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The BLACK HERCULES,

— OR-—

The Adventures of a Banjo Player.

(Written for the BANjO AND GUITAR JOURNAL.)

CHAPTER 1.

In the year of 1881, 0n a chilly night in March,
between the hours of 7 and 8 P. M., a young rman
may have been seen pacing the streets of the City of
Chicago. In one hand he carried a small satchel,
whilst under his arm, encased in a leather cover, was
the immortal banjo, the instrument of his cherished
ambition. He had reached the city by the evening
express, coming from a small town in the State, where
resided his parents, and where those he called kin-
dred and friends were left behind. He had, from
earliest childhood, possessed a love for music and an
insane idea that the banjo was to become in his hands
the instrument of the future. There often, arose
before his gaze, in moments of meditatiqn, the vision
of his future greatness, in which he saw himself stand-
ing upon the stage receiving the congratulations of a
Jarge congress of people, whilst bouquets of rare flowers
and golden medals were showered at his feet, and
cheers of the enthusiastic multitude rent the air,
During such times as these his mind would be filled
with intense longings after the empty bubbles called
fame and glory, and he would resolve at no distant
day to set out upon a journey ; to go forward to the
world in search of fame and fortune. .

The name of the young man thus introduced to our
readers was Jacob Coombs, and at the time our story
opens he had reached the twentieth year of his age:
Having been reared in the lap of luxury, and never
having known the meaning of the word ¢ ham,” he
was but illy prepared to set out upon a journey in
search of fame, but his ardent mind and bold spirit of
adventure saw no rocks in his pathway, and being
armed with a letter of recommendation from his
Sunday-school teacher to the manager of a theatre in

Chicago, he saw before him only bright sunshine and
a smiling future. Had he seen the cold, hungry face
of his evil genius, and noticed the inhuman glare in
this creature’s eyes, or could he have only seen the
long, lank and boney fingers of poverty and despair
reaching up in the distance, and the sinister look
which the demon of the future gave him, he would
have thought twice ere turning his back upon his
friends, and methinks he would not have walked
the streets of Chicago on the evening of his arrival
with so firm a tread.

Our hero, at the opening of our tale, was walking
towards the residence of Mr. Thomas Snaggs, thea:-
rical manager, bearing a letter of introduction from
his friend, Mr. Charles Schrimps, of his native town.
Upon arriving in the city he was obliged to seek a
Directory in order to look up the present residence of
Mr. Snaggs, as his friend had been unable to give this
important information, not having met his old school
chum for several years. Having readily found the
name and address in the Directory he was pleased to
find the house he was seeking within a half mile of
the depot. He rang the bell and the servant girl
who opened the door informed him that Mr. Snaggs
was in and would be down in a few moments, at the
same time ushering Jacob into a handsomely furnished
parlor.  Jacob thought to himself that the theatrical
business must be prosperous with Mr. Snaggs if he
could afford to live in such a fine house, and con-
gratulated himself that he should obtain the influence
of such a man to aid him in his career, While Jacob
was thus musing to himself the gentleman of his
thoughts entered the room. He was a tall, angular
man of about fifty years of age, and had on his dress-
ing gown and slippers, a white cravat and gold
spectacles. Extending his hand to Jacob he said,
#] am pleased to meet you, my young friend, and
would be pleased to learn in what way I may be of
service to you?” «I have,” Jacob replied, “a letter
of introduction to you from your friend, Mr. Charles
Schrimps, and beg to present the same,” at the same
time extending the letter of introduction, which Mr.
Snaggs took, and after reading, said, “Ah! I have not
met my old friend Brother Schrimps for several years,
and am delighted to hear from him again through
you my young friend, and I am very much pleased
to be able to extend a helping hand to a friend of one
whom, in years gone by, has shown me so many acts
of kindness.” Jacob thanked him and said that he
had come to the city to find work and to better his
fortunes, and he hoped to rise in the world through
hard work and energy. Said Mr. Snaggs, ¢ My
young friend, Jacob, for I will call you by your
Christian name and hope you will not object thereto,
I think.you must be hungry, and I will have some
supper got for you, and after that I will talk with you;
you will, of course, remain here during the night, as
I could not think of letting you go to a hotel at
present, nor, at least, until I have become better ac-
quainted with you.” So Jacob was léd into the
dining-room, and after partaking of a lunch and satis-
fying the demands of the inner man, he was invited
into the parlor again, and the following conversation
was begun, Said Mr. Snaggs, “In coming to the
great City of Chicago, from a small town such as you
have left, there are many temptations thrown in the
way of a young man of twenty, which I presume is
about your age, and a little fatherly advice from one
who is old enough to be your parent may not be out
of place.” I am surprised,” thought Jacob to him-
self, “that a theatrical man should speak in such a
strain, but I suppose he is a good-hearted, fatherly old

