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In the Realm of Literature, Music, Art

and Drama

Turning
Over a
Page

USY' as the Victorian ‘era
marked the turning ot a page

‘in English literature, so muasic

is abowit to turn over a leaf

just row, acce rding to Edwin Evans,
who writes in “The New Witness”:
“Every musicia n knows something of
the difficulty of \ urning the page, for
it does not often lmappen that the print-
er or the copyist p'rovides him with a
convenient opportuiiity for doing so,
and the imp of the p2rverse usually or-
dains that th.e need for it will oceur
when both mind and' hands are fully
occupied. The dificul ty, however, is
not confined to turning a page of music,
which is a small matter. It recurs, and
is proportionately greaiter when the
time ;:omes to turn over a. page of mu-
sical history, or in fact any kind of
history or any evolutiondry process.
Even when every one is comscious of
having arrived at the bottem of the
page, there iz a moment 2f mental
flurry. English literature, for instance,
turned the page on the Victorian erain
the middle nineties, but one meed only
review the writings of that ate to
realize how difficult the process was,
From the Congress of Vienna Ho the
present peace conference iz & completed
page of European history. Everybody is.
aware of it, but the newspapers givet
everyday instances of quite intelligent
people who are not ready for the turn- _
However, these matters conicern
My

over.
other sections of this journal.
business is with music.

Moving On
“A well filled page of musical his-
tory has reached its end. The fact

that it is inseribed with the titles of
many masterpieces does not obviate the
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necessity for turning over, and an en-
couragingly large section of the mu-
¢ical community has succeeded in per- |
forming the feat, some with alertnessj

and dexterity, others with a reluctance '
which one may respect when it was
due to sentiment, but not when it
arose from mere indelence. Many have
shown that nothing short of a dev-
astating earthquake would wake them
up. The war has caused some sirange
permutations in musical opinion. Buch
conversions have been really too com- |
plete to inspire full confidence, and it
if mnecessary, sometimes, to examine
the credentials of those who loudly
proclaim the end of the German cen-
tury in musical history, Opportunism is
by no means confined to politics, but, as
ine politica, it dees oceasionally eoinelde
with a correct estimate of the condi-
tions, It is the opportunist’s tendency
to'overstate hia case which commonly
gives him away. To turn over the page
does not imply either condemnation or
ohlivion of itas contents. It is not mee-
esgary to quarrel with the German
classies in order to show that their
revolution of the musical wheel has
run its full course.

“Every time that I have touched upon
this subject, one of those readers who
can, never realize that a sentence of
plain English means neither more nor
less than it states writes to me to
protest against a wholly imaginary sug-
gestion that the German classica should
be banned. I would no more think of
banning the masterpieces they pro-
duced than of banning the ‘hundred
best books® from our libraries. I would
be generous, I would give them =a
much larger share in our music than
the averdge Englishman gives to those
books in his reading. A large pro-
portion of'the books we read is based
upon actualities. Is it too much to
ask that a corresponding proportion
of the music we hear should have the
same relation to the world we live in?

“The trouble is that the average
musician or music lover keeps his
music in a watertight compartment,
free from the contamination of the
world without. He habitually regards
music as a concourse of sweet
sounds, apart from the many who in-
hale it as a dmug. Like all great art,
music is an interpretation of life as
perceived by the artist, and it can no
more be stripped of its peychological
significance than a page of literature.”

My Mirror

THERE i3 a mirror in my room
Less like a mirror than a tomb,
There are sg many ghosts that pass
Acrors the surface of the glags,

When in the morning I arise

With circles round my tired eyes,
Seeking the glass to brush my hair
My mother's mother meets me there.

I in the middle of the day

I happen to go by that way,
I gee a smile T used to know—
My mother, twenty years ago.

oy

But when I rise by candle-light

To feed my baby in the night

Then whitely in the glans I see ;
My dead child’s face look out-at me.

. ~—Aline Kilmer, in The Bookman. .

" Poems by Richard
‘Aldington

Disdain
AVE the gods then left us
in owr need
Like base and
men?
Were even the sweet gray eyes
Of Artemis a lie,
The speech of Hermes but a trick,
The glory of Appolonian hair de-
ceit?

common

Desolate we move across a desolate
land,

The high gates closed,

No answer to our proyer;

Naught left save owr integrity,

No murmur against Fate

Save that we are juster than the un-
Just gods,

JMore miiful than they.

