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[55]
On German Opera

When we talk of German Music, and especially when we listen to talk about it, the same
confusion of ideas always appears to prevail as in the conception of freedom by those
old-German black-frocked demagogues who curled their noses at the results of modern
reforms abroad with just as much contempt as our Teutomaniac music-savants now shrug
their shoulders. By all means, we have a field of music which belongs to us by right,—and
that is Instrumental-music;—but a German Opera we have not, and for the selfsame reason
that we own no national Drama. We are too intellectual and much too learned, to create warm
human figures. Mozart could do it; but it was the beauty of Italian Song, that he breathed into
his human beings. Since the time when we began to despise that beauty again, we have
departed more and more from the path which Mozart struck for the weal of our dramatic
music. Weber never understood the management of Song, and Spohr wellnigh as little. But
Song, after all, is the organ whereby a man may musically express himself; and so long as it is
not fully developed, he is wanting in true speech. In this respect the Italians have an
immeasurable advantage over us; vocal beauty with them is a second nature, and their
creations are just as sensuously warm as poor, for the rest, in individual import. Certainly, in
the last decad or two the Italians have played as many pranks with this second nature-speech
as the Germans with their learning,—and yet, I shall never forget the impression lately made
on me by a Bellinian opera, after I had grown heartily sick of the eternally [56] allegorising
orchestral bustle, and at last a simple noble Song shewed forth again. (1)

French music acquired its tendency from Gluck , who, albeit a German, has had far less
influence on ourselves than on the Frenchmen. He felt and saw what the Italians lacked,
namely an individuality in their figures and characters, which they sacrificed to vocal beauty.
He created Dramatic Music, and bequeathed it to the French as their possession. They have
pursued its cultivation, and from Grétry to Auber dramatic truth has remained a first principle
of the Frenchmen.

The talents of the good German opera-composers of modern times, of Weber and Spohr are
unequal to the dramatic province. Weber's talent was purely lyrical, Spohr's elegiac; and
where those bounds were overstepped, art and the expenditure of abnormal means had to
supplement what their nature failed in. Thus Weber's best work is in any case his
"Freischiitz," since he here could move in his appointed sphere; the mystic weirdness of
Romanticism, and that charm of the Folk-melody, belong peculiarly to the domain of Lyrics.
But turn to his Euryanthe! What splitting of hairs in the declamation, what fussy use of this or
that instrument to emphasise a single word! Instead of throwing off a whole emotion with one
bold freehand stroke, he minces the impression into little details and detailed littlenesses.
How hard it comes to him, to give life to his Ensembles; how he drags the second Finale!
Here an instrument, there a voice, would fain say something downright clever, and none at
last knows what it says. And since the audience is bound to admit in the end that it hasn't
understood a note of it, people have to find their consolation in dubbing it astoundingly
learned, and therefore paying it a great respect—O this wretched erudition—the source of
every German ill!

[57]

There was a time in Germany when folk knew Music from no other side than Erudition—it

was the age of Sebastian Bach . But it then was the form wherein one looked at things in

general, and in his deeply-pondered fugues Bach told a tale as vigorous as Beethoven now
tells us in the freest symphony. The difference was this: those people knew no other forms,
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and the composers of that time were truly learned. To-day both sides have changed. The
forms have become freer, kindlier, we have learnt to live,—and our composers no longer are
learned: the ridiculous part of it, however, is that they want to pose as learned. In the genuine
scholar one never marks his learning. Mozart, to whom the hardest feat in counterpoint had
become a second nature, simply gained thereby his giant self-dependence;—who thinks of his
learning, when listening to his Figaro? But the difference, as said, is this: Mozart was learned,
whilst nowadays men want to seem so. There can be nothing wronger-headed than this craze.
Every hearer enjoys a clear, melodious thought,—the more seizable the whole to him, the
more will he be seized by it;—the composer knows this himself,—he sees by what he makes
an effect, and what obtains applause;—in fact it comes much easier to him, for he has only to
let himself go; but no! he is plagued by the German devil, and must shew the people his
learning too! He hasn't learnt quite so much, however, as to bring anything really learned to
light; so that nothing comes of it but turgid bombast. But if it is ridiculous of the composer to
clothe himself in this nimbus of scholarship, it is equally absurd for the public to give itself
the air of understanding and liking it; it ends in people being ashamed of their fondness for a
merry French opera, and avowing with Germanomaniac embarrassment that it would be all
the better for a little learning.

This is an evil which, however ingrained in the character of our nation, must needs be
rooted out; in fact it will annul itself, as it is nothing but a self-deception. Not that I wish
French or Italian music to oust our own;—that [58] would be a fresh evil to be on our guard
against—but we ought to recognise the true in both, and keep ourselves from all self-satisfied
hypocrisy. We should clear ourselves a breathing-space in the rubble that threatens to choke
us, rid our necks of a good load of affected counterpoint, hug no visions of forbidden fifths
and superfluous ninths, and become men at last. Only by a lighter and freer touch can we
hope to shake off an incubus that has held our music by the throat, and especially our operatic
music, for many a year. For why has no German opera-composer come to the front since so
long? Because none knew how to gain the voice [?ear] of the people,—that is to say, because
none has seized true warm Life as it is.

For is it not plainly to misconstrue the present age, to go on writing Oratorios when no one
believes any longer in either their contents or their forms? Who believes in the mendacious
stiffness of a Schneiderian fugue, and simply because it was composed to-day by Friedrich
Schneider ? [1786-1853.] What with Bach and Héndel seems worshipful to us in virtue of its
truth, necessarily must sound ridiculous with Fr. Schneider of our day; for, to repeat it, no one
believes him, since it cannot be his own conviction. We must take the era by the ears, and
honestly try to cultivate its modern forms; and he will be master, who neither writes Italian,
nor French—nor even German.




On German Opera

Notes

Note 1 on page 5

In March 1834 the young man had heard Frau Schroder-Devrient as "Romeo" in Bellini's
Montecchi e Capuleti at Leipzig. It should be remarked that the term "Song" (Gesang) is used
by Richard Wagner throughout to signify the whole manner both of writing for, and of using
the singing-voice.—Tr.
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[59]
Pasticcio

by CANTO SPIANATO.
(D

The old Italian mode of Song was based on so-called sostenuto singing, demanding a
formare, fermare and finire of the vocal tone. It certainly allowed much elasticity, but every
passage must conform to the character of the human voice itself. The modern method, on the
contrary, only secondarily consists of melodious phrases, whose cut has been so uniformly
made upon one last, that we recognise it instantly, for all its trimmings. This odious mania for
copying the instruments shews a misunderstanding of both Song and human Voice. Erewhile
men deemed the voice the noblest of all instruments and, rightly to enjoy its charm,
accompanied it as discreetly as possible; now they bury it beneath a load of senseless
instrumenting, and, without regard to the dramatic situation, they make it gurgle arabesques
that tell us nothing. These gurglings, sure enough, are often mastered, but they rebel against
the throat as obstinately as a hard nut against a worn-out tooth.

*

That the Singing-voice, like every other instrument, needs schooling, and indeed a very
careful schooling, in which the production of the voice is dealt with quite apart from the
rendering (taste and expression), no connoisseur [60] will deny; but where, in all our German
fatherland, are there training-schools for higher vocal culture?—True, we have
Singakademieen, Gesangvereine, Seminaries, and may boldly assert that Chorus-singing in
Germany and Switzerland has reached a technical perfection to be sought in vain in Italy
itself, the land of song; but the higher vocal art, of solo-singing, is in manifest decline, and
many a mile might we journey before we could assemble a couple of dozen good singers
really worthy of the name, singers who should possess not only a well-trained organ, but also
a good delivery, correct declamation, pure enunciation, sympathetic expression and thorough
knowledge of music. Merely gauge the majority of our celebrated singers male and female by
this standard!—Certain highly important endowments must be set to the credit of certain
individuals, but nowadays we could but rarely and exceptionally convene a whole such as not
only our fancy might dream of, and our higher aspirations wish for, but also is humanly
realisable, and in former times has actually been realised. To-day one hardly ever hears a truly
beautiful and finished trillo; very rarely a perfect mordente; very seldom a well-rounded
coloratura, a genuine unaffected, soul-stirring portamento, a complete equalisation of the
vocal register and perfect maintenance of intonation throughout the varying nuances of
increase and diminution in the volume of sound. Most of our singers, so soon as they attempt
the noble art of portamento, fall out of tune; and the public, accustomed to imperfect
execution, overlooks the defects of the singer if he only is an able actor and versed in
stage-routine.

"The tricky roulade, be it neat or a smear,

Will draw sure applause, as the onion the tear."

C. M. VON WEBER. (2)

*
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[61]
The German singer gladly sinks himself in the character he has to represent. That deserves
all praise, but has its own grave dangers. If the singer lets himself be carried away by his role;
if he does not stand absolute master over the whole of his portrayal: then all, as a rule, is lost.
He forgets himself, he no longer sings, but screams and moans. Then Nature none too seldom
fleeces Art, and the hearer has the unpleasant surprise of suddenly finding himself in the
gutter. If in addition to this, each performer tries to set his part in the best and most striking
light, without regard for his companions, it is all over with the harmony of play and song.
Hence it comes, that our ordinary stage-performances in Germany pitch down from the height
of rapt emotion to the depths of fussy dulness, and lack the outward stimulus of sustained
artistic charm.
Many German singers regard it, in a certain sense, as a point of honour to be willing to sing
anything, no matter if it suit their voice or not. The Italian does not hesitate to say right out
that such and such a part he cannot sing, since it is ungrateful to his voice through height or
depth, its trick of ornament, or other qualities. In this he often goes too far, and as good as
demands that all his parts shall be written expressly for him: but the German, whether from
free will or force of circumstances, too often and too readily accommodates himself to every
role, thereby ruining both it and his voice as well. The singer should never attempt a part for
which he is not qualified
a.  physically—in respect of vocal compass, timbre, and power of lung;
b. technically—in respect of throat-dexterity; and
c.  psychically—in respect of expression.

[62]

German dramaturgists say: "The actor should accommodate himself to the rdle, not the réle
itself to the actor." The maxim—as it stands—may be true; but unreservedly applied to the
stage-singer, it is downright false: for the human voice is no lifeless instrument, like the
pianoforte, and our German vocal composers, alas! too often are very sorry lords of
Song.—Every sterling Instrumental composer must have studied the character of the various
instruments, before he can produce true instrumental effects. Let a composer write for any
instrument in the orchestra a passage against its nature; let him assign it notes the player can
but bring out badly, or which do not lie in its register—his condemnation is pronounced at
once, and rightly. "The man," so the verdict goes, "is a musical bungler; he presumes to
compose, and knows nothing of instrumentation! These are pianoforte, not clarinet passages;
that cantilena is in the compass of the violin, but not of the violoncello." In short, let the
composition breathe never so much life and spirit, it is thrown aside; for the man has not
learnt his business—"He writes things that nobody could execute!" Hand on your heart, ye
song-composers of our latter days, have ye zealously studied the peculiarities of the human
voice? Know ye what it is, to write singably? I will answer:—Ye behold the mote that is in
your brother's eye, but consider not the beam that is in your own eye; therefore shall ye be
doubly judged.

