and marked fortissimo,should be played as a bark lasting
one quaver, followed by a mezzo forte of depraved
quality lasting a few mare quavers, and tailing off finally
into premature silence, I submit that Mendelssohn
meant it to be sustained with full tone to the bitter end;
and I take the liberty to add that a band that cannot hold
up a powerful fortissimo in this way is only fit for quiet
and select private parties and rablequx vivants, however
genteelly it may pick its way through the Pilgrimg’
March. Imagine having a splendid band like that, and
being afraid to let its full voice be heard. When a band
is weak in the artillery department, its refinement
becomes mere effeminacy and cowardice,

Two concerts at St James's Hall on Saturday after-

noons. (clashing, of course, with the Crystal Palace

concerts) have been given-—one by Sauret, and the other
by Miss Agnes Janson. Sauret still remembers the days
when he was famous for having mastered the difficulties
of the concertos of Vieuxtemps; and now that his artistic
interest in them is so utterly worn out that he rasps
through them without one gentle touch or one moment
of concern as to whether he is playing in tune or not, he
still goes through the old display, and still finds a few old
moustaches to cry Bravo because they know how
horribly difficult the passages are. As for me, it tortures
and exasperates me, Vieuxtemps's real name now is
Vieuxjeu; and I appeal to Sauret to let him rest, with
Alfred Mellon and other relics of the sixties, Otherwise
the concert was enjoyable enough, Miss Murie] Elfiot,
Ernest Gillet, and Miss Dews reinforcing Sauret for the
occasion. Miss Elliot, by the bye, requires a more
thorough physical training to make her musical gifts
fully effective in large rooms like St James's Hall. Miss
Agnes Janson’s concert, an excellent one of its kind,
shewed, among other things, that Miss Janson knows
how to make the most of her voice by a perfectly sound
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method, a good ear, and a nice sense of vocal touch,
With this invaluable equipment, however, she takes
things rather too easily, singing cheap operatif: and
quasi-operatic music frankly and genially, but w1th9ut
originality or conviction—in short, without having
troubled herself seriously about its poetic or dramatic
content. Mr Henschel’s five vocal quartets @ la Russe
succeeded to admiration; and Sauret, again, won over
the audience by a Beethoven sonata, only to disillusion
them subsequently by a superannuated monstrosity of
Ernst’s—that wretched old fantasia on airs from Rossini’s
Otello. When Sauret’s memory begins to fail he will
become one of our most popular viokinists, ;

THE MOST UTTER FAILURE EVER
ACHIEVED

The World, 3 May 1893

For some time past I have been carefully dodging Dr
Hubert Parry’s Job. I had presentiments about it from
the first. I foresaw that all the other critics would cleverly
imply that they thought it the greatest oratorio of
ancient or modern times—that Handel is rebuked,
Mendelssohn eclipsed, and the rest nowhere. And I was
right: they did. The future historian of music, studying
the English papers of 1892-3, will learn that these vears
produced two entire and perfect chrysoliteg, Job and
Falstaff, especially Job. I was so afraid of being unable
to concur unreservedly in the verdict that 1 lay low and
stopped my ears. The first step was to avoid the
Gloucester Festival. That gave me no trouble: nothing
is easier than not to go to Gloucester.

I am, to tell the truth, not very fond of Festivals. 1t is
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