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O-DAY we are floodéd by the inevitable
tide of patriotic songs and poetry, a tide of
cheap emotion which might easily swamp
the more serious thought evoked from such
a world crisis as the present. To few com-
posers is it given to write a great national
song. Many indeed are ‘“‘called,” but
few are chosen.

As this is a subject in which nearly
everyone is in some way interested. I asked a
group of international visitors to Canada, people
who study a large public, to give to EVERYWOMAN'S
WoRrLD their opinion on the subject of so-called patriotic
music, its use and abuse.

Mrs. H. H. A. Beach, the well-known American com-
poser, believes that the function of music is healing and
constructive rather than exciting. ‘‘For my part,” she
declares, ‘‘this war is too terrible and too far reaching
for me to be able to trust my ideas as to its expression as
yet. I believe that the soldiers are cheered and helped
by their popular marching songs. That is as it should be.
The old songs of country, blest by a thousand memories,
are also invaluable. But most of the popular songs
coming out of the present war are sheer rubbish.”

Margaret Keyes, probably the best loved of American
contraltos, has also decided opinions on this subject.
“I am most careful in the arrangement of my pro-
grammes,’’ she says. ‘It is so easy to excite or depress
an audience by one of those waves of emotion that
instantly ripple to the surface when people’s hearts are
tried as they are to-day, like the revivalist who plays
with shallow emotions. It seems to me quite wrong to
work upon the deeper feelings of people by merely
sentimental means. A great war. always. .produces
melodramatic music composed under the heat of the
moment. Pure patriotism is so noble a thing that it is
impossible for me to cheapen it by crude appeals to mere
emotion, popular though they may seem to be.”

Lilian Dillingham, the Yorkshire singer, who has had -

hundreds of concerts allifip and down the Front and has
sung to the soldiers under almost impossible conditions
for the last three years, says, ‘I give them everything
but patriotic songs. They want to hear about home,
and love, and children. Especially children. I cannot
give them too many songs and stories about their quaint
sayings and doings. The men care for that even more
than for love songs, which come second in the list of
favorites.”

Phyllis Neilson-Terry, who recites the short speech

from Drake beginning “Men of England,” and has

done much recruiting work for the Navy League, is an
actress who believes in the power of song. But she
also believes in the power ofpa conscious cheerfulness
throughout a national crisis and possesses the art of
holding this balance in her work. “These are bad times,”
she says, ‘‘but,” the old indomitable spirit that shines in
the grey-blue eyes of the immortal Ellen Terry shines
also through those of this younger darling of the gods—
“but let us keep jolly in our work and in our thoughts, and
we'll pull through.”

ND then, on the other hand, there is the great appeal
of nure patriotism in music. Nationalism in the

YOUNG Canadian artist who has been for long in

the United States, but whose portrait work is

scattered throughout Canada—Ottawa and
loronto being particularly lucky in this respect—is
Edith Stevenson, whose name you often see on the cover
pages of magazines, generally signed under some par-
ticularly entrancing study of child-life, in the delineation
of which she is happiest. The illustration—a portrait
study of a little New Yorker—is a delightful example of
what work along this line might be, and generally is not.

»Edith Stevenson is a born portrait painter because she
possesses in a marked degree a sympathy almost mystic
in its force, which alone leads to that understanding that
can reproduce the vivid moods of childhood. In other
words, she has vision, which is a truly spiritual quality.
It has been said that sincerity may find conventional
truth, but sympathy alone points to individual truth, and
in its genuine form 1s traceable to genius. -When the two
combine with technique and actuality, the result is
creative genius.

Closely akin to actuality is swiftness. The portrait
painter must give infinite transitions with an infinite
rapidity. To seize and hold the almost lightning-like
element of expression which, in quick gleams and with-
drawals, suggests the soul of & man or woman, or the
buoyant spirit of a child, is surely the secret of art.

This is the secret for which Edith Stevenson is dis-
tinguished.

*
* %

BY all means the most interesting news from the
Canadian art world at the present moment is the
announced decision of the Government to send to the
Front four of our own artists to obtain official records of
the work of the Canadian troops; all information in-
deed that can be gathered into sketches, etchings
pictures of all sorts, the results to remain in the possession
of the Government for the use of future historians
either in literature or on canvas, who will represent'
phases of the war. The artists will be given the military
rank of Captains, and the fortunate four are C. W.
Simpson, A.R.C.A., and Maurice Cullen, R.C.A., of
Montreal, and J. W. Beatty, R.C.A., and Horsman
Varley, of Toronto.

-

best sense is strikingly illustrated in the songs of country
used by such a conductor as Albert D. Ham, of Toronto
on hls.National Chorus Programme. “It comes from
the Misty Ages,” from ““The Banner of St. George,”’
by the English composer, Elgar; Tschaikowsky’s noble
“Prayer of the Russians,” the singing of “The Star
Spangled Banner,” and “Oh, Canada,” by a perfectly
balancegi splendid band of singers these are vehicles
for the invocation of those vivid flashes of faith and zeal
which build up the impregnable force of nations and lead

Mrs. H. H. A. Beach
The well-known American Composer

countries into battle withwa song in the heart which is
even more potent than the song on the lips.