*

Most truly does C. M. v. Weber say: The singer's individuality is the actual unconscious
colorist of every role. The possessor of an agile and flexible throat, and he of a volume of
tone, will render one and the same rdle quite differently. The first will be several degrees
more animated than the second, and yet the composer may be satisfied with both, insofar as
each according to his measure has rightly grasped and reproduced the gradations of passion
prescribed.
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[63]

It will always remain the hardest of tasks, so to combine the vocal and instrumental parts
of a rhythmic composition that they shall melt into each other, and the last not only carry and
relieve the first, but also help its utterance of passion; for Song and Instrument stand opposed.
Breathtaking and articulation of the words enjoin on Song a certain undulation in the bar, not
unlike the uniform swell of the waves. The Instrument, especially the stringed instrument,
divides the time into sharp-cut sections, like the strokes of a pendulum. Truth of expression
demands the blending of these opposite peculiarities. The beat, the Tempo, must never
resemble a mill-clack in its tyrannical slowing or speeding, but to the piece of music it must
be what the pulse-beat is to the life of man. Yet most of our modern vocal composers in
Germany appear to regard the human voice as a mere portion of the instrumental mass, and
misconceive the distinctive properties of Song. The instruments should form a guard of
honour to the voice: with us they have become the singer's catch-polls, gagging him and
casting him into chains at his first sign of free expression of feeling.

*

Mozart has irrefutably proved that, with the most complex, ingenious, and even massive
orchestration, one still may leave the singer in full exercise of his rights; nowadays the human
voice is degraded to an instrument. What has been gained?—Nothing!—The efforts of the
human voice, even that of a Sontag, are outdone by instrumental virtuosi; a whole choir of
bravura singers would never be able to bring out a thousandth of the tone-figures which have
sprung up in our instrumental music since the time of Bach; and with this expansion of the art
of instrumenting the inventiveness of our tone-artists has shot heaven-high above the bounds
of Song.—The genuine art of Song depends on a Cantabile in keeping with the text and a
Bravura in keeping with the voice. [64] But since we fell into a depreciation of true Italian
vocal beauty, we have departed more and more from the path which Mozart struck for the
weal of our dramatic music. With the revival of the, in many respects, classical music of the
period of Bach, much too little attention is paid to a really singable cantabile. All the
masterworks of Sebastian Bach are as rich in invention as possible within the form of Fugue
and Double Counterpoint in general. His inexhaustible creative-force ever drove him on to
introduce into each of his products the highest and richest of specific tonal figures, forms, and
combinations. But with this super-abundance of purely musical, or rather, instrumental
contents, the word must needs be often thrust into its place beneath the note by force; the
human voice, as a special organ of tone, was not at all considered by him; its peculiar office
he never sufficiently appraised: and as a vocal composer of Cantabile he is nothing less than
classical, however much the blind adorers of this master may cry out "Fie!"

Our worthy opera-composers must take a course of lessons in the good Italian cantabile
style, guarding themselves against its modern outgrowths, and, with their superior artistic
faculty, turn out good work in a style as good. Then will Vocal art bear fruit anew; then a man
will some-day come, who in this good style shall re-establish on the stage the shattered unity
of Poetry and Song.

*

Among us there is an archipatriarchal sect which refuses the name of beauty to any but
quite simple singing, and utterly condemns all art of ornament. Let these judges turn back
from their wretched one-sidedness, their taking of the choice of means as sole object for
consideration, praise or blame, often blinding them to the effect itself! Art should be free. No
school, no sect, must arrogate the title of the only bliss-purveyor. The simple, smooth and
metric song has its great value—provided its setter is really [65] a good vocal composer: only,
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it is not the sole true path of salvation, and the goal—the expression and communication of
feeling—may be reached on other roads as well. The solo-singer ought to be an artist of song;
as such, he may also give vent to his feelings in an enhanced and ornate art-form. Is that
passion less true, forsooth, which takes the air with a volley of words, than that which
breathes itself in few? Is not now this, now that, included in the individuality of this or that
subject? Should not a speech in Parliament be different in form, to boot, from a sermon to a
village parish? May not a sumptuous mould of periods, a flowery, decorative diction, a
complex and ingenious scheme of verse, a rare but effective rhythm, be conditioned by
aesthetic necessity?—We in nowise are opening the door to those meaningless flourishes by
which unthinking singers too often, alas! betray their poverty of proper feeling, either to
display their nimbleness of throat, or to mask their lack of portamento; but the nobler art of
ornament has not yet reached with us its actual bloom; in our modern operatic singing we
have merely the stereotyped volutes of song, which our singers and composers slavishly copy
from the Italians, and wedge in everywhere without taste or psychological necessity.

>k

The Public is at sea with Art, and the Artists have lost touch with the People. Why is it,
that no German opera-composer has come to the front of late>—Because none has known
how to gain the voice of the Folk,—in other words, because none has seized true warm Life
as it is. The essence of dramatic art does not consist in the specific subject or point of view,
but in this: that the inner kernel of all human life and action, the Idea, be grasped and brought
to show. (3) By this standard alone should dramatic [66] works be judged, their special points
of view and subjects being simply regarded as special varieties of this Idea. Criticism makes a
radically false demand on Art, when it requires the art of the Beautiful to do nothing else than
idealise. For without all Ideality, so-called, Dramatico-musical art can take many a form. If
the librettist has the true poetic spirit, in him there lies the universe of human moulds and
forces, his figures have an organic core of life; let him unroll the heavenly, or the earthly chart
of human characters, we shall always find them lifelike, even though we never may have met
their like in actual life. But our modern Romantic manikins are nothing but lay-figures. Away
with them all—give us passion! Only in what is human, does man feel interest; only the
humanly-feelable, can the dramatic singer represent. You have been often enough told, but
refuse to believe it, that one thing alone is needful for Opera—namely Poesy!—Words and
tones are simply its expression. And yet the most of our operas are a mere string of musical
numbers without all psychologic union, whilst our singers ye have degraded into
musical-boxes set to a series of tunes, dragged on to the stage, and started by the wave of the
conductor's baton. The public no longer believes the opera-singer, since it knows that he is
only singing it a thing no heart of man can feel. Mark the age, ye composers, and diligently
seek to cultivate new forms; for he will be master, who writes neither Italian nor French—nor
even German. But would ye warm, and purify, and train yourselves by models; would ye
make shapes instinct with musical life: then take the masterly declamation and dramatic
power of Gluck and combine it with Mozart's contrasted melody, his art of orchestration and
ensemble; and ye will produce dramatic works to satisfy the strictest criticism.




Pasticcio

Notes

Note 1 on page 5

"

Pasticcio means a "pasty," an "olla podrida"; it is a term applied to a curious form of
entertainment, somewhat common in earlier days, consisting of arias, duets etc., selected from
different operas and served up almost at random.

Canto spianato, the pseudonym adopted by the author, is the Italian for "smooth
singing."—Tr.

Note 2 on page 5

"Auf die Roulade, gut oder iibel,

Folgt das Geklatsch wie die Thrin' auf die Zwiebel."—

Wagner would appear to have quoted the couplet from memory, for he has substituted "die
Roulade" for "den Laufer" (runs, or scales), and "Geklatsch" for "Gepatsch" (clapping, or
slapping)—unless the latter be a misprint in the N.Z.f.M., repeated in the Bayr. Bl. of Nov.
1884. The original lines appeared in a half humorous, half serious sketch contained in certain
fragmentary chapters of a "A Tone-artist's Life" posthumously published in Weber's
Hintergelassene Schriften (Dresden 1828) and edited by C. G. T. Winkler, the "Councillor
Winkler" referred to in Wagner's Letters to Uhlig. In the same collection of Weber's 'remains'
occurs the following epigram upon "Bravura-singeress" Tembila: "Man muss es gesteh'n, dass
ihr Trillern gelingt, Nur Schade, dass sie vor Singen nicht singt."—"One must freely admit
that her trills are the thing; Yet with all her fine singing, 'tis sad she can't sing."—Tr.

Note 3 on page 8

It is somewhat remarkable to find the author thus early propounding the Platonic "Idea" as
a basis of Asthetics, and in fact of Life itself. As may be seen upon turning to Vol. VIL. p.
134, the thought recurs to him in 1841, with special reference to Music. Therefore we are
perfectly justified in chiming for Wagner an independent insight into one of Schopenhauer's
main principles fully twenty years before he made acquaintance with that philosopher's
system.—Tr.
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[67]

Bellini (1 1835)

A Word In Season

BELLINI'S music, i.e. Bellini's music for the voice, has latterly made such a stir and
kindled such enthusiasm, even in highly-learned Germany, that the phenomenon itself
perhaps is worth a closer scrutiny. That Bellinian Song enraptures Italy and France, is natural
enough, for in Italy and France men hear with their ears,—whence our phrases such as
"ear-tickling" (presumably in contrast to the "eye-ache" caused us by the reading of so many a
score of our newer German operas);—but that even the German music-scholar should have
taken the spectacles from his fagged-out eyes, and given himself for once to reckless delight
in a lovely song, this opens us a deeper glimpse into the inner chamber of his heart,—and
there we spy an ardent longing for a full and deep-drawn breath, to ease his being at one
stroke, and throw off all the fumes of prejudice and pedantry which so long have forced him
to be a German music-scholar; to become a Man instead at last, glad, free, and gifted with
every glorious organ for perceiving beauty, no matter the form in which it shews itself.

How little we are really convinced by our pack of rules and prejudices! How often must it
have happened that, after being transported by a French or Italian opera at the theatre, upon
coming out we have scouted our emotion with a pitying jest, and, arrived safe home again,
have read ourselves a lecture on the danger of giving way to transports. [68] Let us drop for
once the jest, let us spare ourselves for once the sermon, and ponder what it was that so
enchanted us; we then shall find, especially with Bellini, that it was the limpid Melody, the
simple, noble, beauteous Song. To confess this and believe in it, is surely not a sin; 'twere no
sin, perchance, if before we fell asleep we breathed a prayer that Heaven would one day give
German composers such melodies and such a mode of handling Song.

Song, Song, and a third time Song, ye Germans! For Song is once for all the speech
wherein Man should musically express himself; and if this language is not made and kept as
self-dependent as any other cultivated Speech, then nobody will understand you. The rest of
the matter, what is bad in Bellini, any of your village schoolmasters could better; we admit it.
To make merry over these defects, is quite beside the question: had Bellini taken lessons from
a German village-schoolmaster, presumably he would have learnt to do better; but that he
perhaps would have unlearnt his Song into the bargain, is certainly to be very much feared.

Let us therefore leave to this lucky Bellini the cut of his pieces, habitual with all the
Italians, his crescendos, tutti and cadenzas that regularly succeed the theme, and all those
other mannerisms which so disturb our spleen; they are the stable forms than which the
Italians know no other, and by no means so dreadful in many respects. If we would only
consider the boundless disorder, the jumble of forms, periods and modulations, of many a
modern German opera-composer, distracting our enjoyment of the single beauties strewn
between, we often might heartily wish this frayed-out tangle put in order by that stable Italian
form. As a matter of fact the instantaneous apprehension of a whole dramatic passion is made
far easier, when with all its allied feelings and emotions that passion is brought by one firm
stroke into one clear and taking melody, than when it is patched with a hundred tiny
commentaries, with this and that harmonic nuance, the interjection [69] of first one instrument
and then another, till at last it is doctored out of sight.

