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If there is one thing that can be
added to Mme. Alda’s genius for
singing romantic songs, it is her
faculty for discovering them. Here
is another one. It is a song with
a slow, floating, love-laden melody
and there is near the end a singularly
beautiful four-fold phrase which the
ear receives with delight. Mme. Alda
sings it with all the emotional power
few singers are able toyield, except to
the great song classics of the world.
In looking back over her sympa-
thetic and distinguished list of con-
tributions to the record catalogue of
the Victrola, it is difficult to find a
song more perfectly adapted to her
voice, or to her almost peculiar gift
of sincere and impassioned utter-
ance. And to this there is added, as
if to confirm it with the testimony

ALDA, FRANCES
64893 I'd Build a World in “The Heart of a Rose’’

David-Nicholls 10-in. list price $1.25

of another instrument, a violin
obbligato of rich and tender beauty,
which follows every turn and change
of the melody with perfect artistic,
and what is more, perfect human,
understanding.

I'd Luild a World in*““The Heart of a Rose””
Had I the power to make this earth divine,

I'd build a world for just your heart and mine;

In Cupid'’s bower I'd search each blossom rare

To find love's paradise—and, in that garden fair:

Deep in the heart of a rose,

I'd fashion a new world for you

With only your smile for the sunshine,

Your lips for the morning dew;

No light for me but your eyes,

No sound but of love beating true;

I'd build a world in the heart of a rose,

And oh! how I'd pray just to live there alway
In the heart of that rose with you.

Copyright, 1918, by The Lawrence Wright Music
Co., and reprinted by special permission of
Chappell-Harms, Inc., New York City.

64876 La Gioconda—Voce di donna
(Angelic Voice)

This is the song of gratefulness
which is sung by La Cieca, the blind
woman, mother of La Gioconda, the
street singer of Venice, to Alvise,
chief of the council, and his wife
Laura, who have protected her from
a mob which has denounced her as
a witch and endangered her safety.
La Cieca takes from a belt a rosary—
her one possession of any possible
value—and offers it to Laura. The
number, which is sung as she pre-
sents it, is considered by many
music-lovers the finest single number
in the opera. The number opens
with a plaintive little passage after
which the voice takes up the first
melody—swaying with it as the
body of the singer might sway with
emotion in acting the part upon the
stage. It would be difficult to

Besanzoni in profile

BESANZONI, GABRIELLA

Ponchielli  10-in. list price $1.25

choose a number better adapted
to bring out the wonderful quality of
Signorina Besanzoni’s lower tones.
The melody is slow, and the full
beauty of each has the chance to let
itself be heard. There is a brief
discursive passage, when this melody
yields to a second one—against a
chord accompaniment; it is here,
however, that the real revelation
begins of her powers as a singer.
Still lower goes the voice, richer and
richer become its tones. There is a
low B flat of singular and thrilling
beauty. Later the voice rises, full,
and heavy with itsweight of richness,
to an equally beautiful G. It is at
the very close of the number, how-
ever, that itcan be realized that here
is one of the truly great voices of her
generation—given without stint.




64894 The Dew is Sparkling

This is the story retold from a
marvelous Russian song of Anton
Rubinstein’s by the violin of
Mischa Elman. It isnight,and over
the treetops can be seen floating the
silver disc of the full moon. The
faint, humid perfumes of Spring
are in the air. Pale, trembling
with the mystery of new-discovered
but as yet unspoken love, two lovers
walk underneath the branches, arm
in arm, deserting balcony and ter-
race and the open paths of the
moonlit garden for the yet more
mysterious avenues among the trees.
Suddenly, from some near-by copse,
is heard the song of the nightingale;
and at the magic outpouring of its
song Love seems emboldened into
speech. The love declaration is
announced in the rich, deep, mascu-
line tones of the G string. The

