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DRGRNERATION OF THE DRAMA.

NORDAU'S NEW POINT OF ATTACK
TRAE FRENCH STAGE.

His Latest Volume Both Bulky and Hi-
Migested—Balzac Not a Reallst—Stud-
fed I Jealousy and & Few Good
Steries—One on Nerdau Himself.

That atom of humanity named Simon
Sudfeld, but known as Max Nordau, has
just dropped another volume of essayp,
which in the French translation is called
“Vus du Dehors.” Like all of the critical
controversial work of Nordau, this collec-
tion I8 very “external,” very much from
the outelae. An arrant beliaver in the
fleshpots of lite, the pugnacious little
doctor seta up for a profound psychologist.
He digs, he delves, into the novels and
poems of his cbntemporaries, and then, after
weighing them in the acalesof a laboratory,
he publishes the results, It is difficult to
plsce hiscriticisms—they are neither physi-
ology nor fiction. You read of a poet whose
intellectual scheme suggests novelty; sud-
denly tha shape of his ears in adduced
as evidence of degeneration. He is a faun;
his poetry is atavistic, deals in absurd
images of experiences undergone by a can-
nibal ancestor. His method ix very con-
fusing.

Or a play is discussed with considerable
skil—Nordau is a clever journalist—
and we sail through three or four acts
when, bang!—the past of the unfortunate
author is lugged in to prove that a certain
situation is but a memory of his aunt's
fondness for young fellowas in the long
ago. It is quite personal oriticism, of the
Nordau kind, but is it art, Maximilian?

Those who had the courage to wade
through the bulky volume pompously
labelled “Degeneration” found an enor-
mous, though lll-digested, mass of facts.
The writer had ill comprehended his
subjects, and to make them fit his iron bed of
a theory of universal degeneration the
unfortunate artists, composers, poets,
philosophers and romancers were tortured
and stretched to one implacable length.
If they didn’t fit it, woe betide them'—their
hair was pulled up by the roots. If too long,
Surgeon Nordau calmly mawed off their
head or their feet—it didn't matter which,
depending, as it did,on his position at the
operating table.

Aftor the first indignation wore away,
the colossal impudence of the fake pene-
trated the brains of the fooled ones, and
since then Nordau has not been taken
seriously. He has a wolf at his door, a
phantom wolf that growls and barks when-
aver he puts forth a new book. It is his
“Degeneration.® Now this is hardly fair
to a man of brains, who writes in a lively,

entertaining manner, who often has some-
thing to say. We knew that, carried away
by the brilliant, sophistical theories of
(Cesare Lombroso, his disciple Nordau saw
in every man of talent a criminal, in every
man of genius a maniac. His Inferno of
genius had as many circles as Dante's.
It held divisions for the pseudo-genius,
the Mattoid, and it boasted sulphurous
gulfs wherein such excellent men as Ibsen,
Tolstoy, Nietzache, Zola, Richard Wagner,
Daydelaire, Verlaine, Maeterlinck and many
other nineteenth century gerniuses, more or
less known, seethed and suffered for daring
to be original. It was all too exact, too
logical. The very standards in this case,
anthropometric measurements 4 la Lom-
brogo (whose real name is Levi), if applied
to Beethoven, Michael Angclo, Dante or
Goethe would disclose insanity of some
sort. Lombroso did diagnose Danto's case
and found pronounced symptoms of marked
epilepsy, mania of persecution and a
sufferer from visions. Milton might be
dragged in, and Homer, on this baais.

However, when all symptoms fail these
new literary man-house doctors fall back
upon epilepsy, dear old epilepsy, disease of
ganlus, All the big guns of art, literature
sclence, warfare, were epileptoids, from
Cmsar to Flaubert. Handel, Napoleon
Ronaparte, Swift, Lenau, Dostoievsky,
Mahomet and many others threw beautiful
parti-colored fits for the good of posterity.
Schiller loved the smell of decaying apples
—something in this, said the sniffing Lom-
broso! And Schopenhauer—isn't his pessi-
ism symptomatic? Ha! Let us see. Yes,
ha quarrelled with his mother when young,
was darkly disrespectful to Goethe—per-
haps he had a nice Hamlet-like reason—
was afraid of the cholera and detested
bores. Symptoms, dangerous symptoms,
all of them. DBut if he hadn't written
“The World as Will and Representation,”
Schopenhauer's habits would have been set
dawn to harmless eocentricities. Even
Micheel Angelo has no longer & moral leg
{o stand upon. See Lombroso in re Parle-
greco’s lifs.

