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A Course of Lessons in the Study of

Grand Opera

By Nathaniel I. Rubinkam, Ph. D.

Lesson No. 1

Giacomo Puccini and His Opera, Madam
Butterfly, in Two Lessons

Part One
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Puccini and His Opera Madam Bufterfly

Puccimi

most of the present day masters of music in
| Italy, is a scion of an old family of musicians.
Z5 He is a native of Tuscany, where he was
born in the City of Lucca in 1858. In Lucca he received
his first musical education. Later he became the pupil
of Bazzini and Ponchielli, in Milan, where he now has a
town house and is a teacher of musical composition in
the Milan Conservatory. Puccini is a great lover of the
“out of doors,” and is also somewhat of a sportsman.

He has a villa at The Tower of the Lake (Torro del
Lago), near his native city, a beautiful sheet of water
with mountains in the background, and connected by
small streams with the Mediterranean Sea, near the spot
where the body of the poet Shelley was cremated by
Byron and his friends in 1822.

Photographs show us the musician in his motor
boat, “Butterfly,” on Torro del Lago; also shooting
waterfowl, snowballing in the highlands of Sicily,
descending Mt. Aetna on mule back, and wrestling at
Pompeii.

He was once a victim of a serious automobile acci-
dent, which confined him to his villa at Torro del Lago,
where many of his musical compositions have been
created. Puccini visited America in 1907.

His first opera, “Le Villi,” was founded on Fontana’s
story of the witch dancers in the Black Forest, and was
produced at Milan in 1884.

The second libretto was also composed by the same
fantastic writer, Fontana. It is entitled “Edgar,” and is
based on a wild melodrama of Alfred de Musset—a story
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of love and fate. It is a musical lyric drama in three
acts, and was produced at the Scala Theater in Milan
in 1889.

His third work, “Manon Lescaut,” from Abbe
Prevost’s story of love and passion of the same name,
had already been treated by Halevy, Balfe, Auber and
Massenet. It was first produced at the Royal Theater
at Turin in 1893.

“La Boheme,” Puccini’s next opera, is one of his
most popular works, a lyric drama in four acts. The
libretto was prepared by Giacosa and Illica, founded on
Muerger’s story of the Bohemian life in the Latin quarter
of Paris. It was first produced at Turin in 1896.

For his fifth opera, “Tosca,” the same librettists
founded the plot upon Victorien Sardau’s Roman tragedy
of the same name, which portrays a story of lust and
crime. The opera was given at Rome in 1900.

The sixth opera, Madam Butterfly, we have chosen
for detailed treatment here. It may be asked how such
a realistic theme can be expressed in music, which can
voice only universal ideas, lyrical emotions, etc. I will
answer the question by a few sentences as to the music
by Mr. E. A. Baughan, whom Mr. Wakeling Dry cites in
his “Living Masters of Music”:

“The character of Madam Butterfly herself * * *
is a fit subject for music. The emotions to be expressed
are mainly lyrical. The other characters are outside
musical treatment. * * * Of all the cast the only
characters that have thoughts or feelings which can be
interpreted by music are Butterfly’s maid, Suzuki, and
her uncle, the Bonze, who objects on religious grounds
to Butterfly’s marriage. ’
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“Puccini has written a love duet for the American
naval officer and Madam Butterfly, but as he can make
no pretence to any more passionate feeling than a passing
sensualism there is a want of emotional grip in the
scene, ¥ * *

“The composer has overcome many of these difficul-
ties with much cleverness. When the stage itself is not
musically inspiring, he falls back on his orchestra with
the happiest effect, * * * by a clever musical
ensemble, and the whole drama is drawn together by
Puccini’s sense of atmosphere.

“Madam DButterfly herself is ‘a musical creation
*¥ % % and the gradual smirching of this butterfly’s
brightness, until in the end she becomes a wan little
figure of tragedy, is subtly expressed in the music.

“It is not deep music—indeed it should not be—but
it has all the more effect because it is thoroughly in char-
acter. * * ¥ Puccini has kept to his conception of
the character, and Butterfly is never allowed to express
herself on the heroic scale.”
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Madam Bufterfly

A Japanese tragedy, founded on a book by John
Luther Long and a drama by David Belasco.

An Ttalian Opera, libretto by L. Illica and G. Giacosa.

English version by R. H. Elkin.

Music by Giacomo Puccini.

Characters:

Madam Butterfly (Cho-Cho-San)...... Soprano
Suzuki, Cho-Cho-San’s servant........ Mezzo-Soprano
Kate Pinkerton.........covuvvviinnn.. Mezzo-Soprano
B. F. Pinkerton, Lieutenant in the

United States navy.............. Tenor
Sharpless, United States Consul at )

Nagasaki ...ovvveinneinnnnnnn, Baritone
Goro, a marriage broker.............. Tenor
Prince Yamadori........ccovenenneennn Baritone
The Bonze, Cho-Cho-San’s uncle...... Bass
Yakuside ....ovviiiiiiiiiiiiiiii... Baritone
The Imperial Commissioner........... Bass
The Official Registrar Baritone
Cho-Cho-San’s Mother M(;efmt%eers Mezzo-Soprano
The Aunt Chorus Mezzo-Soprano
The Cousin Soprano

Trouble, Cho-Cho-San’s child.
Cho-Cho-San’s relations, friends and servants.
Time of play—Present. Place—Nagasaki.
Synopsis:
Act I. A Japanese House, on a hill near Nagasaki.
Act II.  Scenes 1 and 2—Inside Butterfly’s little house.

Madam Butterfly is the latest of the first six of
Puccini’s operas. The artist was inspired to its composi-
tion on seeing Belasco’s drama at the Duke of York’s
Theater in London in 1901.
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As a music drama it stands in direct antithesis to
the great symbolic creations, such as those of Richard
Wagner. Madam Butterfly is one of the most realistic
presentations of everyday life. There is not in it a line,
a picture, a personage or landscape, which does not
photograph an actuality of the hour.

Its unconscious simplicity charms us, its deep pathos
tugs at our heart strings, its practical international ethics
—or unethics—rebuke us. The ideals of our American
representatives in foreign parts are exposed in an
uncomplimentary light. The opera is a lesson on the
conduct of Americans abroad. Its picture of our world-
roamers appeals to us as all too true.

Its international quality is emphasized in the music,
where one at critical moments in the play hears the
mingling of Japanese lyrics with the melody of our
“Star Spangled Banner.”

The scenery is Japanese. The background of the
stage is a picture of the well-known bay, harbour and
town of Nagasaki, on the southwestern coast of Japan.

The little Japanese house which greets us in the
first scene is high up on the hillside, and commands a
beautiful view in the distance below of city and haven.
It is a long, hard climb up the hillside to this little
Japanese home, with its pretty garden and terrace. *

The house has just been bought by Lieutenant
Benjamin Franklin Pinkerton, of the United States
Navy. Pinkerton has secured it for nine hundred and
ninety-nine years, with the option of canceling the con-
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tract any month he chooses. He has not a great respect
for Japanese contracts.

He has procured the home as a nest for the beautiful
little fifteen-year-old Japanese girl whom he proposes to
marry. Her name is Cho-Cho-San, nicknamed in Japan-
ese fashion, Madam Butterfly.

Pinkerton is a plucky American. Like many of his
fellow countrymen abroad, to him

“Life is not worth living

If he can’t win the best

And fairest of each country,
The heart of each fair maid.”

With the spirit of too many Americans in foreign
parts, Pinkerton feels no more the gravity of dealing
with the bodies and souls of strange peoples than he
does with property. He sings:

“And so I'm marrying in Japanese fashion,
Tied for nine hundred and ninety-nine years,

Free, though, to annul the marriage, monthly.
America forever!”

Pinkerton has bought his charming little wife, Cho-
Cho-San, or Butterfly, of Goro, a marriage broker, for
one hundred yen (about eighty dollars).

Act I—Scene 1
A Japanese House on a Hill near Nagasaki

The first scene shows us this officious little Japanese
wife-vender exhibiting to the American lieutenant the
curious tiny house on the hill, on whose terrace the mar-
riage will take place.
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Pinkerton is charmed with the quaint arrangements.
It is certainly a magical bit of mechanism—with sliding
ceilings and partitions: ‘

“The walls will come and go

Just as may suit your fancy

To exchange or to vary,

New and old in the same surroundings.
* % % And so a fairy dwelling
Springs like a tow’r from nowhere,
Complete from base to attic;

It comes and goes by magic!”

Goro claps his hands and summons three servants;
a trusty handmaid for the bride, a cook and a waiting
man. All three fall on their knees, as orientals do, and
bow to the earth before the stranger. They are intro-
duced as Gentle-Breeze-of-the-Morning, Ray-of-the-
Golden-Sun and Sweet-Scented-Pine-Tree.

The first named is Suzuki, a mezzo-soprano, who
plays quite a role in the drama as Madam Butterfly’s
maid. As Pinkerton laughs at their picturesque names
she stoops low and sings:

“Your smile is fair as flowers.

Thus spake the wise Ocunama:

A smile conquers all, and defies

Every Trouble. Pearls may be won by smiling.
Smiles can ope the portals

Of Paradise— ;

The Perfume of the Gods,

The Fountain of Life.”

Goro sees that the practical American is tiring of
this oriental effusiveness. He claps his hands and dis-
perses them all.
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Everything is now ready for the arrival of the bride.
Goro, whom Pinkerton calls the Shining-Light-of-
Brokers, bows low at the compliment and enumerates
the guests at the wedding ceremony :

“There will come: the Official Registrar,

The relations, your country’s Consul,

Your future wife. Here you'll sign the contract
And solemnize the marriage.”

Are there many relations? inquires the practical
American. Goro replies:

“Her mother, Grandma, and the Bonze*, her uncle
(Who'll scarcely honor us with his appearance),
Her cousins, male and female—

Of ancestors, I reckon, and other blood relations,
A round two dozen.”

Sharpless, the Consul, is the first to arrive. He has
sputtered, stumbled and sweat his way up the long hill,
and enters the terrace breathless, but is charmed with
the view—Nagasaki, the ocean, the harbour !—Pinkerton,
offering him refreshment, sings:

“The whole world over,
On business and pleasure bent,
The Yankee travels, all dangers scorning.”

The consul is a man of deeper sentiment than Pinker-
ton and sees the tragic side of his happy errand. He
replies:

“That is an easy going gospel

Which makes life very pleasant,
But is fatal in the end.”

*The Bonze is a Buddhist Priest.
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This is the first minor note. The Consul sees that
the incident which Pinkerton is enjoying as an episode
may be a life reality to Madam Butterfly. “Is the bride
very pretty?” he asks of Pinkerton. Goro, the wife
broker, interjects a reply—

“Fair as a garland
Of fragrant flowers! Brighter
Than a star in the heavens!
» And for nothing: one hundred yen.”

He suggests that he has a fine collection, but the
Consul declines anything of that sort with a wave of the
hand. He protests with Pinkerton. Is the lieutenant
intoxicated, to be guilty of such folly?

“Maybe! Depends
On what you call intoxication!
Is’t love or fancy, maid or myth?
I cannot tell you. All that I know is,
She, with her innocent charm, has entranced me.
Almost transparently fragile and slender,
Dainty in stature, quaint little figure,
Seems to have stepped down
Straight from a screen, * * *
With so much charm and such seductive graces,
That to pursue her a wild wish seized me—
Though in the quest her frail wings should be broken.”

Here Pinkerton himself has suggested the portent of
disaster, and is followed by the Consul:

“It were indeed sad pity

To tear those dainty wings,

And perchance to torment a trusting heart.
No ery of anguish should e’er be uttered
By that gentle and trusting little voice.”

The lieutenant tries to allay Sharpless’ compunctions
‘with another drink. He regards the episode as only a
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trifling love escapade—and looks off ahead to a real
marriage, a real American wife!

One now hears the joyous voice of the innocent
Butterfly, as she heads a company of girl friends, brides-
maids, climbing the hill. She sings—

“Across the earth and o’er the ocean,

Balmy breeze and scent of spring are blowing.
I am the happiest maiden,

The happiest in Japan,

In all the world. * * *

Friends, I have obeyed

The summons of love,

Upon the threshold standing,

Where all the glory awaits me,

That life or death can offer.”

