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$THE PASSING SHOWS
WILLA CATHER

The Pianist of Pure Reason.

I believe Mark Hsmbourg went no
farther west than Milwaukee, so you
have pot heard him. He has been the
musical eensation of the hour in the
east, and in Pittsburg he scored an
overwhelning triumph. lle came from
Europe unknown and little advertised,
and he has made revelatious to us about
the techoigue of the piano, about the
possibilities that lie in ten human fin-
gers. When he first stepped upon the
platform of the Carnegie mueic hall
here, a general sigh of disappointment
went up from the audience. FHere was
a little fellow, bslow middle height,
pink and white lLike a girl, elender, with
a look of esllow and beardless boyish-
ness absurd in a maa who was to wres
tle with that old war horse of the con-
cert slage, Rubinsteic’s conzerto in D
mivcor. When he left the stags, after
the deed was doae, he seemed a splen-
did young gian®, & youth with gif's
miraculous, a boy with the iechnique of
a master,

But the purpoee of this article is oot
to discues Hambourg's playing, but to
tell how a Materialist, and un Idealist
acd an Auditor breakfasted together.
It was eleven o'clock when 1 arrived at
the Hotel Schenley that stands in a big.
windy Ballefield equare out by the Car-
negie music hall. Outside, the weather
was doing everything disagreeable that
it could, enowing and blowirg and spit-
ting fine frczen rain. The mud and
elush were ankle deep and the gray
fogzale into your bopes. The instan-
taneous trapsition from this gray and
wet and cold into the red Turkish
breakfast room, where the palms grew
in a solt, even heat like that of a
Pulynesian summer, was not disagree-
able. The clang of the carr was not
heard there, all those pale, spxicus
fuces 1o the etreet were forgotten, and
the long, serpectice parade of black
umbrellas. The curpets were soft snd
red, the linen was white. Nevin and
Han.bourg were wailing for me, ready
to order breakfast. In the breakfast
room there was an air of ease aund leis-
ure, and a feeling of the deliberateness
of art. It was the morning alter the
concert, but Hambourg looked ae fresh
as a schoo! boy. His twenty-one years
and his boyishness were eo manifest
that it was almost impossible to recog-
nize in this the hero of last onight’s tri-
umphant assault upon the piavo It
seemed out of the question that the
arms and hands of this young fallow
were capable of such thiogs. Meeting
him casually, out 1n the worid, one
would glarce at his headand tigure and
say that he wae a student, possibly with
aspeculative bent. His shoulders are
very broad for so slight a man, and are
the seat of much o: bhis es'oniching
power. They wre slightly stooped,
which ie the mark of the student, and
his head is of the kind that pature
medels carefully and for a purpose—
Jarge and well-developed all over, broad
of brow, with a h=avy mane of chestnot-
brown hair that falls back over his coat
collar. His eyes are brown as sloes
shaded by long, light lashes which give
them a peculiarly kindiy and gentle
look. The rest of his face is by no
means gentle; he has a big, strong mas-
teruil nose, a square jaw, and a hard,
young mouth. |no spite of the energy
and ambition and inteliectual alertnees
stamped upon it, one wonders where a
man with a face so boyish and und eci.
plined by life ever got so mature and
well.developed & technique It seems

almost & though Ls must have cheated
time and got more out of twenty-one

‘enrs than other people.
¥ We sat down at the table, and the
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grape fruit turned H mbourg’s ccover-
versation upon India, and the straoge
sights one sees there and the good
things one zets to eat there, and upon
Australia, where he has made two con-
cert tours.

“I always travel when I rest,” ho re
marked “It was India last time, next
time it shall be China and Japan. 0O, 1
must get clear out of civilization to
work, out of wesiern civilization at
least. | think Tennyson said some-
thing sbout ‘ifty years of Europe usiog
aman up mare than a cycle of Cathay.
Ouoe doesn’t rush so among those older
people. Time seems less ll2et, what one
can do less important.”

