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MUSICAL MENTION,

Oua Friday evening, November 11th, a
concert was given by Mies Gericke-
Johnson, at the chapel of the State uni-
versity. Miss Johnson had the assie-
tance of Miss Silence Dales, popularly
kpown as & talented young violiniet and
of u piavist, Miss Alma Peters. The

following program was presented:
Ach pur eiomal noch im Lebem

ERIBN). - o v cvinsun s disnaiy .:ouﬂ
Nocturneop. 9, No. 2......... ( )
Oid Folhu& Home..... ... Wilbelmj

Mise Silerce Dales.
heshbmy Bhewmn} . .. ... Schubert
Liebeshotachaf
AMemory.........coonn .o, . Borowsky
R AN o i n s s a and Gayror
*Twas in the Lovely Month of May
............................. Nevin
Villanella........cccooiinininannns Raff
Miss Alma Peters.
Der Schwur............Meyer Helmund
Frohlingeseit.............ce0.- ..Becker

Miss Johneon is a debutante so far as
this city is concerned, aitbough evident-
ly accustomex. to public appaarance elee-
where. To a charming and unaffected
stage presence Miss Johuson adds the
repose and dignity only gained by ex-
perience in public sioging. Her vocal
art seems to be patterned upon the best
German models, and was replete with
color. An occasional deviation from
the tone pitch should be noted by the

The singer was fortunate in having
the assistance of Silence Dales. I have
pever beard this young player when she
did not give the audience pleasure by
her sincere and simple manners—ber
geouine talent and comparative maturity
of interpretation. 1 should prefer to
hear the pianist aguin before attempting
a critical estimate of her ability. The
heavy action of the piano-forte evidently
disturbed her and caused nervousness
too great to be overcome before the
close of the single number iu which she

was beard.
Jorx RaxpoLen.

—_—

On Monday in the new temporary
recital rooms of the Matinee musicale
the followin ; program was presented by
a Iandies’ quartet. The ladles forming
the quartet are all resident vocalists of
Topexa, Cansas, and were assisted by a
pianist and s violinist from the same
city—all being members of a musical
club there.

Ladies’ Quartette, Topeka, Kansas:
Mre. F. 8. Thomas, firet sopraso; Mrs.
W. 1. Miller, second soprano; Mrs.
Frank Foster, first allo; Mrs. L. 8. Terry,
second alto; pianist, Miss Mabel Martin;
violinist, Mre. Frank Foster.

PROGRAM.
Quartette—Spinning Soog  from
“Flyiog Dutchman.”....... Wagner

Hark! the Lark
""'“3"“’-3:'. Prelude in F
................... .Bujluhuﬂ-!.hﬁ

Solo—** Heart at Th
Sweet Voien.". ........... St. Saens

......................

Voecal Solo—*“0 Luce di quest’ Api-
ma” (Linda di Chenounix)..Donizetti
Mrs. W. L. Miiler.

The general effect of the quartet sing-
h“pod.hdqullhmﬂ:i‘ud
syochronous; more over their efforts
were eharacterized by excellent attack
and rhytbmical precision. The middle
and lower voices were especially effec-
tive, and 1 bave obeerved that the
middie voices are commonly the weakest
point in this kind of organization. Both
the higher voices were heard also in

evening and were cheerfully responded
to. The pianist and riolinist were ade-

quate. The plan of the Matinee musical
to bring musicians from other clubs to
Liocoln is wholly to be commended
even if the term “Artiste’ Recital” may
occasionally seem a slight exaggeration,
we shall at least bave the opportunity of
hearing capable and bonest work from
other students of the best in music and
8o avoid degsperation into a wmutual
admiration society. We understand that
the term “Artists’ Rccital” is used to
indicate the fact thatthe performance is
by visiting musicians--pevertheless the
Matinee musicale has performers in its
own ranks who may readily give concerts
distinguished by the same finish and
wusicianship. The pianist poesersed
unusual brillinocy and easily carried off
the honors of the recital.

A pianoforte lecture r:cital will be
given by Mr. Henry Eames the director
of tte pisvoforte dept of the University
Bchoo’ of Music, st Wymore on Friday
November 11. Mr. Eames lecture will
discuss the Scandinavian Folk Song and
the music of the Norweigian composers
generally—with illustrations upon the

pianaforte. The program will open with ..

the lecture in the couree of which the
following compositione will be played:
Four natiooal dances, six folk songs,
arranged by Grieg; two compositions by
Christian Sinding; serenade by Ole
Oleeon; Bridal March, Peer Gynt Suite,
Grieg. In the s=cond part of his recital
Mr. Kames will play the followiog
group of pieces from Chopin: Nocturne
in C sharpe minor; Nocturre in E flat
major; Valee in A flat; Prelude in B flat;
Etude in C minor; also from Rubinstein,
Melody in F; Portrait No. 22; Komanza
io E flat. The recital is to close with
the Huogairian Rhapsody No. 15 of
Liszt. It is expected that Mr. Eames
will be heard in the near future in Lin-
coin in recitals of this kind. He comes
to thie city with Jaurels won in the east
and io Chicago as well as an enviable
reputation in Germany wnere he was
the pupil of Clara Schumanp and of the
wejl known pedagogue, Kwast.

A BIRTHDAY.

Turn, turn with slower hand, O Time, thy
wheel

That speeds the flying years from life’s
slack reel!

Why hasten thu? In childhood’s early
scenes

Thy laggard pace was ne'er like this; it

seems

Ye linger, too, o’er sorrow’s gloomy days

And swiftly dance past joy’s most gladsome
ways

When [ entranced would stay another hour

To taste again that moment’s perfect power

Which filk my soul ¢’en now with deep
content!

