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way. Yet bhe is doing more, vastly
more, than could be dooe by the role
of revolution to bring Russia to free-
dom of thought and speech. The
Russian government trusts Tolstoy
and believes he will lift no band of
violence, and let nohand of violence
be lifted. against the powers. That is
d tremendous fact. There is no other
subject of the Czar that is not watched
and distrusted, there is no other man
alive that the government so believes
and trusts. There is- no other man
alive that Russia so admires and hon-
ors. There is no influence that is so
moulding the vast Panslavic empire
of the future. Very evidently here is
a man standing for prineiples larger
than selfism. He is simple-minded,
unaware of his greatness, and takes
no thought.

One thing is certain: Tolstoy does
not plead his example or preach as the
world knows preaching. He explains
hisconduct, but does not insist that
we be his disciples. He has sought
the truth and, as he thinks, found it.
He does not say that his truth must
be our truth. He chalienges us sim-
ply to seek heartily and honestly, and
cleave unto what we find. He has
made mistakes. He is doubtless tco
precipitous, but he is wholly in earn-
est. He believes that the Kingdom of
God shall come, and that it shall be a
goodly kingdom with infinite truth
for its security, and divine love as its
law. His doetrines are in some re-
spects shockingly unorthedox, but
men who profess the wish to follow
Christ like him are accepted in most
churches today. He is a soeialist,
unquestionably, but of the sort that
goes from the top downward, not from
the bottom upward. Tolstoy would
be the iast man in the world tosay
that brains and worth, that honesty
and industry are not paramount, and
indispensable, factors and forces in
the coming society, and that intellec-
tual insufficiency, and characterless-
ness, and sin are mortal evils. But
treat weakness with kindness, and sin
with charity and wmeekaess, and their
truculency departs. Ever since the
Renaissance and the Reformation we
have been making a new aristocracy
of brains and sectarian thoroughbred-
ism. Tolstoy would have this straight-
way merge into a Ltrue spiritual de-
mocracy of forbearance and good will.

L. A. SHERMAN.

All men are equal at their birth,
And once again when buried
in earth.

Murphy—Do yez moind the Dago sign
in the wicdow beyaot? O'Brien says it
manes there's a mon inside whot spakcs
Frinch.

Fiaovigan—Thin wby don't they put
it in English €0 ivery wan wouald kcow?
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“For thou art fair, dear boy.
and at thy birth

Nature and Fortune joined
to make thee great.”

Last week was one of some moment in
Pittsburg, for it was the week of Ethel-
bert Nevin's home-coming. There is
nothiog quite so icspiringly festive ss
that pight-kLefore-Christmas air of ex-
peclancy which a big town putson to
welccme one of its great ores home.
L'ke everyons else I had known Nevin's
sorgs cver eince I was old enough to
differentiate sounds at all. “Q, That
We Two Were Maying!" “Little Boy
Blue.” “There, Little Gitl, Don't Cry,”
“The Mill Song," *“Goodnight, God-
night, Beloved,” “When All the Land
Was White,” “La Vase Brige.” who is
there who dces not know them? I had
also known vaguely that h» was an
American, though that seemed rather
impoesibls. But to assceats him with
Pittsbuig bad never occurred to me,
and when [ discovered that he was the
younger brother of the proprietors of my
own paper, thea [ decided that in hfe it
is the unexpeced which happ os and
the impcssible which is true.

It wes with cucsidersble smothered
excit2ment thet I went to hear him at
his fizst recital at the Carnogie hall. 1
had been reading about him all winter
and I wes rather afraid the actoal arti
cle might not come up to all tkat had
been writ'ea and eaid of him. When
tha stage door at last opened, Listwo
pupils who had coxe down with him to
sing his rongs came first, and then there
stepped, cor rather s¢prang, upon the
siage a youth ecarcely five fe«t three in
height, with the elender, sloping shou!-
ders and shapely hips of a girl, and that
was Nevin! Ba-ely iwo-and-thirty in
fact, with the face of a boy of twenty. 1
have rever se:n a face that mirrored
every shade of thought, every fleeting
mood £o0 quickly and vividly, and I hyvs
pever eeen a fuce so cxuberantly glo-i-
ously young. The shepherd boys wio
piped in the Vals of Tempe copiuries
azoize might bave lookad like that, or
Virgils Meniclas, when Le left his flock
b:neath ths spreading brech tree acd
cime joyous to the coatest of scog. It
i3 not th:t his face 1s come'y, fsr from
il: it is the youth and Joy of him, the
lyriz soul t-at thines through. But
here, I will quote whit a great man hes
said of bim, a critic and a man of re.