gentleman, so I will not take offence and try to
humor his carpices.”

“ Jacob,” continued he, ““ did you ever feel in your
heart a desire to serve your fellow man; a desire to
teach them how to worship and look up to you as a
superior being? Did you ever think of the joy of
standing erect upon a platform in a buildiug with a
large concourse of human souls around you eagerly
drinking in the soul-stirring strains of P “Yes,
yes;” interupted Jacob, I have long experienced
the feelings you so eloquently describe.” ¢ Then,
my young friend, you are indeed such a young man
as I have long been seeking for; embrace my noble
profession, for in that you can best serve your fellow
man and look for a reward hereafter. If our pro-
fession is not one that pays us handsomely here we
yet have the delight of knowing that our names will
live after us in history, and many will rise up and
call us blessed.”

“Ah! my dear sir,”” Jacob exclaimed, rising from
his chair in enthusiasm, ¢“I have come to you and
have found in you a friend who will aid me in my
career upon the stage.)’ ¢‘THE STAGE,” gasps Mr.
Snaggs, “did I hear aright? what mean you; the
stage is the Devil’s Coach leading to Hell.”

¢« Leading to Hell?” cries Jacob, *“I cannot com-
prehend your meaning, sir; are not you one of our
leading theatrical managers? how can you so speak
of the divine institution ?

“ Theatrical manager, indeed !’ cries Snaggs, “ I,
sir; am a minister of the Gospel, and you must be a
vile impostor to come to me—come to one of my
calling—for assistance in such an unholy cause.”
By this time Jacob had come to the conclusion that
he had got hold of ¢ a crank,” and was so nervous
that he did not know what to say, and Snaggs seeing
his confusion cooled down and said: * Perhaps you -
have made a mistake and can explain your language, -
I do not want to treat you rudely, but I am surely
not a theatrical manager, and it grieves me to the
heart to find in one I thought a good young man
—only an agent of the Devil.”

Jacob by this time found voice to say, “T came
to you, sir, with a letter of introduction, being in-
formed that you were a manager of a theatre here,
and had the necessary influence to aid me in securing
some kind of a situation by which I could work my
way up as a performer.. I am no mean player upon
the banjo and a good singer.”

Snaggs here sprang ‘from his chair and his hair
fairly stood up (that is what there was of it, as he had
a bald spot, about the size of a piece of cheese, right
on top of his head) and cried, “ The banjo! a good
voice! The banjo, sir; is the Devil’s instrument, and
you would use your voice to sing souls to perdition.
So that thing there in the corner is a banjo, is it ?
Had I known this it should never have entered my
house; I thought it was only a gun—the unholy
thing.”

“Do not say any more, sir;’’ Jaeob replied, «I
see I have made a mistake and got the wrong man’s
address out of the Directory, but I will hasten to leave
your house at once, and I beg you will not excite
yourself any more on my account.”

“ Do, sir; go at once,” cries Snaggs, “and when
you are ready to renounce- you evil ways and turn to
the narrow path of virtue I will ask you come to my
church and I will try to reclaim the lost sheep.”
“ Now, get.” So Jacob gathered up his bag and his
banjo, and lost no time in leaving the house of his
new acquaintance, in whom, only a short time before,
he had imagined he had found a friend and protector.

