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singing numbers only. But the two songs

he gave should entitle him to a place
amongst the high gods of blue melody.

His Last Night on the Back Porch (I loved

her best of all) must remain with his
audience as much a living personality as

though Williams had sung it. While
Waiting for the Evening Mail came to

such life as to seem to walk right out the
front gate (I ain't done no wrong) where
two thousand people are no doubt still

chuckling over it, leaving the forlorn Mr.
W. where high art momentarily always

leaves the artist—in the lurch. Mr. W’s.
gesticulations are a bit more than half of
his performance and permit of no doubt
as to his talent as an actor. As the saying
has it, he was the life of the party, and

one hopes to see him again both here and

hereafter. His accompanist, Mr. K., on

the piano, left no gaps in the act.

Trombonology, played by Messers E. L.,
H. J., A. W. P., G. M. and E. C. recalls
the fact that the principles underlying the
now ancient success of ragtime, Alex-
ander's Ragtime Band and the later com-
bination of rag and jazz in At the Dark-
town Strutter's Ball, are still very much
active. Anyone “afraid of the noise” of a

trombone had no cause for complaint in
this instance for there was no noise, simply
good ragtime harmony and melody. Rag-

time and jazz seem to separate somewhere
between the trombone and the saxaphone
when these instruments are used predom-

* inantly, but the division is of one of intui-
tion rather than of analysis. Even Trombon-
ology carried over into modern jazz. This
was partly due to the accompaniment by
the band, but more to the musical sense
and ability of each of the placers.' These
men are an asset to any musical organ-
ization and their selection was a feature
of the program.

An encore number, My Sweetie Went
Away, played by Messers A. J. C., xylo-
phone, G. Y., clarinet, T. L. G., saxaphone,
J. C. C., saxaphone, and A. W. P., trom-
bone, made an especially pleasing combin-
ation for popular selection. Their’s is
the sort of music one is continually hoping
to hear in vaudville before one has oc-
cupied at different times every seat in the
house. The saxaphone quintette, played
by Messers T. L. G., J. C. C., J. J. H.,
R E. M. and E. H., offered a selection of
seasonable pieces with all of the adjectives
of verve thrown in. The players in these
two group numbers are each a member
of the Minnesota State Prison Concert
Band and the success of that organization
is made possible to a considerable extent
by the ability they displayed in these sel-
ections.

Professor R. J. Reichkitzer as director
of the foregoing contributions proves him-
self to be a person of considerable scope

and artistic perceptivities. But it is in
his ability as a director of the ensemble,
as an interpreter of symphonic poems in
music, that he shows himself to the fullest
extent. The use he makes of Sousa’s Stars
and Stripes is nothing if not elevating.
This is a thrilling piece with dramatic
qualities and tempts one to compare it
with the yet unknown “great national
epic.” The professor makes use, in the
latter part of the piece, of a bank of trom-
bones, the same as performed in Trom-
bonology, with a surprising lyrical effect.
After listening to this piece under his di-
rection one is lead to wish its acception as
the national anthem. Port Washington,
Long Island, and Stillwater have com-
bined to produce a splendid piece of music.

Stradella, by Flotow, is as fine a bit of
overture as one could ask. The professor
has interpreted this, as he has handled
Barnard’s oratorio King of the Night, with
a sensitive feeling for whole and half
tone harmonics. Both of these overtures
demand a highly skilled and trained or-
ganization held together by a capable arid

perceptive leader, and there can be no
doubt but that each of these qualities en-
tered into the performance. The B flat
clarinets are exquisite, intellectual is the
word, and sink an elevated shaft into
consciousness of the listener. The professor
has given this music a vivid personality.

March of the Mannikins by Onlvas, a
characteristic, Moonlight in Florida by

Storm, a novelette, and Valse Romantique,
Alpine Sunset, by King, are three selec-
tions that return the auditor, by stages, to

a more normal mood. These, well placed
in the program, and played with fine skill,
are further evidences of the professor’s
sense of program effect. The last named,
False Romantique, is a remarkably

rhythmical and beautiful waltz which this
organization might well play at King
James’ court. Among the lighter pieces
selectidns from Little Nellie Kelly by
Cohan, Midnight Rose, a fox trot encore

by Lou Pollock, Broken Hearted Melody,
an encore number written by Isham Jones,
and Peanuts with the saxaphone quintette,
are highly entertaining. As an exponent
of modern tendencies in popular music
the director and his concert band are all
to the good. In the absence of Isham Jones’
orchestra, which specializes in jazz, our

institutional band, which does not, is a
better substitute than one could consistently
hope for. The audience liked it and the
players appeared to enjoy playing, and
that, as a combination, is more than a

great deal.