Let me retrace the steps on future bent

And its dim ways; a little let me go

When careless youth’s uncherished blossoms

grow;
I fain would hold a few within my hand
To sweeten age's path—too cold that land
For many flowers — but they may find a few
Of tender fragrance freshened with each
dew —
They. whose lost youth in age shines out
anew.
—Annie L. Miller.

“len’t that rather an odd sign?” he
asked of the tobucconist, as be indicated
a placard which bore this inscription:

: CIGARS FOR SMOKING.

........................

“Ob, I don't know,” replied the tobac-
conist, in the tone a8 man uses when he
is confidert that he does know, “I have
cigars for smoking, scd then I bhave
cigars for Christmas presents.”

A FANTASY.

Once upon a time a Broiled Lobster
met 8 Welsh Rarebit on upper Broad-
way. It was after their business hours,
and the first rays of the eun made them
look haggard and careworn. They had
had a busy night.

“[ am so popular that it makes me
tired,” said the Lobster.

“Me too,” raid the Rarebit, shortly.
He was always taciturn at daybreak.

“Have you ever wondered why it is
that you are popular?” asked the Lob-
ster.

“Never given ita thought,” said the
Rarebit, yawning. “Hcve you?”

“Of late,” said the Rarebit, “I've be-
gun to think—--"

“That’s always bad,” said he Rare-
bit,

“I'd like to krow myselt better.”

“I beg pardoo?”

“I'd like to koow the reacon why
every night in the year thousands of
people the werld over continue to de-
vour us. Why do they not tire of us?
What is the mysterious fascination?”

“We're low priced, for one thiog,”
suggested the Rarebit. He was a prac-
tical chap with toughened sentiments.

“I’ts something more than that,” said
the Lobeter, dreamily. “It's something
we don’t understand—it’s what we are.
What are wet”

“Just then they saw a sign. “A.
English Chop, Clairvoyant and Traoce
Medium—Fortunes Told.” They turned
ioto the low doorway and found them-
selves in the presence of an Eoglish
Chop,

He motioned them to chairs.
can I do for you?” he inquired.

“Tell us what we are and why we are
popular,” stid the Lobester, seating hi.m-
self before the Chop. In a moment the
Chop was in a trance. Then he spoke
in a queer, squeaking voice:

“]I see a great ocean,” he said, “lrom
which various tributaries lead acroes the
earth to eseas and rivers and bays. [Ite
surface is touched by the sun and the
moon, and glistens with a magical
beauty. Beneath it, for thousands of
miles, my vision enters coral caves of
marvelous color and beauty.

“Gorgeous vines, with tlendrile of pink
and green and purple sway in the eddies
anong these coral caves, and great sea
monpsters, with skins that glisten like
gilver, glide about with a rhythmic mo.
tion that is exquisite to look ‘upon. Sea
nymphs. with golden tresses floating
opon the wave and lipa that murmur
songs of love ceunturies old, lie in the

“What

solos. Encores were the order of the Subseribe for Tax Courirs §1 a vear. waves’' embrace. This is your home.”

The Lobster was visibly affected and
turned away to hide the tear that
coursed down his furrowed cheek.

“Now the scene changes. There is a
stretch of ehore from which a boat is
pushing off, laden with bronzed fisher-
men. A woman stands upon the shore
and waves her hand to the man at the
kelm. He is singing some jolly eong of
the sea. Now they have anchored be-
side a great net which they gather up
with mighty cries of *All together now!”
Into the boat they land a great net full
of beautiful gre:n things with clashicg
clave'and a eweet briny ocor in the
seaweed that tangles them in a great
beap. Then back to the shore again.

“You acked me what you are? I tell
You you are all of these thiogs that I
have told jou of—the beauty and fra-
grance of the sea—the gorgeousness of
its depths and caves, the music of the
fishermen’s song—all are expressed in
your delicious flavor which mortals en-
joy without understanding. Next!’

The Welsh Rarebit dropped into the
chair which the Broiled Lobster bad
vacated and assumed an expectant atti.
tude. The Eoglish Chop breathed
beavily for a moment. Then he tpoke;

:'l see a plessant bit of country,” he
u-;d. “green fields slope down to a stream
windiog ite way under shady trees. A
group of cowe are drinking from the
shallow of the brook, their feet pluoged
in the cool water, their tails swilching
lniiy as they dritl:ok.

“A barefoot boy with
shading his freckled face (;IIIMM' bl:;
pame and drives them home across the
meadow, letting down the bars for them
to pass through into the road leading to
the farmhouse on the hill.

“Now I see a beautifully clean and in-
viting dairy with rows of shining pans
upon the shelves and blue and white
chioa bowls filled with cream ready for
the supper table. A rosy cheeked dairy
maid, with curly brown hair tucked
under a muslin cap stands at the door
shading her eyes with her hand as she
looks across the field at the cows and
f::lpl: to the boy to hurry them up the

“It is her white hands that b
form your su ota from the nil:“i,ntl:
the cheeee—singing as she works. The
gladness of her song, the ripple of the
brook, the mellow call of the barefoot
boy, the sunshioe glancing in the trees—
all these are expressed in you. You ara
a m pastoral!”

awoke with a start. “Tha
be two df-ﬁ...,"h. said, smiling . 'l'g;lal
Broiled Lobster and the Welsh Rarebit
ﬂpd their money without & murmer,
en they went out arm-i =
” “Well, we‘r:b:jl right,” said Lob-
er; “no won we're
P*E';-t lh:‘:;".“ e're popular. Weare

“ stuff?” gaid the Rarebi
they went on together with just Il:'o ::2
mon of a swagger in their walk.—The