Wel), after a slaughter of the innocents,
magnfficent in its extent and variety, Nor-
dau sat down to a serious study of the men
18 had attacked. The result is injthis new
oook, with the addition of a series of studies
on the modein French stage. It isthe latter
that  piques our attention.

After proving to his own satiafaction
that Balzac was no! a realist, that Guy de
Maupassant was an erotomaniac, that

- Anatole France has great talent, Monsieur

Max startles us with favorable opinions
on the work of Maurioe Barrés. Now,
Barrds had not written “Les Déracines”
wheu he first attracted the malevolent
ouriosity of Nordau, and his novels were
sufficiently original and filled with thought
suff te merit some consideration. Not
so for Max. Barrds was furioualy assaulted
in “Degeneration” as an anarchist, an
itamoralist, and what not. Since then he
seems to have improved somewhat. Then
we are treated to three atudies of jealousy,
superficial in character, in which are
jumbled the names of Shakespeare, Anatole
France and Lucien Muhlfeld. Why not
Nordau's also? He has wsuffered in his
time from the worst kind of jealousy--
jealousy of other men's gifta. Othello,
it need bardly be sald, is in our aythor's
eyes a creature of the bull type, and a bull
at the mating period of the year. Furious,
be lowers his horns and charges at every
oéther male of his species that approaches
bla sacred inclosure. But this is a physio-
logical detail, not a payohological. Shakee-
peare—who, it is to be hoped, never reads
Earth oriticlsm in Walhalla—meant a few
other things with his figure of Othello than
the mere exhibition of animal jealousy.

In Anatole France's charming novel
“Ia Lys Rouge” thers is a closs study of
Jealousy by & master, though not a Shakes-
peare. We confess without pride to mise-
ing the "Le Mauvals Désir” of M. Muhlfeld,
whose study, so Dr. Nordau asserts, is
dlinfeal in its demonstration of the monster
with the abeinthe eyes. Let us pass over
the reopening of the Verlaine case—Nordau
how makés some feeble amends for his
brutal gnd reckless assertions in his earlier
volume. It needed no Nordau to inform
the world the sort of man and poet Verlaine
proved himself. Verlaine told us all about
bimself, told us far too much. Nor does
the alleged opaqueness of Mallarmé's
postic meanings frighten us. There was a
time when Wagner was called a madman,
Robert Browning a mystification. The
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time may arrive when good French school*
boys will take up “L’'Aprés Midi d'un Faune®
for a parsing exercire. It Is certainly not
s0 difficult asx Browning’s “Sordello.” And
it is foolish to attack a man for not pub-
lishing many books. Mallarmé's sensitive-
ness on the subject was proverbial. He
held, and justly, that too much printed
matter infects the world with literary
leprosy. So he left a few precious volumes
of prose and verse exquisite, alembicated
and full of novel cadences.

But Nordau, whose sense of humor Is
certainly not Hebrale, did not see thia.
He venomously attacked Mallarmé for not
writing and Wagner for writing too much.
The latter is a graphomaniac, the former—
what the deuce is he? Ibsen for being an
individualist is damned as an anarch who
would dynamite the cosmos; Tolstoy for
proaching the gospel of pity and brother-
hood is a degenerate whose soclalism will
disintegrate humanity.  Wagner can't
write music—he only compiles; Claude
Monet oan't paint--he has a disease of the
optics. That I8 the reason Wagner diad
rich in honors and worldly goods, and also
the reason Monet's canvases fetch all but
prohibitive prices at public sales!

Worst of all, seduced by the e xample of
Nordau, Count Tolstoy went in for a second-
rate imitation of the degeneration theory
and wrote an awful book called “What Is
Art?" Indeed, what is art when a man
supposed to be in his rane senses calls Bach
a fool, Beethoven an ass, Shakespeare over-
praised, Wagner a charlatan and ——the list
is a mile long! All this because these un-
fortunate men failed to write and compose
down to the level of the Russian moujik.
Verily, Nordau must have held his sides
with laughter as he read this parody of
A parody.

However, the little doctor can narrate
A good story, When he tirea of *psycholo-
gizing” or moralizing over love, he tells a
little aneodote. One in this volume of
easays is about Mallarmé's visit to a Belgian
town whore e was to give a conference,
as the great living representative of French
literature. In solemn silence his audience
heard him read the first few pages of his
“Divagations”--his prose has at times
the same cheerful irrelevance as Arthur
Rimbaud's—then restlessneas supervenad,
followed by indignation and stupefaction.
What? How? Who? Why? Where? Finally
a General in full uniforma arose brusquely,
and, to the noisy clanging music of spur
and mabre, teft the hall, angrily crying:

“The fellow who is reading us this idiotic
nonsense is either drunk or a fool.” Nordau
pleasingly adds that he cannot contradiot
the military gentleman. Of such is the
kingdon of oriticism ches Nordau.