Elman makes short work of a prize tomato

ELMAN, MISCHA

Rubinstein-Elman  10-in. list price $1.25

accompaniment on the piano seems
veritably wrought from dewdrops
glittering like living diamonds in
the uncertain light of the moon.
Through the dim woodland paths
stray the lovers, while the voice
of love itself, in broken phrases,
unsure, half-detached, half-suffocant
with the burden of avowal, too
laden with thought and feeling for
articulate language, goes on. Only
at its height is heard the long
yearned-for answer, when a second
string joins it, as if a second heart
had been mystically kindled into
flame. From here the record may
be considered a love allegory, the
two strings singing together in
witching “double stops,”” not timid-
ly but with assurance, the tale that
isasold as humanity, yet new as the
moment newly born.
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74639 Villanelle
(The Swallows)

You may, if you wish, consider this
record by Mme. Galli-Curci as a
villanelle—which is a fifteen line
poem after a peculiar fashion—
set to brilliant music. You may
consider it an imaginative pic-
ture like her recent “Lo, Here the
Gentle Lark,” only in this case
the birds are swallows; or you
may consider it a lovely and cap-
tivating vocal waltz, with some
extra touches here and there which
are not found in the score; or you
may marvel at the fact that a
woman, an Italian woman composer,
living in Belgium chiefly, wrote the
music; or you may consider it a new
proof of the singer’s versatility.
But frankly, any way you look at
this record you will find something
to marvel at. It begins with a

Eva Dell' Acqua 12-in. list price $1.75

sprightly air which isn’t a waltz in
any manner of speaking, the voice
and a flute and other instruments
apparently bantering one another
with mutual imitations—light, al-
most hilarious passages, long trills
and other levities. But there is a
beautiful tripping waltz theme that
appears at intervals, carrying you
away with it whether you will or not.
You almost feel, as you feel with
other Galli-Curci records, that the
singer is laughing at you as she sings;
in this case the composer is laugh-
ing, too. But near the close of the
composition there is something that
will freeze laughter into a kind of
thralled wonder. There is a long trill
for the voice, prolonged far beyond
ordinary belief. The singer catches
breath and ends in a high E flat.




64892 Values

When the history of the great Amer-
ican singers of the twentieth century
comes to be written the name of
Mr. Harrold will command more
than the allotted “‘single page.”
One beauty of that history will be
that it will be illustrated, not with
portraits and anecdotes alone, but
with Victor records, and it will thus
keep clear the difference between
tradition and historic fact. This
record is an instance of the artist’s
power to gild, with his own special
magic, what might fail in lesserhands
to shine forth with even its own in-
trinsic lustre: but Mr. Harrold has
shown what a thing of beauty a
great artist is capable of making it.
He takes it in a high tenor key, thus
exhibiting the beauty of his famous
upper voice. The second note of the
composition is a high G, calling for

Orville Harrold tries a little parlor golf
HARROLD, ORVILLE

Rittenhouse-Vanderpool

10-in. List price $1.25
skill and even for qualities of cour-
age at the very outset of a song.
Something of the same tension is
necessary to sustain it in the same
style—which Mr. Harrold does
superbly, the voice standing forth,
by sheer strength, from the sur-
rounding orchestral harmonies. It
comes to a fine climax.

Values
The days are all such heavy days
hen I am far from thee—
I wonder how the bird can sing,
Or search the blue with joyous wing
Or love his liberty
When I, when I am far from thee.

Oh, love, if I could take the hours
hat once | spent with thee,
And coin them all in minted gold,
What should I purchase that would hold
Their worth in joy, in joy to me?>
Ah, love, ah, love, another hour with thee!
—Copyright and published 1918 by M. Wit~
mark & Sons, New York

Heifetz autographing a portrait

HEIFETZ, JASCHA

64769 Méditation

It is impossible to judge an artist
like Heifetz by the usual standards.
Try to weigh his extraordinary
powers by the weight of his present
achievements, and they are not
easily to be computed. Or try them
again by his future possibilities, and
Heifetz, so to speak, breaks the
scale. Here is still another record
to wonder at. It does not belong to
the class which most dazzle and
astound by reason of his prodigious
and unfailing technique. It is a
slow, clinging, haunting melody,
well within the powers of any good
violinist—a melody of the sort that
great composers dream sometimes,

tween the architectural processes
of building up their greatest works.
Glazounow, the composer of com-
plex and massive symphonies, cer-
tainly dreamed this one. And