Proem

O UT of this furmoil and passion,
This implacable contest,
This vast sea of effort,
I would gather something of repose,
Some intuition of the inalterable
gods,
Some Attic gesture.

Each day I grow more restless,

See the austere shape elude me,

Gaze impotently wupon a thousand
miseries

And still am dumb.

Bombardment
(Near Lens, 1917)

FOUR daya the earth was rent
and torn

By bursting steel,

The louses fell about us;

Three nights we ddred mot sleep,

Sweating, and listening for the im-
minent crash

Which meant our death.

The fourth night every man,

Nerve-tortured, racked 1o exhaus-
tion,

Slept, muttering and twitching,

While the shells crashed overhead.

The fifth day f?;.erc came a hush;

We left our holes-

And looked above the wreckage of
the earth

To where the white elouds moved in
gilent lines

Across the untroubled blue.

Doubt

I

CAN we, by any atrength of cura,
Thrust back this hostile world

That tears us from ourselves,

A8 a child from the womb,

A weal: lover from light breasts?

Is there any hope?

Con we belicve

That not in wild perversity,

In blinding oruelty,

Has flesh torn flosh,

Has aoul besn torn from soul?

Must we despair?

Throw back wupon the gods this
taunt

That even their lovelicst ia at best

Some ineffectual lie?

I 2

Sand in the gale whirls up,
Pricks and stifles our flesh,

Blinds and deafens our sense |
So that we cannot hear '
The erumbling downfall of the waves ,l
Nor see the impid sunlight any more, |

But conld we thrust from us

This threat, this misery,

Borrow the mountain's strength

As now its loneliness,

Hurl back this menace on itself,

Crush bronze with bronze—

Why, it would be as if some tall, slim
god,

Unburdened ofli‘zis age-long. apathy,

Took in hiz hand the thin horn of the
moon

And et it to his lips

And blew sharp wild shril notes

Su_c-h as our hearts, our lonely hearts,

Have yearned for in the dumb blealk
gilences,

I

Akl Weak as wax against their

bronze are we,

Faint as reed-pipes by the

water’s roar,

And driven as land-birds by the vast
sea wind. i ¢
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Epigrams
1

YOUR mouth ia fragrant as an
orange grove

I'n April, and your lips are hya-
cinths,

Dark, dew-wet, folded, petalled hy-
acinths

Which my tongue pierces like an
amorous bee.

U7 |

Your body is whiter than the moon-
white sea,

More white than foam upon o rocky
shore, \

Whiter than that white goddess born
of foam.

Possession

[ MUST possess you utlerly

And utterly must you possesa me;

Ro even if that dreamer's talo

0Of heaven and hell be triue

There shall be two spirits rived to-
gether

FEither in whatever peace be heaven

Or in the iey whirlwind that is heil

For those who loved each other more

than God— .
So that the other epirits shall ary |
out:

“dhil Look how the ancient love yet
holds to them

et e .

The Little

Candy Shop

That these two ghosts are mnever
driven apart

But Irids with shadowy kisses and
still tuke

Joy from the mingling of their misty

(13

limbs!

Reserve

THO UGH you desire me«d will stii]
feign sleep

And check my eyes from opening to
the day,

For as I lic, thrilled by your gold-
darlk flesh,

I think of how the dead, my dead,
ance lay,

—From The Egoist.

M. Barbusse’s
New Novel

Clayté: par Henri Barbusse (Paris
Flammarion, 4 fr. v5.)

o+
REVIEWER, writing in “The
Athenmum, says:
“M. Barbusse recently pub-
lished in the French paper
‘Le Populaire' an open letter to Ga-
briele d'Annunzio. The letter wus o
reply to or a counter attack apuinst
the Ttalian's writers imperialist and
nationalist propagandu; & plea for
internationalism, for humanity as a
whole a8 against sectional inter-
¢sta; a protest against the stupid
and unjust traditions that govern the
world, a eall for revolutionary chanjre,
‘Clarté’ is an amplification of this lot-
ter. It protests, nol against d’An-
riunzio alone, but “against the whole
eystem that d'Annunzio so brilliantly
represents and ideanlizes. The book i
not 8o much a novel as a pieco of po-
litieal and social propaganda made con-
creto in the history of an individual

| with the rest of the Old Werld.

life. M. Barbusse s lesas interested
in the story of Simon Paulin than in
the moral of universal
which he draws from it.