The final piece on the program, Gounod’s
Faust, deserves special comment. It is, so
one is told, an exhuasting piece to per-

form; the players at its conclusion find
themselves enervated. A similar feeling
takes place in the emotions of the aud-
ience, for the profundity of Gounod’s com-
position is such that a return to normal,
to everyday sounds and their resultant
states of feeling, is to tumble suddenly
from the spiritual pinnacles and light

flatly on the surrounding plane of medi-
ocrity. The answer to this is of course that
after hearing Faust it matters little where
one lands. Our musical director handles
the baton as a baton and not as a baby;
he avoids the dramatic bodily movements

with an economy of gesture rare in musi-
cal directors who seem on the whole to

agree amongst themselves that their aud-
ience is there to see them perform—Pro-
fessor Reichkitzer has his conception of
Faust clearly before him at all times and
he goes about transcribing this conception
with precision and despatch. There are

probably as many different presentations
of a composition as there are directors who
play it, provided they don’t imitate one
another too closely. Some will be better
than others, in proportion as the director’s
ability and his “idea” of the piece is
greater and more accurate than the ability
and accuracy of the “idea” of another
director. This necessarily presupposes an
organization of equal ability in each case.
The prison concert band is considerably
above the average of local musical organi-
zations, that is of any organization which
must select its members from a given lo-
cality; and the Professor’s direction is
rather mofe than considerably above the
average ability of local professional di-
rectors. Faust is probably as good and as
difficult a test of both organization and
director as can be conveniently named.
Its several motifs have proved the down-
fall of more than one ambitious manager,
and will doubtless trip many another.
The Anvil Chorus has been mutilated
so often that, with or without lightning
effects, one is prone to shy whenever the
first note is sounded. It is with pleasure,
with beautitude, then, that an intelligent
audience listens to Professor Reichkitzer’s
presentation of this symphony. And it is
with difficulty, through the forced habit
of thinking of Faust in terms of negation
or abuse, that one attempts a review of
so unusual an occurrence as a happy and
pleasing rendition of Gounod’s composi-

tion. After hearing the Professor’s Faust
it is hoped that he and his band of mu-
sicans will worship oftener at the shrines
of the great composers.

There seems little use in attempting to

divide and deal out the laurels after Sun-
day’s performance. They fall where they
list. A number of the numbers of the
band were absolutely raw material when
they came under Professor Reichkitzer’s
direction, and what he has done for them
may be seen from the unquestionable suc-
cess of thfc concert. "Much credit is due
all round. Nor should Warden J. J. Sulli-
van, whose authority and assistance made
possible the afternoon’s entertainment, be
forgotten. Many thanks are due him and
his deputies from both the public and the
Pierian Chautauqua Circle members, and
the appreciation of the latter body is free-
ly made known.

The Circle also owes a debt of grati-
tude to Professor R. J. Reichkitzer for his
untiring energy and voluntary cooperation
in so ably arranging and artistically pre-
senting the concert program. Mr. J. O.
Tally is to be thanked as well for the
refreshments which were served to the
band and Circle members at the close of
the entertainment. The coffee, to repeat a
remark overheard, was “larrupin’ good.”
And lastly, in appreciative regard for the
individual entertainers and the members
of the prison band as individuals, it is
hoped that they received as much pleasure
and as great a satisfaction from their ef-
forts as did the audience who, however
they came to be enlightened, went away

highly entertained.
Following is a reproduction of the after-

noon’s program:

Address of Welcome, President, Pierian
Chautauqua Circle, Mr. O. N.

March—Stars and Stripes Sousa
Overture —Stradella Flotow
Selection—Little Nellie Kelly Cohan
Vocal Solo—That Old Gang of Mine, Rose

Mr. G. F.

Valse Romantique—Alpine Sunset King
Midnight Rose —(Encore) Lou Pollack
Vocal and Instrumental Solos—Selected—

Mr. J. L.

Piano Solo—Kitten on the Keys Confrey
No! No! Nora!(encore)

Erdman
Mr. W. K.

