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MUSIC-THE SOUL OF ART 

The more rlceplg we study a subjjecl, the more likel.> 

lintlriisinsm, then, is all the better for being tempered by 
j odgement. 

Toclay music literally flowvs out around us in our 
civilization of ahunilance., Therefire, it is nell to make R 

distinction bct,Trcen hearmg ~ U L C  and listening to it. 
The analogy of our Iawuage, perhaps, serves h c d  here. 
Listening 10 our mother tongLte is habitual to inasmuch 
as w c  do not have to make any conscious eEort tu under- 
stanrl what is said. That is, the effort has become SO 

natural tbat i t  is I t  is L COmi""" experience to 
lose lhoughl of a remark because we have allowccl our 
attention to wander, though we have iloobtlessly heard 
the speech. In other words we have to remain receptive. 
NOM music which is after all a kind of language, cqiially 
demands reqedful attention if i t  i s  to Le understood irnJ 
enjoyed as something mure lhnn a mere conscious sound. 

Some "E 
the works yield their secrets to LLS very s l0~1 . l~ .  
But oncc we have grasped them we may find ourselves 
moving in reaction against OUP former loves. Thai is, our 
whdc perspective in taste may be raised, or at least 
changed. 

The true conception of taste is a tolerance for 
all that is good in its own way. This approach to music is 
an excellcnt one, if only because of the wide Geld of mjoy- 
merit it keeps open for US. 

The first requiitc in the enjoyment of music is u 
standing it, that is, absorbing the rlelineativn of m< 
and linking i t  with the pattern uf  rhythm and harmony. 
%e shodd try to kecp open minds towards any music, old 
or LICW, that I\C do not fully grasp. I t  ma, be, pqis most 
oftcn the case, that we are not sufficiently familiar with 
the pnrlicular form of the music, or merely with the 
pattern of discourse i t  follows in saying the things i t  
should attempt to bay. But that comes with continual 
listening. Our background of experience will operate 
more searchingly the mole widely i t  i s  developed. 

iMusic is dual in its nature: i t  is both matrrial and 
spilitual. Its material side we appreliend through the 
sense of hearing to nliich there is w u d y  a reaction within 
and hence a n  external response resulting. Its spiritual side 
mvclres us through thc ima,$nation and the emotional part 
of us and i s  exclusively internal. If the scope and capacity 
of the art of music are to be understood, i t  is essential that 
this duality he kept in Gcw, There is something so 
potent and elemental to 11s in the appeal which music 
makes that i t  can crease. furrows in our  psvcholoaical 
impressions. Hut real appxciation of i t s  beady, which 
consists in ru~ogni~ing the qualities which put it in the 
realm of art, is conditioned upm intelligent listening and 
keeii enjoyment. 

Without discrimination it is impossible to recognize 
even the crude materials of music, fur the first step i s  to 
coordinate those materials. A tonc becomes musical 
material only when it is associated with another tone. 
We might hear i t  alone and study in it thcse three cs- 
sentid qualities: pitch (its shortness or length in sound, 
wllich is determined by the overtonca of each individual 
instrument); but i t  can never bccomc music sv long u s  it 
remains isnlated. When R successionof tones are arranged 

wc are to p'acti'e for ourselves its own kind of criticism. 

\<'e develop onr taste in music ( R S  oppvsed tu ""C 

taste for music) gr;,doaliy and unconsciously. 

in il pattern pleasing to the ear, we have-what is the 
Imsic concept in music--melody. So far as music, though. 
is mcrcly agreenbl,. coordinated s.uunds, i t  may be reditred 
to niathcmatics. and its pmcticc to  handicraft. Hence 
we see that melody cannot say enough to us by itself; 
tlrcre must he n birding principlle, ii pattcm which can 
fire i t  form and meaning. 

the life-blood of music, thcrc are two fnrther elements 
,which give deplh niid rapacity of expression to the art of 
music. These are color and the dynamics of expression. 

\\'e might digress here to observe the1 the "key" or 
tonalitr oE a iiork prorluces R definite over-all atmosphere 
irhich night bc conceived in terms of colour. 

