creating work for men but he was bringing good
workers into the country; building houses for
) them in the suburbs by the hundred, model gar-
i den plots and improved homes.: At the same time
) ‘hg was working on education, on hospitals, on
hO‘mes for destitute and fallen women, on church
n.llssions-heaven only knew where he got the
tl}ile and the energy for so many. things outside
his business, but he was surely a remarkable man
and a great buildey for a new country to have.
In the Clarion Henry Markham was constantly
Tepresented as the dragon that was trying to
80rge labor; as the enormous parasite that was
fattening on society and the sacrifices of other
Deople; as the whole impersonation of anti-Christ
I the community, Poundem attended to the lurid
d‘Lft'.ai]s of this campaign. Hoag furnished the ma-
terial and wrote his Saturday column about the
Unseen, the forces of the other world that lies
about all men, the world of beauty and of soul
and of phantoms; much of it beyond proof but
: ‘30n.taining letter after letter from obscure people
telling how they had begun to work these things
Out for themselves in visions and dreams and

:(;13?4’ Ways not included in a day’s work at a, fac-
Y.
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Mrs. Bartop’s Day Dream

RS. BARTOP, landlady, was not informed
of Mr. Hoag’s change of fortunes. ' She

knew he had left Markhams, but not the

of a reason why. She wanted to find
e I\:’rs.kBartop had been dusting Mr. Hoag’s
. n;)o S long enough to feel sure that he

S (35;1 of mystery. And she had been read-
: i ﬁarion. She put two and two together
W e g Ve: Whep she surmised that Mr. Hoag
S utcting the column. She did not want

day’ o rgn 10 Suspect that she knew, so on a Sun-
e ng when Mr. Hoag 'was still in his
“I8-8own she lingered about his books and

- Bhost
outss
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said as she sat down:

“Doesn’t it beat all what queer experiences
some people have when they don’t have anything
to do with them?”

He coughed and wished she would go to
church, -

“I'm sure you have a great
dreams, Mr. Hoag.”

“Are you?”

“And I have them meself.”

“Oh, 1 daresay.”

“And I notice that somebody in the Clarion has
a good bit to say about dreams, and visions, and
all like o’ that. Have you read that column, Mr.
Hoag?” ;

“Y—yes, occasionally.”

many strange

e
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“Don’t some woman write it?”

‘“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe.”

“I had a dream—a day-dream ‘'twas too.”

“I see. Anything peculiar about that?”

“And if I hadn’t been reading the papers, Mr.
Hoag, I'd never have known it was so peculiar,”
went on Mrs. Bartop. “I saw just the other day,
right in this room as I turned—right over that
bookshelf, sir, as plain as day, a poor wan woman
and a baby—going down street she was on a
stormy night as it seemed, when a gentleman
meets her and carries the baby home as the tower
bell strikes one.”

Mrs. Bartop paused to note the effect.

“Strikes one, Mr. Hoag. Anything peculiar
about that now?”

“I'm sure there maybe,”
ously.

“Yes, as I says to myself—if it had struck
two, the newspaper yesterday would, have told
the death of both o’ them. But as ’twas, Mr.
Hoag—as the Clarion said-—only the poor mother:
died of exposure. The poor thﬁig! A clean-up
woman. at Markhams she was. And I was think-
ing that if Mr. Markham that’s doing so many.
things for the poor -and the orphans and the sick,
could have known about it—the poor thing might
have been saved. But as sure as I'm here, I saw
that woman and her baby, right in this room,
right over that chair you sit in so much—at just
about a stroke of the clock past the minute she
died, poor thing!”

Mrs. Bartop did not see his face. She ‘was
looking at his shadow, that reached up the wall
like a ghost.

“And I was wondering, Mr, Hoag, if I was to
get you to write a letter to that man that writes
the dream things in the Clarion—if he mightn’t
be able to tell an ignorant body liker me—just
how it was that in this very room, over your
chair, I sees the phantom of that woman almost
the minute she died.”

~ (To be continued.)