The other aneodote that he dug up is
always worth retelling. One day when
Mme. George Sand was a very old woman—
in 1870—she went to visit the Minister of
Instruction. There, being detained in the
ante-chamber, she fell into a pleasant con-
versation with a well-kept old gentleman
who wore the rosetta of the Legion of Honor.
After a half hour's chat the unknown arose,
consulted his watch and then bowed to
Mme. Sand.

“If I could always find such a charming
companion [ would visit the Ministry
often,” he gallantly said and went away.
The novelist called an attendant.

“*Who {s that amiable old gentleman?®
she asked. Ah, that was M. Julos Sandeau
of the French Academy. And he, on going
out, inquired the lady's name. George
Sand! There must have been a lot of head
shaking over the mutability of human affairs,
partioularly of Jove,when these former lovers
reached their respective homes. Sandeau,
I need hardly remind you, was the man—one
of the men—for whom Aurore Dudevant jeft
her husband. And they had forgotten
their very faces. Alas! Argues Nordau, for
the poet’s dream of love and its durability.

Having about exhausted his wisiting
list among contemporary poets and fiction
makers, Dr. Nordau invades the theatre,
with the result that in 1918 he will publish
another book explaining that he waa too
severe on Dumas fila, De Bornier, Brieux,
Paul Hervieu, Donnay, de Curel, Jacques,
Normand, Octave Mirbeau, Sardou, Jules
Lemalttre and Edmond Rostand, for these
are the men treated. Incidentally, he hurls
a large lump of mud at D'Annunzio, who s
called every name in the rogues’ calendar.
Why? For simply daring to write as he
pleases and not as Nordau wishes. But
*decadent” no longer means anything—
unless, indeed, it is an honorable appella-
tion. Usually it rignifies talent of an un-
usual order.

One thing we can't help noting. Ooctave
Mirbeau was called crétin for praising
Maeterlinck in 1890. He certainly overdid
the busineas when he termed him the *Bel-
gian 8hakespeare.” Nordau foamed at the
mouth — metaphorically speaking — when
he considered this slip of Mirbeau’s. Be-
hold in “Vus du Dehors" Mirbeau is a
big, strong talent. He is poet, dra-
matist, critic and the very devil of a
good fellow! Is it possible that Nordau
has discovered all this through personal
acquaintance? Perhaps the funniest thing
in the book is the reason he gives for his
attack upon the De Maupassant memorial
in the Parc Monoeau--~the nurse girls and
jeunes filles might ask the name of the
naughty man, and what could a virtuous
mamma answer?

A brief résumé of the opinions of the
author on the modern French stage will
not elevate one's opinion as to his eritical
acuity. We prefer Augustin Filon, Brander
Matthews, Charles Henry Melteer and other
writers on the theme,

Dumas the younger, we discover, suffered
from a form of Cesarean madness, known
as delusions of grandeur. He once was
unlucky enough to say that he wished
he had been born a dictator. That phrase
suited the Nordau horoscope. Liszt onoce
wished to be a diplomat. What boy has
not yearned to be an engine driver, a fire-
man, a President or a policeman? Nordau,
furthermore, discovers the fact that Dumas
all his life long inveighed against conven-
tional marriage because he was bom out
of wedlock; that he sympathised with the
cocolte for similar reasons, and a lot more
of the same sort. Dumas wrote as he did
not because of subjective *“impulsions,”
but because he was, like most Pariasian
dramatists, an opportiynist. If the Nacquet
divorce bill had passed a quarter of a ocen-
tury earlier Dumas would have produced
some thrilling plays on the evils of divoroe
in family ife. What Nordau or anti-
humorista of his type never see is that
a dramatist is first an artist, then a soclal
agitator. It is so with Ibhsen; it was so
with Dumas. The shook of the battle, and
the clash of situations are the desirable
things. Let life manufacture them; the
dramatist will fashion them for the foot-
lights.