“Simon Paulin is a typical produect
of twentieth century eiv Ha

ization.

spectable life as an underpaid elerk in
la foctory., TIle attends mass,
healthy respect for Church and State

1}
for wealth and aristocacy. The

ereditable chapters of his life are
shrouded in a decont ohzeurity; he

im a word, a model young citizon,
marrics; his sslary dlowly ineranses,
and  with it his rogpectability.  The
years pass gmonthly by, and he is thir
ty-five when the war engulis him along
We
sce him, a conzeript soldier among his
fellows, crawling, helpless and small
and pitiful, through the dirt and the
| meaningless horror of modern war,
Then he is wounded in an assault, and
while he is lying with the other wreck-
fuge of battle hetween the lines the first
| dawn of the new eclarté burets like a
vigion, like the light of a eonversion,
on his delirious mind.

“From the hospital he returns at last
to the civilian life of before the war.
Everything has changed—or, rather, it

at the world through different eyes.
Life, he sees, is not complicated: put
aside the elaborate moke-heliove of
centuries, and the great fundamental
fact of humanity emcrges simple and
eleur, lailuehy. equality, fraternity—
the motto of France has a moesning:
men are alike and equal, and must make
themselves free,

“The old life was complicated by lies
and illusions; humanity must EWeep
them away if it would inavguriate the
new,
unblinkered eyes., He sees the sillyness
of aristorracy, the emptiness and un-

of wealth, How meaningless now are
the old symhbols—fugs nnd crosses and
the fancy dress of uniforms und deeo-
rations! The old rhetorie is so much
empty noise in his ears,

N

application '

] |

leads a monotonous and outwardly re-
v

has a |

less |

takes good eare not to be found out— |
He |

is he who has changed and is looking +

Simon looks at things now with |

truth of religion, the pervading tyranny |

Rookeries

Is Thomas

Hardy One

i Of Our Maladies?

RITING in “The New
Age,” Edward Moore de-
clares that criticism is a
branch of pathology and
that Hardy would certainly come
first in a collection of pathological
studies:
i “To write of Mr. Hardy with im-
| partiality is still a task of the utmost

| diffieulty:
| him, or, if’ not'from him, then from
| the malady from which he suffered.
fl"or Mr. Hardy is one of our maladies,
.Ile is, however, a great malady and
? one of which, in the immemorial fash-
| ion of valetudinarians, we might even
| feel proud.

In & collection of patho-

lagical studies of modern writers—a
iva!ume now overdue—his name would
| come first. And that is not because
}h-:\ is. most ‘representative,’ because he
i is the epitome of his age-——who, indeed,
 could even imagine an epitome of this

| 8ge?—but because his genius is the

we muffer too mYch from |

I grcntést, and the malady from which
| he suffers, the most profound of his |
[ time. | It is obviously not tha task of a|
critic who is interested in his own era |
|and oven in the next to ‘appraise’ |
writers, te treat writers as static en-
tities in a world of pure he'ing called
hiterature; but rather to find out what
influence they will exert, what virtue
or what danger his time may anticipata
;rmm them, In the present, at any
| rate, the work of the ecritic is not to |
| chatter enchantingly about books, or

culture. On the contrary, criticism

i8.in our time simply a branch of ra-
thology. lts most awkward disahility,

however, is that in exposing the sores
of the age it attracts a erowd which
ia interested not in the age, but in
sores,
able.

