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inted for some other
g:f:dﬂl pleasure. hind him are shelves of
ks: he holds one in his hand,.and on the desk
beside-him is another. The touches of rich red in
the cushion of his chair, the of the books,
and- the strong’ white of the.collar he wears on’his
black coat, are well put in and make the picture a
warm, kindly whole. A * Portrait of a 'Y
Woman" is another fine piece of Térberg's work.
There is an “air ‘of poritanical stiffness and severe
simplicity amounting almost 10 191‘.}1? in this young
Dutchwoman's toilette.  The flmy . lace resting on
her hair must be costly, the whiteness of her deep
collar and cuffs, the riche texrure of her black gown
wnd _1he social significance of the black fan an
glove ity yv-tell-their-own-tale of
the coquetry of youth. The background of the
icture is dark and the tones throughout are low,
sut not cold, ** The porrait of a Lady”™ carries a
touch of something softer. This prim liule person
in'her costume of black and grey, with a fan in her
hand, and stinding near a table covered with a
crimgon cloth, on which liesa book with gold clasps,
mayWave been guilty of romantic dreams, and
tender sighs, such as her practical young country-
woman would have despired, and this feeling is
éafried out in the fided cloth, and the generally soft
tones of the whole composition. \To be continmed )

reading to have his portrait

Music
Music in the New

Encyclopzdia Brffinnica
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One main defect of the musical scheme of the new
volomes is that there are no articles on general
subjects of all-round interest. There is nothing on
Opera, nothing on the Symphony, nothing on Pro-

ramme Music, nothing on the recent investigations
into Plain-Song—all topics of which the average
reader has a right 1o expect an up-to-date treatment
in a work of this kind. Programme music is se-
verely banned; it is not even mentioned in the much-
praised Index, though rhere is some incidental dis-
cussion, or rather disparagement, of it in Mr.
Dannreuther’s article on Liszt. 1 have already
alluded 1o this as something quite unworthy of
Mr. Dannreuther’s pen. - Its. standpoint is that of
thirty years ago, not that of today. You may abhor
programme music 4f you like, but at any rate you
will be expected to discuss it in terms of the latest

RODIN

La Main de Dieu

The Hand. From mystery that is cloud control
The mystery that is emptiness of air,

Purpose, and power.

What blossoms do they bear?

Stability and strength inform—what soul ?

Turn to me, love! the banks of air are soft.
Turn to me; love! the skies are blue,

Frevced with the clowds that hang aloft,
Buds thdt may blossom inte dew.

Turn to me, love; lie close and bredthe
The smooth waves of the wind.!

The gephyr in thy locks I'il breathe,
The breege entwined.

Qutside is nothing,
Within all's certain.

We are so safe; so happy we:
Our love can never faltgr; fate can never close
Hard on the flower of land and sea,
Lift, O rose petais-of my rose,
Toward me, rest, dream on, we are here, we love.
Theré is no shadow above,
No ghost below : we are here. Kiss! Kiss!
For ever. Who sould have betieved, have
(thought of this?

Let what will uproll,
Are we not aware

{(Who see the hand) What brain must know—and care?
What wisdom formed the racers, find a goal?

Careless and confident, let us love on.
Life, one or many, rises from a seed,
Sprouts, blooms, bears fruit, and then is gone—is gone.
Let go the future, ominous and vast!
Leose the bound mind from the unavailing past!
Live, love for ever, now, in every deed!