Therefore the folly of asoription to an
author of all the ideas and acts of his char-
acters. Some day the worthy Nordsu may
realizs this. He pitches into Henri de
Bornier for “La Fila de I'Aretin,” net be-
ocsuse of its dulness Alone, but for the seleo-
tion of euch a character. The one thing
of interest in the article on M. de Brisuz and
his three or four plays is the violent attack

on Ferdia'wd Brunetidre, whome narrow-

*The Psychology |
of Alexander Dumas fils” opens the series. |
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neess of critieal vision actually geta on
Nordau's nerves,

We all recall this solemnn little man who
spoke so pontifically of the Bankruptoy
of Science. What science? one is forced
to ask. Nordeu, unconsciously recog-
nising a kindred spirit, lashes with inky
scourges the lamentable provinolalisms
of this professor. M. de Brieux comes in for
his share because he floats with the times
and utilizes the popular feeling against
sclence in clerical circles for his plays.
Suppose his scientific characters are weak
In science; they furnish good subject matter
for the dramatista. Paul Hervieu's pow-
erful “Les Tenailles® and “La Loi de
I'Homme,” are castigated because the
author poses a problem and Jdoes not offer
the solution. This is very unoritical,
brother Max. What has the dramatist
to do with social or religious prophylactios?
Sufficlent it he sets before us, ncoording
to the conventions of the theatre, a theals
dramatically considered. All the rest bLe-
longa to the provinoe of the pulpit.

aurice Donnay also comes in for his
share of hard knocks, He is “blageur” of
the Chut Noir order. He writes tho comédis
rosse, and in “Te Torrent” emulates “Roa-
mersholm,” “A Doll's House "and “The Pillars
of Soclety ” of Ibsen. There is a superadded
dash of Jean Jacques Rousrean and George
Band. There are some strong situations In
“La Douloureuse,” but Nordau won't have
the piece. It is not a matire on real life;
Donnay e not a painter of Parisian manners,
&c., the very things for which he has
been acclaimed. And Nordau aotually, in
the course of a review of “Comment Finit
I'Amour® srn.h\ enthusiastioally of Yo/réig,
the faithful ona who awaited for years the
return of Peer “yng—the most expresaive
figure that Ishen has created—what's this?
We rub our eyea with amazement. Prala-
ing Iheen—Nordau? What next?

The article on Frangois de Curel is long
and rather interesting. Nordau believes
that this aristocratic dramatist, who Is
at once a man of talent and a million-
aire—oh, happy conjuuction'—should cease
his Ibeen imitatione—as in “L'Envers d'une
Salute,* which is Redeoca West in “Ros-
mersholm”™—and dramatize Siameee twins,
both ladies very much attached to each
other. A young man worships one, the
other doesn't admire him. Here is tragedy
of an exotic character for the exotlo taste
of De Curel. The analysis of “La Fille
Sauvage” is not without ita justification.
Of Octave Mirbeau we have spoken. “lLes
Mauvais Bergers® ia treated. Without Zola's
“Germinal® and Hanptmann's *Weavers,”
this anarchist tragedy would never have
seen the light. Perhaps Sardou is pulled
to pieces for his “Spiritisme”—rather
late in the day. New York did the same
when the play was produced at the Knicker-
bocker Theatre nearly a cdecade ago. No
necessity of blaming RBardou for selecting
the theme. S8piritualimn was in the air--
still is. Sardou is sald to bs a believer.
Even if he were not, he is at liberty to deal
with the matter. Again we repeat—the
majority of dramatists are opportuniate.
That the piece was “a farce of adultery”
and a failure has nothing to do with the
playwright's prerogative of selection.

The case of Jules Lemaitre is speedily
disposed of; his pet aversion, Gsorges Ohnet,
the Hall Caine of Paris, is “revenged,”"
according to Nordau in the critic's play
“L'Atné=.®" Onpe fails to waee the point,
especially as this brilliant and sympathetic
critic has written several beautiful books
and plays. As a espiritual stepson of
Renan, his amiable irony and delicate
humor must make him very trying reading
for the Hungarian Nordau.

Really, why does a man who hates art,
who is a self-confessed philistine, write
so much of {t? What are its facinations
for him? He has no sense of beauty; he
entertains a blind hatred againat success: has
ha even the axcuse of being poefe mangue?
After reading the Nordau plays and novels
one begins to understand. He is devoid
of talent, of style, of genius. Hence these
furious assaultings of the ssrene masters
in their towers of ivory.

Fdmond Rostand is the final subject for
the Nordau scalpel. He recognizes that
Rostand recognized the perpetual demand
hy children, great and small, for fairy tales.
“Cyrano” is one, “L'Aliglon® {s another.
Both are romantic theatrical ocaramels
sweet in the mouth of Frenchmen. Why
complain of this playwright's ignorance of
psychology? “L'Aiglon” is not & drama,
but suitable for a text accompanying the
*Ombres” of Caran d'Ache at the old CAhat
Noir, he asserts. It is also, he declares,
latar on, the canticle of canticles of ehan-
rinteme.  After all, why criticise a oriti.
clsm of a criticism of a oritic? It is as
futile as composing A sonnet on a sonnet
that has for the theme the S8onnat!

JAMRs HUNEKER.