How much the Italians are helped by their form and manner, especially with certain
operatic subjects,—whatever that form's onesidedness and tawdriness in degeneration,—of
this Bellini affords a proof in his Norma, beyond dispute his most successful composition.
Here, where the poem itself soars up to the tragic height of the ancient Greeks, this form,
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pronouncedly ennobled by Bellini, does but exalt the solemn, grandiose character of the
whole; all the passions which his Song so notably transfigures, thereby obtain a majestic
background, on which they hover not in vaguest outlines, but shape themselves to one vast
and lucid picture, involuntarily recalling the creations of Gluck and Spontini.

Accepted with this free, untroubled self-abandonment, Bellini's operas have found
applause in Italy, in France and Germany; why should they not find the like in Lithuania? (1)

0.




Bellini: A Word in Season

Notes

Note 1 on page 6

For his benefit at the Riga theatre (Dec. 1837) the author had chosen the production of
Norma; the above article was intended as its avant-couriére.—Tr.
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[84]
On German Music

THANKS to the exertions of a number of distinguished artists, who seem to have
combined expressly for this purpose,—thanks to them and their good services, the highest
products of German Music are no longer unknown to the Parisian public; they have been set
before it in the worthiest fashion, and received by it with the greatest enthusiasm. (1) People
have begun to demolish the barriers which, destined perhaps to eternally sever the nations
themselves, yet should never separate their arts; one may even say that through their ready
acknowledgment of foreign productions the French have distinguished themselves more than
the Germans, who are generally more prone to fall beneath a foreign influence than is good
for the preservation of a certain self-dependence. The difference is this:—the German, not
possessing the faculty of initiating a Mode, adopts it without hesitation when it comes to him
from abroad; in this weakness he forgets himself, and blindly sacrifices his native judgment to
the foreign gauge. But this chiefly refers to the mass of the German public; for on the other
side we see the German musician by profession, perhaps from very revolt against this
universal weakness of the mass, too sharply cutting off himself therefrom, and becoming
one-sided in his falsely patriotic zeal and unjust in his verdict on extraterritorial wares.—It is
just the reverse with the French: the mass of the French public is perfectly contented with its
national products, and does not feel the least desire to extend its taste; but the higher class of
music-lovers is all the broader-minded in its recognition of foreign merit; it loves to shew
enthusiasm for whatever comes to it of [85] beautiful and unknown from abroad. This is
plainly proved by the reception so quickly accorded to German Instrumental-music. Whether
the Frenchman understands German music for all that, is another question, and one whose
answer must be doubtful. Of course it would be impossible to maintain that the enthusiasm
called forth by the masterly execution of a Beethoven Symphony by the orchestra of the
Conservatoire is an affected one; nevertheless it would suffice to learn the views, ideas and
fancies roused in this or that enthusiast by the hearing of such a symphony, to perceive at
once that the German genius has not as yet been thoroughly understood.—Let us therefore
cast a more comprehensive glance upon Germany and the state of its music, to afford a clearer
notion of how it should be taken.

Somebody once said: The Italian uses music for love, the Frenchman for society, but the
German as science. Perhaps it would be better put: The Italian is a singer, the Frenchman a
virtuoso, the German a—musician. The German has a right to be styled by the exclusive name
"Musician," for of him one may say that he loves Music for herself,—not as a means of
charming, of winning gold and admiration, but because he worships her as a divine and lovely
art that, if he gives himself to her, becomes his one and all. The German is capable of writing
music merely for himself and friend, uncaring if it will ever be executed for a public. The
desire to shine by his creations but rarely seizes him, and he would be an exception if he even
knew how to set about it? Before what public should he step?—His fatherland is cut up into a
number of kingdoms, electoral principalities, duchies and free towns; he dwells, let us say, in
a market-borough of some duchy; to shine in such a borough never occurs to him, for there
isn't so much as a public there; if he is really ambitious, or compelled to support himself by
his music,—he goes to the residential city of his duke; but in this little Residenz there are
already many good musicians,—so it is terrible uphill work to get on; at last he makes his [86]
way; his music pleases; but in the next-door duchy not a soul has ever heard of him,—how,
then, is he to begin to make a name in Germany? He tries, but grows old in the attempt, and
dies; he is buried, and no one names him any more. This is pretty well the lot of hundreds;
what wonder that thousands don't even bestir themselves to adopt the carcer of Musician?
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They rather choose a handicraft to earn their living, and give themselves with all the greater
zest to music in their leisure hours; to refresh themselves, grow nobler by it, but not to shine.
And do you suppose they make nothing but handicraft-music? No, no! Go and listen one
winter-night in that little cabin: there sit a father and his three sons, at a small round table; two
play the violin, a third the viola, the father the 'cello; what you hear so lovingly and deeply
played, is a quartet composed by that little man who is beating time.—But he is the
schoolmaster from the neighbouring hamlet, and the quartet he has composed is a lovely work
of art and feeling. (2) —Again I say, go to that spot, and hear that author's [87] music played,
and you will be dissolved to tears; for it will search your heart, and you will know what
German Music is, will feel what is the German spirit. (3) Here was no question of giving this
or that virtuoso the opportunity of earning a storm of applause by this or that brilliant passage;
everything is pure and innocent, but, for that very reason, noble and sublime.—But set these
glorious musicians before a full-dress audience in a crowded salon,—they are no longer the
same men; their shame-faced bashfulness will not allow them raise their eyes; they will grow
timid, and fear their inability to satisfy you. So they inquire by what devices other people
please you, and for sheer lack of self-confidence they'll abandon their nature in shame, to pick
up arts they only know by hearsay. Now they will make their fingers ache in practising
gymnastics for you; those voices, which sang the lovely German Lied so touchingly, will
make all haste to learn Italian colorature. But these passages and colorature refuse to suit
them; you have heard them performed much better, and are bored by the bunglers.—And yet
these bunglers are the truest artists, and in their hearts there glows a finer warmth than ever
has been shed on you by those who hitherto have charmed you in your gilded salons. What
then has ruined them?—They were too modest, and ashamed of their own true nature. This is
the mournful chapter in the history of German Music. (4)

Alike the nature and the constitution of his fatherland have set the German artist iron
bounds. Nature has denied him that flexibility of one chief organ which we find in the throats
of the happy Italians;—political barriers obstruct him from higher publicity. The
opera-composer [88] sees himself obliged to learn an advantageous treatment of Song from
the Italians, yet to seek external stages for his works themselves, as he can find none in
Germany on which to present himself before a nation. So far as concerns this hatter point, you
may take it that the composer who has produced his works at Berlin, stays unknown at Vienna
or Munich for that very reason; only from abroad, can he succeed in attracting the whole of
Germany. Their works are therefore like nothing more than provincial products; and if a
whole great fatherland is too small for an artist, how much smaller must one of its provinces
be! The exceptional genius may soar above these limitations, but for the most part only
through the sacrifice of a certain native self-dependence. So that the truly characteristic of the
German always remains provincial, in a sense, just as we have Prussian, Swabian, Austrian
folk-songs, but nowhere a German national anthem.—

This want of centralisation, albeit the reason why no great national work of music will ever
come to light, is nevertheless the cause of Music's having preserved through out so intimate
and true a character among the Germans. Just because there is no great Court, for instance, to
gather all that Germany possesses in the way of artistic forces, and thrust it in one joint
direction toward the highest-attain able goal,—just for this reason we find that every Province
has its artists who independently exert their dear-loved art. The result is a general extension of
music to the most unlikely neighbourhoods, down to the humblest cots. It is surprising and
astonishing, what musical forces one often finds combined in the most insignificant towns of
Germany; and though there is an occasional dearth of singers for the Opera, you everywhere
will find an orchestra that as a rule can play Symphonies quite admirably. In towns of 20,000
to 30,000 inhabitants you may count on not one, but two to three well-organised bands, (5)
not reckoning the countless [89] amateurs who frequently are quite as good, if not still
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better-educated musicians, than the professionals. And you must know what one means by a
German bandsman: it is rare indeed for the most ordinary member of an orchestra not to be
able to play another instrument besides the one for which he is engaged; you may take it as a
rule that each is equally expert on at least three different instruments. But what is more,—he
is commonly a composer too, and no mere empiric, but thoroughly versed in all the lore of
harmony and counterpoint. Most of the members of an orchestra that plays a Beethovenian
Symphony know it by heart, and their very consciousness of this gives rise to a certain
presumption that often turns out badly for the performance; for it will sometimes tempt each
unit in the band to pay less heed to the ensemble, than to his individual conception.

We therefore may justly contend that Music in Germany has spread to the lowest and most
unlikely social strata, nay, perhaps has here its root; for higher, showier society in Germany
must in this respect be termed a mere expansion of those humbler, narrower spheres. Maybe
in these quiet unassuming families German Music finds herself at home; and here in fact,
where she is not regarded as a means of display, but as a solace to the soul, Music is at home.
Among these simple homely hearts, without a thought of entertaining a huge mixed audience,
the art quite naturally divests herself of each coquettish outward trapping, and appears in all
her native charm of purity and truth. Here not the ear alone asks satisfaction, but the heart, the
soul demands refreshment; the German not merely wants to feel his music, but also to think it.
Thus vanishes the craze to please the mere sensorium, and the longing for mental food steps
in. It not being enough for the German to seize his music by the senses, he makes himself
familiar with its inner organism, he studies music; he learns the laws of counterpoint, to gain a
clearer consciousness of what it is that drew him so resistlessly in master-works; he goes to
the toot of the art, and becomes in time a tone-poet [90] himself. This need descends from
father to son, and its satisfaction thus becomes an essential part of bringing-up. All the
difficulties on the scientific side of music the German learns as a child, parallel with his
school-lessons, and as soon as he is at an age to think and feel for himself nothing is more
natural than that he should include music in his thought and feeling, and, far from looking on
its practice as an empty entertainment, religiously approach it as the holiest precinct in his
life. He accordingly becomes a fanatic, and this devout and fervent Schwérmerei, with which
he conceives and executes his music, is the chief characteristic of German Music.

Alike this bent and, perhaps, the lack of fine voices direct the German to instrumental
music.—If we may take it as a general principle that every art has one particular genre that
represents it at its purest and most independent, this certainly may be said to be the case with
Music in its instrumental genre. In every other branch a second element combines that
necessarily destroys the unity and self-dependence of the first, and yet, as we have
experienced, can never raise itself to a level with it. Through what a mass of extras from the
other arts must one not wade, in listening to an opera, to arrive at the real drift of the music
itself! How the composer feels obliged to almost completely subordinate his art, here and
there, and often to things beneath the dignity of any art. In those happy instances where the
value of the services rendered by the auxiliary arts attains an equal height with the music
itself, there arises indeed a quite new genre, whose classic rank and deep significance have
been sufficiently acknowledged; but it must always stay inferior to the genre of higher
instrumental music, as at least the independence of the art itself is sacrificed, whereas in
instrumental music the latter gains its highest scope, its most complete development.—Here,
in the realm of Instrumental music, the artist, free of every foreign and confining influence, is
brought the most directly within reach of Art's ideal; here, where he has to employ the [91]
means the most peculiar to his art, he positively is bound to stay within its province.