Berve:

“l know of no man whoee face isso
truly that of a post-oze who has lived
in Arcadie—and walked, too, among the
shadows and in the cloister of life, Ha
has sl #»a)s reminded me of the Rapbael
in Van Vondel's drama—he who came
down brightly 1o plead with Lucifer in
the shedowe. To me there is alwaya an
elemect of the mirsculousin the mun of
gevius.”

He did nct tura to his piano at oncs,

he stood like & happy boy pleaged at the
warmth of his reception, emiling and
biwing t> old friecds in the audience.
Aodia truth that auvdience was almo:t
a family affair. The:e were strange pec-
ple seated here acd therein that “ce'e=r"
compiny; the mivister in whose cho'r
this great man had sung when he wasa
boy, tke old man to whose apple orchard
he had made claadestine nce'nrnal vis
its, the but:ker of whose b'g deg he us:d
1o b2 afraid, the old lady who cnce tied
up his leg for him when he tore iten a
‘ocust thoro, the teachsrs acd instruct-
ors who had proncuse:d bim a dures
and painted Jark pictures of his future
becavte he could rot learn the wulti.
plication table, they were zll there.
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I sball give his prcgran me in full, for

it e rsisted mainly of things thit every.
oce knows. After a playful conversa-
tion with his tvo pupils, hesat down at
the pinno and the young man, Mr. Fran-
cis Robere, taog three of bis songe,
*Zwei Lieder,” “Le Vase Brise,” and
“Rapelle-Toi.” You kvow whit his ac-
companimants are, scarc:ly accompani-
moats at all, but rather a duet for the
piaco acd voice. The instrument seems
to give to the air a dseper interpretition
of its owo, is the soul which lis bshind
it. And to ote can play them as he
plays them.

Then Mi:s Weaver, the soprano, sang
“A Feir Good Morn,” “Dites-Moi!”
“When the Land Was White,” and “In
a Bower.” As a last encore she saog
the charming ~“Mill Song.”

Tke Boy at ths piaro sprang up acd
ebook hands with his pupils and dashed
out for a glass of water fir Miss Weaver
and was eogenerally juvenile and so in-
formal that you half expectsd him to
bezin to chat with his audience. Fina ly
this enfant terrible was suffi nently
cilmed to go back to his instrumest.
The moment he touched the keys one of
tho3s swift changes swept over his face
aod he was acother being. It wass
tragic face now, but it was the tragedy
of youth, like that in de Musset's verser.
He played his “Melody,” T con’t know
what “opus.” At any rate it was the
same thinz that was in bis face, t 'n ler,
hopeless, infivitely sad, the pee i melae-
cholly of the immortally yourg, of thoce
who always suff-r sharply as youth
sullers,

The audience simply demanded “Na¢-
cigsue,” &8s an encore. “Narci sus”
which hs particalarly abominat s as
being th* most puerile of all bis corly
works, and whose popularity is a curse
which Las folbwed him aroucd the
world. “The only apology 1 can cffer
for wiiting the thicg,” he said to me
text day, “is that I have suffered ten
fold more by it than anyoae else can
bave dawe.”

Tte rcses kep! goicg up over the foot
I'ghts until they were stacked half as
high és tie pianc and the applause did
ot cease, and so with a dis laioful shrug
anla eigh he sat down ard, contemptu-
ously ecough, Le playel it.
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Next Mr. Rogers sarg his “Summer
Day,” anl “Vielle Chinson,” and that
raft soog, “On the Alleghcny.” that
Nevin wrote ose spriag day i bis boy-
hcol. Yousz2e it's this way: Il winter
loog the raftswan is up in the timber
country cutticg hemlucks, living ina
log eamp, slespirg in a shack, working
all day loog in frozen Loote, ehut out
from tke world by the snow-covered
mountiioe. In the epriog, when the
ice gws out acd the grousd go's solt
eand the epring impulse is in the earth
and tke epriog lorgirg in the bl od,
th:n th raftsman’s work is done and na
his etrong raft he goes b.ck t) the girl
wh) is waitiog down the river.