"The malady which underlies Mr.
Hardy's pessimism and determinism—
assuming, of course, that these things |
are now recognized as symptoms 6f
disense! —ig at once subtle and obvious.
It is obvious as soon as it is per-
ceived; its subtlety Hes in the success
with which it conceals itself, so that
to find it one hasto search persistently. |
At {first the unsoundness in DMir.
Hardy's works makea itself known to
us as’ something vaguely lacking; we
feel there is an  obvious, an ineredible
defeet somewhere, but we cannot tell
where it is. The eritic who said that
the power presiding over Mr. Hardy's
world was not Fate at all, but fa-
tality, put his finger almost upon it.
This observation has béen of the niost
| admirable utility; it has avoused
ple's suspicions; if Mr. Hardy's
is not quite Fate, they have said
to themselves, may not his men |
and women have the same fault? Fi-|

This, unfortunately, is unavoid- |

peo- |
Fate

| Mr. Hardy's place in literature wag |

actunlly decided by this casual but|
profound observation. Before it was
| uttered, one might have put him in
V'the firat order of writers; after, one

f

simply could net, Even in literary
criticism, it appears, the power of a
truth is not emalll

“Had Mr. Hardy'a fatality been seme-
thing not eszential in his art, had it
not been the thing most vividly realized
in it, this criticism would not, of
course, have mattered greatly. But
the faet is that his fatality is his
greatest creation; it is as much mare
real than his characters az God i= said
to be more real than men. So that if
God is falsel Well, let us test it with
the true God of Fate, with the Fate
of the Greeks. It has become a fash-
ion to find resemblances between Mr.
Hardy's Fate and that of the Greeks;
for what reason, outside of fashion, it
is hard to say, for there is an almost
complele contrast, What was the char-
acter of the Greek Fate? Precisely its
inevitability, its expression of Law.
Whatl is the character of Mr. Hardy's
Fate? Procisely its perversity, its ex-
pression of Whim deliberately mali-
cious and ironical. 1f there arises in
the Wessex novels a situation which
promises equally well for good or for
evil, we may be certain that the evil
will prevail, Granted that this is de-
termined by an outward foree; the fact
remains that this force knows nothing
of cause and effect, and is simply, in-
deed, chance with a dash of Schopen-
hauer. The essential character of Mr,
Hardy's Fate ig cxactly that it is un-
necessary; the essential character of
the Greck Fate, exactly that it is nee-
vssary.”

How Cartoons
Are Prepared

production, first comes the pen-
cil sketch,” says R. W. Satterfield
in “Pep.” “Here, young beginner,
you must watch your step. Plan
out in your mind just how that

|drawing is to be placed on vour
cardboard. Then draw lightly until |

you get your composition. When
you feel you are right, strengthen
your essential lines and erase the
serawly ones. Don’t erase with a
hard rubber, as it will roughen up
the smooth surface of the cardboard,
making a spongy surfacegthat will

, not take sharp pen lines.

“Now, as they say in the classics,
comes the winter of your discon-
tent—putting on the ink. Don't get
fussy and don't be afraid to lean on
your pen. A good strong pen line,
black as night, is what you must
aim for to insure reproduction.

“To corre@t a pen line requires
the skill of a master. If yon must
take out lines use a sharp knife, but
be careful, boy. If you have a large

mistake and try again.

a correction, but it is not always a
success in the hands of a beginner.

“Start right—few corrections, and
none at all of the sort that will ens
danger reproduction,”

ol

And His'

“Song” *—-:.'
ANY poets have.l;;I

musicians, too. §i
Lanier could never g
: decide which was his re
profession—poetry or flute plw
Walt Whitman’s feeling about mp.
sic is interestingly set forth in
New York Globe” by Charles D
Isascson, who writes:

“There is scarcely a poem of any
consequence in ‘Leaves of Grass’ bug
has its reference to musle, for g
seems as though the good gray post
viewed all things and all ideas in g
musical way,

“He did not write poetry,
He does not say I write & Poem, ﬂ
is 'I sing,' He carols, he sings Torty
o song;, & hymn, n dirge, a symphonyy
a madrigal. ‘With additional
every spring will I strike ap additions}
songs. My recitatives, to sing with
the birds, a warble for joy.! !
[ “‘Oh, trumpeter, methinks T am
| self the instrument thou playest
declares in metaphor; and introdu;
8 poem. ‘First of songs for a preluds,
‘I!ghtly strike the loud tympanum® Ay
another time he says that he {g !
dance, play up there, the fit is whir.
ing me fast.' He begs you to listey
tp his morning's ‘Romanza’ Thy
orchestra whirls him ‘wider thay
Uranus flies.'! ‘I hear the choruos,
i a grand operu. Ah, this is indeef
music; this suits me.’ .