<
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CHAPTER II.

Old Jakey was not discouraged; he knew that he
must keep a stiff upper lip and fight the world. He
therefore put up at a hotel for the night and the next
day started to look up the right Mr. Snaggs. He
found old Snaggsy kept a small beer and billiard
hotel, bearing the sign, ¢ Professionals’ Retreat”” over
the door. He went in and asked the bar-tender,
who was a gentleman of uncertain age with a red
nose, where he could find Mr. Snaggs. The bar-
keeper called through a speaking tube, « Hello there,
Snaggsy; here’s a feller who wants ter see yer.,” So
in about three minutes a jolly-looking old buck in his
shirt sleeves walks in and our hero says, “ How are
you, Mr. Snaggs; I am pleased to see you, I brought
a letter of introduction from your old friend, Schrimps,
but have lost the letter; T will therefore present you
my card, and beg to make my humble self known to

ou.”
Y After a few mutual criminations they two were fast
friends, and Jakey began to feel at his ease.

“Send for your trunk, Jakey;” says Snaggsy,
“and put up here; it will be much cheaper for you
and you will get everything at professional rates.”
So Jakey had his traps brought around to the Pro-
fessionals’ Retreat without more ado. That evening
the bar-keeper asked him to fetch his banjo down to
the billiard room and liven up things a little; so Jake
brought it down and was soon singing songs and
playing jigs to a delighted audience of all classes of
society, from the young budding dude to the old bar-
room bloat—all being guests at the Professionals’
Retreat. The fun continued for some time and
Jakey played as he never played before. Beer after
beer was called for and swallowed, and business at
the bar was booming and reminded one of the flush
times in a mining camp during the gold fever. In
the midst of the racket Jakey chanced to look around
and his eyes fell on the handsomest looking girl he
had ever seen; she had the most beautiful rose-tinted
complexion, and black hair and eyebrows and teeth
of pearly white. In short, it was a Venus indeed,
that Jakey saw sitting at a table drinking beer. Old
Jakey was gone on her at once—it was a mash. = She
made eyes at Jake and Jake smiled and thought what
a fine thing it was to be a masher. More beer was
passed around, and during the intermission Jacob
managed to get near to his charmer and began a con-
versation. ‘The lady said her name was Arabella and
that she was a great lover of music and an ardent
admirer of the banjo, “and,” said she, “I have never
heard it so well played before; you are the best
player I ever heard.” Jacob, of éourse, felt flattered
and said, I am glad you like my playing, and in a

' few minutes I will
posed myself.” ¢“Oh! how nice;” exclaimed Ara-
bella, < I shall listen with delight; pray let us begin
now.” So,as the audience having been refreshed and
eager for more music were calling for the banjo, and
the pianist having taken no less than seventeen beers
and three pony brandies, and refreshed himself with a
cheese sandwich had seated himself again at the
paino, Jakey tuned up his instrument and began
playing a grand thimble march of his own composi-
tion, in imitation of a brass band. As he played he
caught the inspiration and the notes flew from his
instrument like sparks from a hot iron under the
hammer of a blacksmith. He concluded this solo
amid loud applause, and one old bloat, who was
known as “ Dutchy John ” by the frequenters of the
place, yelled out, ¢ Dots good, mine friend; dots yost
like I vas heard in Shermany many years ago.” “ No
you did’nt,” replied Jacob, “ I composed that myself,
and you never heard it in Germany ; if you think so
you can’t tell Hail Columbia from Yankee Doodle.”
‘Vat yousay, you young shackass ? Dot march is an
old Sherman march, vas I often played meself mit
der slite drombone,” T appeal to the professor of
the piano-forte,” shrieked Jakey; ¢ here, professor;
is not this march I just played my own?” The
Professor thus called upon looked first at Jacob and
then at Dutchy John with a' stupid stare, and not
knowing which side was the strongest, and conse-
quently the one he should side with, he cleared his
throat two or three times and said, “ Let’s take a
drink, gentlemen.” There was a grand rush for the
bar and peace was again restored. About this time
the young lady, Arabella, volunteered to sing a ballad,
amid applause, and the pianist began a very catching