What is sung by Butterfly and her girl friends, of
flowers and sky and sea, falls on Sharpless’ ears as only
the prattle and careless days of youth. To Pinkerton
Butterfly expresses the weary hours of a bride’s waiting.

She tells her life story. Her people were once
wealthy. She sings—

.

“There’s no one cares to own he was born in poverty;
Is not every vagrant, when you listen to his tale,

Of ancient lineage? Yet indeed

I have known riches. But the strongest oak

Must fall when the storm wind wracks the forest,

And we had to go as geishas to earn our living.”

So Butterfly had been obliged to become a dancing
girl, in order to live, and had thus fallen into the hands
of Goro, the marriage broker. Her girl friends, with
parasols, testify with low bows and prostrations to the
truth of her sayings.
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Pinkerton’s heart throbs at the sight of the innocent
baby face of the beautiful young woman. She has a
mother. Her father is dead. She has an uncle, a priest,
the Bonze, “a miracle of wisdom.” The lieutenant sighs
at the thought of the priest. Another uncle is famed
only as a good-for-nothing tippler. “One thinker and
one drinker”, fall to the lot of the venturesome bride-
groom.

Then are announced the officials of the wedding:
the Imperial High Commissioner, the Official Registrar,
followed by the relations, all entering the terrace with
great ceremoniousness, obsequious oriental bowing and
unsparing compliments.

The American officer is bored with the farce pro-
cession of the motley set, while the Consul warns him
of its tragedy. He cautions Pinkerton not to look on
this marriage contract and the girl’s faith as a pastime.

Butterfly’s party exhibit universal traits in their
chatting, their criticism of the bridegroom, their petty
jealousies of the bride. But at Butterfly’s presentation
they all bow low upon the earth.

Pinkerton finds a relief from all these foolish people
in the refreshment tables, loaded with delicacies, to which
they all rush with a relish, leaving him a few moments
alone with his dear little Butterfly.

She is anxious to show Pinkerton some keepsakes
she has brought with her. She takes from her sleeve

“Kerchiefs, a pipe, a buckle,
A colored ribbon,
A mirror and a fan;”
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also a little jar of paint, which she throws away at the
officer’s expression of dislike for it; then a most sacred
relic, a dagger, which she unsheaths most reverently.
Goro, the wife vender, steals to his side and explains that
the dagger was sent by the Mikado to her father, with a
command to which he was obedient. Goro imitates the
suicide by appearing to rip open his bowels. It is called
hara-kiri, and is imposed Dby the Mikado on criminal
officers of the Japanese government.

Then she exhibits for his veneration the Ottoki, small
images of the souls of her forefathers. She now confides
to him that for his sake she has changed her religion.
Yesterday she had crept softly to the American mission
and, unknown to all her friends and relations, had
adopted his religion. She had followed her fate and now
bows to the God of her dear master.

He had given for her a hundred yen, and now she
picks up her images and 'dashes them away from her—
for him she can almost forget her race and people!

Pinkerton has not time to assimilate the force of this,
her vow, as Goro, in loud voice, calls all the company to
silence, to hear the Imperial Commissioner read the mar-
riage contract:

“Leave is given to the undersigned,
Benjamin Franklin Pinkerton,

Licutenant, serving on the gunboat

Abra’m Lincoln, of the United States Navy,
Of North America;

And to the spinster, known as Butterfly,
Inhabitant of Omara-Nagasaki,

Hitherto single, and, in consequence,
Never divorced,
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To join in bonds of wedlock; to wit,
The former of his free accord and will,
The latter with consent of her relations,
Witnesses of the contract.”

The contract is signed, and as Cho-Cho-San’s friends
gather around and congratulate the bride as Madam
Butterfly, she corrects them: “Nay, Madam B. F.
Pinkerton.”

The officials are now all off, and as the relatives and
friends are drinking a toast to the newly married couple,
the whole company is thrown into consternation by the
arrival of the Bonze, the Japanese priest, Butterfly’s
uncle.

He has learned that she has renounced her religion
at the mission, and now his weird fanatical figure strides
into the marriage scene and denounces her—

“In everlasting torment
May your wicked soul perish!”

All is thrown into confusion. All of Butterfly’s con-
nections join with the mad priest.in his anathemas.

Pinkerton finds this a very convenient way of getting
rid of the entire set so distasteful to him. He declares
himself master of the house. They all hasten away and
rush down the hillside, hurling back their threats and
curses upon the girl.

Butterfly stands at first mute, and then breaks down
in hearty, childish tears. The lieutenant easily heals her
heart, wounded at the croaking of the frogs. His words
of assurance and love fall like gentle balm on her poor
heart, and she stoops to kiss his hand.
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Evening has come. Night has settled in with its
serene, star-lit sky. They hear, within, Suzuki murmur-
ing her evening prayer. Pinkerton claps his hands, sum-
moning the servants, has them close the partitions and
arrange all for the night. Suzuki helps Butterfly ex-
change her wedding garment for a pure white robe.

She is now very happy, though she has been re-
nounced by all who once had loved her. Pinkerton is
entranced by her witchery—her tresses of brown now
falling over her spotless gown. They sit on the terrace
in their first love communion, alone.

She is like a little moon goddess, who has come
down by night “from her bridge in the star-lighted sky.”
She at first fears to tell him of her love, lest she should
die. Once she did not know him—*“A stranger from
America, a foreigner, a barbarian!” But now he is her
whole world—so strong, so handsome!

Now I am happy; Ah, love me a little,
Oh, just a very little,

As you would love a baby;

'Tis all I ask for.

I come of a race

Accustomed to little,

Grateful for a love that’s silent,
Light as a blossom,

And yet everlasting

As the sky, as the fathomless ocean.”

Kissing her hand the strong man feels her rightly
named—DButterfly, a gossamer creation. His conception
of her as a butterfly leaves a sting couched in his words,
unconscious except to her. She draws away her hand,
and, with a slight cloud over her face, sings—
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“They say that in your country,
If a butterfly is caught by man,
" He'll pierce its heart with a needle,
And then leave it to perish!”
Pinkerton dissipates the tragic in her momentary
prophetic fear. As he embraces her he sings—

“See, T have caught you,
I hold you as you flutter,
Be mine.”

She yields to him her whole soul: “Yes, yours for-
ever.” He points her romantic spirit to the heavens.
She is enraptured:

“Ah! night of rapture! stars unending!
Never have I seen such glory

Every star that shines afar

Is gazing on us, lighting up our future.”

(The couple disappear within the interior. Curtain.)

(Continued in Lesson No. 2).
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Madam Bufterfly

ACT II—SCENE 1
Inside Butterﬂy‘s Little House

HREE years have elapsed. We are again in
the little house of Cho-Cho-San. She and

who has been absent in America since the first week of
their marriage. Suzuki's prayers before the image of
Buddha have been without avail. Butterfly cannot tell
whether her husband’s God knows where they are dwell-
ing. They are nearing starvation. Only a few coins are
left. DButterfly is pathetically strong in her trust. She
remembers that Pinkerton, before he went away, in re-
ply to her earnest inquiry, said:
“O Butterfly, .

My tiny little child-wife,

T'll return with the roses,

The warm and sunny season,

When the red breasted robins

Are busy nesting.”

She makes Suzuki repeat with her the lines of as-
surance, “He'll return,” “he’ll return.” She rebukes
the weeping maid, and in her mind’s eye she sees the
approaching ship:

“Hear me. One fine day we’ll notice
A thread of smoke arising on the sea
In the far horizon,

And then the ship appearing;

Then the trim white vessel
Glides into the harbour, thunders forth her cannon.
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See you? lle is coming!

I do not go to meet him. Not I. T stay

Upon the brow of the hillock and wait, and wait
For a long time, but never weary

Of the long waiting.

From out the crowded city

There is coming a man—

"A little speck in the distance.

1, without answering,

Hold mysclf quietly concealed,

A bit to tease him, and a bit so as not to die
At our first meeting; and then, a little troubled,
He will call, he will call:

‘Dear baby-wife of mine, dear little orange-blossom!””

Her innocence is pathetic as she says to Suzuki:
“Thls will all come to pass, just as I tell YOI Banish
your idle fears, for he’ll return; I know it.”

Sharpless has a letter from the American officer.
He and Goro arrive at the top of the hill to visit her, and
he greets her as Madam Butterfly. “Nay, Madam Pink-
erton,” she naively replies. She is so sure that all is
well that when she hears a letter has come, her joy
hinders the Consul from reading to her its contents.

“I’'m the happiest _
Woman in Japan. Would you
Answer me a question? * ¥ *
At what time of year
Do robins nest in America?”

Goro, the wife broker, interrupts, by introducing,
as he has done a half dozen times before, a suitor, the
much married, much divorced, wealthy Yamadori. The
broker explains that his zeal has been for the purpose of
relieving her poverty, which he knows is very trying.
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But Butterfly utterly’ scorns him and the importunate
applicant.

“Now he offers me riches

If T will wed an idiot.”

The Consul cannot get an opportunity to read his
message. Goro explains that she has a right to divorce
because of desertion. “That may be Japanese law,”
sings Butterfly, “but not in my country.” “Which one?”

“The United States.”

After the wealthy Yamadori is finally disposed of
and goes off sighing, the Consul hopes he may read the
letter. Butterfly seats herself, merrily expectant, beside
him. But she first seizes it from him, kisses it, presses
it to her heart, and hands it back to him, all intent.
“Dear friend, I beg of you, seek out that child, that
pretty flower.” “Does he truly say that?’ she joyously
sings. “Yes, he truly says so, but if you interrupt so——"
Again she listens: ‘“Those were happy days together;
three years have gone by since ” “Then he, too, has
counted!” she sings with impatient joy. He reads on:
“And perhaps Butterfly remembers me no more.” “I
not remember?”’ she sings, as though scandalized at the
idea. “Suzuki, tell him quickly.”

He continues: “If she still cares for me and ex-
pects me ” “Oh what glorious tidings!” she cries,
and snatching and kissing the letter. “On you I am re-
lying to act discreetly, and with tact and caution to pre-
pare her ?”  “He’s coming!” she interrupts. “For
the shock.” “Tell me quickly,” she cries, clapping her
hands. The Consul is overcome at the sight of her
child-like trust, which will not understand, so he puts
the letter in his pocket, exclaiming to himself: “That




Puceini and His Opera Madam Buflerfly 5

fiend of a Pinkerton!” Then he looks her straight in
the eye, and asks very seriously: “What would you do,
tell me, Madam Butterfly, if he were never to return
again?” Dutterfly is stunned as by a death blow. Then,
with the submissiveness of a child: “Two things I might
do; go back (as a geisha girl) and entertain the people
with my songs—or else—better—to die.”

The Consul risks wounding her almost to despair by
commending her to accept the suit of the wealthy Yam-
adori. But she quickly recovers: “Ah!am I forgotten!”
she sings, as she rushes into an adjoining room, and
brings out her baby on her shoulder, setting it down be-
fore him full of pride: “Look here, look here! Can such
as this well be forgotten?” “Is it his?” inquires the Con-
sul, annoyed. She replies, indicating its features—

“What Japanese
Baby was ever born with azure eyes?
Such lips, too? and such a head
Of golden curls?”

Sharpless sees in the child Pinkerton’s very image.

“Has he been told?” **No,” she replies:
“But you will write and tell him
There awaits him a son, who has no equal!
And would you tell me then, that he won’t hasten
Over land and over sea.”
Kissing the child fondly she points to the Consul,
and, as though speaking to the child—
“What that bad man
Had heart to fancy!
That your mother should take you on her shoulder
And forth should wander in rain and tempest,

Through the town, seeking to earn enough
TFor food and clothing. * * *
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And there will pass a band of valiant warriors,
With their emperor,-to whom I'll say:

‘Noble ruler, tarry thy fcotsteps

And deign to stop and look

At these blue eyes, as blue as the azure heaven,
Whence you, Most High, are come! * * *
Who knows? he’ll make of you

The most exalted ruler of his kingdom.”