In any city the introduction of orchestral concerts
by a band of well-qualified musicians, native to the city
in which they play, is a matter of importance. The very
existence of such an organization means that the spirit
of music is alive in that place. And so the re-appearance
of the Toronto Symphony Orchestra, after a silence of
three seasons, means something that is more than local
in its import.

A CHILD PORTRAIT

Orchestral concerts should have the old support with a
new element added, for after the war there is no doubt
that we shall need music as a constructive force more
than ever, that indeed this country of ours will begin

to internalize herself (if i ing
g (if I may coin a word) by developing

It is said that just after the opening of the war, when
England was beginning to rea?i?ze %hat the Germans
were everywhere, especially in music, one of the first
wfays of shaking off the yoke was to see to it that most
of the orchestra leaders were English. I thought of that
%s I studied the personnel of the splendid band under the

agon of that energetic Canadian, Frank S. Welsman,
%n't‘sﬁw that most of the players were native born or
thn ish. You would not think, to look at them, that
fere Were many temperaments included in that group
o m;n and women. . But they can play! I have seldom
ealrd a more exquisite rendering of ‘Greig’s haunting
melody, “Solveg’s Lament,” or a more splendid series

of pictures than those ; i “ ique”
Tochaikowsly's in the immortal “Pathetique” of

R‘Iown(:r[elsz thdat.orchestra, and an orchestra in Ottawa, in
e a}? in Vancouver, and one at least in the
i € Trovinces. And these should be endowed

Chestras which can afford to give concerts at popular

The towns and the vi s s
i S l]
than they can realize, 1llages need this music more

J [{)\S/Eono"rl ﬁnf may seem to be agitating a forlorn cause.
% ﬁghtinWIf e'p to endow orchestras when half the world
thinking ool very life? My friends, “nothing is but
peace gmorz1 ?S e ere-are more thoughts of
troubled eldm}llgmgs towards peace abroad -in this
hiti f “;9r than ever wibrated through. the range of
\T/in eeling before. 'And peace means harmony.
at about brass bands fgr villages that do not yet
= » the orch ly
built upI the English school of musﬁ‘.s,tlg; v’ﬁ?;ge rg?;s}s
or fort n?ilce.rtam sections of England one can ride thirty
Pk t}:) e§ﬂon a Saturday and every mile or so you will
s aa Vlblz_tge that has its own band, It playsina
and ezxgh n‘;“ l;c house. “ It has forty to sixty members,
get a tr. eﬂl‘ S pays qun a half a dollar week. They
it a‘]’f? Mg musician to come and teach them,
have co¥n§ dt}.'t-all tse modern English music. Then they
in. one ofl fhl ianiddys. F: ifty or sixty bands will nieet
music lasts all Jl“ages and compete for a prize. The
is only no e ]ay. It 1s really quite Greek. The prize
win ity A;]ndma”' but it is considered a great honor to
At lea;t o ?; this is splendid for English composers.
And fﬁl 1ave a chance of having their work tried
up a market ?y et music. The brass bands build
t0' arfive ai agruEgghSh music. Is not this a good way
position? nderstanding at least of national com-
na%iggrusl ‘}gifng}i:lso does much for the musical life of a
Canada a wi lLy tf at the Mendelssohn Choir has brought
prises. jock lame ;L‘ﬁﬂf ma;lhy of her material enter-
¢ or the coming of the war,
C:ir:g;cll]agmu!d have had a triumphal mar%h through the
S ocmpire-and part of Europe in this most perfect

I Ié‘:,};ﬁigfew?.j 41 Inquiry as to the whereabouts of the
many exhibitizr lSt’f Mary Riker Hamilton, who gave
Canada some sinS of oils and water colors throughout
vears abroad. sever, 'S, 280-  Mrs. Hamilton had spent

» several of her pictures being exhibited at the

Salon in Paris The
lon I ast t i
painting portraits and ga}r]ggr{ h(:':ard . t'he artlSt! B

%m.lanbs?ction of New York—;
i : risp believes that an importan
Ié]:‘;z‘zéﬂal:gdﬁm art is mural decoration. In the days of
of men’s h ome pictures were painted on the walls
fact Trav(:arlrlles' There is a world'of suggestion in that
old .fresco el('js come frg{n all over the world to see these
were gre ?:S and we say, “Ah! but those Italian painters
walls %\roaldagtlSts' To live with mediocrity upon one's
the poi ltl th ea sad fate.” [ agree with Arthur Crisp on
o g.rtpt at genuine art need not be so high-priced if
e ist were kept continually busy in his own line.

1e large, infrequent orders are to blame for inflated
prices. American artists have done much recruiting-

Mr. Crisp’s poster for th
of that work in New Yofk o Yone el

Greenwich Village.  Mr.

*
% * *
H QRATIQ WALKI:?R, the well-known painter, has an
mterestmg work in hand, that of the compilation of
a\I book of etchings, contributed by Canadian artists in
New York for the benefit of the permanently disabled.
He asserts that there are a sufficient number of our

artists in Gotham to fill %
il 21 a large book of excellent con