What wonder if the earnest, deep and visionary German inclines to this particular genre of
music more fondly than to any other? Here, where he can yield himself entirely to his
dream-like fancies, where the individuality of a definite and bounded passion lays no chains

Richard Wagner's Prose Works 7
21



Richard Wagner

on his imagination, where he can lose himself unhampered in the kingdom of the
clouds,—here he feels free and in his native country. To realise the masterpieces of this genre
of art it needs no glittering frame, no dear-paid foreign singers, no pomp of stage-accessories;
a pianoforte, a violin, suffice to call awake the most enrapturing imaginations; everybody is
master of one or other of these instruments, and in the smallest place there are enough to even
form an orchestra capable of reproducing the mightiest and most titanic creations. And is it
possible, with the most lavish aid of all the other arts, to erect a sublimer and more sumptuous
building than a simple orchestra can rear from one of Beethoven's symphonies? Most surely
not! The richest outward pomp can never realise what a performance of one of those
master-works sets actually before us.

Instrumental music is consequently the exclusive property of the German,—it is his life,
his own creation! And just that modest, bashful shyness, which constitutes a leading feature in
the German character, may be a weighty reason for the thriving of this genre. It is this
shamefacedness that prevents the German from parading his art, that inner halidom of his.
With innate tact he feels that such a showing-off would be a desecration of his art, for it is so
pure and heavenly of origin that it easily becomes defaced by worldly pomps. The German
cannot impart his musical transports to the mass, but only to the most familiar circle of his
friends. In that circle, however, he gives himself free rein. There he lets flow the tears of joy
or grief unhindered, and therefore it is here that he becomes an artist in the fullest [92]
meaning of the word. If this circle is scant, it is a piano and a pair of stringed instruments that
are played on;—one gives a sonata, a trio or a quartet, or sings the German four-part song. If
this familiar circle widens, the number of instruments waxes too, and one undertakes a
symphony.—This justifies us in assuming that Instrumental-music has issued from the heart
of German family-life; that it is an art which can neither be understood nor estimated by the
mass of a crowded audience, but solely by the home-like circle of the few. A pure and noble
Schwarmerei is needed, to find in it that ecstasy it sheds on none but the initiate; and this can
only be the true musician, not the mass of an entertainment-craving public of the salon. For
everything the latter takes and greets as piquant, brilliant episodes, is therewith quite
misunderstood, and what sprang from the inmost kernel of the noblest art is consequently
classed with tricks of empty coquetry.

We will now attempt to shew how all of German music is founded on the selfsame basis.

The reason has already been given above, why the Vocal genre is far less native to the
Germans than that of Instrumental music. It is not to be denied that Vocal music has also
taken a quite special direction of its own, with the Germans, which likewise had its
starting-point in the people's needs and nature. Yet the grandest and most important genre of
vocal music, the Dramatic, has never attained a height and independent evolution on a par
with that of Instrumental music. The glory of German vocal music appeared in the Church;
the Opera was abandoned to the Italians. Even Catholic church-music is not at home in
Germany, but exclusively Protestant. Again we find the reason in the simplicity of German
habits, which were far less suited to the priestly splendour of Catholicism than to the
unpretentious ritual of the Protestant cult. The pomp of Catholic Divine Service was borrowed
by courts and princes from abroad, and all German Catholic church-composers have been
imitators, more or less, of the Italians. In the older Protestant churches, however, in place of
all [93] parade there sufficed the simple Chorale, sung by the whole congregation and
accompanied on the organ. This chant, whose noble dignity and unembellished purity can
only have sprung from simple and sincerely pious hearts, should and must be regarded as an
exclusively German possession. In truth its very structure bears the impress of all German art;
in its short and popular melodies, many of which shew a striking likeness to other secular but
always inoffensive folk-songs, one finds expressed the nation's liking for the Lied. The rich
and forceful harmonies upon the other hand, to which the Germans set their choral melodies,
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evince the deep artistic feeling of the nation. Now this Chorale, in and for itself one of the
worthiest events in the history of Art, must be viewed as the foundation of all Protestant
church-music; on it the Artist built, and reared the most imposing fabrics. The first expansion
of the Chorale we have to recognise in the Motet. These compositions had the same
church-songs, as the Chorale, for their basis; they were rendered by voices alone, without
accompaniment by the organ. The grandest compositions in this genre are those of Sebastian
Bach, who must also be regarded as the greatest Protestant church-composer in general.

The Motets of this master, which filled a similar office in the ritual to that of the Chorale
(saving that, in consequence of their great artistic difficulty, they were not delivered by the
congregation, but by a special choir), are unquestionably the most perfect things we possess in
independent vocal-music. Beside the richest application of a profoundly thoughtful art they
shew a simple, forcible and often most poetic reading of the text in a truly Protestant sense.
Moreover the perfection of their outward forms is so high and self-delimited, that nothing else
in art excels it. But we find this genre still further magnified and widened in the great
Passions and Oratorios. The Passion-music, almost exclusively the work of great Sebastian
Bach, is founded on the Saviour's sufferings as told by the Evangelists; the text is set to
music, word by word; but between the divisions of the [94] tale are woven verses from the
Church's hymns appropriate to the special subject, and at the most important passages the
Chorale itself is sung by the whole assembled parish. Thus the performance of such a
Passion-music became a great religious ceremony, in which artists and congregation bore an
equal share. What wealth, what fulness of art, what power, radiance, and yet unostentatious
purity, breathe from these unique master-works! In them is embodied the whole essence,
whole spirit of the German nation; a claim the more justified, as I believe I have proved that
these majestic art-creations, too, were products of the heart and habits of the German people.

Church-music therefore owed alike its origin and consummation to the people's need. A
like need has never summoned up Dramatic music, with the Germans. Since its earliest rise in
Italy the Opera had assumed so sensuous and ornate a character, that in this guise it could not
possibly excite a need of its enjoyment in the earnest, steady-going German. Opera, with its
pomps of spectacle and ballet, so very soon fell into the disrepute of a mere luxurious pastime
for the Courts, that in former times, as a matter of fact, it was kept up and patronised by them
alone. Naturally also, as these Courts, and especially the German ones, were so completely
severed from the people, their pleasures could never become at like time those of the Folk.
Hence in Germany we find the Opera practised as an altogether foreign art-genre down almost
to the end of the past century. Every court had its Italian company, to sing the operas of
Italian composers; for at that time no one dreamt of Opera being sung in any but the Italian
language and by Italians. The German composer who aspired to write an opera, must learn the
Italian tongue and mode of singing, and could hope to be applauded only when he had
completely denationalised himself as artist. Nevertheless it was frequently Germans, who
took first rank in this genre as well; for the universal tendency of which the German genius is
capable made it easy to the German artist to naturalise himself on a foreign field. [95] We see
how quickly the Germans feel their way into whatever the national idiosyncrasy of their
neighbours has brought to birth, and thereby win themselves a fresh firm stand-point whence
to let their innate genius spread creative wings long leagues beyond the cramping bounds of
Nationality. The German genius would almost seem predestined to seek out among its
neighbours what is not native to its motherland, to lift this from its narrow confines, and thus
make something Universal for the world. Naturally, however, this can only be achieved by
him who is not satisfied to ape a foreign nationality, but keeps his German birthright pure and
undefiled; and that birthright is Purity of feeling and Chasteness of invention. Where this
dowry is retained, the German may do the grandest work in any tongue and every nation,
beneath all quarters of the sky.
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Thus we see a German raising the Italian school of Opera to the most complete ideal at
last, and bringing it, thus widened and ennobled to universality, to his own countrymen. That
German, that greatest and divinest genius, was Mozart. In the story of the breeding, education,
and life of this unique German, one may read the history of all German Art, of every German
artist. His father was a musician; so he too was brought up to music, apparently with the mere
idea of turning him into an honest professional who could earn his bread by what he had
learnt In tenderest childhood he was set to learn the very hardest scientific branches of his art;
he naturally became their perfect master as soon as boy; a pliant, childlike mind and intensely
delicate senses allowed him at like time to seize the inmost secrets of his art; but the most
prodigious genius raised him high above all masters of all arts and every century. Poor all his
life to the verge of penury, despising pomp and advantageous offers, even in these outward
traits he bears the perfect likeness of his nation. Modest to shamefacedness, unselfish to the
point of self-oblivion, he works the greatest miracles and leaves posterity the most
unmeasured riches, without [96] knowing that he did aught save yield to his creative impulse.
A more affecting and inspiring figure no history of art has yet to shew.

Mozart fulfilled in its highest power all that I have said that the universality of the German
genius is capable of. He made the foreign art his own, to raise it to a universal. His operas,
too, were written in the Italian tongue, because it was then the only one admissible for song.
But he snatched himself so entirely from all the foibles of the Italian manner, ennobled its
good qualities to such a pitch, so intimately welded them with his inborn German
thoroughness and strength, that at last he made a thing completely new and never pre-existing.
This new creation was the fairest, most ideal flower of Dramatic music, and from that time
one may date the naturalisation of Opera in Germany. Thenceforward national theatres were
opened, and men wrote operas in the German tongue.

While this great epoch was in preparation, however, while Mozart and his forerunners
were developing this novel genre from Italian music itself, from the other side there was
evolving a popular Stage-music, through whose conjunction with the former at last arose true
German Opera. This was the genre of German Singspiel, which, distant from the glare of
Courts, sprang up in the people's midst and from its heart and customs. This German
Singspiel, or Operetta, bears an unmistakable likeness to the older French opéra comique. The
subjects for its texts were taken from the people's life, and mostly sketched the customs of the
lower classes. They were generally of comic type, full of blunt and natural wit. The
pre-eminent home of this genre was Vienna. In general it is in this Kaiser-city, that the
greatest stamp of nationality has always been preserved; the gay and simple mind of its
inhabitants has always been best pleased with what made straight for its mother-wit and
buoyant fancy. In Vienna, where all the folk-plays had their origin, the popular Singspiel also
thrived the best. The composer, indeed, would mostly restrict himself to Lieder and Ariettas;
[97] however, one met among them many a characteristic piece of music, for instance in the
excellent "Dorfbarbier," that was quite capable, if expanded, of making the genre more
important in time, had it not been doomed to die out through absorption into the grander class
of opera. This notwithstanding, it had already reached a certain independent height; and one
sees with astonishment that at the very time when Mozart's Italian operas were being
translated into German, and set before the whole public of his fatherland immediately after
their first appearance, that Operetta also took an ever ampler form, appealing to the liveliest
fancy of the Germans by an adaptation of folk-sagas and fairy-tales.—Then came the most
decisive stroke of all: Mozart himself took up this popular line of German Operetta, and on it
based the first grand German opera: die Zauberflote. The German can never sufficiently
estimate the value of this work's appearance. Until then a German Opera had as good as not
existed; with this work it was created. The compiler of the text-book, a speculating Viennese
Director, meant to turn out nothing further than a right grand operetta. Thereby the work was
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guaranteed a most popular exterior; a fantastic fable was the groundwork, supernatural
apparitions and a good dose of comic element were to serve as garnish. But what did Mozart
build on this preposterous foundation? What godlike magic breathes throughout this work,
from the most popular ballad to the sublimest hymn! What many-sidedness, what marvellous
variety! The quintessence of every noblest bloom of art seems here to blend in one unequalled
flower. What unforced, and withal what noble popularity in every melody, from the simplest
to the most majestic!—In fact, here genius almost took too giant-like a stride, for at the same
time as it founded German Opera it reared its highest masterpiece, impossible to be excelled,
nay, whose very genre could not be carried farther. True, we now see German Opera come to
life, but going backwards, or sicklying into mannerism, to the full as quickly as it raised itself
to its most perfect height.— [98] The directest imitators of Mozart, in this sense, were
undoubtedly Winter and Weigl. Both joined the popular line of German Opera in the honestest
fashion, and the latter in his "Schweizerfamilie," the former in his "unterbrochener Opferfest,"
proved how well the German opera-composer could gauge the measure of his task.
Nevertheless the broader popular tendence of Mozart already loses itself in the petty, with
these his copiers, and seems to say that German Opera was never to take a national range.
The popular stamp of rhythms and melismi stiffens to a meaningless rote of borrowed
flourishes and phrases, and above all, the indifferentism with which these composers
approached their choice of subjects betrays how little they were fitted to give to German
Opera a higher standing.