The Consul, deeply agitated with pity, takes up the
child, hugs him passionately and asks, “Darling, what
do they call you?” “Tell,” sings Butterfly, “My name
is Trouble * * * but when my father comes it will
be Joy.” The Consul goes, promising to tell its father.

Now Butterfly and the maid are all alone. A can-
non shot is heard in the harbour. Butterfly and Suzuki
rush to the terrace. They look seaward. ‘“White—white
—the American Stars and Stripes—’tis putting into port
to anchor.” She takes the telescope and, with trembling
hand, searches the harbour with it:

- “Keep my hand steady

That I may read the name,

The name, the name. Here it is, Abraham Lincoln.

They were all liars! Liars! Liars! But I

Knew it always—I—who love him.

Now do you see the folly of your doubting?

He’s coming! He’s coming!

Just at the moment you all were saying,

Weep and forget him. My love wins the day!

My love and faith have won completely—

He’s here—he loves me!”

With sobs mingled with laughter she bids Suzuki
to adorn all with flowers.

They go to the cherry tree on the terrace and shake
it, covering the ground with blossoms. = Flowers must
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be everywhere at his coming: “As close as stars in the
heavens. All peach, violet, jessamine, every spray of
gorse, of grass, or flowering tree.” She wants the balmy
breath of spring to shed its sweetness on his arrival.
She has given her tears to the earth and it has returned
her flowers. Roses shall adorn the threshold: “Sprays
of scented, sweet verbena, and the petals of all flowers.”
She herself must be adorned. “Suzuki, make me pretty,
make me pretty.” All her relations, and the Bonze who
cursed her, shall be surprised. She must put on her wed-

ding garment:
“I will have him see me in it

As on my marriage day.
In my hair we will put
A scarlet poppy.”

In the meantime night has fallen. The shoshi (the
partition) is closed. Without there is radiant moonlight.
Butterfly makes three holes in the shoshi—one near the
floor for the baby to look through, another, also low, for
the reclining Suzuki, and one higher up, where Butterfly
stands and looks for the coming of Pinkerton. She
stands rigid and motionless—gazing through the shoshi.

It is now night. Within from far off one hears a
humming. The baby and then Suzuki fall asleep. The
tapers slowly burn out, leaving the room flooded with

The chicf interpreter of Madam Butterfly in America today
is Miss Geraldine IFarrar, an American grand opera singer, born
in Massachusetts, educated in Berlin and Paris, and since 1606 a
member of the Metropolitan Grand Opera Company inm New
York.

When T first studied the libretto of Madam Butterfly, I had
before me Dupont’s photograph of Miss Farrar and the little
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moonlight, which gradually grows into the cold, grey
light of dawn: but Butterfly watches on. The curtain
falls slowly with soft music.

Act II—Scene 2

The Same

Orchestral Intermezzo

As the curtain rises, one hears voices from with-
out in the far distance—then sounds of anchors and
chains from the harbour. Butterfly is standing, still
motionless, gazing through the shoshi. The dawn breaks,
sunshine streams in. Butterfly rouses, as from a dream,
awakes her maid and takes up the baby in her arms.

Her first words to her maid, are, “He’ll come, he'll
come. I know he’ll come.” She goes off, carrying the
sleeping child up the staircase, singing a soft lullaby:

“Sweet, thou art sleeping,
Cradled on my heart;

baby boy “Trouble,” left by the thoughtless naval officer in the
far-away Japan, while he was wedding a real American wife,
Kate Pinkerton, in his homeland. It was an idea touching to
tears.

When I saw the music-drama in the Auditorium Theatre
in Chicago, children had been disallowed on the stage, and it was
a terrible disillusion to see a large, flaxen-haired doll in the
place of the living child. In spite of the splendid acting and
singing of Miss Farrar, the affecting tragedy was to me changed
into a comedy. When, later, I saw the same opera given by the
Aborn Company, in McVicker’s Theatre, the baby was left largely
to the imagination by concealment in a carriage and by being
thrown into shadows, and so the illusion was restored. This
shows that there are stage devices which can obliterate the ri-
diculous elements and keep active the tragic spirit of the drama,
even though a living child is impersonated by a doll.
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Safe, in God's keeping,

While I must weep apart.

Around thy head the moonbeams dart:
Sleep, my beloved!”

Pinkerton and the Consul knock and enter. Suzuki
tells the American officer how DButterfly had scanned
every vessel which had in three years entered the har-
bour, its flags and colors—how she had stood through
all last night. “Did I not tell you?” the Consul rebukes.
They notice the flowers all about.

The lieutenant is deeply touched. His conscience
speaks: “Oh torment!” When the maid learns that the
woman walking about the garden is Pinkerton’s Amer-
ican wife she sinks to the floor and sings:

“Hallowed souls of our fathers!
Ah, the world is plunged in gloom

»

Pinkerton wandering about the room becomes more
and more agitated. He notes every detail. The flowers
give bitter fragrance and poison. He picks up his por-
trait. “Here is my likeness. Three years have passed
away. And every day, every hour, she counted!” He
puts a purse of money in Sharpless hands. The Consul
repeats the warning he once had spoken. He had told

the truth when he once painted how she believed him.

Now, in a single moment he realizes his whole, heart-
less action. He feels he cannot stay in the place of such
terrible reproaches:

“Farewell, O happy home,

Farewell, home of love.

Haunted forever I shall be

By her reproachful eyes * * *
Like a coward, ah! let me fly!
TFFarewell, I cannot stay. Ifarewell!”
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He wrings the Consul’'s hand and rushes away.

Butterfly comes down stairs in the joyful excitement
~f expectation. She looks about the corners of the room,
thinking he is hiding from her in play. Seeing the Con-
sul, she becomes alarmed. “And where is—where is ?
Not here.” Looking up she sees Mrs. Kate Pinkerton.
“Who are you? Why have you come here?” She awakes
only gradually to the situation. The American wife feels
the terrible pathos of it all. It is only when she tells
Butterfly that she has been married to Pinkerton for a
year, that the Japanese girl says resignedly: “It is all
over now.” Mrs. Pinkerton asks her if she cannot for-
give her, and Butterfly solemnly replies:

“’Neath the blue vault of the sky

There is no happier lady than you are.

May you remain so, nor e’er be saddened through me.
Yet it should please me greatly

That you should tell him

That peace will come to him.”

She promises to yield up the child if Pinkerton will
himself come and fetch him—climb this hill in a half
hour from now.

“Like to a poor, imprisoned bird,

190

Beats this little fluttering heart!

sings Suzuki as she tries to support the crushed young
woman. DButterfly, somewhat rallied, sings—

“How runs the ditty? Through closed gates he entered;

Life and love entered with him.

Then he went—and nought was left to us.

Nothing, nothing, nothing but death.”

Sending her maid away, Butterfly lights a lamp in
front of the Buddha statue. She lifts from it the white
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veil, which she throws across the screen. She then takes
the dagger, which, in a waxen sheath, leans against the
wall near the image. She kisses the blade and, holding
it up by point and handle, reads off its inscription:

“To die with honor,
When one can no longer live with honor.”

She indicates, by pointing it to her throat, that this
is her fate.

She eagerly enfolds, kisses and sings to the child,
which Suzuki pushes in to her:

“You, my beloved idol!

Adored being! Fairest

Flower of beauty * * *

Though you ne’er must know it,

“Tis for you I'm dying,

1, poor Butterfly,

That you may go away

Beyond the ocean,

Ne'er to feel the torments, when you are older,
That your mother forsook you * * *
Take one last careful look

At your poor mother’s face!

That its memory may linger,

Even though it be dim and faint.

Let not my beauty’s lingering bloom

Be faded quite!

Farewell, beloved—

Go—play—play!”

She puts in his hands a little American flag and a
doll, to play. She disappears behind the screen. One
hears the dagger fall. She emerges with the veil tied
around her neck. She strides feebly, smilingly, toward
the child and falls beside him. -
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Pinkerton’s voice is heard, “Butterfly! Butterfly!”
As he and Sharpless hasten in to her, she points to her
child with meaning gesture, and dies.

The curtain descends upon a drama whose action
is its own commentary.

Other peoples may be different from us. They are
different in color, in custom, in culture, in religion. But
in the soul's universal traits—in love, in passion—they
are the same. Humanity is one. Let us beware of trifling
with universal, essential traits. What Pinkerton played
as a passing episode, Madam Butterfly played with pure,
deep, eternal sentiment. Hence the life tragedy.
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Verdi and HiS Opera A.i

Verdi

:'—-3] HE splendor and pride of the Italian Opera
r;)/‘ reached its height in the nineteenth century
in the musical career of Giuseppe Verdil

i | DBorn at Roncole, Italy, in the same year with
Rl(,hal(l Wagner, in Germany, in 1813, Verdi had, at the
writing of Aida,? attained the summit of a well-deserved
fame. He had for more than a third of a century poured
forth a continued stream of music-dramas—at least
twenty-five—among them Ernani (1844), Rigoletto
(1851), Il Trovatore (1853), La Traviata (1853) and
Don Carlos (1867).

Aida was produced in 1871, when the eminent artist
was nearing three-score years. Two of his greatest
works were still to come from his pen, Otcllo (1877),
and Falstaff (1893)—the marvel of youthfulness and
comedy—when he had reached four-score years. e
had been long known as the Grand Old Man of music.

Verdi died at Busseto, Italy, in 1902, in his ninetieth
year, after one of the most glorious life-courses in the
annals of musical history.

His people’s recognition of his genius, gratitude for
his services, and honor to his memory are to be expressed
by a national monument, the foundations of which are to
be laid at Rome, October 10, 1913, on the occasion of the
one hundredth anniversary of his birth.

Aida is an Egyptian music-drama, and has a perma-
nent value in the cultural history of art. This is not
only because it is one of the greatest masterpieces of one
of the most remarkable musical geniuses of modern

1 Pronounced Joo-sep’-peh Vair’-dee.
2 Pronounced Ah-ee’-dah.
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times; it has an abiding interest in that it was composed
at the order of one of the reigning world-monarchs, Ismail
Pasha,! of Egypt.

The Suez Canal had been completed, and the new
Italian Opera house at Cairo had been opened. The
Khedive? was not only deeply and financially interested
in the maritime enterprise, but was also an earnest patron
of art. Ile had in his hands the theme of an opera,
or music-drama. A prose story had been written for
it, by Mariette Bey, the famous Egyptologist, director of
the Boulak Museum at Cairo, which contains the treas-
ures of the excavations which reveal Egypt’s story of
its past. As the tale was culled from ancient manuscripts,
we might call it a historic drama, perhaps as historical,
or pre-historical, as most of such creations are. It is
true in its ideas, if not in the literalness of its story.

The tale was rendered into verse by the French poet,
M. Camille de Locle, and an Italian libretto was pre-
pared by Sig. A. Ghislanzoni.

The Khedive communicated with Verdi, the most
famous of the Italian contemporary dramatic musicians,
and requested him to compose the music. The monarch
readily acceded to the artist’s price of one hundred thou-
sand francs (twenty thousand dollars), with liberal
allowances for expenses and rights of production in all
countries outside of Egypt. This is an example of the
art-patronage which has helped genius to flourish in the
Old World.

Verdi wrote a work of marvelous, oriental, sensuous
color, adapted to the antique scenery. The scene-settings

1 Pronounced Pash-ah’.
2 Pronounced Kay-deev’.
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and costumes were designed by the scholar, Mariette
Bey, and were manufactured in Paris.

The Franco-Prussian war was in progress. When
the furnishings were completed Paris was under siege,
and it required much diplomatic manceuvering to get them
all to Egypt; but finally the enterprise succeeded. This
is a suggestive commentary on the value set upon musical
art beyond the seas.

The Pasha expected the distinguished Italian to come
to Egypt to conduct the rehearsals, and to lead the
orchestra at the presentation in Cairo. But Verdi, then
nearing sixty years of age, was too timid to cross the
Mediterranean, which gives us a hint of the artist’s imagi-
nation as to the terrors of the great waters. Some of
us on a voyage from Italy to Alexandria have experienced
the perils of this great inland sea when a storm is raging.