Form in music is the over-all plan of symmetr.v and 
fabrication that Jctcrmines the music's shape as a balance 
iliscourse. I t  is difficult to grt to know the ins-anrl-outsof 

\\'hen \IC rn~Irrat;md 1mw n writer enlarges ripoii B 

central idca or  theme, sentence by sentence, in an essay, 

construction in a piece o r  music. Inst as the central idea 
we i""le close to arriving at  s parallel apprnuclr to thc 

pr"greaaiona, inversions, contri,sts. repetition, and minute 
dings of munnmg. \\'hen music is subjected lo such 

ttcrns a d  devices we can casi1.y umlcrstaml why it  is so 
nvmic and has lhe capacity to move proplr. Cons- 
urntly music is often called the most expressive of the 

Perhaps this is so because music is so cI,vnamic arts. 
tangible to us and moves O u r  very 

ilaimant, .md no barrier to its cnjo,\ment, or  in the words 
of thr. immortal cumpuscr, Wagner, 

"The language nf tones helungs equally to all 
mnnki rd ,  atid mclod,. ia  the absolute language in 
which the musician 'speaks to every heart." 
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Music represents in the psychology of man the cross- 
Eection of life and its experiences, for i t  mean3 man 
things to many people. A. G. Spaldins once said, wbi2 
the deliihts of music were pouring into his soul, 

"My mother u=d to say that a hearing of Bach's 
"Chamnne" always reminded her of the Sermon 
on lhe Mount, and that the introduction of the  
major variations represented the Beatitudes". 

-R. ST. JOHN, '58 

NEIGES DANTAN . . . NEIGES DU QUEBEC 

ToUte impression suhite ou toute nouvelle eapCience 
exigent un certain r e d .  . . il fsudra alors pardonner I un 
Qtudiant en mal du pays CT retour sur le passe. . . . . 

certains moments, de ces radieuser 
aprhmidis de l'hiver quQbemis, chnrmes d'une enfance 
enwlb. II me sourient enmm de ces eacitantes et . . . 
Qpuisantes randonn6es en slds P travers bois et chomps. 

Il me sourient, 

Et, &si, s'enrole mon imag;lation: le soleil s'6tait 
lev6 gnillant et hrillvnt cr matin-lP . . . dksisireun, peut-&e, 
de se feire pardonner I'humeur triste des joum prkcbdents. 
Tout 6 td t  calme, tout etait beau. Dens les &res, les 

admirer ce grand dehors, qui pour ~ ' a m u ~ e r  nu s dade 
des lutins de gire qui dansaient dnns les ritres. ?a huit 
durant, la neige vvnit tomb&, laissant un tapis immense 
et  immaculQ, mmme pour cacher toutes les saletks de la 
veille , . . De& se dQcoup$ent trois silhouettes P l'horlon. 
La nature et  mon c o e u  chantnient . . . et mes deux mpnins 
n'Qtaient pas moins enthousiastes. L'un dans la trace de 
I'autre ~ O U S  coupions d'abod i trnvers champs, nous 
amus& i dkccapiter les piquets de detures de levr cap- 
uchons de neige ou encore i agiter les branches lovrdes de 
ouate sur la tete et dam le m u  des mpuins. 

L a  6puulemmts de terrain dtnicnt de Ius en plus 
accush, et, des skieurs t a t &  awncant a f o & s  rspides, 
il ne restait plus que trois gamins essoufflk. @and 
m&mel La montaye Btaient I &  dmit devnnt, immobile et  
mmme huase6  par la charge de neige qui reposvit SUI ses 
Qpaules. A pine  pouvions-nous distinquer ici et 18 des 
traces de lihvres. Qelle escalade! TantBt, montant avec 
facilitb tamtot, nous ncrrochant dkespQrant a ?e hranche 
&he, nous d6pringolions avec elle et tout 6teit i remm- 
rnencer. A In fin . . . tout  un spectacle a nos pieds. Le 
soleil faisant hriller nos yeux et les &ers d'Qtoiles 
minuscules qui s'entassaient parlout. Les omhres que 
dksinaient nos silhouettes sur la neige semhlaient des 
jeux &nois. Tout en bas, des champs, des arhres, des 
champs et drs vrbres encore. Plus loin, les maisons du 
village hlotties les unes contre les autres mmme un 
groupe qui P froid et 5e ~eserre pour mieux braver le 
danger. Calme, calme &it le spectnde de la nature; le 
calme d'un rancturuir. Un instant, nous nous taisions 

hommes. . . et que nous Btions quelyu'un parce que 
lib&& de tout. 