One began to see that he had not
found a shorter road to fame than other,
be has only run faster and slept less,
I fancy that energy and awbition and
1ntellect, good brain-stuff, explain Mark
Hambourg. He hasa greed of labor,
a passion for diffi:ulties. His eyes glow
when bhe talks ol work, his cheeks Hush
as though he spoke of his sweetheart.
He has heen overworked most of his
life. 1 notice it is only people who have
worked very little who are always afraid
of overtaxing themselves. He was ill a
great deal when he was a boy, he kept
up his siudies in mathematics aod phi-
losopby and mastered all the more gen-
erally spoken European lavguages, he
has played in sll the principal civies of
Europe, studied two years under Lee-
chetiszky, made two coocert tours to
Australia—remember the gentleman is
twenty-one—and all the while he
has been mastering his instrument, get-
ting it in hand, baltering away at the
techuical difficulties of the keyboard,
working out that tempestuous tech.
nique of hie, like young Siegfried ham-
mering at the eword Nothung,

“Did it ever occur to you, Ham-
bourg.” said Nevio, “how little people
in general reslly know of work? |
mean the people who burry along out-
side there acd sit in oftizes eight hours
a day aod do what they are bid, and
think they toil prodigeously. They
simply know nothing about work, the
real work that one must drive one's
sell to, where one is one’s own master
and one’s own fate, the work that goes
oo in the nerve centres and that takes
it out of one.” KEe began to break the
eggs ioto a chafing dish for a compli-
cated omelette such as are dear to cer-
tiin tribes of the North Germane, xhich
it took foraver to make, for Mr. Nevin
is as dainty about his cooking as he is
about his mu-ic, and hie diches are as
complicated as his accompaniments.

Hambourg thrust his feet under the
table and leaned back in his chair, run-
pning his fingers through his hsir.

“Work?" he ejaculated, “0, that is
everylhing, and that is evarlastiog. the
only epduring thing on the program.
Oage i eick or well, one is sad or happy,
oope i8 in love or one isn't in love, one is
old or young. but one always works. An
instrument is a rebellivus spirit, a
wicked genii that one must be forever
subduicg or be vanquished. It means
eterpal warfsre. 1 bave seen the time
when it was a pleasure to be very ill, co
ill that I cou!d not stand or sit and must
rest.”

“Let me see,” said Nevip, “you have
been a concert soluiet for nina years, and
you are twen'y-one. You can do thiags
in the I} minor concerto that Ruben-
stein  himsell dido't attempt when |
studied it under him. Now | want to
know where you have founl months
enough in the year and days enough in
the mooths to have monihilated the
technical diffizulties of the pizuo in this
fashion?”

Hambourg lavghed and shrugged his
broad shoulders. “Ab, that’s my secret.
That is the gist of life, the heart of suc-
cess, what one can get into the twenty-
four hours of aday everythiog hinges
on that. When I was a student | worked

fourteen hours out of every day and
never more than sixof them went to
music. The rest were put on mnathe-
matics, philosophy aod history. 1'm
very fond of mathematics, but fonder
still of philosophy. You'll laugh at me,
Nevio, but I'm going to try for my de-
gree in philosopby next yea:r: [ think I
can make it."

Nevio sat down and jushed back the
chating dish. ~“A degree in philos
opby?" he gaspei. “What for? It
would be about as useful to you as an
eogineer's cerlificate would be to me.”

“Well, | waot to have it,"” replied
Hambourg.

“Nousenss, boy: that's sheer vanity of
the silliest kind, sillier than a girl who
likes a string of sweethearts to show
that ¢he can have them. And how
much poetry do you read, young man?”

“Nooe; | doun't ke it, and I do like
philosophy; Schopenhauer, Swedenburg,
Kant, all of them.” The jyouth rattied
the glasses in hws enthusiasm. Nevin
looked grave, for he loves not the pames
of the great philosophers and aguostics
und the men who kill faith. He con-
fined his atieation to the chatiog dish
and brought out a big narcissus-colored
omelette,

1 was woderately sure of Hambpurg's
attitude toward poetry before Mr. Nevin
questioned him, but |1 was not sure that
his apswer would be so frank. Heis
not a tempsramental player, this young
Russian, and he does not pose as onc.
He believes in the omuipotence of the
human ioteilect. *I like the exact
physical eciencee,” he remarked, “where
one can prove everything. | hkave read
much pbilosophy, to the detriment of
my religion, and | am unable to accept
things on faith.”

“ Hang up philosophy !
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet
Transport a town, reverse a prince’s doom,”™

quoted Mr. Nevin vaguely.