FOREST FIRES IN NEW JERSEY.

It Is Found That & Large Part of Them
Are Kindled by Lecometives.

The annual report of the State Geologist
of New Jersey for 1002 contains a map
showing the forest areas that were de-
stroyed by fire last year. Only a few small
fires occurred north of Raritan Bay, but
the southern two-thirds of the State shows
on the map a goodly sprinkling of black
spots where the forests were destrayed.

The largest fire ooourrad on May 9 in
Burlington and Ocean oounties, a little
iniland from Barnegat, where 75,000 acres
were burnad over, the fire extending to
the coast and continuing for ten l;fay-.
burning over a tract twenty miles long and
from one to eight miles wide. Rains finally
put it out.

‘The [ittle village of Jungs Neock was in
great danger of bheing destroyed and a
oconsiderable amount of fine pine and cedar
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The statistios of the
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Nearly all were started near railroad tracks
by sparks ting dry leaves or grass,
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IN BETHLEHEM WITH BACH.

A REMARKABLE MUSIC FESTIVAL
A WEEK LONG.

Six Days Deveted te the Performance of
the Profeundest of Chureh Muste—
The Artistle and Religiens Comme-
nity of Meravians in the Lehigh Valley.

The typioal musio festival is not always
a thing of beauty nor a joy evea for a faw
brief hours. But out in the little town of
Bethlshem, Pa., will begin to-morrow a
festival of unique nature. For six daye
neople will listen to the works ol the su-
preme master of the most profound and
complex form of musio, the polyphonie.
Bethlshem is about to hold ite third festival
of the musio of Johann Sebastian Bach,
and Ro great waa the fame of the previous
two that this one is to be the most ambi-
tious of the kind ever attempted in this
oountry. A little over three years ago Beth-
lehem, for more than a century a home of
religious musio, was unknown as such to
the outer world. But on March 27, 1800,
in the old Moravian Church, Bach’s B minor
mass was given in ite entirety for the
first time in America. Bowe wandering
busyborlies of the press made record of this
significant incident and when it became
known that in May, 1901, the same church
would be the soene of a three days’ festival
of Bach's musio, in which the *Christmas
Oratorio,” the “St. Matthew Paseion” and
the B minor mass would all be performed,
men began to wonder what manner of com-
munity it was that in the calm seclusion
of the Lehigh Valley prepared such musical
wonders.

This year another festival was announced,
more opulent In riches of the old time than
the last previous one. Beginning to-morrow
it will continue till Saturday night,and while
the same three great works that were heard
two years ago will be its central figures,
the plan is now mare elaborate and inter-
esting. The moving spirit In the ent er-
prise and the author of the plan of the
programmes is J. Fred Wolle, the organ-
ist of the Moravian Church. He will con-
duct the conosrts and he it was who organ-
izad the Bethlehem chorus of 110 fresh
and vigarous voices. He it was who in-
spired the singers with an enthusiasm quite
uncommon and who made them willing to
undertake a number of rehearsals appal-
ling to contemplate.

The featival in the course of ita six days
is to present music of Bach treating of the
life of Christ. The first two days embody
the Christmas thought, the birth of the
Bavior. As a sort of prelude to-morrow
evening will be sung the cantata, “Sleepers
Wake” and the “Magnificat.” These will
be followed on Tueaday by the great Christ-
mas oratorio. The next two days deal
with the aocomplishment of the mission
of Chriet upon earth, the Wednesday musio
serving as a sort of introduction to that of
Thursday. On the former day will be given
the erecond Brandenburg concerto for
orchestra, and the two solo cantatas,
“Strike, oh strike, long looked for hour,”
and “1 with my cross staff gladly wander.”

On Thursday the masterpiece of all
oratorio, the marvellous “8t. Matthew
Passion,” will be sung. The last two days
deal with the Ascension and the proclama-
tion of the faith of the church. On Friday
the Easter cantata, “The heavens laugh,®
and the Ascension cantata, “God goeth up
with shouting,” will be sung, and on Batur-
day the festival will come to an end with
the B minor mass, in which, though using
a Catholic form, Bach expressed with over-
whelming eloquence the Protestant spirit.
The scheme is admirable in its purpose,
for it preserves the fundamental beauty of
the Bethlehem idea, namely, the religious
thought. It makes the festival logical in
idea and places before the hearer in a
striking order some of the moet potent
ecclesiastical utterances of the greatest
of all Protestant composers

How does it happen that thie minor
Pennsylvania city has marched so speedily
to a position in the forefront of musical
undertaking in this land?