C'bttnit alors la descente vertigineuse. Qi A n t ,  qui 
&ant, nous golitions k recompense de no8 efforts, tout en 
fmlant le danger et les souches. Notre descent sensation- 
nelle sowent gate6 par m e  chute qui ne l'6tait pas moins, 
se heurti t  P toutes sortes d'impr6ws: nous mulions dans 
In ne&, la ncige nous roulait nuasi. 

petids colleient leurs minois encore mal Qveillb qui pour 

a&, pensant que les choses sont p1.s Sages q Y e  les 

Lea  joues rouges de plaisir et  de sang frais, nous 
re sgnions le foyer. L'omhre envahissait k foret; des 
a~%res denudh tendsient leur bras dam une Qternelle 
pribe. CP et 18 des taches vertes de sap&, sentinelles 
silencieuses. Bonhommes de neige, nous Toyions dkji la 
fumb s'uever en spirales des che-be, nous entendions 
dQj i  ..@iter un feu de bois sec dans Mtr? .Fatiqub et 
fourbus que nous htions, le reps serait d&cieux et le lit 
A& Qpak el dour ue In neige des champs. Pent-Ctre 
rkions-nous encore hn saurire de . . . . jeum fille, aussi 
chaud su meur que les plus brulantes caresses du soleil. 

Et voila pourquoi, il a fallu pardonner toutes res 
choses Pun Qtudiant en mal du pays. 

-ALBAN BERUBE '59 

PURSUIT 

Long shadows licked the wet ledges of Trinity 
mountain where the two men had taken refuge. Sitting 
glumly on u rock, Flint watched the flames of the small 
fire sear his knife-blade, his gray sleepless eyes shifted 
pensively to the dawn as i t  streaked along the sloping 
timberline. He heard the faint gurglingof the mld water 
as i t  drained do- the a m y o  below. He became tense. 
"They're coming. Barter,'' Flint said as the distant 
howling of s i m s  wafted u from the misty highway. 
"Don't you want me to sne&,$m end get B doctor? the 
bullet's pretty deep, kid". Use p u r  knife." Barter 
proaned. 

"I don't know," the older man grunted dubiously. 
"I could +I the bullet with my fingers before, but not 
anymore. 

in and rage. 
Flint shrugged, turned the knife over in E hand, and 
leaned over to gently dab at  the thick, slow1 wellin 
blood which was oozing from his friends &rt. &rhea$ 
the last of the July mwn was obscured under a fast- 
mlling thunder doud. He took a slug at  the whiskey 
bottle and then pried open the other's mouth and poured 
the rest d o m  his throat. 

"Whatever you say, Dick," Flint shrugged. He 
opened the faded blue shirt fully to ponder the operation. 
Barter groaned and the other man touched his mouth 
Slighlly. 

"Kid, I'm going to put a piece of pine bark in your 
mouth. ou can, bite hard. but 
don't scream. They're coming, you hear?" 

Dick Barter's lean body twisted with 

Bite on it as herd 8s 

Dick Barter nodded. "Put out that fire, Flint. 
They'll see it," he wispered. 

"When I'm done with ulis operation, and not before," 
Flint replied. He camfully took the knife out of the fire. 
With his left hand he placed e. short rpund piece of pulpy 
pine bark between Barter's teeth. These stupid cops 
can't even kill a man clean,' he thou& grimly. "This 
will take some help on your part, kid." 

"Start cutting." Bnrterordered. "Remember there's 
B hundred thousand dollars out in these hills somewhere 
and it's all OUTS. The rest are ell gone now." 