lay you something that I com--

prelude. The young lady had quite a pleasing voice
and sang wih good effect, and our hero was charmed
and morefg love than ever. After the song was
finished Jacob volunteered to accompany Arabella on
his banjo in the well-known ballad of ¢ See that my
grave’s kept green.” This met with the approval of
all except Dutchy John, who muttered something
which sounded like, ¢ I don’t vant to hear no green
songs mit der banjo,” but some one invited him up
to the bar, so the song was allowed to commence.
The song got along well enough about half way
through when a young fellow, who had been pre-
viously conducting himself in a gentlemanly manner,
became hilarious and began to join in with the soloist.
Jacob stopped playing and said, ¢ Look here, young
man, if you can’t keep still you had better step out.
The young fellow thus addressed sprang upon his
feet and replied, «“ I'll teach you to talk that way to
me, you young plunker; if you say that again I'll
show you how TI’ll lay you out.” ‘ You will, will
you?”? said Jacob, “you have insulted this young
lady by joining your miserable voice to hers and
——" The next thing Jakey knew he was sprawling
on the floor with a blow straight from the shoulder of
the young stranger. <A fight, a fight; yelled the
crowd eager for amusement. Just then the loud
voice of the proprietor, Mr. Snaggs, was heard above
the rumpus saying, ¢ Here, here; no violence gentle-
men, my house is a first-class resort, and I won’t have
no nonsense.”” But Jacob’s blood was now up and
the beer he had drunk had.gone to his head, and
several others in the crowd were as eager for a fight
as game cocks after Lent. It was, therefore, plain to
be seen that peace was not to be again declared until
after some one had got thrashed. Jacob picked him-
self up from the floor, and after splicing his suspen-
ders, which were broken in the first heat of the battle,
he walked up to Dutchy John and hit him a crack
which made the old Dutchman see stars. Then some-
body hit Jakey in the nose with a cheese sandwich,
and Jakey got hotter than ever. The ladies screamed,
and Mr. Snaggs rushed around and hoisted them over
the bar and got them out of the room. Then Jakey
called out, ¢ Where’s that ham who hit me, where is
he? Let him step out.” * Here Iam, young fellow ;”
said the bully, “and what are you going to do about
it?’ <« Take that,” said Jakey, at the same time giving
him a left hander right under the ear. ¢ Go for him,
Sam; lay him out,”’ called the bully’s friends. “ Yes,
I will;” yelled Sam, “T’ll tear the young fellow
right out.”  So up he rushed again, but as Jakey had
got himself braced with his back to the wall, so that
no attack from behind was possible, he did not fear,
and as the bully came up he hit him a crack which
would have knocked the wind out of a porpoise.
Then the bully’s friends rushed in with yells, and
Jakey hit the first one a crack on the nose which drew
the claret and caused his speedy retreat, and the next
two that came on were served in even a worse manner,
as one got a left hander in the ribs, which laid him
on the floor, and the other got a kick which would
have done credit to a Government mule. Just then
some one in the crowd drew a pistol and fired at ran-
dom, the first shot going through the head of Jake’s
banjo, and the next, just within an inch of his head.
Then beer glasses were thrown and what a racket
there was there. Jakey began to give himself up for
lost, when, just at this moment, the door was thrown
open with a terrible bound, which knocked five or six
of the crowd off their pinsin a second of time, and
the next minute in walks a powerfully built colored
man, a giant in strength and in build, and before
whom the crowa cower like curs. ¢ Halt!” cried
the giant in a loud voice, “ What is the little difficulty
here ? Whoever lays a finger on that young man must
answer to me, for I am the friend of the oppressed,
the avenger of the wronged.” Not a word was said
in reply. ¢ Now go, every one of you,” said the
giant, “ and immediately the crowd began to disperse
in various directions.