When the grand opera of Aida was first publicly
presented, on December 24, 1871, at Cairo, there were
present the nobilities of the court and the art-connoisseurs
of the European world. Tickets were in such demand
that every possible seat was ordered two weeks before
the performance.

The populace was very curious to see the turbans
at the theatre. Three loges were filled with the harem
of the Khedive.

The spectacle on the stage was most brilliant, and
Aida was universally conceded to be the masterpiece
of the master.

Aida soon became a favorite opera in all European
lands. Adelina Patti, the greatest lyric tragedicnne of
her day, first played the chief character in England in
1876, and the opera has held the American stage steadily
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since 1883. Its title role has attracted the energies of the
most talented interpreters, among whom are Gadski,
Melba, Emma Eames and Nordica, with such artists as
Grossi, Louise Homer and others, in the exacting role of
Amneris,! the princess of Egypt.

: Foreword

The scenes of this opera are laid in those pre-his-
toric days, when wars and invasions were common be-
tween LEgypt and Ethiopia, the semi-barbaric land lying
to the south. There is war between the Pharaoh and the
Hyksos,? or Shepherd Kings of Ethiopia.

Aida is an Ethiopian captive at the court of Egypt.
She, and all the other Ethiopians, are represented as
of dark, copper-colored, semi-barbaric type, in contrast
to the white race of the Egyptians. She is, however,
so beautiful and so gentle that she is given as a hand-
maid to the princess, Amneris, daughtér of the Pharaoh.

Amneris greatly admires her slave. The princess’
good opinion is, however, turned to jealousy when she
detects that Radames,® the soldier and warrior whom she
loves, is enamoured, not so much of the mistress as of
the maid.

The Drama is the story of the affinity between a hero
of the white race and a beautiful woman and slave of
the copper-colored clan, the enemy of his people.

The world has certainly progressed since the early
days of Egypt, but, through millions of revolutions of the

1 Pronounced Am-ney’-ris.
2 Pronounced Hik’-sos.
3 Pronounced Rah’-dah-mees.
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planets, these three things still remain as perpetual veri-
ties—always the same—war, jealousy and love. Aida is
a music drama of war, jealousy and love.

The Music of Aida

To what degree the music of Verdi in this later work
is under the spell of Wagner, is the dispute of musical
critics. The preface to a piano-score of Aida says: “The
Italian opera under Verdi's pen is no longer a collection
of pretty cavatinas, arias, duets, and more or less con-
certed pieces, but a living, lyric drama, in which the music,
as far as theatrical exigencies permit, closely follows the
action, the whole being more tersely connected than in
the productions of most of his predecessors. But, not-
withstanding his adoption of the new idea of reform, all
his works are full of fascinating, free and original mel-
ody.”

Mr. F. J. Crowest, in his work on Verdi, says of
Aida: “In the nineteen numbers of which the opera con-
sists there is much that is musically novel and beautiful.
The descriptive music, especially when removed from the
tragic parts of the work, shows the composer in his hap-
piest mood. The emotional (even sensational) nature of
the music, too, is very marked, and this is where the
master, retaining his country’s manner, rises triumphantly
over Irench and German dramatic music. * * *
Both vocal and instrumental music aimed at that illustra-
tive local color which the book and situation needed;
hence the lavish use of Oriental scales, Persian songs, the
dance of black boys, with all the resplendent parapher-
nalia of Eastern temple, pagoda and palace.”
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The following are the beautiful lines of Wagnalls on
the prelude and closing music of the opera.

“A tender, wistful strain, high up in the violins,
forms the opening of the prelude. With this first, faint
phrase the composer seems to awaken the muse of Egyp-
tian music from her long sleep. * * * The con-
ductor’s wand gently disperses these clinging meshes of
sound, the curtain is lifted, and we are ushered into the
musical life of an ancient civilization. * * * In-
stead of closing with a crescendo, as do most operas, the
finale of Aida becomes ever softer and fainter, like a
departing spirit. The brass and wood instruments have
long since retired; only the violins and harp keep up a
gentle, vibrating accompaniment like the flutter of a cher-
ub’s wings. The curtain descends very slowly, and the
last notes of the violin are doubly pianissimo. The muse
of Egyptian music glides away as silently as she came.”
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Aida
An Opera in Four Acts.
Libretto by A. Ghislanzoni.

Music by Giuseppe Verdi.

Persons in the Drama:
Aida, an Ethiopian slave........coviiiirinnunnnninns Soprano
Amneris, Daughter of the King of Egypt...... Mezzo-Soprano
Radames, Captain of the Egyptian Guards.............. Tenor
Amonasro, King of Ethiopia, Aida’s father............ Baritone
Ramphis, High Priest of Isis..................ccoiiiiiennn Bass
King of Egypt (the Pharaoh)...................cccovvnen.. Bass
A M ESSENZr . e et eeeteenteeeaneeennenseeeennneenssannnnss Tenor

Priests, Priestesses, Captains, Soldiers, Functionaries,
Slaves, Ethiopian Prisoners, Egyptian People, etc.

Place, Memphis and Thebes.
Time, During the reign of the Pharaohs.

Synopsis of the Play:
Act I. (1) In the Palace of the King at Memphis.
(2) Interior of the Temple of Ptah at Memphis,
Act II. (1) Amneris’ apartments at Memphis.
(2) Entrance gate to the City of Thebes.
Act IIT. Shores of the Nile—Temple of Isis.
Act IV. (1) Hall in the King’s Palace.

(a) Subterranean Hall of Justice.
(b) Prison of Radames.

(2) Temple of Ptah.

(a) Upper floor.
(b) The Crypt.

Actl

In the first act Radames, the Egyptian soldier and
hero, is placed at the hezd of the army, to meet a new
invasion from Ethiopia. He is to fight against the King
and the fatherland of Aida. His heart thirsts not only to
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win fame as a warrior, but to set free Aida, the Ethio-
pian captive, torn from her ancestral home, and with
whom he has formed a secret and an undying attachment.
He will lift her from her disgrace, and make her his
bride. This is to him a goal worthy of his noblest striv-
ing.

Scene 1.—The opening scene is in the palace of the
Pharaoh at Memphis, a few miles south of our present
Cairo. We see its colonnades, its statues, and beds of
tropical flowers. It is on the west side of the Nile river.
One looks through the Palace upon the Memphis temples,
with the giant pyramids in the background.

Ramphis, the priest of Isis, has consulted the oracle
of the mother-goddess, and it is revealed that Radames is
the divinely appointed leader of the Egyptian hosts, to
resist the enemy which is invading the Nile’s fertile valley
and threatening the hundred-gated Thebes, four hundred
and eighty miles to the south.

The hero is enthused with joy and hope. He sings
his great aria of the first act to Aida, for whom he will
battle and triumph:

“Radiant Aida, beauty resplendent,

. Mystical blending of flowers and light,
Queenly thou reignest o’er me transcendent,
Thou of my life art the splendor bright.
Back to thy clear skies I would restore thee,

To the soft airs of thy native land;
Garlands imperial I would place o’er thee.
Build thee a throne next the sun to stand.”

Radames knows not yet that this captive girl is a
princess, the child of the Ethiopian King.

Scene 2—Amneris is suspicious of Radames’ love
for another. The Egyptian princess, the young, beauti-
ful daughter of the Pharaoh, enters to the hero. She is
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inflamed with love for him. She asks him to unfold the
secret of his thoughts. She is mistrustful that there
are in his soul sweeter hopes than those of military honor
and fame, that some other vision, more entrancing, has
found favor in his heart. Is there not in Memphis a
greater lodestone to attract his being?

Radames fears she has divined his love for the slave,
Aida. Have his eyes betrayed his secret? The princess
sees that he is deeply agitated.

Scene 3.—Then follows a beautiful terzetto between
Radames, Aida and Amneris. The suspicion on the part
of the princess has grown into jealousy. She sings:

“Ne'er lover gazed with more enraptured eyes!”

Is it possible that her maid vies with her as a rival
to her love?

In order to ferret out the secret, she feigns an affec-
tion for her slave; she calls her “sister.” She will learn
the reason of Aida’s flowing tears. The captive says she
weeps because of the din of strife between Egypt and
her native land.

But the princess is dissatisfied with this solution.
Is there no deeper woe which bids her tears flow? She
will find a more subtle cause of the tearful blush that
starts in the slave. She bids her tremble if an-affection
for Radames be detected.

Radames and Aida feel together that woe would fall
on them both forever should Amneris discover their love.
She would dash in pieces his deeply-laid plans. '

. Scene 4—The Pharaoh enters, with a procession, in
great state. He is followed by Ramphis, the priest of
Isis, ministers, captains and officers: He declares the
cause is mighty which has summoned around him the
faithful sons of Egypt.
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A messenger brings in the news, and describes the
character of the Ethiopian invasion. The fertile fields
are devastated, the harvests along the Nile destroyed.
The plundering hordes, led on by the ferocious, barbaric
Amonasro,! are marching toward Thebes, the Capital.

As Aida hears the name of Amonasro, she starts.
exclaiming (aside), “My father!”

The messenger reports that Thebes has poured from
her hundred gates a torrent force, to meet the invader
with relentless carnage.

The King, priests and all the folk are roused to the
spirit of war: “Battle! battle! battle!”

Radames is declared, by the revelation of the god-
dess, Isis, the warrior chief, “with power supreme in-

vested.”
“He, leader! I tremble,” breathes Aida, aside.

The Pharaoh dispatches the warriors to the temple
of Ptah? the high war-god, to invest themselves with
sacred arms. They shall then march up the Nile, the
broad sacred river, to guard the Egyptian shores and to
deliver their foes to death.

Radames, who still has no idea that his foe is Aida’s
father, receives from the hand of Amneris the standard

of war.
. Aida is deeply moved. While all the assembly and

crowd are shouting: “Battle! battle!” and sending up
their prayers that laurels may crown the brow of the
chief, she is bowed down in despair. She gives vent to
her anguish and opposing emotions in her song of wail-

ing:

1Pronounced Am-on-az’-ro.
2Pronounced Tah.
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“For whom shall I weep? For whom shall I pray?
Ah! What power to him now binds me!

Him must I love, though all tells me

I'm in love with my country’s foe.”

How can she join in the war-cry which dispatches
Radames to the war, and bids him return as the van-
quisher of Ethiopia?

“As conqueror, return! What! Can my lips

Pronounce language so impious! Wish him

Victor o'er my father! * * * Vish him conqueror
O’er my brothers!”

In her mind’s eye she sees her father, the King,
dragged in chains behind the chariot wheels of her lover.

She sings, “I Sacri Nomi.”
“O sacred names of father and of lover!
I have no power to utter, can ne’er betray!
Abashed and trembling, to heaven would rise,
My prayers for both, for both my tears would fall.”

She calls on the gods, in her fatal love, to relieve her
woe, and let her die.

Scene 5—The first act closes with the extraordinary
consecration-scene in the temple of Ptah at Memphis,
where Radames, with spectacular ceremonies, is invested
with the command of the army for his war with the
Ethiopians. One is reminded of some imposing ritual
in a vast cathedral. There are statues of deities, colon-
nades, vistas, sacred emblems, an altar, golden tripods
and fumes of incense. The Egyptian high god, Ptah—
the Hephaestus® of the Greeks, the Vulcan of the Latins
—is adored by priests and priestesses, as the author of all
life, creator from nothing, author of all fruitful things.
Ramphis declares him to be both Sire and Son, an un-
created flame.

As Radames, the chosen hero, enters, unarmed, the

1Pronounced Hay-fes’-tus.
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priestesses sing and perform the mystic dances. A sil-
very veil is draped over the warrior’s head. As the
guardian of all Egypt, into his hand is placed the sacred
sword, the weapon tempered by hand immortal, destined
to deal to the foe carnage and ruin.

In a grand musical finale, Ramphis, Radames,
Priestesses and Chorus, hail and invoke for protection,
the Almighty deity, Ptah.

This shows that the prelude to a bloody war in the
old, old world was an elaborate, barbaric, religious ritual.
Hymns and mystic dances before the war-god were the
inspirations to Radames to meet valiantly his Ethiopian
foe.
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Act II

Sending the hero forth with such high ritual and
ceremonies of consecration, his conquest of Amonasro
was confidently expected by every Egyptian. So in the
second act we witness the prepérations for his trium-
phant return and his royal reception.