Alexandre Glazounow

10-in. list price $1.25
Heifetz, with his almost uncanny
understanding, plays it for the
connoisseur of music and the plain
hearer alike in a fashion that gives
the dream reality yet abates nothing
of its peculiar and unearthly magic.
The first impression the number
gives is that of an immense and
irresistible violin tone; but as it
progresses even the big tone is dis-
covered to be only a means to an
artistic end. The violinist sinks, as
only great artists do, his own person-
ality in bringing forward the beau-
ties of the work. In a little while
you forget that you are listening to
Heifetz—you are simply hearing
music which is precisely what he
would have you hear. But only a
Heifetz can make that music pene-
trate, as he assuredly does, into the
innermost recesses of the soul.




JOHNSON, EDWARD

64895 Land of the Long Ago Charles Knight-Lilian Ray 10-in. list price $1.25

Edward Johnson is one of those
favored artists— favored by nature
—who are able to give to an exact-
ing operatic scene or to a popular
ballad, the same, or nearly the same
degree of artistic finish, and quite
the same degree of interpretative
understanding. One may demand
more than the other in the way of
technique, but when it comes to the
matter of emotional content they
stand upon similar ground. The
music loving world already knows
the first records of this great Ameri-
can tenor—how they include com-
positions musically as far apart as
the two poles of the earth, however
much they may be of it. He has
chosen to sing for us this month a
memory song, peculiarly well adapt-
ed to his voice and method. Itisa
call from a lover to his beloved, to

return, in memory, to the days when
he and she together placed upon
love the hallowed seal of betrothal.
That seal for a time was broken—by
parting and long separation—but
the time for reunion has come, and
the song invokes her to return.

Land of the Long Ago
There is a land wherein our troth we plighted.
Happy the memory of that golden day!
Heart beat with heart, and souls were united,
Dear one, until you went away!

Refrain:
Come, come! for happiness is waiting
There in the twilight glow:
And Love's sweet refrain we shall hear once again
In that dear Land of the Long Ago!

There is a garden where our love we planted.
Fair grew the blossom in those days of yore!
And in my heart, that emblem enchanted,
Dear one, will bloom forevermore!
—Copyright, 1915, by Chappell & Co., Ltd..
and reprinted by special permission of
Chappell-Harms, Inc., New York City.

REMBRANDT

There are other roads into the East
than the ‘“‘personally conducted”
route by Gibraltar and the Suez
Canal. One of them begins at the
Tower of Ivan Veliky in Moscow
and ends anywhere you choose—in
Bokhara, in the Gobi Desert, in
forbidden Tibet, or in the “ancient
city of Kambalu.” Many a time,
if only in the imagination, did
César Cui, the Russian professor of
military science and the writer of
mad music, follow it. And when
you hear this wonderful record of
Hans Kindler's you will follow it
too—in the trail of the Bactrian
camel and the wild horse, across the
stony, wind-beaten deserts of middle
Asia. If you cannot see the magic
cities of its half legendary lands,
you will catch many a singular echo
of their speech and song. The weird

KINDLER, HANS
64896 Orientale (From “Kaléidoscope™)

César Cui  10-in. list price $1.25
and thrilling melody of the “Orien-
tale’” is filled with them. It is
announced by wood-winds against
strong, peremptory chords in “'pizzi-
cato,” plucked apparently by fingers
of Chinese bronze. The ’cello takes
up the same theme, and repeats it
over and over, with its wailing
cadences and its beautiful, strange,
exotic, forever recurring yet forever
changing harmonies. Could the in-
strument speak its tale in words, the
listener would hear a rote more
fantastic than Scheherezade ever
chanted to her lord and master
during the thousand and one
nights of her captivity. But words
are not needed. Out of the bosom
of Hans Kindler’s ’cello the East
sings into the ear of the Western
hearer its own mysterious and
eternal secrets.