Bethlehem is two hours' ride from New
York by the Black Diamond express on
the Lehigh Valley Rallroad. It is fifty-five
milee north of Philadelphia, and has a
population of about 21,000, including that
of South Bethleham, which is the seat of
Lehigh University and the famous Bethle-
hem Steel Works. Bethlehem proper has
about 8,000 souls of whom 2,000 are Mo-
ravians, and these dominate the religious
and musical life of the town. But no
mere cataloguing of figures and facts can
give any conception of the sweet seclusion
of this town, {t8 pristine freshnees pre-
served throughout a century and a half
of modern progress, its purity of atmos-
phere, and its gentle self-centring of
interests. For Bethlehem, in , the
railroad and the telegraph bring o the
busy world beyond the mountain, but they
do not mar the peacefulness of the place
itself. On a festival morning Bethlehem
might be a thousand miles from any Ameri-
can city.

Whence came the concentred musical
\ife of this town? It came with the Mo-
ravian founders, who waere colonists from
Hernnhut, the ancient hame of theie Church.
These Moravianas were originally part of
the Church of the Bohemian Brethren,
which had a definite existenoe as far back
an 14¢7. They had split off from the original
organization and had settled in 1722 on
the lands of the plous young Count Zin-
zendorf, in Saxony olose to the Austrian
frontier, In 1737 Zinzendorf became their
first Bishop and to him much of the organiza-
tion and discipline of the Church is trace-
able. The members of the community
were divided -into “bands,” whioch met to
exchange axperiences, pray and sing. Then
there was a special diviafon into “choirs,”
which consisted reepoctively of unmarried
men, unmarriad women, married couples,
widowers, widows, boys and girls. This
is still maintained.

The church exercised a atriot supervision
over all the acts of ita membhers, even to
matters of trade. Love feaste were intro-
duced by Zinsendorf, and are still kept
up. He taught that death was the begin-
ning of & joyous journey, and it was there-
fore celebrated by the sounding of a chorale
by trumpets, or more lately by trombones,
and each “ohoir™ had ite specified death
tune, The wservice of the church was
planned on liturgiosl lines, and to-day hasa
family resemblance to that of the Church
of England, the radical difference being the
employment of the Lutheran chorale in-
stead of the anthems descended from the
forms of the Roman Churoh. In the sing-
ing of thesa choralen the entire congregation
always took part,and It is to this practive,
with the cansequent general familiarity of
all Moravians with ohoral music, that the
present strongly musioal nature of this
church is dus. The hymn was the daily
spiritual recreation of these people. Zin-
sendorf himself was & oonstant hymn
writer, and it wasto a hymn that the present
town of Bsthlehem owed its name. Like
other religious sects the Moravians found
some difficulty in following the dictates of
their own consclences in Europe,and began
to emigrate to this country. In 1741 they
founded the town of Bethlehem.
in that year only one house had been built,
Zingendorf oame to' visit the'mew ocom-
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ing authorities, and these marked pieces are now available to
owners of the Metrostyle Pianola.

The Metrostyle Pianola therefore enables anyone, not
only to play a composition upon the piano, but also to inter-
pret it as correctly and artistically as a finished pianist.

Playing a composition with the Metrostyle Pianola prac-
tically amounts to taking'a lesson from the musician or pianist
who marked the roll, and the immense value to the public of
thus having such eminent instructors cannot be overestimated.

Pianela with Metrestyl # $300.
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munity, and toward midnight of Christmas
eve he led the little eongregation in singing
Adam Drese's hymn:

Not Jerusalem, lowly Bethlehem

'Twas that gave us Christ to suve us,

It was a hymn written by Drese when he
was court chapel master at Arnstadt and
Sebastian Bach was organiat. And from
this hymn the little assembly on that Chriet-
mas eve took the auggestion to call their
lowly settlement Bethlehem. It wseemed
as if the spirit of old Bach were present
from the very beginning out yonder in the
Lehigh Valley.

And now for the musical history of this
community. It began with ite birth, for
the grand old Lutheran chorale came from
Europe with the settlers and there ocame
also the active missionary spirit of their
Church, which leads it to endeavor to spread
abroad the cultivation of religious musio.
As early as 1743 flutes, horns and viols ep-
peared in the service of the Church, and in

1746 began the use of the solemn and affect-
ing quartets of trombones, which is still |
employed, and which is one of the most |
touching beauties of the festival. In 1744 |
the theological students of the town formed !
a musical club, and in 1748 the first organ |
entered the town. In 1746 no less a person |
than Benjamin Franklin wrote to his wife |
that he had heard very fine music in Bethle- |
hem, and that the organ wae associated |
with flutes, oboes, horns and trumpets. !