He Really Knew 4
“Few writers have known more of
the literature of music and eould talk

bené

:Iao knowingly of instruments, si

| symphonies and the operas. At timey

| he sounds like a professional musician
|| He talks of the ‘pure contralto, the

| *trained soprano.’ The tenor is ‘large
and fresh, the orbic flex of his mouth
is pouring and filling me’ He sy
‘Sing on there, singer, bashfal and tene
der,” though his plea is to the bird
He knows of the Egyptian harp.ef
many strings; there iz for him the
tongue of violins, the tremulons organ
harps' cantabile, the ghrill flageolets,
the martial clang of the cymbals, the
Hebrew lyre, the tinkling guitars, thy
clattering castanets. He knows of the
Tell,} Meyerbeer’s ‘Huguenots! The
Prophet’ and ‘Robert,” Gounod's ‘Faust?
and Mozart’s ‘Don Juan.' He b
| heard the wvast concourses of verses
in Rossini’s ‘Stabat Mater,’ the passions
|ate ‘Agnus Dei’ and ‘(loria in Excal
| 8is.” He loves the symphonies and
oratorios of Beethoven.

| “Handel, Haydn—the Creation in
|billuws of godhead Javes him., He sees
| Norma of Bellini stalking across the
| stage; poor crazed Lucia's eyes have
:an unnatural gleam. He had knowa
| Ernani  walking the bridal garden,
| Amina has sung to him, Fernandes
[heart is breaking, The history of
musgic is at his finger tipa—all the
chunsons of France, Scoteh tunes, Gems

| man airs, Irish ballads, jigs, aod
|dances. He sings of the religions

dances old and new, the Crusaders
I marching, the dervishes endlessly

chanting, the wild Corybantiun dances,
the primitive chants of the Nile boats'
| men, the sacred imperial hymns of

China. He gpeaks of minnesingers,
Iglcemrhn_ tronbadours, Welsh harpers,
| He sees the modern Gresks dancing.
He is able to discuss the fretting
twang of the vina, He mentions Als
boni, the teeming lady, Venus con-
tralte.

“But he is & greater music lover; for
he hears his music not only in the
| eoncert hall and at the opera, but out
| of doors and everywhere. What greats
| er work is therg in all literature than
‘Proud music of the storm'? Here hel
apostrophizes ihe chords of nature,
serenades of phantoms, bravuras of
birds, the 'musical rain, undertone of
rivers, measured sea surf, twittering
fowl, crowing cock at dawn. There are
minstrels  latent the prairis
| Shrouded bards of other lands rﬂl'!'-
sleep, they have done their work, Scis

on

to coax the reader into the paths of | “IN MAKING a drawing for re-!ence. ships, polities, cities, factoriesy

|are like a grand procession with
| musie of distant buglez pouring, tris

| umphantly moving. The violoncello #

the young man's heart compisidl
There is the musical clear call of sune
rise and sunset.
Everyiwhere

“Music is always around him; he i
| moved not enly by the musie, but byilt
exquisite mecanings. A transpaneh
bass is shuddering lusciously through

| and under the universe. A soprano 8
| daybreak sails buoyantly over f“
wives. There is a singer in the pof

on, there is & singer in the asylum

| There is music for all and everf
| where.
“Have you read that lovely song

‘The Mystic Trumpeter.' who recalls sif
| the world's history and prophesies all
the coming greatness?

“And nnfong‘ musical prophets who il
greater than Whitman? In his sterf
of the American to be he mukes spe

| eial provision in every city for a musi
house. It was the Whitmsn at Came
[ den who foreshadowed all that bums
of communal singing which is sprﬂ"-
ing across the continent when he said

| surface that you have foozled, paste | with prophetic vision, ‘I see Amerits ',

| a piece of thin, hard paper over your | singing.'

Chinese | e
vhi i £ : : carpenters singing as they measure W88,

nally—this is a comedy of criticism— white is sometimes used in making |

“There are the singing of mechanicy,

plank, the masons singing at work, ﬁ!',
boatman, the ‘shoemaker, the hatten
the woodeutter, the ploughboy, the.

mother, the young wife, the scamstrelS

—all America singing with DPO:‘ g
their strong melodious songs.™

thitmaq;

mugie of an aroused people in “Willlam*
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