Scene 1.—Amneris, in her apartments, is being at-
tired and adorned by her female slaves for the triumphal
festival. Sweet-scented vapors arise from tripods of
incense, as the menials bind her tresses with verdant
laurels, and a chorus chants the glory of the returning
hero. They celebrate, as they believe, the powers of love
which bind their princess with Radames. Amneris prays
that joy and rapture may be restored to her heart. DBlack,
Moorish slave-boys perform a dance.

But the songs and dances have not allayed her soul-
questions, nor soothed her fevered spirit. The princess
is tortured by doubt. She dismisses her attendants, and
receives Aida, child of the conquered clan, in order to lay
clear the secret.

Scene 2—Amneris at first feigns pity for her rival,
and, with a hypocritical affection, regrets the defeat of
her people:

“O hapless Aida; the sorrows that afflict thee,

Je sure 1 deeply feel;

I am thy friend,

Thou shalt have all from me—thy days shall happy be.”

Aida cries out in anguish. As an exile she can never
know the fate of her father and her brothers.

The princess tests her by falsely declaring that
Radames has been slaughtered. Aida exhibits her despair
and anguish at her lover’s fate:
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“Hapless me! My tears will forever flow.
The gods have ever from childhood oppos’d me.”
Amneris is now sure. She breaks out in violence:
“Tremble! I read thy secret! Thou lovest him! Lie no
longer!”
The princess, in order to make her certainty com-
plete, now undeceives the slave. ‘“Radames liveth!”
Aida kneels and cries with exaltation:
“Liveth! thanks, kind Heaven!”
When she hears that the mighty princess is her rival,
she sings:
“Thou my rival! ’tis well! so be it * * *

Ah! let this my sorrow, thy warm heart move;
"Tis true, I adore him with boundless love!”

The triumphal pageant is preparing. Amneris’ jeal-
ousy now knows no bounds. In the reception of the
hero, the princess shall sit on the throne; the vile minion
shall bite the dust.

Aida is broken down in despair. Her life is for-
saken and void. Her only escape from the blighting
anger of the princess will be the sepulchre. She cries in
her woe:

“Oh, forgive!
Soon this love shall be buried in the tomb.”

(Continued in Lesson No. 4.)
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ACT II—Scene 2

umphal entry of Radames into Thebes, after
the defeat of the Ethiopians. It is one of

&, %5 the boldest, most elaborate, most spectacular
massmg of people that had yet been seen on the Italian
stage.

We are at the hundred—gated Egyptian capital. Be-
hind the fronded palms on the right is the temple of
Ammon Ra, the Greek Helios, the Sun of the ancient
Nile worship. To the left is a purple-canopied throne;
at the back, by the entrance gate, a triumphal arch.

The Pharaoh enters, with his train. There are offi-
cers of state, priests, fan-carriers and color-bearers.
Amneris, the princess, seats herself on the throne to the
left of the King. Aida takes her place on the steps to the
right, among the slaves.

A great chorus sings a hymn of praise to the god-
dess-mother, Isis. A choir of women unite in extolling
the conqueror:

The laurel with the lotus bound,
The victor’s brow enwreathing.”

There are dances and mystic songs. A sacerdotal
train of priests chant thanks to the gods.

Then follows a march of Egyptian troops, with
trumpeters, before the King. A group of dancing girls
bear in the spoils of the conquered. There are also war
chariots, banners, sacred vessels and images of the gods.
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People and priests sing choruses in honor of the brave
warrior, and thanks to the gods.

Radames enters, borne under a canopy by twelve
officers, amid antiphonal songs describing the glory of
Isis and of Egypt.

The King descends from his throne, greets and
salutes the victor, as the saviour of his country. On
Radames’ head, Amneris places a crown of triumph.
The Pharaoh swears by his throne and by heaven above
to grant any boon the conqueror may request.

Radames asks that the captive prisoners be brought
before the King. Among them marches Amonasro,
Aida’s father, the Ethiopian King, disguised in the uni-
form of an officer. He is quickly recognized by his
daughter. She rushes wildly to him. She cries:

“What see I? He here? Mio padre! (My Fa-
ther!)”

They embrace, but he cautions her (aside) not to
reveal that he is the King. Amonasro presents himself
to the Pharaoh as an officer defending in battle his
fallen King, and asks grace for tlie captives. The people
join in supplication for the wretched souls.

Ramphis and the priests—who, as a class, are always
cruel in universal literature—beg the Pharaoh to beware
of mercy. The priests of old made their gods cruel, and
the haters of all their foes. Here they beg the King to
close his heart to all their captives’ supplications.

“By the gods’ will they are doomed to perish. * * *
Death be the doom of Egypt’s enemies!”

It is a great ensemble in which prisoners and priests
plead for and against mildness on the part of the King.
Amneris, seeing that during the singing and chant-
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ing of this chorus, the eyes of Radames are riveted on
Aida, swears vengeance against her base slave and rival.

Radames pleads for the captives. The priest of Isis
again warns the Pharaoh against clemency—at least
keep back fair Aida and her father as pledges of safety
and peace; let the rest go free.

The King yields to his priests’ counsel. To Radames
he again offers reward in payment of debt unbounded.
His "prize shall be the princess. He shall marry the
daughter of the Pharaohs. Hereafter he shall reign over
all Egypt. Amneris gloats over her triumph.

Great choruses, both of prisoners and Egyptians,
unite with the King:

“Glory to Egypt, sacred land
Isis hath aye protected.

With laurel and with lotus
We'll crown the victor’s head.”

Radames is not so infatuated with the glories of vic-
tory as he is with Aida, the Ethiopian slave. Like Moses,
in the Bible story, he would rather suffer affliction with
his Aida, than enjoy the throne of Egypt with Amneris.
He is not yet officially .bound to the princess, and while
the barbaric Amonasro—Aida’s father, the disguised
Ethiopian King—thinks of vengeance, and Aida, with
heart bowed down, laments with sighs and tears the
loss of her lover; while the assembled folk, in a chorus
of jubilation sing his praise, and Amneris is palpitating
with joyful anticipation; the great hero-lover dreams
still of thwarting the plan of the court, and of winning
his treasure, his first and only affinity, Aida.
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Act II1

In the third act Radames incurs the penalty of death
for his love, by innocently betraying a secret of war.

Scene 1.—The first scene is played on the shores of
the Nile. There are palm-trees and granite rocks. A lit-
tle temple of Isis is hidden by the foliage. It is a moonlit
and starry night.

We hear from within the temple a choral hymn of
praise and prayer to the goddess-mother, the guardian
of deathless love.

From the river’s brink ascend Amneris and Ramphis,
the priest, with closely veiled women and guards. The
ecclesiastic leads the princess into the temple to sup-
plicate Isis’ favor on the eve of her marriage. Am-
neris sings:

“Yes, and I will pray that Radames may give me

Truly his heart, truly as mine to him
y } ”
Has ever been sacred.

“Thou shalt pray till the daylight,” answers the
priest, as they enter the temple, where the chorus re-
peats the sacred hymn to Isis.

Aida, closely veiled, enters the grove with greatest
caution and trembling. In suspense she waits the com-
ing of Radames. If it is simply a cruel farewell, she
has decided to end her fate by a plunge into the Nile’s
dark and troubled stream. She sings her pathetic aria:
Oh, Patria Mia (Oh, native land).

“O native land, thy shores no more shall I behold!
O skics of tender blue, O soft airs blowing,
Where calm and peaceful my early life pass’d o’er.
O hills of verdure, O perfumed waters flowing,

O home beloved. Ah, no more,

I shall see thee never more!
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O fresh and fragrant vales, O quiet dwelling,

Promise of happy days of love that bore. .
Now hope is banished, love’s tender dream dispelling,
O home belov’d, I ne’er shall see thee more!”

Scene 2—Turning around, she is surprised at seeing
Amonasro!

“Heaven! my father.”

He has learned the story of her love. He knows
her rival is the daughter of the Pharaoh. But he has still
hope for her. She shall again gaze on the balmy forests
of Ethiopia, on her own verdant valleys and golden
temples. She shall have her sceptre, her love, and be
the happy bride of her heart’s dearest treasure.

“Ah!” cries Aida, “one day of such enchanting joy;
but a single hour of bliss so sweet ; then let me die!”

But the conditions of Amonasro! He recalls to her
the atrocities of the Egyptians toward the Ethiopians,
the desecration of their homes, temples, altars—the heavy
chains, and the death of their sisters, daughters, mothers,
children and helpless old men! Her subjects have ar-
rived, and are panting for the signal to strike the blow of
vengeance.

Only one thing is wanting. They must know the
path by which the enemy will march on the morrow.
She must get the knowledge from Radames! She must
not lose a moment!

Aida shudders. Must she wrest this secret from her
lover? With barbaric fierceness Amonasro paints her
crime against her own people, if she does not. How.
can she call herself his daughter?

As she hesitates, he throws her to the ground. He
shows her the threatening, ghostly hands of her dead
mother! She passes through a fierce soul-struggle. She
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drags herself wearily to her feet. She is decided. She
sings:
“Father, their bond-slave I'll be no longer.
Ah! do not appall me with thy curse,

Thine own daughter still mayst thou call me.
Ne'er shall my country disdain its child.”

Glad to ecstasy at her decision, the savage King hides
himself away among the palm trees, awaiting Radames.

“Courage! he is coming! here I'll remain.”

Scene 3.—Radames approaches. He spies her and
greets her with jubilation in the song:

“Again I see thee, my sweet Aida.”

He has wandered hither in hope. Although he has
been assigned by the Pharaoh to the princess, Amneris,
as spouse, as the greatest reward for his valor, Aida is
his affinity, his love, his all! His faith clings still to the
possibility of attaining her, and he calls the heavens to
witness that he has not forsaken his dream of her:

Aida questions:

“And how then

Hopest thou to baffle the princess’ love,

The Pharaoh’s high behest, the people’s hope,
The certain wrath of the priesthood?”

The duet between Aida and Radames is a great art-
work. He reminds her that the Ethiopians, with deadly
strife, and unfading hope, have again lighted the war-
brand. He hopes, when next the shouts of victory greet
him, to reveal his love for Aida to the Egyptian mon-
arch, and thus claim his Aida as a guerdon of war. To
the maiden, fearing the dread vengeance of Amneris, he
swears a sure defense.

Aida knows a better solution. “Name it!” he cries.
She proposes that they fly, together, to her home-land,
away from these burning, blighting skies, toward the
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virgin forests, where they may forget the world in their
blissful love.

Radames, hesitating, yet enthused by her devotion,
agrees with rapture, as she sings:

“In my native land, where lavish

Fortune smiles, a heaven awaits us;

Balmy airs, the sense that ravish,

Stray thro’ verdant mead and grove.

'Mid the valleys, where nature greets us,
We our bridal bed soon spreading,

Starry skies shall, luster shedding,

Be our canopy above.”

As their words of daring flight mingle, Aida pauses:

“But tell me by what path
Shall we avoid encounter
With the enemy ?”

His answer reveals the fatal secret sought by Amon-
asro:

“By the path we have chosen to fall on the Ethiop-
ians—'twill be vacant until the morrow—the gorges of
Napata !”?

Scene 4.—The savage King springs from his hiding
place:

“Gorges of Napata! There will I post my troops!”

Radames discovers, in the barbarian King, Aida’s
father. He realizes, instantly, that he has betrayed a
war-secret. For his love he has played the traitor.

Aida and Amonasro try to quiet his fears, but he
sees that his name is branded forever. They seek to
drag him away, but he has been overheard,

Scene 5—Amneris, Ramphis, priests and guards
rush upon them from the Isis temple.

“Traitor vile!” shouts Aida’s rival.

1 Pronounced Na-pah’-tah.
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Amonasro rushes at the Egyptian princess with a
drawn dagger. The madman is stayed by the noble
Radames, who sends away the Ethiopian King and Aida,
and delivers himself up to the 1)11est “Holy father, I
yield to thee!”