Yet we see the popular musical drama once more revive. At the time when Beethoven's
all-puissant genius set open in his instrumental music the realm of daringest romance, a beam
of light from out this magic sphere spread also over German Opera. It was Weber who
breathed a fair warm life again into stage-music. In his most popular of works, the
"Freischiitz," he touched once more the people's heart. The German fairy-tale, the eerie saga,
here brought the poet and composer into immediate touch with German folk-life; the soulful,
simple German Lied was the foundation, so that the whole was like a long-drawn moving
Ballad, attired in noblest dress of breeziest romanticism, and singing the German nation's
fondest fantasies at their most characteristic. And indeed both Mozart's Magic Flute and
Weber's Freischiitz have proved with no uncertain voice that in this sphere German Musical
Drama (opéra) is at home, but beyond it lie stern barriers. Even Weber had to learn this, when
he tried to lift German Opera above those bounds; for all its beauty of details, his "Euryanthe"
must be termed a failure. Here, where Weber meant to paint the strife of great and mighty
passions in a higher sphere, his strength forsook him; his heart sank before the vastness of his
task, he sought by toilsome painting-in of single features to make up for a [99] whole that
could only be drawn with bold and vigorous strokes; thus he lost his unconstraint and became
ineffective. (6) 'Twas as if Weber knew that he here had sacrificed his own chaste nature; in
his Oberon he returned with the sad sweet smile of death to the Muse of his former innocence.

Spohr also sought to make himself a master of the German stage, but never could arrive at
Weber's popularity; his music lacked too much of that dramatic life which should radiate from
the scene. To be sure, the products of this master must be called completely German, for they
speak in deep and piercing accents to the inner heart. They entirely lack, however, that blithe
and naive element so characteristic of Weber, without which the colour of dramatic music
grows too monotonous and loses all effect.

The last and most important follower of these two we recognise in Marschner; he touched
the selfsame chords that Weber struck, and thereby swiftly gained a certain popularity. But
with all his innate force, this composer was powerless to keep erect that German Opera so
brilliantly revived by his predecessor, when the products of the newer French school began to
make such strides in the enthusiastic welcome of the German nation. In effect, the newer
French dramatic music dealt such a crushing blow at German popular Opera, that the latter
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may now be said to have wholly ceased to exist. Yet some further mention must be made of
this last period, as it has exerted a most powerful influence on Germany, and it really seems
as though the German after all would rise to be its master too. (7)

We can but date the commencement of this period from the advent of Rossini; for, with
that brilliant audacity [100] which alone could compass such a thing, he tore down all the
remnants of the old Italian school, already withered to a meagre skeleton of empty forms. His
lustful-jovial song went floating round the world, and its advantages—of freshness, ease and
luxury of form—were given consistence by the French. Among them the Rossinian line
gained character and a worthier look, through national stability; on their own feet, and
sympathising with the nation, their masters now turned out the finest work that any folk's
art-history can shew. Their works incorporated all the merits and character of their nation.
The delicious chivalry of ancient France breathed out from Boieldieu's glorious Jean de Paris;
the vivacity, the spirit, wit, the grace of the French re-blossomed in that genre exclusively
their own, the opéra comique. But its highest point was reached by French dramatic music in
Auber's unsurpassable "Muette de Portice" [Masaniello],—a national-work such as no nation
has more than one at most to boast of. That storm of energy, that sea of emotions and
passions, painted in the most glowing tints, drenched with the most original melodies,
compact of grace and vehemence, of charm and heroism,—is not all this the true embodiment
of latter-day French history? Could this astounding art-work have been fashioned by another
than a Frenchman? There is no other word for it,—with this work the modern French school
had reached its apex, and with it the hegemony of the civilised world. (8)

Small wonder, if the impressionable and impartial German did not delay to recognise the
excellence of these products of his neighbours with unassumed enthusiasm. For the German,
in general, can be juster than many another nation. Moreover these foreign imports met a
genuine need; for it is not to be denied that the grander genre of Dramatic music does not
flourish in Germany of itself;, and apparently for the same reason that the higher type of
German, play has never reached [101] its fullest bloom. On the other hand it is more possible
for the German, than for anyone else, on foreign soil to bring a national artistic epoch to its
highest pitch and universal acceptation. (9)

As regards Dramatic music, then, we may take it that the Germans and the French at
present have but one; though their works be first produced in one land, this is more a local
than a vital difference. In any case the fact that these two nations now are stretching hands to
one another, and lending forces each to each, is a preparation for one of the greatest artistic
epochs. May this propitious union ne'er be loosed, for it is impossible to conceive two nations
whose fraternity could bring forth grander and more fruitful results for Art, than the German
and the French, since the genius of each of these two nations is fully competent to supply
whatever may be lacking in the one or other.
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Notes

Note 1 on page 5

Under the title of "De la Musique Allemande" this article originally appeared in the
Gazette Musicale of July 12 and 26, 1840, forming Richard Wagner's earliest contribution to
that journal.—Tr.

Note 2 on page 6

To many a foreigner the above little picture may appear exaggerated; it is therefore
particularly apropos that we read in a sketch of August Manns (Musical Times, March 1898)
the following:

"August Friedrich Manns was born at Stolzenburg, a village near Stettin, in North Germany,
March 12, 1825. His father was a glass-blower, with a pound a week and ten children, of whom
August was the fifth. When the father returned from his day's work he would take down his fiddle
from the wall and make music to his children. . . . At the age of six August was sent to the village
school, where the day's work always commenced with a hymn sung from a figure-notation upon
the ancient 'movable doh' system. In course of time the father's fiddle was augmented by another, a
violoncello, and a horn, played by August's elder brothers, and later on by an old F flute, played by
the future conductor of the Crystal Palace orchestra. . . . At the age of ten, August temporarily took
the place of one of his brothers at the factory. . . . At the age of twelve he was sent to a school,
kept by his uncle, at Torgelow, a neighbouring village. Here he became a musical pupil of Herr
Tramp, the village musician. Up to this time the boy had been self-taught, and Tramp soon put him
into the pathway of acquiring the proper fingering of both the flute and clarinet; but his chief
instrument was the violin. As he had no means of buying an instruction hook, he copied out the
greater part of Rode, Kreutzer, and Baillot's book on the violin."

As this quotation deals with the very decad in which Wagner was writing, it is of peculiar
interest in the present connection. A few lines farther in the Musical Times article, we read
how at fifteen young Manns was apprenticed to Urban, the town-musician of Elbing, whose
boys "were taught every instrument in the orchestra," and how "in his third year Manns
played first violin in the string-band and first clarinet in the wind band of Urban's
Town-band," which confirms a general statement of Wagner's a few pages ahead.—Tr.

Note 3 on page 6

"One sees that the author was young, and not yet acquainted with our elegant modern
music-Germany.—The Editor" (i.e. R. Wagner in 1871).

Note 4 on page 6

"It would seem that in our days this grief and shame have been happily overcome.—Ed."
(i.e. R. W.in 1871).

Note 5 on page 6

"This was the actual experience of our friend at Wurzburg in his time, where, besides a full
orchestra at the theatre, the bands of a musical society and a seminary gave alternate
performances.—Ed." (R. W. in'71).

Note 6 on page 11

"Methinks my friend would have learnt in time to express himself more guardedly on this
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point.—Ed." (i.e. R. Wagner).
Note 7 on page 12

Evidently referring to Meyerbeer; for the master does not appear to have realised at this
epoch that the composer of the Huguenots was not a German, but a Jew.—Tr.

Note 8 on page 12
"Mephistopheles: 'You already speak quite like a Frenchman!—Ed." (R. W.).
Note 9 on page 12

A longish passage appeared in the French, between this sentence and the succeeding
paragraph, as follows: "Haendel et Gluck I'ont prouvé surabondamment, et de nos jours un
autre Allemand, Meyerbeer, nous en offre un nouvel exemple.—Arrivé au point d'une
perfection compléte et absolue, le systéme francais n'avait plus en effet d'autres progrés a
espérer, que de se voir généralement adopté et de se perpétuer au méme degré de splendeur;
mais c'était aussi la tache la plus difficile a accomplir. Or, pour qu'un allemand en sit tenté
I'épreuve et obtenu la gloire, il fallait sans contredit qu'il fit doué de cette bonne foi
désinteressée, qui prévaut tellement chez ses compatriotes, qu'ils n'ont pas hésité a sacrifier
leur propre scéne lyrique pour admettre et cultiver un genre étranger, plus riche d'avenir et qui
s'adresse plus directement aux sympathies universelles. En serait-il autrement quand la raison
aurait anéanti la barriére des préjugés qui séparent les différents peuples, et quand tous les
habitants du globe seraient d'accord pour ne plus parler qu'une seule et méme langue?"—Tr.
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[102]
Pergolesi's "Stabat Mater"

(D

THERE still are good musicians who find their keenest joy in searching the chefs-d'ccuvre
of ancient masters, to fill themselves with their incomparable beauties; and when one brings
to such a study so much zeal and intelligence as the author of whom we are about to speak,
the results deserve no less esteem and recognition than if they were original works. It would
be a great mistake to ascribe to M. Lvoff the claim of having added to the perfection of the
work of Pergolesi, for it is evident that his only aim has been to remind the modern school of
a sublime exemplar, and to get it enrolled in the repertoire of contemporary performances.
Under influence of this conviction, and in spite of all aesthetic scruples excited by this mode
of secondary arrangement, it is impossible to deny the interest and importance of the
publication now before us.

At an epoch like ours, when the different branches of the art of Music have taken such
divergent lines, often to the point of a most abnormal transformation, it is an essential need
and noble duty to ascend to primal sources for new elements of force and fecundity. But to
usefully re-knit these ties of parentage with the great masters of the past, the practice of their
compositions—adapted, if [103] necessary, to the exigences of modern taste—will always be
more efficacious than a pale and mediocre imitation of their wondrous style. In fact the last
procedure offers all the danger of a retrogression, for such copiers are but too frequently
inclined to reproduce in their concoctions those superannuated forms which purity of taste
reproves.

The exclusive admirers of the ancient school have fallen into a vicious exaggeration,
through attaching the same value to its imperfect canons as to the depth and thought revealed
in its works.