A piarvist of the twentieth century.
this Mr. Hambourg, a pisnist of the
atomic theory and the Darwiuian laws.
Whenever there is adverse criticism
upon Mr, Hambourg's work, it ia to this
effect; that he lacks the romantic ele-
ment, that for poetry and color he bhas
substituted speed, a whirlwind of intel-
lectual and digital gymnpastics, that he
takes the piano by stworm and wins at
the cost of everything but success, that
he merely sstonishes and does not truly
and deeply delight. These remarks are
all very well from people with a modest
little technique, and with only one pair
of hands—for | am convinced that this
young fellow haean exira pair concealed
about him somewhere.

All these criticisms, and even harsher
ones, were ouce made oo Rosenthal, and
yet no one who has heard bim play the
“Linden Baum can accuse him of cold-
pess or colorlessness. Like Mr. Ham-
bourz. | bave great faith in the human
intellect, when it is united with such in-
dustry and ambition as his. Life usu-
ally softens people, as it has done Kos-
enthal, and is absurd to expect mature
feeling in a boy of tweoty-one who has
been busy making for himsell hands of
iron strength and lightoing epeed.
Graoted that he is ot a man of “lem
perament” —and bhe certaiuly does not
pose as oneif | am not mistaken he
has been intellectually apprehensive of
things, and the mere experiences atteond-
aot upon liviog io the world will put
into his playing what Mr. Philip Hale
tinde lacking. Certainly in bis mastery
of technical difficu'ties this jouog man
stands abs.lutely alone, and 1t was
anciently remarked “to him that bath
shall be given.”

The couversatioo ran from ope thicg
to another, for Mr. Hambourg is inter-
ested in many thioge, and his mind
never sleeps. He is as | have said. an
upassuming YyYoung mio with an im-
mecnse fuculty for application and a taste
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for diffl:uities. 1t will be interesting to
see what life does for Mark Hombourg.
I wonder whether be will remiuin the
Pianst of Purs Reason, or whether some
day those harl. white tingers of his will
grow warm upon the keys they have
mas‘ercd 8o perfectly, nnd the conscious-
nesd of postry will eome to him.

Some fancy like this must bave b en
in Nevin's mind, r when the cigareties
were brought oo he leaned back in his
chair and looked at the boy fondly avd
sadly, with the glance that men wio
have workad and loved and suffored
and sounded the whole range of life cast
upon younger men who have it all be-
fore thewm.

“My boy.” he aud, “you have done so
much. fo much that is difficault. [ koow
what worg is, and | know how to value
it. You have left most of the easy
thiags of lifa until the lust. | hope you
will miss none of them. You are won-.
derful, sir, bat I thiok you place too
much value upon mere facility. | re
member cnea o Paris Mme. Marchesi
gent me a note asking me to comwme and
hear her most gifted pupil, who has ooe
of the most wonderful voicea in the
world, but Lttle art and no message,
nothicg to tell with all those spleadid
toues. She sang and sang. When she
wae tbrougzh Marchesi asked her daugh-
ter, Blanche, to sing. That unatirac-
tive little woman with next to no voice
at all, but with her spleodid art, her
Iyric 8ul, began 1o sing, and | felt as &
traveler in arid deserts when he comes
agaio to springs of liviog water and the
green hills of home. Theo | knew tnat
it is art, not gift, which is divine, and
that the only beauty xhich ever has
been or ever can be is the beauty of the
soul."”

Hambourg sat stariog at his plate, his
attitude a little like Mephisto’s wheo he
heard the mass chacted in the church.
As Stevensun wrote to Rudyard Kipliog:
“Surely all the fairy godmothers were
present at this jyouog man's christen-
ing:; what will he do with their gift+*"

Be Faithful,

Silent. in sullen discontent,
And bitter envious mood,

I left my work undone, and bent
My footsteps toward the wood.

There undernea’h a giant tree —
Green monument of power-

Breathing its faint perfume for me,
I saw a faithful flower.

Forgotten was my bitter thought,
And discontent was gone,

My waiting work again | sought,
And soon the task was done.

~R. B, Morgan.
She was disappointed io love. Did he
jilt her?
Oh, no. She married the man —
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