Act IV

In the closing act, Radames, the victorious warrior,
the man who had been glorified by the Pharaoh, and
wreathed by the lotus and laurel on the part of the folk,
must pay the penalty of treachery to his country.

Scene 1.—This scene is played in the hall of Am-
neris’ father, the Pharaoh.

The princess, in mourning, is crouched by a large
portal leading to the Hall of Justice. Another passagc
opens to the prison where Radames is chained.

Amneris is brooding, in song, over her rival, Aida,
who has escaped. She expects the sentence of traitor to
be pronounced by the priesthood upon Radames. Yet
he is not a traitor, for his motive was flight—and with
her! Tt was desertion !

“They are traitors all and should perish!”

The thought startles her, for she still loves him. The
love which he will not requite is destroying her wretched
life. She will try once more to win him. She orders him
summoned by the guard.

Secene 2—Amneris offers life to Redames if he will
turn to her, to his own Egypt, instead of to the allure-
ments of Ethiopia. DBut, standing guiltless and pure-
hearted, his honour free from stain, he stoutly refuses:

“Without hope’s priceless treasure
"Tis better far to die!”
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It is a desperate, passionate duet. Anmeris will sur-
render to him her country, power, existence, if he will
but turn to her arms.

But no, he has staked upon Aida all that is dearest
in life. .The princess has given death to Aida, and yet
offers life to him!

She protests that although Aida’s father has per-
ished in the chances of war, she still lives, but has van-
ished.

Radames, after this hopeful message, prays the gods
may guide her safely home and keep from her the knowl-
edge that for her he is dying.

Will Radames renounce Aida, if Amneris will save
him from his fate? “No! Never!”

With the consciousness that her cause is entirely lost,
the princess falls to cursing him. She is now his mortal
foe. She prays to the heavens for vengeance.

To Radames, death is but a joy of living. His re-
ply to all her pleas and threats is a splendid example of
fidelity to an affinity, and a gospel to all ages:

“Death is only bliss, pure, unbounded,
Since I die for her I cherish;

In that hour when I shall perish,

With rapt'rous joys my heart will glow;
Thy fierce wrath I fear no longer,

Scorn for thine ire alone I know.”

Amneris falls down in rage and anguish. Radames
is handed over to the guards.

Scene 3.—The princess revives, alone and desolate.
She realizes the ravages which have been made by her
atrocious jealousy! She sees the priests—those white-
robed, pitiless phantoms, those fatal ministers, and merci-
less judges—pass into the subterranean Judgment Hall.
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She covers her face and writhes in anguish, for she
knows what their cruel verdict will be upon the innocent
victim.

We hear the priestly prayer that the heavenly spirit
may kindle in their hearts the eternal flame of justice.
It throws the princess into a flood of sorrow, and she
cries to the powers supernal to pity the guiltless.

From the Crypt of Justice is heard the voice of
Ramphis, the priest, laying the charge of treachery upon
the noble captain. We hear the repeated epithet, “Traitor
vile!”

Like a lamb before his shearers, he opens not his
mouth. They decide his fate—to be buried alive, be-
neath the altar in the temple of Ptah!

“’Neath the altar whose God thou’st derided
Thou, a living sepulchre shalt find.”

Amneris, horrified at this travesty of justice, at this
inhuman verdict, assails the ecclesiastics as they file out
of the crypt:

“Priests of heaven! a crime you've enacted!
Tigers, ever in bloodshed exulting,
Laws of earth and the gods insulting.”

She repeats her imprecations on Ramphis and his
company as they march by.

“Priests of heaven! a crime you’ve enacted on him,
Whom ye well knew I once treasured.

May a broken heart’s curses fall unmeasured,
While his blood on your heads e’er shall lie!

Laws of earth and of heaven ye have outraged,

Ye have punished where no guilt doth lie.”

She cries, as they pass out and she is left alone, in
despair:

“Impious priesthood, curses light on ye all!
Heaven's vengeance, ere long, upon your heads will fall.”
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We hear the refrain of the priests now receding
until it is lost on our ears:

“A traitor vile is he, and doomed to die!
Traitor vile! Traitor vile!”

Scene 4—In the final scene, the priests execute the
doom which they have pronounced.

The stage is divided into an upper and a lower floor.
The section above represents a temple—that of the war-
god, Ptah. It is brilliantly illumined, and glitters with
golden ornaments.

The lower floor is a subterranean vault, supported
by arches and colossal statues of the gods.

Radames is descending the stairway leading into
the crypt, and, above, two priests are in the act of letting
down the stone which locks him in the subterranean hall,
to die.

The scene is called THE FataL StoNt. One can ap-
preciate its terrors only by imagining the sensation of
being shut forever from the light of day, to die in a
living sepulchre. Radames sings:

“The fatal stone is closed above me!

Now has the tomb engulf’d me!

The light of day no more shall I see!

No more behold Aida.

Aida, where art thou now? What'er befalls me
Mayest thou be happy! Ne’er may my frightful doom
Reach thy gentle ear.”

In this beautiful, unselfish song he thinks raost of
Aida, of her well-being and her hoped-for ignorance of
his sorrows.

In the drear space where he imagines himself all
alone, in his death-chamber, he hears a groan!

“What moan was that? Is ’t a phantom!
Some vision dread? No! ’tis a human being!
Heavens! ’tis Aida!”
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At the sound of her name the noble maiden is
aroused as from a dream. In fact, her first word is
“Sonio!” which, in Italian, means a “dream.” (Being
pronounced in three syllables, so-ni-o, it is translated in
English, “Aida,” to fit the music.)

She explains her presence in the prison by her in-
stinct to be near him, and to die with him. She sings:

“My heart foreboded this, thy dreadful sentence,

And to this tomb that shuts on thee its portal,

I crept, unseen by mortal.

Here, free from all, where none can more behold us,
Clasp'd in thy arms, love, I resolved to perish.”

Radames is ravished at the thought of this devotion.
That she, so pure, so lovely, should doom herself to die
with him! He is not able to think that all her beauty
could thus fade away forever. Is it true that his passion
has been fated to destroy one whom heaven had designed
only for love? Those eyes are too beautiful for death!

But Aida has no sad thought of death, with her
lover. Most sweetly she sings:

“Seest thou where death—death, the angel,
Radiantly approaching us,

Would waft us to eternal joys,

On wings of gold, above!

I sce heaven’s gates are open wide,

Where tears are never streaming,

Where bliss alone, and joy reside,

And never-fading love,

The bliss and joy of never-fading, endless love!”

It is a remarkably dramatic situation. The two souls
shut up—the one by a judgment, the other voluntarily—
to a living death!

From our outside vantage ground we see and hear
the priestesses mystically singing their liturgy to the Al-
mighty Ptah—the breath of all things. From below,
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this singing sounds like a mournful chant—the death
knell of two beautiful souls.

Radames tries, with his lusty sinews to move away
the fatal stone which locks them in; but in vain. Every
possible hope of earth is over. They surrender them-
selves to death. They embrace, and together chant their
final song:

“Farewell, O earth! farewell, thou vale of sorrow!
Brief dream of joy, condemned to end in woe!

See brightly ope’s the sky; an endless morrow
There, all unshadowed, evermore shall glow!”

Curtain.

The impression which this drama makes upon us
is the deathless power of a real elective affinity.

This word, affinity, has been basely abused in our
common jest, and by the public press. It is one of the
strongest, most beautiful and most essential words in our
vocabulary. For life-happiness, be sure and get your
affinity, and get it the first time. This drama exhibits
the superb force and beauty of the word in the case of
Radames and Aida. Nothing could shake them from
their first strong anchorage. As Radames sings:

“Without hope’s priceless treasure,
'Tis better far to die.”

It was infinitely better for them to persist, even unto
death, than to spend an existence in the living death of
an uncongenial wedlock.

SSONPZA222. S22
y 2> O‘.'.l‘ \Q‘. SNa=
(CHD



Siegel-Myers Correspondence School of Music

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

A COURSE OF LESSONS IN GRAND OPERA
By NATHANIEL 1. RUBINKAM, Ph. D.

Examination Paper for Lesson No. 4
Verdi and His Opera Aida

Class Letter and No..........
Name........................

Account No..................
TOWN . ws s 50545 swmssnssesas State. ..comsamis s Percentage......

Write name, address and numbers plainly. Fill in **Account No.” only whss
it appears on your Lesson Ticket.

1. 'What great ceremony have we in Act II, Scene 27......,. it
2. What boon does Radames ask? . ...................ccoevnnnn
3. What was the spirit of Ramphis and the other priests?......
4. What prize does the King offer Radames?...................



sceassescsnenn esesne D I I R e L LI
ceesesscsensan . se e D I I R I
cecsssacnns I Y I I I I ) BRI R seccsecce

What desperate attempt does Amﬁeris, the Princess of Egypt,

make, in the second sceneof Act IV?.........covninvnnnnn.

................. tec000000°00000000000000000000000000000000 000

What is the name of Act IV, Scene 4?................. ceene

D I I I R R I I R R N A I A

D R R I R



Siegel-Myers
Correspondence School of Music
Chicago, Illinois

A Course of Lessons in the Study of

Grand Opera

By Nathaniel I. Rubinkam, Ph. D.

“Any dramatic production * * * is governed, in the measure
of its by the cl of its appeal to the primitive
emotions.” — Arnold Daly

Lesson No. 5

The Music Drama SALOME by Richard Strauss
in One Lesson

COPYRIGHT 1211 BY SIEGEL-MYERS CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF MUSIC




2 Strauaa

Salome

JQJHE music-drama, Salome, is the joint crea-
tion of two of the most daring artistic spirits

With Oscar Wilde’s poetical career, unfortunate
social entanglements, and untimely death, the present
generation is well acquainted. No one can deny to the
author of “Lady Windermere’s Fan,” “Salome,” and
“De Profundis” a touch of real genius.

As for Richard Strauss—this German, Munich-born,
and musically-born composer of “Death and Apotheo-
sis” (1889), “Also Sprach Zarathustra,” the piano music
to “Enoch Arden” (1897-8), “Feuersnoth” (1901), the
“Wanderer’s Stormsong,” “Salome” and “Electra,” is
universally regarded as one of the foremost figures in the
musical world today, and already, while still living, has
an assured place among the immortals.

From the impression I once received of Oscar Wilde,
whom I met in London, and taking him at his oft-quoted
word that, in “Salome,” he only purposed to create “some-
thing curious and sensual,” I came to this opera three
years ago with a prejudice against it. It was severely
attacked and ably defended in this country. After giving
it a second and third reading, I was compelled, by its sin-
gle dramatic purpose, its genuine orientalism, and the
swift development of its plot, to recognize the positive
genius it displays.

I could readily see how such a musical master as
Richard Strauss found in the text an opportunity for
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orchestral effects in expressing what is primitive and
elemental in human emotion.

Salome long haunted the dreams of the poet. He
wandered far in search of her model. In her personality
he blends chastity and sensuality. The purity of the body
and its vital, original and fiercest passions are, in her,
wrapped up and united. '

Salome was originally written in French for Sarah
Bernhardt, but the role was never assumed by this great-
est of living tragediennes.

As a drama it held the world’s stage ten years (1896-
1905) before it was wedded to the Strauss music.

It was performed in Paris (October, 1896) two years
before Sudermann’s “Johannes,” on the same theme, was
made public in Berlin. It has since been played in Lon-
don (May, 1905), in New York (November, 1905), on
all the stages of Germany, and in France, Italy and Spain.

It is a sincere tribute to its dramatic possibilities that
Richard Strauss saw in the passion, terror and horror
which lurked in its theme and is voiced in its poesy,
material for his tone-painting to interpret.

Richard Strauss has jocularly been designated Rich-
ard II, as he is the logical successor of Richard Wagner.
He thoroughly grounded himself in Wagner and in the
older classics. It is one of his oft quoted maxims, that
“you cannot thoroughly appreciate Wagner unless you
pass through this grounding in the classics.”