Grand and noble as are those thoughts, the details of material execution shew inexperience
and the gropings of a science in its infancy; and it is impossible to call in doubt the greater
perfecting of form, if not in our day, at least during the intermediary period that succeeded to
this golden age of musical art.

It was with Mozart, the chief of the Idealistic school, that religious music really touched its
apogee in point of structure; and if I did not fear being misinterpreted, I should venture to
express the wish that all the works of the preceding period had been transmitted to us clad in
forms analogous, for the perfection of these latter would have been ample recompense for the
pains of such a transformation; nor would the difficulty have been very great, since Mozart
was not too distant from the primitive epoch, and his manner still preserved its sentiment and
characteristic traits. On the contrary, he has brilliantly proved how much the older
masterpieces could be enhanced by a vivacity and freshness of colour, without losing aught of
their intrinsic merit, so to say, and notably by his arrangement of Haendel's oratorio The
Messiah.

We are far from blaming those who would only have Haendel's oratorio performed in a
cathedral with a chorus of from three to four hundred voices, supported by organs and a
quartet of stringed instruments of proportionate number, to enjoy the whole splendour and
primitive energy of the composition. For the individual anxious to appreciate the historic
value of Haendel's music it [104] would no doubt be preferable to hear it rendered by such
potent means,—a thing almost impossible to realise to-day for reason of one notorious
circumstance, namely that Haendel himself improvised the accompaniments on the organ for
the first performances of the Messiah. Is it not permissible to assume that the composer,
unacquainted with the more perfect modern use of the 'wind,' employed the organ to produce
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the same effects that Mozart entrusted later to the improved wind-instruments of his day?

In any case, Mozart's instrumentation has embellished the work of Haendel in the general
interest of art. It needed, in truth, the genius of a Mozart, to accomplish such a task in so
complete a measure. He who undertakes a similar work to-day, can therefore do no better than
adopt that for his model, without seeking to complicate its simple and natural lines; for an
application of the resources of modern orchestration would be the surest means of travestying
the theme and character of ancient works.

And such has been the laudable desire of M. Lvoff. An examination of his score will
demonstrate that he has taken his type from the discreet instrumentation of Mozart. Three
trombones, two trumpets, the drums, two clarinets and two bassoons,—such are the elements
added to the original orchestra. And most frequently it is only the clarinets and bassoons that
take an active part in the accompaniment, following the precedent of the bassoons and
basset-horns in Mozart's Requiem. The greatest difficulty must have resided in the general
revision of the string-quartet, as Pergolesi had written it entirely in the naive style of olden
days, limiting himself for most of the time to three parts, and sometimes even to two. Very
often the complementary harmonic part was a matter of course, and one finds it hard to
explain why the composer omitted to write it, thereby producing very perceptible gaps. But in
other places the filling-up presented serious difficulties, especially where the melody seems to
admit [105] of only three parts, or sometimes two, and where a supplementary voice might be
considered superfluous, if not harmful. Nevertheless this great obstacle has always been
happily surmounted by M. Lvoff, whose general discretion is beyond all praise. The
wind-instruments which he introduces, far from ever smothering or altering the original
theme, serve on the contrary to throw it into higher relief. They even have a certain
independent character that contributes to the effect of the ensemble, entirely after the rules
adopted by Mozart, and in this regard we may particularly instance the fourth strophe, Quae
meerebat. Only occasionally, for example at the beginning of the first number, was it wrong,
perhaps, to transfer the part of the violins to the bassoons and clarinets; not that the author has
here misjudged the character of these latter instruments, but since the bass, retained for the
lower strings, appears too full and too sonorous for its new superstructure.

It is astonishing, however, that the author of so conscientious a work should have let
himself be once betrayed into altering the bass: namely at the commencement of the second
strophe, where M. Lvoff has modified the entire phrase, greatly to the disadvantage of the
original melody. No doubt he did it to avoid a passage of a certain crudity which Pergolesi
had given to the part of the alto; but in our opinion there were other ways of remedying this
harshness, without sacrificing the great composer's lovely bass. For the rest, it is the solitary
instance, in all the work, of a change both useless and unfavourable. With scarcely another
exception, we have witness of the most conscientious zeal and a highly delicate appreciation
of the old chef-d'ceuvre, down to tiny details of a character a trifle superannuated.

Beyond dispute the most audacious step in M. Lvoff's undertaking is the addition of
choruses, since Pergolesi wrote his Stabat for but two voices, the one soprano and the other
high contralto. Strictly speaking, it would have been better to respect the original intention of
the master; [106] but as this introduction of choruses has in no way spoilt the work, and as,
moreover, the two original solo parts have been preserved in their integrity, it would be
impossible to seriously blame the adaptor; in fact one must even acknowledge that he has
added to the richness of the ensemble, for this adjunction has been effected with a rare
address and a superior understanding of the text.

Thus in the first number the intermittent fusion of the choral with the solo voices reminds
us happily of the manner in which the two choirs are treated in Palestrina's Stabat. However it
is principally upon the choir, that weighs the difficulty of adding complementary parts in the
places aforesaid where Pergolesi had designed his melody exclusively for two or three. Here
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the arranger is obliged to restrict the role of the chorus to three parts at most, not to absolutely
mar the original harmony and disfigure its noble simplicity. This is especially perceptible in
the fugal passages, such as the Fac ut ardeat. Further, the vocal theme is never in the tenor
register, but devolves exclusively on either the soprano or alto, as in the original composition,
or the bass which it was easy to extract from the primary accompaniment. Above all, the
reviser must have been embarrassed by the Amen, expressly written by Pergolesi for two
voices alone.

Apropos of No. 10, Fac ut portem, we must remark that it would have been better to omit
the accompaniment by the choir, as also the concluding cadence, these two accessories
reminding one too much of modern Opera, and ill according with the character of the sacred
work.

But if we have felt it our duty to point out the reefs presented by so rare a task, we have
also to frankly avow that the modern composer has given proof of great ability in doubling
them. It would be impossible to praise too much the noble aim that has governed M. Lvoff's
enterprise; for if an intelligent admiration and an ardent sympathy for so great a masterpiece
alone were capable of prompting anyone to such a labour, there also is no doubt that M. Lvoff
took the perfect measure of its difficulty [107] and extent. It therefore is no more than just to
recognise not merely the talent, but also the courage necessary to accomplish a labour where
the artist has to make complete denial of, and constantly efface himself, to let the superior
genius to whom he renders loving homage shine in all his glory.

R. WAGNER.
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Notes

Note 1 on page 5

This "revue critique" of the "Stabat Mater de Pergolése, arrangé pour grand orchestre avec
cheeurs par Alexis Lvoff, membre des Académies de Bologne et de Saint-Pétersbourg”
appeared in the Gazette Musicale of Oct. 11, 1840. Although it is not included in the Ges.
Schr., having evidently been regarded by the author as simply a pot-boiler, I fancy that many
of its sentences will justify my rescuing it from oblivion. Col. Alexis Lvoff, or Lwoff, was the
composer of the Russian National Anthem.—Tr.
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[108]

The Virtuoso and the Artist

(1

ACCORDING to an ancient legend there is somewhere an inestimable jewel whose
shining light bestows forthwith, upon the favoured mortal whose glance rests on it, all gifts of
mind and every joy of a contented spirit. But this treasure lies buried in unfathomed depths.
The story goes, that eyes of happy mortals once were blest with superhuman power to pierce
the ruins heaped above it like gateways, pillars, and misshapen fragments of a giant palace:
through this chaos then there leapt to them the wondrous splendour of the magic jewel, and
filled their hearts with bliss untold. Then yearning seized them to remove the pile of
wreckage, to unveil to all the world the glory of the magic treasure at which the very sun
would pale its fires when its glad rays should fill our heart with love divine, our mind with
heavenly knowledge. But in vain their every effort: they could not move the inert mass that
hid the wonder-stone.

Centuries passed by: the spirit of those rarest favoured ones still mirrored on the world the
radiance of that starry light which once had shone upon them from the glinting jewel; but no
one could draw near itself. Yet tidings of it still existed; there were traces, and men conceived
the thought of burrowing for the wonder-stone with all the arts of mining. Shafts were sunk,
levels and cross-cuts [109] were driven into the bowels of the earth; the most ingenious of
subterranean tactics were pursued, and one dug afresh, cut winzes and new galleries, until at
last the labyrinth grew so confusing that all remembrance of the right direction was lost for
good. And so the whole great maze, in whose behalf the jewel itself was finally forgotten, lay
useless quite: men gave it up. Abandoned were adits, shafts and raises: already they were
threatening to cave in, when—so they say—a poor miner from Salzburg came that way. He
carefully surveyed the work of his forerunners: full of astonishment he paced the countless
mazes, whose useless plan he half surmised. Of a sudden he feels his heart beat high for very
rapture: through a chink the jewel flashes on him; with a glance he takes the measure of all
the labyrinth: the longed-for pathway to the wonder-stone itself grows plain; led by its light
he dives into the deepest cavern, to it, the heavenly talisman itself. A wondrous luminance
then filled the world with fleeting glory, and every heart was thrilled by ecstasy untold: but
the miner from Salzburg no man saw again.

Then came once more a miner, this time from Bonn in the Siebengebirge; he wished to
search in the abandoned levels for the missing Salzburger: he lit full soon upon his track, and
so suddenly the splendour of the wonder-jewel smote his eye, that it struck him blind. A
foaming sea of light surged through his senses, he flung himself into the chasm, and down the
timbers crashed upon him: a fearful din went up, as though a world had foundered. The miner
from Bonn was never seen again.

And so, like every miner's-story, this ended—with a falling in. Fresh ruins overlay the old;
yet to this day men shew the site of the ancient workings, and recently have even begun to dig
for the two lost miners, as kind good people think they still might be alive. With breathless
haste the pits are sunk afresh, and get much talked of; the curious come from far and near, to
view the spot: fragments of schist are taken away as souvenirs, and paid a trifle for, for
everyone would like to have contributed to such a pious work; moreover one buys the
life-account of [110] the two entombed, which a Bonn professor (2) has carefully drawn up,
yet without being able to tell exactly how the accident occurred, which nobody knows but the
Folk. And things have come to such a pass at last, that the real original legend is clean
forgotten, whilst all kinds of minor modern fables take its place, e.g. that quite prolific veins
of gold have been discovered in the diggings, and the solidest ducats struck therefrom. Indeed
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there seems some truth in this; for people think less and less about the wonder-stone and those
two poor miners, although the whole exploit still bears the title of a rescue-party.—

Perhaps the whole legend, with its subsequent fable, is to be understood in an allegoric
sense: on that hypothesis, its meaning would soon be apparent if we took the wonder-jewel to
be the genius of Music; the two incarcerated miners would be no less easy to divine, and the
debris that covers them would lie before our feet when we gird ourselves to pierce to those
enshrined elect. In truth, on whom that wonder-stone has shone in fabled dreams o'night,
whose soul has felt the fire of Music in the holy hours of ecstasy,—would he fain arrest that
dream, that ecstasy, i.e. if he would seek the tools therefor, he first of all will stumble on that
heap of ruins: there he has then to dig and delve; the place is filled with gold-diggers; they
pile the debris ever denser, and, would you make for the forgotten shaft, they fling down slag
and cat-gold in your way. The rubble waxes high and higher, the wall grows ever thicker:
sweat pours in rivers from your brow. Poor fellows! And they laugh at you.