Jacob came forward and gave his hand to the col-
ored man and said, ¢ You have done me a great
service; I know not who you are, but I will always
be your friend. Please tell me your name?”’. The
stranger replied, “I am called the Black Hercules,
and you may so address me.” He thereupon turned
around to go out and as he did so a string snapped
on Jakey’s banjo, which caused Hercules to quickly
seize the instrument and glance at it. As he turned
it over in his hands he saw the hole made in the head

by the bullet and said, “ Young man, your instrument
must have a new head on it.” ¢ Yes;” replied
Jacob, “I must scnd to Stewart’s, in Philadelphia,
and get a good head and some new music, etc.”
¢« That’s right, my young friend;” said Hercules,
“send to S. S. Stewart and you will be all O. K.”
While he was speaking he had put new strings on the
banjo and begun to tune it, and, without thinking, he
run over some arpeggios, and as he did so his face
changed to a broad grin and he said, « Well, I de-
clare, if it ain’t a Stewart Banjo—yes, there’s the
name on it too, and it’s got the real Stewart tone.”
Old Jakey stood looking on with his mouth wide
open, he had never heard such playing before and
he was charmed to the back bone. Just at this
moment some one put his head in the door and called
out, “ Hello, Horace ; hurry up.” The Black Her-
cules at this laid down the banjo and vanished out
the door in a second of time, and before Jakey had
time to protest against the hasty departure.” As he
went to his room for the night he wondered who the
stranger could be who could so marvelously play a
banjo, and he retired to dream that a bed bug as large
as a horse was dancing on his pillow and that the
Black Hercules was shaking his finger at him and
saying, ¢ Lor chile, how der critter ken dance.’

He awoke after a troubled and restless sleep, and
the first thing he saw on going out for a morning’s
walk was a large poster on the fence with a bill of
Callender’s Minstrels and a portrait of the Black
Hercules. He read, and in about two minutes he
recognized in the stranger, who came to his rescue on
the previous evening, no other than FIORACE WESTON,
the world-renowned banjoist.

[To be continued in next number.]
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ADVICE to the YOUNG TEACHER.

ARTiCcLE No. 2.

If yon have a new pupil who has studied
music and such instruments as the violin or guitar
previously, you will not be obliged to explain or
go about teaching such a pupil as you would one
who has no previous experience in stringed in-
struments or in music. It therefore requires a
special aptitude to correctly and successfully
teach & pupil who is obliged to start from the
very beginning. We have met many young
players, and even those who professed to teach
the banjo by notation, who were eutirely deficient
themselves in the rudiments of music and scales.
Now there is no use whatever in starting out as
a teacher of what you do not understand and
are ignorant of yourself. If youdo so your pupil
is bound, sooner or later, to find out and ridicule
you forever afterwards. Therefore a careful
study of all the scales in the twelve major and
twelve minor keys 1s recommended. Having
studied these scales the young teacher is enabled
to comprehend why it is thata ‘‘ tune,’’ stopping
on the note D, must have the signature of two
sharps, or, if the third note in scale of D is flat,
then why it has the signature in that case of one
flat, and the difference between a major key and
a minbr key. When these rudiments arc thor-
oughly learned the teacher has a much better
chance of success in teaching his pupil.

Suppose a young pupil should ask, *“ How is it
that you call this key the key of A major, and
yet when I play with a piano you call it C major
on the piano?’ What reply would you make
to such a question ¢

You would, if not versed at all in the matter,
say that the two instruments were entirely
different, etc., and make such explanations as
would leave your pupil in a more confused state
of mind than he was before he began. Now, we
think, this is about what your reply should be :
The Key of A major on the banjo is so noted and
soread from all printed banjo music. It is cor-
rect and a variance ¢n pitch of two instruments
does not alter the notation of either instrument.
A large banjo, having a longer vibrating string,
is, of course, lower in pitch than a smaller banjo
having a shorter string. - Hence, banjos of difier-
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ent size may all be different in pitch in tuning
them with a piano or other instrument, but the
notation is always read as though all banjos were
the same. You may tune with one piano and
find your banjo sounds well tuned in C, whilst
read a8 A, and again you may tune with another
piano and find that in order to obtain the same
volume of tone you must tune your A to D flat,
and yet your A is no higher than it was with
the other piano when you tuned to C. This is
because one of the pianos was a semi-tone lower
than the other. This is often the case, especially
where the pianos are not kept tuned up to ‘‘con-
cert pitch "’ by frequent tuning and regulating.