He coughed nerv-

; Seven Wagnerless Days a Week
- ] ¥ seems hard, but Gotham must face it. As to the Muck furore, the Evenin;g' Post says that Boston Symphony devotees
Wouldn't know blindfolded which of any three big orchestras was doing a piece. And England, it seems, is making no pianos.

the Canadian piano-makers aware—no

:;l::;t ‘t)hey are—that England has for a long
b een almost destitute of pianos. Eng-
the waa-\s,hewas like some other countries before
Planos or Preferred German pianos. No German
manmakerqung to Bngland now, and the English
g Dlargs . 4re up against an impossibility of mak-
Y6 begy Or themselves. Good-naturedly
ing “ﬁonsl; the habit of importing “parts,” includ-
- Addeq ¢, t;m Germany. These are cut off now.
»Brfitieh-mad' © shortage of labor, this makes the
evane- Diano almost non-est.
WD pianos lift England should be able to make her
of o Wel‘l-knowseems’ according to a correspondent
Centage of th % New York paper, ‘that a large per-
K i tme buyers would stil prefer pianos of the
Britigy, 'mﬂ’ke;s Some like the French type, and some
it V_.thhave catered to this; others have not.
OPeN marger : © war, there would seem to be an
Plangg, 2 England for other foreign makers
% d, : )
Soup d:xit?t?f-m’ sbrewdly enough, the U. S. cor-
to megt . “;ks the American piano will be able
08 for Enem:smd. If so, why not Canadian
Shoulg fap 8land?  Of couree, every country
is Country has - bossible nationalize its pianos.
; ‘Wgy_, ; I&ét a8 done so in g very unmistakable
- latiop hag & » 1o country /An the world of any popu-
Cgreater variety of sterling makers of
Canadnan-:’nade ia-. And on a population basis the
sh > Plano is at the top of the lot. If
i i not care for 100 per cent. of
doubtegq ;gn;,(\lis there any reason why the
e, Should pep ... OF Many of our Canadian

ik M',-g% 48 good a showing in that
asolute faqr
Squippeq

as g ‘ -
ny ot;he.Amezfioan makes? As a matter
5. e doubt if the United States is as

they -

" the making.of first-class planos in -
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large numbers for export as Canada is. If we are
wrong- in this, we are open to correction from any
Canadian maker of pianos. If we are right—now is
the time for Canadian piano-builders to consider
whether or not they could do any share of the

‘British trade in pianos.

USIC and Mars are having a éeﬁous time in

New York and other flag-kindred places. No :
New York is just awakening to the-

wonder,
fact that the Metropolitan Opera House has for years
been a hotdbed of nationalisms. Nothing expresses
nationality more vividly than certain kinds of music.
With all due respect to W. J. Henderson in The Sun
and to Wagnerites in Canada, we contend that the
late Dick Wagner was in his day a more potent
creator of modern German. sentiment than Dick
Strauss will ever be. Wagner, says Mr. Henderson,
in his recent article deploring yet justifying the
banishment of German music from the stage over
there, was a rebel and a refugee from his own
country. All very well, but e, more than all other
artists of any sort combined, has immortalized the
demigod, superman idea in Germany as expressed
by such as Siegfried and his whole tribe of wonder-
workers en route to Valhalla. The ban on Wagner
ought to be absolute—except where that great Colos-
sus expressed absolute music or music divorced from
the deification of Germans as superior to other peo-
ple. I am as crazy about Wagner's music as most
people. My first hearing of Wagner, a whole even-
ing of him in 1895, with Anton Scill at the baton,

put me into a miraculously new world of sensation

and magic. T can get up and scream any day at
the astounding beauty and power of Wagner’s best

o
)

stuff, and I can deprecate his drivel-—because
some of the time Wagner was teaching, especially
in such luqubrious wordings as a great part of Sieg-
fried. But I am willing to have seven Wagnerléss
days a week from now on, until such time as Ger-
many is a sane country.

Mr. Henderson feels much the same way, but re-
grets it. He recalls the fact that several German
singers in the Metropolitan held a celebration over
the Lusitania, and notes with glee that said singers
have since been put on the boycott list. So the big
Broadway Opera House that used to be directed
part of the time from Berlin, has to get along mow
with French, Italian and RusSian operas. Now the
Russian is on the doubtful list. Boris Gudonoff may
go over to the Bolshevikis’ any day—we hope not.

But what would be the sense of boycotting Beet-
hoven, Mozart, Hayden, Bach? None. These men
had nothing to do with modern Germany in any way,
shape or manner. They are—just music.

But my! how the N. Y. Evening Post does go
after the Boston Symphony! Likewise the Boston
worshippers in Carnegie Hall. To this audience hé
says:—-“Everything this orchestra, or its conductor,
does is absolutely above criticism. Probably ninety-
five of every hundred of these good and honest folks,
if blindfolded or placed behind a screen, could not,
to save their lives, tell whether this particular or-
chestra was playing or the New York Philharmonic
or Symphony, or the Philadelphia or Chicago orches-
tra; vet to hear their pharisaical or adulatory talk
one would think that Boston alone provided us with
the real thing, everything else in the country being
second or third rate. The Boston orchestra certain-
ly is first rate, and D». Muck is an admirable con-
ductor in many waye; yet he was known in Berlin
as ‘the metronome,’ and his programmes are certain-

ly far _!rom being models.