Yet the thing may have a serious side.—

[111]

What you have written down in notes, is now to sound aloud; you want to hear it, and let
others hear it. Very good: the weightiest, nay, the ineluctable concern for you, is to get your
tone-piece brought to hearing exactly as you felt it in you when you wrote it down: that is to
say, the composer's intentions are to be conscientiously reproduced, so that the thoughts of his
spirit may be transmitted unalloyed and undisfigured to the organs of perception. The highest
merit of the executant artist, the Virtuoso, would accordingly consist in a pure and perfect
reproduction of that thought of the composer's; a reproduction only to be ensured by genuine
fathering of his intentions, and consequently by total abstinence from all inventions of one's
own. It follows that a performance directed by the composer in person alone can give a full
account of his intentions; nearest to him will come the man sufficiently endowed with creative
power to gauge the value of observing another artist's intentions by that he sets upon his own,
and it will be an advantage to him to have a certain loving pliability. After these most
authorised would come such artists as make no claim to productivity, and belong to art, so to
say, merely in virtue of their aptitude for making a stranger's artwork their intimate
possession: these would have to be modest enough to so entirely sink their personal attributes,
in whatever they may consist, that neither their defects nor their advantages should come to
light in the performance; for it is the artwork in its purest reproduction, that should step before
us, in nowise the distracting individuality of the performer.

Unfortunately however, this very reasonable demand runs counter to all the conditions
under which artistic products win the favour of the public. This latter's first and keenest
curiosity is addressed to art-dexterity; delight in that is the only road to notice of the work
itself. Who can blame the public for it? Is it not the very tyrant whose vote we sue? Nor
would things stand so bad with this failing, did it not end by corrupting the executant artist,
and make him forget at last his own true mission. [112] His position as vehicle of the artistic
intention, nay, as virtual representative of the creative master, makes it quite peculiarly his
duty to guard the earnestness and purity of Art in general: he is the intermediary of the artistic
idea, which through him, in a sense, first attains to physical existence. The real dignity of the
Virtuoso rests therefore solely on the dignity he is able to preserve for creative art: if he trifles
and toys with this, he casts his own honour away. To be sure, 'tis small matter to him, should
he not have grasped that dignity at all: though he be no artist, he yet has art-dexterities to
hand: these he lets play; they do not warm, but glitter; and at night it all looks very nice.

There sits the virtuoso in the concert-hall, and entrances purely for himself: here runs, there
jumps; he melts, he pines, he paws and glides, and the audience is fettered to his fingers. Go
and watch the strange Sabath of such a soirée, and try to learn how you should make
yourselves presentable for this assemblée; you will find that, of all that passes before your
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eyes and ears, you understand about as much as probably the Witches'-master there of what
goes on within your soul when music wakes in you and drives you to produce. Heavens! You
are to dress your music to suit this man? Impossible! At each attempt you would miserably
fail. You can swing yourselves into the air, but cannot dance; a whirlwind lifts you to the
clouds, but you can make no pirouette: what would you succeed in, if you took him for.
model? A vulgar catherine-wheel, no more,—and everyone would laugh, even if you did not
get hurled from the salon.

Plainly we have nothing to do with this virtuoso. But presumably you mistook your
locality. For indeed there are other virtuosi, and among them true, great artists: they owe their
reputation to their moving execution of the noblest tone-works of the greatest masters; where
would the public's acquaintance with these latter be slumbering, had not those eminently
pre-elect arisen from out the chaos of music-makery, to shew the world [113] who These
really were and what they did? There sticks the placard, inviting you to such a lordly feast:
one name shines on you: Beethoven! Enough. Here is the concert-room. And positively,
Beethoven appears to you; all round sit high-bred ladies, row after row of high-bred ladies,
and in a wide half-moon behind them lively gentle men with lorgnettes in the eye. But
Beethoven is there, midst all the perfumed agony of dream-rocked elegance: it really is
Beethoven, sinewed and broad, in all his sad omnipotence. But, who comes there with him?
Great God:—Guillaume Tell, Robert the Devil, and—who after these? Weber, the tender and
true! Good! And then:—a "Galop." (3) O heavens! Who has once written galops himself, who
has had his stir in Potpourris, knows what a want can drive us to it when it is a question of
drawing near to Beethoven at all costs. I took the measure of the awful need that could drive
another man to-day to Potpourris and Galops, to gain the chance of preaching Beethoven; and
though I must admire the virtuoso in this instance, I cursed all virtuosity.—So falter not, true
disciples of Art, upon the path of virtue: if a magic power drew you to dig for the silted shaft,
be not misguided by those veins of gold; but deeper, ever deeper delve towards the
wonder-stone. My heart tells me, those buried miners are living yet: if not, why! still believe
it! What harms you the belief?

But come, is it all mere foppery? You need the Virtuoso, and, if he's the right sort, he
needs you too. So, at least, it must once have been. For something happened, to cause a
division between the Virtuoso and the Artist. In former times it certainly was easier to be
one's own virtuoso; but you waxed overweening, and made things so hard for yourselves that
you were obliged to turn their [114] execution over to a man who has quite enough to do, his
whole life long, to bear the other half of your labour. Indeed you should be thankful to him.
He is the first to face the tyrant: if he doesn't do his business well, nobody asks about your
composition, but he is hissed off the boards; can you be cross with him then, if, when
applauded, he takes that also to himself, and does not specially return his thanks in name of
the composer? Nor would that be quite what you want: you want your piece performed
precisely as you thought it; the virtuoso is to add nothing to it, leave nothing from it; he is to
be your second self But often that is very hard: let one of you just try, for once, to sink himself
so entirely in another!—

Lo there the man who certainly thinks least about himself, and to whom the personal act of
pleasing has surely nothing special to bring in, the man beating time for an orchestra. He
surely fancies he has bored to the very inside of the composer, ay, has drawn him on like a
second skin? You won't tell me that he is plagued with the Upstart-devil, when he takes your
tempo wrong, misunderstands your expression-marks, and drives you to desperation at
listening to your own tone-piece. Yet he can be a virtuoso too, and tempt the public by all
kinds of spicy nuances into thinking that it after all is he who makes the whole thing sound so
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nice he finds it neat to let a loud passage be played quite soft, for a change, a fast one a wee
bit slower; he will add you, here and there, a trombone-effect, or a dash of the cymbals and
triangle; but his chief resource is a drastic cut, if he otherwise is not quite sure of his success.
Him we must call a virtuoso of the Baton; and I fancy he's none too rare, especially in
opera-houses. So we shall have to arm ourselves against him; and the best way will probably
be to make sure of the real original, not second-hand virtuoso, to wit the singer.

Now the composer so thoroughly impregnates the Singer, that he streams from his throat as
living tone. Here, one would think, no misunderstanding is possible: the Virtuoso has to pick
here and there, all round him; he may [115] pick the wrong thing: but there, in the Singer, we
sit with our melody itself. It will be a bad job, by all means, if we are not sitting in the right
spot of him; he, too, has picked us up from outside: have we got down as far as his heart, or
simply stuck in his throat? We were digging, for the jewel in the depths: are we caught in the
toils of the gold-veins?

The human voice, as well, is an instrument; it is rare, and paid for dearly. How it is shaped,
is the first care of the inquisitive public, and its next how it is played with: what it plays, is
immaterial to the generality. The Singer knows better: for what he sings must be so formed, as
to make it easy for him to play on his voice to great credit. How small, in comparison, is the
heed the Virtuoso has to pay to his instrument: it stands ready-made; if it suffers harm, he gets
it repaired. But this priceless, wondrously capricious instrument of the Voice? No man has
quite found out its build. Write how you will, ye composers, but mind it is something the
singer sings gladly! How are you to set about it? Why, go to concerts, or better still, to
salons!—We don't want to write for these, but for the theatre, the Opera,—dramatic
music.—Good! Then go to the Opera, and discover that you still are merely in the salon, the
concert-room. Here, too, it is the Virtuoso with whom you must first come to terms. And this
virtuoso, believe me, is more perilous than all the rest; for wherever you encounter him, he'll
slip between your fingers.

Look at those most celebrated singers in the world: from whom would you learn, if not
from the artists of our great Italian Opera, who are worshipped as positively superhuman
beings, not only by Paris, but by every capital in the world? Here learn what really is the art
of Song; from them the famous singers of the French Grand Opéra first learnt what singing
means, and that it's no joke, as the good German scrape-throats (Gaumen-Schreihalse) dream
when they think the thing done if their heart is in the right place, namely seated tight upon
their stomach. There you also will meet the composers who understood how to write [116] for
real singers: they knew that through these alone could they arrive at recognition, eh!
existence; and as you see, they are there, doing well, nay, honoured and glorified. But you
don't want to compose like these; your works shall be respected; it is from them you require
an impression, not from the success of the throat-feats of the singers to whom those others
owe their fortune?—Look a little closer: have these people no passion? Do they not tremble
and heave, as well as lisp and gurgle? When they sing "Ah! Tremate!" it sounds a little
different from your "Zittre, feiger Bosewicht!" Have you forgotten that "Maledettal!" at which
the best-bred audience turned into a Methodist-meeting of niggers?—But to you it doesn't
seem the genuine thing? You think it a pack of Effects, at which all reasonable men should
laugh?

However, this also is art, and one these celebrated singers have carried very far. With the
singing-voice. too, one may toy and juggle as one pleases; but the game must lastly be related
to some passion, for one does not pass so altogether needlessly from rational talk to the
decidedly much louder noise of singing. Ah! now you have it: the public wants an emotion it
cannot get at home, like whist or dominoes. This, also, may have been quite otherwise at one
time: great masters found great pupils among their singers; the tradition still lives of the
wonderful things they brought to light together, and often is renewed by fresh experience.
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Most certainly one knows and wills that Song should also work dramatically, and our singers
therefore learn so thorough a command of Passion that it looks as if they never left it. And its
use is quite reduced to rule: after cooing and chirping, an explosion makes a quite
unparalleled effect; its not being an actual matter of fact, why! that is just what makes it art.

You still have a scruple, founded principally on your contempt for the sickly stuff those
singers sing. Whence springs it? Precisely from the will of those singers, on whose behalf it is
cobbled up. What in the world can a [117] true musician wish to have in common with this
handiwork? But how would it stand if these féted demigods of the Italian Opera were to
undertake a veritable art-work? Can they truly catch fire? Can they bear the magic lightnings
of that wonder-jewel's flash?

See: "Don Giovanni"! And really by Mozart! So reads the poster for to-day. Let us go to
hear and see.