The better the banjo a pupil has when begining
to learn the easier it will be for. him to progress
favorably, but, at the same time, you cannot
suppose a beginner is to be able te appreciate a
fine banjo nor to know & good instrument when
he has one, and for this reason the teacher should
not discourage a pupil at the beginning by telling
him that his banjo is no good and that he must
go right off and buy a better one. All this ig
discouraging to a beginner, and if he has a poor
instrument or if he has any appreciation of music
and a desire to learn, he will find out soon
enongh for himself.

Nearly every banjo player of any account bought
one or two or more poor instruments-before he
secured a good one, and the same may be said of
all violin and guitar players; therefore you
should not expect your pupils to be any excep-
tion to the rule, although there are exceptions to
the best regulated rules.

There are a number of téachers who do not
care how a pupil gets on after he has paid his
money down for a course of lessons. These kind
we call “The Bleeders.”” A bleeder will just
sound his applicant’s pocketbook and then do his
‘best to get all out of him he can, and after he
has got all the money he can get, the pupil re-
ceives no attention. This class of tcachers are
found mostly among the ‘“ear teachers” or ‘“sim-
plified method’’ demagogues, who have never
studied music and do more harm to the interests
of the banjo than is generally known. Steer
clear of such methods and teach your pupils on
a sound basis. Endeavor to have your business
regulated and systematically cenducted—have
regular hours for lessons and keep each pupil to
his time—if he comes a half hour late let him
know that your time is valuable and that his
coming late must be his own loss. You will
never initiate a beginner into the rudiments of
banjo playing by spending all the lesson time in
playing for him in order to display your skill,
although it is a great help to pupiis it they can
bave the opportunity of bearing good banjo
playing frequently. It is therefore well to set
apart a certain time each week and gather all
pupils together at this time and play for them,
and also allow them to bring their friends. This
will not interfere with lesson hours and will also
assist in establishing a systematic regulation to
your business. A certain person may say, ‘I
must drop in on so and so, I want 1o hear him
play.” He dropsinand g0 do a number of others
and the poor teacher is playing all the time for
nothing. But ifit becomes known that a teacher
has only a certain day or evening at sthted
periods which he devotes to that purpose, the in-
quiring public will learn to conform to his rules
and come at the right time and thus save endless
confusion and annoyance to the busy teacher.
What we need is r¢form in banjo teaching—We
must have and will have as good teacliers for the
banjo as for any other instrument, = Some
teachcrs, who are good musicians, will not teach
pupils by musical notation unless compelled to
do 80, simply because it is to0 muck trouble, and
they do not want to be bothered. There is only
one way to doaway with such teachers and that
is to reluse to have anything to do with them,
and then failing of support they will be com-
pelled to teacd right.

We lately came across about as worthless a
book of banjo instruction as has ever been our
lot to gaze upon, it was called *‘Billy Snow’s
Cornet and Banjo Instructor.” The only good
part of the book is stelen direct from Stewart's

Banjo Players’ Hand-book. This book gives
both notes and “ hams method,”” a little of both,
and in such a mixed up way that the reader is
unable to tell which is which. It is no wender
that some learners declare they cannot learn
music if they have such trash as this to work
by. TItis the blind leading the blind.

This journal has been the most vigorous op-
ponent of the **simple method *’ teacher that the
fraternity ever had to contend with, and net
without good results. We have endeavored to
fight the one disgrace to the instrument syste-
matically ever since our first issue. In doing
this we have doubtless made many enemies, but
as we fight for a good cause we do not hesitate
on thataccount. All we ask, isthat note teachers
will endeavor to support the paper and influenee
subscriptions among pupils. The cost is very
little and we feel assured that all subscibers ob-
tain the value of their money.