Salome is surcharged with the fateful motives of the
Greek tragedies. She is a sister of the Greek Electra,
which the romantic Hoffmanthal, of Vienna, has wrought
from the immortal tragedy of Sophocles, and which
Richard Strauss has since voiced in music.
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The musical motives of this opera have been ably
interpreted in our country by Dr. Otto Neitzel, the
Cologne master of the Musical Art. It is our purpose to
dwell chiefly upon its dramatic motives.

Three years ago the role of Salome was ably sung in
this country by Mme. Olive Fremstad. At that time it
was necessary to defend its production against the many
who tried to suppress it.

The character of Salome is now assumed by Miss
Mary Garden, whose greatest artistic success has been in
the Maeterlinck-Debussey, ethereal, mystical “Melisande.”

The Music of Salome

We have in Salome some important additions to the
Wagnerian vocabulary of musical speech. There are the
Salome Grace motif, the Jokanaan prophecy, the yearning
of Narraboth, the Wind motif, and the Salome Kiss.
In order to keep the same rhythmic speech in music, we
have, in German, “Ich will deinen Mund kiissen;” in
French, “Laisse-moi baiser ta bouche;” in English,
“Suffer me to kiss thy mouth.”*

Like the rumbling and rending of an earthquake, like
the clash and crash of colliding railroad trains, like the
shattering dissonance of moral and social disaster, the

* The most striking example of the difficulty of translating
operas into musical rhythm, is in the last lines of Wagner’s
“Tristan and Isolde.” “The German is “Unbewusst, hoechste
Lust.” The literal translation would be “unconscious, highest
bliss.” But the accent of unconscious is on the second syllable,
instead of on the third, in Unbewusst. So the translators lead
us, in idea, from the sublime to the ridiculous by the translation :
“In a kiss, highest bliss.”
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Strauss music bursts and breaks through the orchestra in
rendering this opera of Salome.

At a rehearsal in Prague the composer is said to have
stopped the players and cried: “This is too gentle! We
want wild beasts here! This is no civilized music; it is
music that must crash!”

There are violent antagonisms where two parts of the
orchestra are set thundering against each other.

And all of this symbolism of what is cataclysmal—
physically, brutally, demoniacally passionate—is founded
on the New Testament story of the beheading of John
the Baptist, at the request of the daughter of Herodias.

It is objected that this is not art, because of the
repulsiveness of the theme. But art is the expression and
symbolism of the ideas which have lived and are moving
in our human world.

James Russell Lowell, in his introduction to the sec-
ond part of the “Legend of Brittany,” says:

“We enter on our story’s darker part;
And though the horror of it well may move
An impulse of repugnance in the heart,
Yet, let us think that, as there’s naught above
The all-embracing atmosphere of art,
So also there is naught that falls below
Her generous reach, though grim’d with guilt and woe;
Her fittest triumph is to show that good
Lurks in the heart of evil evermore.”
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Salome
A Music Drama in One Act
PERSONS IN THE DRAMA :
Herod Antipas, Tetrarch of Judea...............covuenn. Tenor
Jokanaan, the Prophet: .\ : @B BiLinL srommmas e s swsioos Baritone
The young Syrian, Captain of the Guard................. Tenor
A, CaAPPAACTIAN ccoivvurnion o wobBisgiuiois ois, 51 s asTssssamamen ors s 8 Siasoshioss Bass
The page of Herodias. .o s s asmmsins s s o sommms s Contralto
Herodias, wife of Herod, the Tetrarch.......... Mezzo-Soprano
Salome, daughter of Herodias.................ccvuvuenn Soprano

Tigellinus, a young Roman (only in the Drama, not in the Opera).
Naaman, the executioner. .

A slave, the slaves of Salonmie, a Nubian, first soldier, second
soldier, Jews, Nazarenes, etc.

Scene 1

The Wilde-Strauss “Salome” reduces all of the older
massive dramatizations of the John the Baptist story to a
single act. There is no change of scenery.

Salome is a musical, dramatic, love-tragedy. The
center of interest is not Herod, or John (Jokanaan, as he
is called in imitation of the Hebrew), but the beautiful,
royal daughter. Every one loves Salome. Her wanton
mother, Herodias, loves her; Herod, her stepfather-uncle,
loves her; Narraboth, the young Syrian captain, is love-
sick over her

Note on pronunciation: The French say Sa-lome, Germans
and English Sa-16-me; Afi-ti-pas, Teé-trirk, Jo-k@-nan, Ti-jé-li-nus
NaZa-man, He-ro’di-as.
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He sighingly says, at the opening of the scene, as from
the terrace he looks at her in the banquet hall:

“How beautiful is the Princess Salome tonight!
She is like a little princess who wears a yellow. veil,
And whose feet are of silver.”

But, as we shall see, Salome loves only one, and the
play portrays her overmastering passion for John the
Baptist.

As Salome sits at the banquet, she is enraptured by
the voice of the sombre prophet of Judea. The en-
gaging Salome motif gives way to the clamorous noise of
the Jews at the feast, disputing about their religion.

Jokanaan moves entirely in the Old Testament range
of ideas. He clothes his conception of Jesus in the
phrases of Old Testament prophecy. He is a man of the
desert, where he fed on locusts and wild honey, was
clothed in camel’s hair, and ’round his loins had a leathern
girdle. He was terrible to look upon.

The stern prophet of the wilderness is imprisoned in
a cistern, in the grounds of Herod’s palace. He is
guarded by Roman soldiers.

This old cistern is on the right of the stage, at the
back, and is surrounded by a wall of green bronze, to con-
ceal it from view.

The opera is performed on the great royal terrace.

Elevated at the left is the banquet hall, where the
king is entertaining his court and devotees. His Roman
envoy, Tigellinus, in whose honor the banquet is given,
and a few other minor characters in the Wilde drama, do
not appear in the opera. -

The boisterous hubbub which echoes from the court
of revel is met by the prophetic voice of the Baptizer
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(Jokanaan), from the dungeon. His first speech an-
nounces the Messiah:

“After me shall come One Who is worthier than I;
I am not worthy to unloose the latchet of His shoes.”

There is a strange attraction in that hoarse voice,
which draws the princess away from her seat at the ban-
quet table.

Scene 2

She comes out upon the terrace. She says:
“I will not stay, I cannot stay.”

She cannot bear the

“Mole eyes under the shaking eyelids of the Tetrarch.”

She loves the sweet air. She breathes it deeply as
she strolls upon the terrace. Within, she had tired of the
Jews, tearing each other to pieces over their foolish cere-
monies. She could not endure the silent and subtle
Egyptians, or the coarse and brutal Romans. She cries:

“Ah! how I loathe the Romans! ]
They are rough and common, and they give themselves the airs
of noble lords.”

She praises the moon !—its coldness, its chastity. She
is interrupted by the voice of Jokanaan, heard again
from the cistern-prison. He utters a prophecy of the
coming of the Son of Man.

The voice again rivets the attention of the princess.
His ideas pierce her soul. They occur at frequent inter-
vals in the play, and are clothed mostly in ancient, Old
Testament imagery. Doom and vengeance is their bur-
den. His message would be weakened if it were shaded
into love and forgiveness, as it is in Sudermann’s “Jo-
hannes.” Wilde takes no step toward New Testament
conceptions.

Wilde, as a dramatist, surpasses his predecessors in
this insight of his genius into late Old Testament Judaism.
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The austere, unswerving rigidity of Jokanaan's
words hypnotizes the princess. When she inquires into
his personality and finds that he is the desert-prophet,
Jokanaan, she knows only that he is the man of whom
the Tetrarch is afraid! He is the one who says fearful
things about her mother.

“Yes, he says terrible things about her.”

She is transfixed. She will not obey the Tetrarch's
will that she return to the banquet hall, nor Narraboth’s
persuasions. She learns that the prophet is not an old,
but a young man.

Now is heard another prophetic utterance from the
prison. The maiden is rooted, amazed, at the speech of
the strange man, which rises so mysteriously from the
depths. One can easily see the woman’s infatuation. At
the play one realizes its steady growth.

Salome now wishes to speak with the prophet. This,
in the mind of the guard, is impossible. The Tetrarch
has forbidden all communication with the prisoner. Not
even the high priest has access to him. To interview
him is out of the question!

Forbidden fruit always feeds the desire—especially in
the princess, Salome, who is not inclined to obedience.
She goes to the edge of the cistern prison-tomb. She

looks down into it:

“How black it is down there!
It must be terrible to be in so black a hole!”

With at least a show of compassion, she bids the sol-
diers bring up the prophet. Pity is mingled with curiosity :
“Bring out the prophet. I would look on him.”

The soldiers fear to disobey Herod’s strict commands.
Salome then turns to her Syrian lover, Narraboth, the
young captain of the guard. She appeals to him to favor
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her. She must look upon this wonderful man about
whom all are talking, and whom the Tetrarch so deeply
fears! She bribes her young admirer. If he will do what
she desires, she will, tomorrow, from her litter, look at
him through her muslin veils — perhaps she will even
smile at him! Ah, she knows that he will do what she
asks!

Her lover succumbing to her allurements and to her
stronger will, orders the prophet up from the prison.

Scene 3

When Salome sees the sombre, august figure of the
prophet, she shrinks back. The orchestra thunders the
Jokanaan motif.

The prophet steps forward and utters fearful denun-
ciations against the wicked Tetrarch and Herodias:
“Where is he whose cup of crime is full?

Bid him come forth, that he may hear the voice of him who
hath cried in the desert and in the houses of kings!
Where is she who gave herself up unto the lust of her eyes, and
sent ambassadors into the land of the Chaldeans?”
Salome. “He means my mother! Yes, it is my mother that he

means.”

Jokanaan. “Go, bid her rise up from the bed of her abomina-
tions, from the bed of her incest, that she may hear the
words of him who prepareth the way of the Lord, that
she may repent of her iniquities!”

Salome. “Ah! but he is terrible, he is terrible! It is his eyes
above all that are terrible. They are like the black caverns

where dragons live, the black caverns of Egypt in which
the dragons make their lairs.”

The young Syrian tries to hasten the princess away,

but she persists:

“How wasted he is! He is like a thin ivory statue. He is like
an image of silver.

I am sure he is chaste, as the moon is.

His flesh must be very cold, cold as ivory.

I would look closer at him!”
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This is Salome’s next step. She has been emboldened
by his voice, and moves toward the prophet to examine

him more closely. Her curiosity offends him:

“Who is this woman who is looking at me?
Wherefore doth she look at me, with her golden eyes? Bid
her begone!”

The princess gathers courage. She is gradually bra-
zened. It is a great stroke of art. She steps forward
and presents herself :

“I am Salome, daughter of Herodias, Princess of Judea.”

Jokanaan. “Back! Daughter of Babylon! Thy mother hath
filled the earth with the wine of her iniquities!”

Salome. “Speak again, Jokanaan. Thy voice is music to mine
”»
ear.

By a strange psychic law, her passion is inflamed by
his curses. Her infatuation thrives on his anathemas.

Jokanaan. “Daughter of Sodom, come not near me! Cover thy
face with a veil, and scatter ashes upon thy head, and get
thee to the desert and seek out the Son of Man!”

Salome. “Who is the Son of Man? Is he as beautiful as thou
art, Jokanaan?”

The princess is now at the mental stage where she
knows no fear, even though the severe ascetic announces
the Angel of Death, beating his wings. This sombre
prophet has become the single object of her shameless
love-passion. Love has cast out fear. She interjects be-
tween his repulses her descriptions of his body, his hair
and finally his lips. She clothes her ideas in all the florid
dress of Oriental imagery.

Oscar Wilde was either steeped in Oriental symbol-
ism, or else drew upon sources which are so steeped.
There is not a line put into the lips of Salome that sur-
passes in amativeness the sentiments of the Hebrew poet
of the “Song of Songs.” Note the parallel in a few of
the lines.
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The Hebrew poet lets Solomon say to the Shulamite:

“Thine eyes are as doves behind thy veil.”

“Thy hair is as a flock of goats, that lie along the side of
Gilead.”

“Thy lips are like a thread of scarlet and thy mouth is comely.”

Wilde’s Salome says to Jokanaan:

“Thy body is like the snows that lie on the mountains of
Judea.”

“Thy hair is like * * * the clusters of black grapes that hang from
the vine trees of Edom.”

