with every
into rayless, unimaginabils

The frenzled man huddled the
the darkness agsainst the wall wet
with water from the lesaking port had
no doubt of it. He knew. That In-
fernal chunk of coal had done It work
only too well Paralvzed for any
movement, hls !magination worked
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(Conciuded an Fage G.)