Characteristic—March of the Manikins
Onivas

Trombonology—(Encore)
Messrs. H. J., A. W. P., G. M., E. L., E.C.
Overture—King of the Night Barnard
Broken-hearted Melody—(Encore)

Xylophone Solo—Air Varie, My Old
Kentucky Home Fisher

Mr. A. J. C.
My Sweetie Went Away—(Encore)

R. Turk
(Accompanied by Messrs. A. W. P.

T. L. G., G. Y., J. C. C.
Saxophone Quintette —Selected

Messers. T. L. G., J. C. C., J. J. H.
R. E. M., E. H. >

Peanuts—(Encore-) a.

Saxaphones and Band

Vocal Solos—Last Night on the Back
Porch Brown
Waiting for the Evening Mail Baskette

Mr. E. W.
Grand Selection—Faust Gounod
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REEL in.

The Plot Thickens
“You see,” she explained. “When you

were telling me your troubles on the boat,
I was actively engaged—l should say mar-
ried—in fleeing a man—a monster! and
his name was—and, for aught I know
still is—John Graham.”

He swept her to his breast, crushed her
clothes and closer. Her arms encircling
held her wooer to her. For a space they

stood thus—and even more so. Then she
put him away—for a space—a narrow

space.
“You see it was this way. Grandfather

died and left me a hundred million dol-
lars. He was a partner of old Graham.
He got romantic about John and me getting
married. So I married John, though he

.is seventy and I twenty-one. But im-
mediately after the ceremony I took the
boat for Nome, intending to die or perish
in the attempt.” k

At that moment old Potluk, the cook,
approached. “Gent in the office to see you.”

Entering the room, Alan Holt recog-

nized Rossland, one of John Graham’s
sneakret agents.

“Holt,” said Rossland cheerily, “you’ve
got ten thousand reindeer and one Mrs.
John Graham. I offer you five hundred
thousand dollars for the lot.”

“My God! Rossland,” Alan hissed, “do
you dare to offer me this for my reindeer
and Mary? A half million dollars Why,
you hound, she’s worth a hundred million
dollars. Go, before I kill you where you

stand.”
REEL iv.

“He will come again, Alan. And with
him will come Mr. Graham and the min-
ions of him. My wicked husband will
leave no stone unturned to throw at me.”

Alan spoke, “Let us prepare for the min-
ions.”

He posted old Kodak in the attic with
a rifle. “Picture ahead, Kodak. Take them
as they come.” In the room below he took
his stand with Mary.

Suddenly voices were heard', commands,
and running footsteps, and old Kodak
taking snapshots. A savage roar of still
more savage rifles answered. A rain of
bullets'poured into the cabin, flooding it
with lead. The rising tide submerged
them.

“Out the kitchen door!” cried Holt, “and
away through the alley!”

REEL V.

Southpaw Steve’s Revenge
and

The Pill That Bounced

Up the mountain side they raced. At
last, refuge and safety on the roof of the
kloof! i

Their pursuers came on—old John Gra-
ham in the lead. The crash of a rifle,
and—Alan Holt tried to smile, even as a
red J>lot spread upon his forehead, and
he crumpled all up.

Suddenly there was John Graham’s
cruel, exultant face, his eyes blazing with
mad passion. Then his arms came about
her. Her slim body crumpled in his vice-
like grip.

And then a lithe, lean form hurtled
through the air from the ledge above,
sheer sixty feet into the cavern. And as it
hurtled it whipped out two guns and death
crashed from them. Several bystanders
were injured, some seriously, others in a
more or less humorous manner.

But not John Graham! He held the girl
before him as a shield. His huge and
bloated form was entirely screened by her
slender, lissome figure, so that not an inch
of him could be seen, except one fore-finger
curved around the trigger of an automatic
which protruded under her arm.

Then the intruder whirled upon them
and Mary saw the face of Southpaw Steve,
the Terror of Tundras, the only man in all
Alaska who could shoot a curved bullet!

Slowly Southpaw Steve took his- position
in the box, his eagle eye on Mary’s face.
She signaled for a fast hpshoot. His long
left arm revolved twice, as he wound up
for the supreme effort of his life, and then
—like a lightening flash—his gun spoke,
the bullet sped, curved in over the corner
of the plate, and—lodged in the heart of
John Graham.

“Striker out,” called Mary Graham
gleefully.

They turned Alan over and looked at
that terrible blot on his broad, white fore-
head. Then Southpaw cried aloud:

“He ain’t dead! The bullet hit him fair
between the eyes but—it bounced! Thank
God! it bounced!!”

“Quick,” cried the Widow Graham.
“Get a minister and a license here before
he comes to!”