In 1780 Bethlehem had fifteen instru-
mental players on violins, violas, ‘celios, |
horns, flutes, oboes and trumpets. In !
1800 a bassoon came to town, and in 1808 |
a double bass. In 1796 a string quartet |
was organized and the music of good old |
Papa Haydn was ite daily food, for in the |
same year the Rev. Emanuel Nitschman |
brought to Bethlehem the first coples of
the quartets. He was himself a violinist .
and one of the first violins in the first Beth-
lehem Orchestra. |

In 1808 was organised a society for the |
purpose of giving musical performances, |
and in thirteen years thia soclety gave 241 |
concerts, though the receipts were at all |
times extremely small. Parts of Haydn's
“Creation” were given by this soclety as
early as 1811. In 1820 it took the title of
Betlilehem Philbarmonio Soclety, and the
olimax of {ts uselfulness was reached in
1878. It had in 1870 an orchestra of twenty-
five. These players were amateurs, and
to this day the work of amateur instru-
mental playere {5 a feature of the music of
Bethlehem. At the festival of 1901, most
of the orchestral players were amateurs,
but this year the Philharmonic Orchestra
will be employed. Of this feature of the
musical life of the town H. E. Krehbiel
wrote two ysars ago:

“It doea not appear that Bethlehem dif-
fers to any great extent from other Ameri-
can oities of ita size in the cultivation of
instrumental music, except poesibly in the
earnestness which has so remarkable an
illustration in the willingness of amateurs
to go through the drudgery of rehearsals
weak after week., month after month, for
the sake of the festival. Thia earnestness,
however, may be the fruit of tradition.
Bethlehem's musicians, at the time when
the town's apecifically Moravian culture
was at its height, were not professional
practitioners, but tradesmen, mechanics
and farmers, who in their oultivation of
the art performed a duty to the church,
while they satisfied their artistic predi-
lections. There was, indeed, little use for
professional musicians so long as the Mo-
ravian influences were dominant. Musical
instruction was given-in the sohools and
there was no fleld for the theatre and dance
orchesatras.

‘It is mald that though there were 100
violiniats in the town, dancing parties at
the hotels had to send elsewhere for their
music up to 1000, for dancing was forbid-
den by the moral code of the Church. . Muslo

of these organists, who served the congre-
gation in rotation a week at a time, were
simple and continual enough, yet Mr. Grider
says they were required to know about
four hundred church tunes, and to be able
to play them in any key the officiating min-
ister might start them, it being the custom
for the minister to begin singing without
announcement, leaving the organist and
the congregation to join in as soon as they
could catch the words and the tune.”

The ministers of the church were fre-
quently enthusiastic amateur musicians,
and some of them were even composers.

As for the congregation, it sang from its

infancy, for singing was one of its birth-
righta, The Church of the Bohemian

Brethren, from which it was a branching !

shoot, was the forerunner of the Lutheran

! atands clear on all four sides.

|

Church in congregational singing. and the |

hymn, the great German chorale, which

Bach afterward utilized in his works to |

typify and embody the spirit of Protestant-
ism, was one of the preclous heritages

descended from the earliest history of the |

Hussites, Martin Luther was glad to use !
some of these old Hussite hymns in his

oollection.

The significance of this piece

of history in relation to the Bach festivals !

at Bethlehem cannot be overrated.
The liturgical character of the Moravian
servioe and the musical inclinations of the

| run broad walks.

people bring the Bethlehem congregation '

into sympathy with the Bach works in their
general aspects, but the inherited love
of the German hymn makes the chorales
of the Bach compositions stand to these
Moravians as a direct and personal utter-
anoce of their own religious lives, They

days in the town. Picture first the old
square stone church, standing on a corner
on the side of a hill, the narrow end of the
edifice facing the street. The leveling of
the street in front of it has cut away the
ground so that the church is situated on an
elevation some eight feet above the side-
walk, a stone wall confining the ground
of the lawn. Broad flights of steps on both
sides lead from the street level up to the
entrances. One long side of the building
runs up a side street, The other side faces
a narrow roadway leading to the burying
ground in the rear. and there is an alley
along the other end, so that the building
The rising
of the ground makes the upper end level
with the street. The building is plain

. and severe in its rectangular lines. The

white belfry towera abov. in old-fashioned
simplicity.

Beyond the church lies the burving
ground, the most solemnly beautiful place
of the kind one can conceive. There are
no monuments, no carved headstones
Over each grave lies a flat slab, with the
name and particulars of the dead inseribed
upon it. The dead are buried in sections
according to their choirs—the single people
here, the married there. Among the graves
If it is desired to give
special prominence to a dead person, he
is buried in the centre of a walk. Over-

| head grand old trees spread their protect-

| mur the gentle winds of heaven.

have known these Bach hymn tunes from |

childhood. Their fathers and their fathers’
fathers sang them before they themselves
were born. Down through all the centuries
from the foundation of their church and
their brotherhood, these hymns have been
the voice of the people and the voice of
God. Could anything bring Bach closer
to their hearts?