“Thy mouth is like a band of scarlet on a tower of ivory.”

In the “Song of Songs” the heroine says:
“Let him kiss me with the kisses of the lips.”

Salome says:
“I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan, I will kiss thy mouth.”
“The Song of Songs says:
“Many waters cannot quench love, neither can the floods drown
it.”
Salome says:
“Neither the floods nor the great waters can quench my passion.”
The high point of the opera is reached when Salome’s
passion turns to will, and her will sets itself up in di-
rect antagonism to the will of the relentless man of the
desert. She says:

“There is nothing in the world so red as thy mouth. Suffer me
to kiss thy mouth.”

Jokanaan. “Never! Daughter of Babylon! Daughter of
Sodom! Never!”

Salome. “I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan, I will kiss thy
mouth.”

The very abandon and horror of the scene so un-
nerves the young Syrian lover, that he slays himself and
falls heavily upon the pavement.

Jokanaan interprets the suicide as the beating of the
wings of the Death Angel he had foretold. He tries to
frighten the girl, but she persists in her infatuation. He
bids her, for the remission of her sins, go to the Man
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of Galilee. He bans her, curses her, but she stands to
her purpose:
“I will kiss thy mouth, Jokanaan.”

The more violently he execrates her, the more ve-
hement is her resolve. She wills to kiss his lips living or
dead.

With a final curse the prophet descends to his dun-
geon, and Salome throws herself upon the lid of the
cistern.

Scene 4

Herod, Herodias, the court, and guests now appear
upon the terrace.

The king’s brain is over-excited. He reads strange"
symbols in the moon. He slips on the blood spilt by the
fallen young Syrian. It is an evil omen.

The Tetrarch’s soul is haunted with weird portents.
He thinks he liears, in the air, again and again, some-
thing that is “like the beating of vast wings.”

He sees the face of the daughter of Herodias, pale
and haggard from her interview with the Baptizer. He
offers her some wine sent him from Caesar ; but she says:

“I am not thirsty.”

Herodias, the mother, rejoices that her rude, pleas-
ure-loving spouse is thus rebuffed by her daughter, with
whom he tries to coquette. He dashes down the cup, and
tries to tempt Salome with fruit, but

“I am not hungry, Tetrarch,”
she responds, and he hurls the fruit away in dismay.
He will have her sit next to him, but, she says:
“l am not tired.”

Herodias reminds him that she and her daughter are
of royal race, while his father was a camel driver, a thief,
and a robber.
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They hear again a great prophetic arraignment of the
queen, echoing anew from the cistern. IHerodias begs
the king to deliver this hated man up to the Jews.

The Jews beg from him the same indulgence, though
they are thrown into the same interminable dispute as to
who John is, and are as divided upon his personality as
they are upon the Prophet of Nazareth, whom some de-
clare to be performing miracles by the Sea of Galilee.

Herodias is weary of the endless discussions of the
Jews over these men. She will get rid of this troubler.
But the king holds Jokanaan to be a holy man. A deeply
rooted superstition forbids him to lay his hand on the

.ascetic.

Mingling and interchanging with their counsels are
the prophet’s ever-increasing, vehement denunciations of
the abominations of Herodias. His censures are ever
issuing from the cistern.

“Dance for me, Salome!”
begs the Tetrarch, over whose volatile heart there has
stolen a passing sadness, which he would dispel.

At first she will not; but when, as her fee, he prom-
ises to give her whatever she may ask, to the half of his
kingdom, a dark thought invades her brain. She may
thus attain her zill with the prophet-prisoner.

Herodias does not wish her daughter to dance for
the lustful monarch, but Salome eagerly asks:

“Will you indeed give me whatsoever I shall ask of you,
Tetrarch?”

The intoxicated libertine vows, by his oath, to give
her even to the half of his kingdom. He indulges the
old hope that the beautiful princess may become his
queen! Yet he is warned again by the beating of wings,
as of a sombre bird. The beat of its wings is terrible,
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in his brain. The flowers in his royal garland burn like
fire. He tears the crown from his forehead. His dis-
torted vision sees blood spots on the cloth; but what
matter! He is now happy! She will dance before him!
Nought but the dance of Herodias’ daughter will ap-
pease his delirium, dispel his terrors. In spite of the
terrific voice of Jokanaan from the dungeon, in spite of
the protests of Herodias, with bared feet Salome dances
before Herod.

Immediately the vigorous music played by the orches-
tra is hushed. Its impetuous rhythm is changed to a
sweetly lulling melody, and Salome performs the Dance
of the Seven Veils.

This Dance of the Seven Veils is founded on an
ancient Assyrian, religious poem, which describes the
descent of Istar, the Venus of the Assyrian myth, into
the underworld. As she passes through the seven por-
tals into the after life, a veil is dispensed with at each
gate. The soul must pass naked into the Invisible.*

In this dance, in our crude, literal, western world,
the supposed removal of veil after veil from the physical
form creates, on the one hand, a disgust, and on the other
makes a certain appeal to the voluptuously inclined.

Salome, in her passionate swirl, pauses a moment in
ecstasy on the rim of Jokanaan’s cistern-dungeon, and
then prostrates herself at Herod’s feet. :

The Tetrarch’s rapture over Salome’s dance is equaled
only by his horror at the fee which the princess now de-
mands:

*Symphonic variations delineating in music this story of Istar
were written by the French composer, Vincent d’'Indy, in 1896.
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“]I would that they presently bring me, on a silver charger, the
head of Jokanaan.”

Wilde, departing from the earlier versions of the
drama, has made Salome make this request of her own
free will and impulse, and not by the suggestion of her
mother.

Herodias rejoices over the doom of one who had so
fearlessly prophesied against her abominations.

Herod endeavors to swerve the maiden from her
daring purpose. But it is in vain. All his rich offers of
costly emeralds, of five-score of white peacocks, of jew-
els, pearls, topazes and the like, are, to her, as nothing.
She has one desire and passion.

Herodias takes from the hand of the despairing mon-
arch the ring of death, the trinket which authorizes the
beheading of John. She passes it to the executioner.
It is his authority for John’s death, and he descends into
the dungeon. The music with a terrible realism describes
the act of execution.

Salome is in a rhapsodic passion. She leans over the
cistern’s rim and listens until the black arm of the execu-
tioner reaches up the head upon a silver shield.

The wild maid seizes it with a glut of joy.

In Sudermann’s drama this part of the scene is not
disclosed. It is simply said that the princess kisses the
dead lips. But from our analysis one sees that the
central theme and climax of the Wilde-Strauss play turns
upon Salome’s savage resolve to have, even in death, the
kiss which had been so poignantly denied her in life.

It may at first seem to us a ghoulish caprice, simply a
wanton resolve to have her will. But the long, grew-
some address which she makes to the lifeless head shows
that her act was the result of a fatal infatuation:
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“Jokanaan, thou wert the man I loved alone among men. All
other men were hateful to me. But thou wert beautiful.
#ki% And the mystery of love is greater than the mystery of
death.”

Here, again, this drama echoes a sentiment familiar to
every reader of the Hebrew “Song of Songs,” which
says: ' ]

“Love is stronger than death;
Jealousy is cruel as the grave.

Its flashes are flashes of fire,
The very flame of Jahwe.

Many waters cannot quench love
Neither can the floods drown it.”

Salome says:
“Neither the floods nor the great waters can quench my passion.”

We are certainly here among the primitive emotions.
I know not whether any line in dramatic literature has
struck a deeper chord in the tragedy of the world-pain
than the last words of Salome, when she rises to the
consciousness that the attainment of her desire has been
at the price of blood:

“There was a bitter taste on thy lips. ‘Was it the taste of blood?
*#kk Nay, but perchance it was the taste of love. **** They
say that love hath a bitter taste. But what matter, what
matter? I have kissed thy mouth!”

The only possible issue of the drama follows: Herod,
turning and seeing Salome, says to his guard:
“Kill that woman!”
and the princess of Judea is crushed beneath the shields
of the soldiers.

CURTAIN.

This music-drama records the catastrophe wrought
by the love-passion in its most rudimental, cataclysmal
form.

Everything in the Salome music-drama we may see
here in our human world.
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We look upon a Hebrew princess, like Salome, grasp-
ing the trunkless head of a Jokanaan, and kissing it in
the ecstasy of the love-passion; or we see, in drama, a
Judith, holding up the head of a Holofernes, gloating
in triumph over a fallen foe. We call it barbaric. We
shrink from the spectacle with repulsion.

But we have only to wait until, in our latest civiliza-
tion, there comes a social crisis, or a mine explosion, or
a war, or a sudden death in a home—and there reveals
itself to us the savage which still lurks in our nature,
the higher beast in the human at his best.

In our outer life we cover ourselves with a thin veil
of culture, and feign to be shocked when art dares to
show us, on the one hand, the possible grace in the hu-
man form; or, on the other, the very brute, with all its
terrible possibilities of passion, which lies, usually con-
cealed, within our human life.

We are trained to life, but not to art, and hence an
art-work like Salome, true to original life, to primitive
emotions, often shocks our senses, and the cry in the
past has been—suppress it.

But just as we sincerely face nature and life—and
art, which is their symbol—we shall bring ‘the best to
realization.

When men have taken the Salome out of art, out of
its connection, and exhibited it separately in its thou-
sands of forms, they have exalted the sensual and en-
tirely forgotten its symbolism.

When our culture clears itself, we shall be free, and
able, with soul profit, to look upon any of the sym-
" bolisms of life.
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1. What two men have given us the dramatic and musical

4, How long was the drama played before it was putinto music?

........................................................... 000000000 csssrrsn esenssanreccnnann

5. What two artists have notably assumed the role of Salome?



0.

Which of our great poets can be quoted in defense of Life’s
Darker Side, as a subject for art?.............cccoeeeuee sesssssssTRes

Name the four chief characters of the play.. cccceeeiinunennnnnne.

What is the name of the Oriental dance which Salome

Performed? ... iieeirranicioniane sirsorsrnernsnsesisensonsssnasssasaninssn
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Maeterlinclc

55| anyone were to ask me what writer of the
present age, all of whose works it would be
well to ponder, I should say, Maurice Mae-
2| terlinck.

Now in middle life, he has been, since youth, a poet, a
story-writer, an essayist, a naturalist, a dramatist, and in
it all—a philosopher; for Maeterlinck has ever tried to
have his literary work reflect his vision of human life.

He is by descent and birth a Belgian, born in the city
of Ghent in Flanders, in 1864. As William Sharp says
of him, he is “racially, as well as mentally and spiritually,
a Fleming of the Flemings. He has all the physical
endurance, the rough bodily type of his countrymen;
but he has also their quiet intensity of feeling, their sense
- of mystery.”

He was educated at a Jesuit school and at the Uni-
versity of Ghent. At twenty-four years of age we find
him at Paris in the Latin Quarter, seeking his literary
fortune.

All of Maeterlinck’s earlier work was of the weird,
fantastic, dreamy type. He has often been likened to
our Edgar Allen Poe. His work partook of his intense
tendency to symbolize. But even so, when at twenty-
eight years of age, he wrote the drama entitled, “The
Princess Maleine,” the prominent French critic, Octave
Mirbeau, made the oft quoted statement:

“I know nothing of Maeterlinck. I do not know
where he is, or what he is. Whether he is old or young,
rich or poor, I know not. I know only that * * * he
has produced a masterpiece. He has given us the most
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brilliant work of this period, the most extraordinary and
the most naive, also; comparable, and—dare I say it’—-
superior in beauty to what is most beautiful in Shake-
speare.” This extravagant statement is the origin of the
designation of Maeterlinck as the “Belgian Shakespeare.”

You would probably not agree with Mirbeau, as to
any writings of the earlier period of Maeterlinck. The
poet said of himself:

“My soul dwells in the shadows.”

His early work is full of dark symbolism, melancholy
fatalism, showing a strange, sombre sense of the mystery
of life.

Mr. Alvan E. Sanborn says of this stage of Maeter-
linck’s career:

“With an art whose very silences were potent, Maeter-
linck’s dramas symbolized those vague and terrible aspects
of the sub-conscious exist