e ,» my raft goes down
To you, to ycul

And O, your lover brown
Is true, is true!™

O, the exultant expectiney of it! The
vory air feels lite that of the resistless
Spring in tie moun‘ain®, when thesip
s‘ainsthe bark of the maples and the
scent of the pincsis in all the laud, tke
biz rafts come bjroming cown oan the
swollen currents of the Allecheny. Itis
an o'd poem that nature rapeats every
year amoog the mcustaice, but only
vre heart heard it anderly oze boy
krex, and ke was a very sad little boy
who could not learn geowetry and why

wore the dunce-cap of his school. Per.
bapsit was the dunce--ap that suved
him for the world, kept the ardent soul
i him untrammeled and fresb, alort for
raft songs while the other boys were
thinking about the the price of lumber.
It has been the helmet of Horme) Le.
fore, that duncec.p, and has hidden
miny a genius until h's time was rige.
Thke oext number on the programme
was Nevin's “May in Tuscany,” { Magyio
in Toscana) opas 21 of his piaco compo-
sitions, the lat*st ani best thing hs has
published. Heavens, how t*e man has
grown fince the days of **Narcissus!"
My friend Toby R:x basalways ac-
cusad me of too great a tendency to in-
tarpret musical compoiitions into literal
pictures, and of caring more fir the pic
ture th o for the compwition in itself,
So T shall not attempt to give my im-
pressions of “May in Tuscany,” but will
give Vance Thompion's interpretatim
of it which was writ'en from ths com-
posers notes. and which Nevin gave to
me as the best ¢ ‘mmuent on it. Hereitis:
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L. Arileechino: molto vivace.

Who was born at the dawn of a golden sin
In the arms of a virgin sea;
It was Harlequin, Harlequin.

A riant Hariequin, noachalaut, riot-
ous, amiable—l.quacious and cazorous
asa birdin the ssason of love; | know
this Harlequia.

Il. Notturno: eon amore,

Night in the villa of Boecaceio; ove -
head the quiet stars and far beiow the
yellow lizhts of Florence; ladies, strange-
ly merry and de<irable, dance blithely
and whisper littl» moe ting vows of love;
cavaliers, splendid in silks and jewels,
pracock to an 1 fro, and chatter of broken
haarts; an | so they play at love until love
smites them down. Taey kiss and sob
under the qui=t slars.

I1Il. Barehetla:

Th= sun is s:t'ing and the dull Arno
has shiniog hiats of red and gold; und or
the old bridges it shimmers like slken
ribbons. The boat gldes softly. The
girl croops the song of the waters, which
is the soog of bope that comes and goes
and lives and dies and caonot die; and
the lcver drops his oars and the boat
drilis—dowa the windicg Arno—uoader
the cld bridges—ioto silence and the
night-

IV. Misericordia: Largo patetico

Once a young gitl died. All in white
they laid Ler on a bir. At midnight
walling men bore it on their shoulders—
amid flickering tor:hes—through the
silent strects, sling the Lung Arno and
up the great highway that leads to the
Duom>. And afte: the bier came mwny
girls in white, beariog wax cand’'es that
burned feebly for the soul of the desd.
As they cim> t the Duomo they besrd
the chanting of the priests and organ.

V. Il Rusignuolo:

All winter the nightingale sang in the
garden, irs.lent among the “owere, a
zany of the blue night. Oaly his s.ngz
was supple as sadness and sad as a re-
proach —for he was a zany of the blue
nigh*.

Vi, La Pastorelln: Lento molto.

FLe wasa littleshepherdess 1 woman
like a tiel | of clover. It was in Moote-
piano, in the Apeonines. Her ssldier.
lover had been seat away t» fight Kiog
Menelik. She woursed for 1the lover
whom sh> had loved too well. She
wept at times, bacauss she coull not go
to the pries:t. She kn:w that he: soul
w3 loat for love's sake and she mourge 12
Her cheep strayed on the hillside: her
stafl iay at ber feet ushee led; with her
fac» ocn ber knees she thought of her
liver, cf Menelik’'s fierce men, and,
thinking of her lost soul, she shuddered
and crizd aloud.  Oa the gray bill-ide. "

Next Miss Weaver sang “At Twilight.”
“"fwas April,” “Oh! That We Two
We:se Mayiog,” “The Merry, Merry
Lark,” acd that dear li'tly song from