Already a musical people, a people with

! whom music has always been the sister

and the handmaid of religion, they find
in the profoundest of all musical com-
positions thelr own beloved hymns em-
ployed by a master musician to apeak to
all the world the very thoughts which they
themselves have always held most sacred.
It is this deep-seated sympathy with the
master whom they study that makes the
Moravian singers of the Bethlehem chorus
willing to rehearse four times a week for
six months in order to perform this music
Rerfectly. It is the splendid and glowing
enthusiasm of the religious devotee that
lies behind the success of the Bethlehem
festivals. It has spread beyond the Mora-
visus, and many of the choristers are of
other sects, but all have the same lovely
enthusiasm.

A word about the pealing of the trom-
bones. It has been noticed that the be-
ginning of the great journey into the here-
after is ocelebrated musically in Bethlehem
by the use of trombones. This custom
dates back to the earliest days of the town.
A trombone quartet is employed, and in
Bathlehem one can hardly hear the seldom
used but wonderfully beautiful soprano
trombone. You cannot stay long in Beth-
lehem without hearing this trombone quar-
tet engaged in ita solemn duty of announc-
ing the death of some member of the con-
gregation. The ocongregation is divided
into choire, and for each choir there is a
specified chorale.

dangerously ill, and all the members of
the church know it, the intoning from the
belfry of the church of the chorale assigned
to the married brothers or the unmarried
sisters tells the town that another soul
has left ite earthly tenement. The playing
of the significant chorales is always pre-
by one utterance of the paasion
+ known to all Germans, the lovely
Haupt voll Blut and Wunden,” used
Bach in his Passion. It is impossible
describe the effact of this trombone
quartet bheard in the belfry of the church.
6 musiocal effect ever so thoroughly carries
one out of his surroundings as this one,
whioh sounded like some solemn invitation
from the temples of a historic past.
'‘And now to describe briefly the festival

ing branches. Under their boughs mur-
For the
rest the peace of immortality broods upon
this place.

Go into the church the day befora the
festival while a rehearsal is in progress
A square, pale audience chamber you find.
with the austere pulpit at one end and a
gallery, choir and organ loft at the other
Straight-backed pews run across the cham-
ber In rigid rows. But this church is an
ideal place for a Bach festival. It is sweat
with the moods of an ancient and simple

i piety,and its atmosphere will re-creata for

you your conoeption of the St. Thomas and
St. Niocholas churches of Leipsic, which
knew Bach in the flesh. Scattered about
among the pews you will see a soore of
women engaged in sewing, for work never
ceases in this Moravian church, while two
or three men will drop in and listen for &
time with bent heads and grave faces.
The rich polyphony of Bach floats upon the
alr like a benison from the past. It breathes
the thought of that religion which makes
the Moravians what they are.

The next day is the first of the festival.

i The announcement of the hour of the con-

cert is made by the playing of a chorale

| by the trombone choir in the belfry of the

church. The majestic harmonies ﬁogf
down to the earth like the callof the muezaia
from the Oriental minaret. People &
standing about the street in summer drefily
the women in filmy gownsand barehesded.
It is like a day at Baireuth. Al move
toward the church. There you find the
congregation sitting as at a church service
with backs to the choir gallery, where as-
semble the chorus and orchestra, the con-
ductor and the soloists. On the pulpit
platform are seats facing the gallery. The
performance begins. Mr. Wolle plays the
chords for the recitatives on a piano. He
oconducts with his hands, having no time to
pick up and lay down a baton. His orches-
tra, mostly amateurs, with a few profes-
slonals to play the rarer parta—the oboet
and the olarinets—is filled with enthusiasm
But the central power is the chorus.
which has rehearsed four times a week for
ayear. And when the chorales are reached
which are scattered through these worke
of Bach, the audience arises and, facing
around towarnd the gallery, joina In singing
them, just as congregations did n the old
St. Thomas Chureh of Leipsic. And there
is no applause. Boloists do not rise and
bow. Choruses are not,repeated in answef
to the imperious demand of a delighted
publio. All s conducted as it was in Bach'®
day, as if {t were a service of the church
and you fee| that for once in your life you
are hearing theee things in sorne such man-
ner as their: creator intended them to be
heard. For two hours, beginning st ¢
o'clock in the afternoon, you sit and listen
to Bach. Then you g0 home to dins~