We propose to establish a Directory of Banjo
Teachers in the Journal, devoting a part of our
space to teachers’ cards and advertisements. Such
cards will be inserted at one dollar for six inser-
tions, each card to occupy the space of two lines,
and give the name and address of the teacher.
Large cards, of say ten lines, will be inserted
at five dollars per year, in advance, but these
rates are for feachers only, and must be paid for
six insertions (or one year), in advance. The
benefit of such advertising, at such low rates,
cannot be over estimated by the teacher, bring-
ing as it will, his name and address before more
banjo players and persons interested in the banjo
than any other medium he can obtain.

THE JOURNAL is widely read by all banjo
players, and we have daily inquiries from all
parts of the country for the address of reliable
banjo teachers, which we are in many cases un-
able to supply, as such looking up addresses and
correspondence costs 4considerable time and
money, and we surely.should exact some con-
sideration in return for our trouble and expense.

Our terms for inserting portrait and sketch of
reliable teachers will be made known on applica-
cation. There is probably no better paying ad-
vertising for an enferpristng banjo or guitar
teacher than this. There is no use of hiding
your light under a bushel. If you have talent
and perseverance you are most sure to succeed,
but at the same time there is no policy in wait-
ing five years to become known, when you can
do it in one year if you go rightly about it, All
success in business nowadays is made [by
judicious advertising rightly applied. Merit will
tell in time, and if you live long enough you
may succeed without any advertising, but at the
same time you will see many enterprising men
in your business step in ahcad of you, and you
will regret when it is too late that you did not
‘‘branch out’’ and strike the iron whilst hot.
You may have lots of real merit, but it takes a
long time for the world to find it out if you do
not make them know it.

o ——

WHAT KEPT THE BANJO BACK.

‘What held the banjo back for so many years and
prevented its recognition as a musical instru-
ment was principally the ‘““open and shut,” or
simpleton’s method. As long as there was no
good music printed for the instrumeut there was
nothing to attract the notice of musicians who
had never heard a good banjo, and as many of
the so-called ‘‘simple method '’ players had no
ear for music whatever, and as the average in-
telligence of many of them was not far above
that of the idiot, there is no wonder that it took
some time for the comparatively few good play-
ers and teachers to conquer these disadvantages.
Now we have good music and instruction books
for the banjo, and good instruments as well.
The same line which divides the ‘“fiddler”’
from the ¢ violinist’’—the street player from
the solo artist of the concert room-—divides the
‘‘simple method banjo player” (if player he may
be called), from the player of to-day. Let us
continue to advance.

OUR LONDOYN LETTER.

London, England, July 15, 1884.
DearR JOURNAL:

We are now in the dull summer season, so far as
the musical profession and trade is concerned. Our
best patrons are out of town, some of them traveling
on the Continent.

We have, however, a few banjo players from
America here, among whom is James Sanford, (of
Sanford & Wilson, musical team) who is with Hav-
erly’s Minstrels; also Mr, Keating, of Keating &
Sands, an excellent player, who is playing the concert
halls with great success. The Bohees are still here,
and I hear that James only charges one guinea per
lesson. He has his cab and coachman and lives
in rather better style than people of his race do in
America.

Affairs at the Crystal Palace International Exhibi-
tion, are quiet of course, as it is not the season for
that just now, but the case of Stewart Banjos makes a
nice display, and has been seen by a great many
visitors already and will doubtless be seen by a great
many more in the early fall of the year, when crowds
will visit the exhibition. James Carroll Johnson, who
came over with Haverly’s party, has returned to
America, E. M. Hall, the banjoist, has also returned
to America, and several other American performers,
who find their own country more profitable.

I was listening the other day to a conversation
about Stewart’s Banjos by a party of gentlemen who
were gazing upon the case of these instruments at the
Exhibition, which greatly enlightened my mind upon
certain points. The followi