And strange things happened to me, when I actually heard "Don Juan" lately with the great
Italians: it was a chaos of every sensation in which I was trundled to and fro; for I really
found the perfect artist, but close beside him the absurdest virtuoso, who sent him to the wall.
Glorious was Grisi as "Donna Anna" unsurpassable Lablache as "Leporello." The grandest,
richest-gifted woman, inspired with but one thought: to be Mozart's own "Donna Anna": there
all was warmth and tenderness, fire, passion, grief and woe. Oh! she knew that the buried
miner still is living, and blessedly she fortified my own belief. But the silly soul consumed
herself for Signor Tamburini, the world-most-famous barytone who sang and played "Don
Juan": the whole evening through, the man could not rid himself of the log of wood that was
tied to his legs with this fatal role. I had previously once heard him in an opera of Bellini's:
there we had "Tremate!" "Maledetta,” and all the Passion of Italy rolled into one. Nothing of
the sort to-day: the brief swift pieces whizzed past him like fugitive shadows; much airy
Recitative all stiff and flat; a fish on the sands. But it seemed that the whole audience was
stranded too: it remained so decorous that no one could trace a sign of its usual frenzy.
Perhaps a worthy mark of homage to the true genius who swayed his wings to-night
throughout the hall? We shall see. In any case the divine Grisi herself did not peculiarly
entrance: nobody could quite appreciate her secret passion for this tiresome "Don Juan."—But
there was Lablache, a colossus, and yet to-night a "Leporello”" every inch. How did he
manage it? The enormous bass-voice sang throughout in the clearest, most superb of tones,
and yet it was more like a chattering, [118] babbling, saucy laughing, hare-footed scampering;
once he absolutely piped with his voice, and yet it always sounded full, like distant
church-bells. He neither stood nor walked, nor did he dance; but he was always in motion;
one saw him here, there, everywhere, and yet he never fidgeted; always on the spot, before
you knew it, wherever a fine sense of humour could scent out fun or frolic in the situation.
Lablache was not applauded once in all this evening: that might be reasonable, a token of
dramatic goQt in the audience. But the latter seemed really annoyed that its authorised
favourite, Madame Persiani (one's heart convulses at mere mention of that name !), was ill at
ease in the music for "Zerlina." I perceived that one had quite prepared oneself to be charmed
beyond all bounds with her, and whoever had heard her a short while before in the "Elisire
d'amore" could not be gainsaid such a verification. But Mozart was decidedly to blame, that
the charm refused to work to-night: more sand, for such a lively fish! Ah! what would not
audience and Persiani have given to-day, had it been held decent to infuse a drop from that
Elixir of Love! In effect, I gradually remarked that both sides were bent on an excess of
decency: there reigned a unanimity which I was long in accounting for. Why, since to all
appearance one was "classically" minded, did the magnificent and perfect execution of that
glorious "Donna Anna" not carry everyone into that sterling ecstasy which seemed to be the
only thing proposed to-day? Why, as in the strictest of senses one was ashamed of being
carried away, had one come to a performance of "Don Juan" at all? Verily the whole evening
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seemed a voluntary act of penance, imposed on oneself for some unknown reason: but to what
end? Something must really be gained by it; for such a Paris audience will spend much, 'tis
true, but always expects a return for its money, be it only a worthless one.

This riddle also solved itself: Rubini fired off this night his famous trill from A to B! The
whole thing flashed [119] on me. How could I have expected much from poor "Don Ottavio,"
the so often mocked-at tenor-stopgap of Don Juan? Indeed I long felt truly sorry for the so
unrivalledly adored Rubini, the wonder of all tenors, who on his side went quite crossly to his
Mozart-sum. There he came, the sober, solid man, passionately dragged on by the arm by the
divine "Donna Anna," and stood with ruffled peace of mind beside the corpse of his expected
father-in-law, who now no more could breathe his blessing on a happy marriage. Some say
that Rubini was once a tailor, and looks just like one; I should have credited him with more
agility in that case: where he stood he stayed, and moved no further; for he could sing, too,
without stirring a muscle; even his hand he brought but seldom to the region of his heart. This
time his singing never touched him at all; he might fitly save his fairly aged voice for
something better than to cry out words of comfort, already heard a thousand times, to his
beloved. That I understood, thought the man sensible, and, as he took the same course
throughout the opera whenever "Don Ottavio" was at hand, I fancied at last it was over, and
still more anxiously inquired the meaning, the purpose of this extraordinary night of
abstinence. Then slowly came a stir: unrest, sitting-up, shrewd glances, fan-play, all the
symptoms of a sudden straining of attention in a cultured audience. "Ottavio" was left alone
on the stage; I believed he was about to make an announcement, for he came right up to the
prompter's box: but there he stayed, and listened without moving a feature to the orchestral
prelude to his B flat aria. This ritornel seemed to last longer than usual; but that was a simple
illusion: the singer was merely lisping out the first ten bars of his song so utterly inaudibly
that, on my discovery that he really was giving himself the look of singing, I thought the
genial man was playing a joke. Yet the audience kept a serious face; it knew what was
coming; for at the eleventh bar Rubini let his F swell out with such sudden vehemence that
the little reconducting [120] passage fell plump upon us like a thunderbolt, and died away
again into a murmur with the twelfth. I could have laughed aloud, but the whole house was
still as death: a muted orchestra, an inaudible tenor; the sweat stood on my brow. Something
monstrous seemed in preparation: and truly the unhearable was now to be eclipsed by the
unheard-of. The seventeenth bar arrived: here the singer has to hold an F for three bars long.
What can one do with a simple F? Rubini only becomes divine on the high B flat: there must
he get, if a night at the Italian Opera is to have any sense. And just as the trapezist swings his
bout preliminary, so "Don Ottavio" mounts his three-barred F, two bars of which he gives in
careful but pronounced crescendo, till at the third he snatches from the violins their trill on A,
shakes it himself with waxing vehemence, and at the fourth bar sits in triumph on the high B
flat, as if it were nothing; then with a brilliant roulade he plunges down again, before all eyes,
into the noiseless. The end had come: anything that liked might happen now. Every demon
was unchained, and not on the stage, as at close of the opera, but in the audience. The riddle
was solved: this was the trick for which one had assembled, had borne two hours of total
abstinence from every wonted operatic dainty, had pardoned Grisi and Lablache for taking
such music in earnest, and felt richly rewarded by the coming-off of this one wondrous
moment when Rubini leapt to B flat!

A German poet once assured me that, in spite of all, the French were the true "Greeks" of
our era, and the Parisians in particular had something Athenian about them; for really it was
they who had the keenest sense of "Form." This came back to me that evening: as a fact, this
uncommonly elegant audience shewed not a spark of interest in the stuff of our "Don Juan";
to them it was plainly a mere lay-figure on which the drapery of unmixed Virtuosity had first
to be hung, to give the music-work its formal right to existence. But Rubini alone [121] could
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do this properly, and so it was easy to guess why just this cold and venerable being had
become the darling of the Parisians, the chartered "idol" of all cultivated friends of Song. In
their predilection for this virtuosic side of things they go so far as to give it their whole
@sthetic interest, while their feeling for noble warmth, nay even for manifest beauty, is more
and more amazingly cooling down. Without one genuine throb they saw and heard that noble
Grisi, the splendid woman with the soulful voice: perhaps they fancy it too realistic. But
Rubini, the broad-built Philistine with bushy whiskers; old, with a voice grown greasy, and
afraid of over-taxing it: if he is ranked above all others, the charm can't reside in his
substance, but purely in a spiritual Form. And this form is forced upon every singer in Paris:
they all sing & la Rubini. The rule is: be inaudible for awhile, then suddenly alarm the
audience by a husbanded explosion, and immediately afterwards relapse into an effect of the
ventriloquist. Mons. Duprez already quite obeys it: often have I hunted for the substitute,
hidden somewhere beneath the podium like the mother's voice trumpet in "Robert the Devil,"
that seemed to take the part of the ostensible singer at the prompter's box, who now wasn't
making a sign. But that is "art." What do we block-heads know about it?—Taken all in all,
that Italian performance of "Don Giovanni" has helped me to great consolation. There really
are great artists among the virtuosi, or, to put it another way: even the virtuoso can be a great
artist. Unfortunately they are so entangled with each other, that it is a sorrowful task to sift
them out. That evening Lablache and the Grisi distressed me, while Rubini diverted me
hugely. Is there something corruptive, then, in setting these great differences side by side?
The human heart is so evil, and hebetude so very sweet! Take care how you play with the
Devil! He'll come at last when you least expect him. That's what happened to Sig. Tamburini
that evening, where he surely would never have dreamt it. Rubini had happily swung [122]
himself up to his high B flat: he looked simpering down, and quite amiably upon the Devil. I
thought to myself: God, if he'd only take that one!—
Presumptuous thought! The whole audience would have plunged to Hell after him.—
(To be continued in the next world!)
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Notes

Note 1 on page 5

Under the title of "Du métier de Virtuose et de l'indépendance des Compositeurs: Fantaisie
esthétique d'un musicien," this article appeared in the Gazette Musicale of Oct. 18, 1840; its
French form, however, differs so greatly from the German of the Ges. Schr., after the first
page or two, that I reproduce it in its entirety on pages 123 et seq.—Tr.

Note 2 on page 5

Otto Jahn, whose Life of Mozart appeared in 1856-59, with a second edition in 1867; he
also wrote for the Grenzboten an exhaustive review of the Complete Edition of Beethoven's
works, with biographical information, re-published in his Collected Essays on Music in 1868,
and was collecting materials for a minute biography of Beethoven at the time of his death in
1869. So that this clause at anyrate is an interpolation of 1870-71, having probably been
represented in the original German manuscript by a reference to Schindler's biography of
Beethoven, which made its first appearance in 1840; one of Wagner's Letters from Paris of
1841 (to appear in Vol. VIIL.) alludes at greater length to Schindler.—Tr.

Note 3 on page 7

On April 20, 1840, Liszt had given a concert in the Salle Erard, playing Beethoven's
Pastoral Symphony (for two hands), a fantasia on airs from Lucia, Schubert's Serenade and
Ave Maria, and winding up with a Galop Chromatique. His Robert le diable fantasia would
pretty certainly have figured also, if only as encore.—Tr.
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(20]

Prefatory Note

Shortly after the modest funeral of my friend R..., lately deceased in Paris, I had set to
work and written the brief history of his sufferings in this glittering metropolis, in accordance
with the dead man's wish, when among his papers—from which I propose to select a few
complete articles in the sequel—there came into my hands the fond narration of his journey to
Vienna and visit to Beethoven. There I found a wonderful agreement with what I already had
jotted down. This decided me to print that fragment of his journal in front of my own account
of his mournful end, since it deals with an earlier period of his life, and also is likely to wake
a little prior interest in my departed friend.
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[21]
A Pilgrimage to Beethoven

(01)

WANT-AND-CARE, thou patron-goddess of the German musician, unless he happens to
be Kapellmeister to a Court-theatre or the like, (02) —Want-and-care, thine be the name first
lauded even in this reminiscence from my life! Ay, let me sing of thee, thou staunch
companion of my life-time! Faithful hast thou been to me, and never left me; the smiles of
Inconstance thou hast ever warded off, and shielded me from Fortune's scorching rays! In
deepest shadow hast thou ever cloaked from me the empty baubles of this earth: have thanks
for thy unwearying attachment! Yet, might it so be, prithee some day seek another favourite;
for, purely out of curiosity, I fain would learn for once how life might fare without thee. At
least, I beg thee, plague especially our political dreamers, the madmen who are breathless to
[22] unite our Germany beneath one sceptre:—think on't, there then would be but one
Court-theatre, one solitary Kapellmeister's post! What would become of my prospects, my
only hopes; which, even as it is, but hover dim and shadowy before me—e'en now when
German royal theatres exist in plenty? (03) But I perceive I am turning blasphemous. Forgive,
my patron-goddess, the dastard wish just uttered! Thou know'st my heart, and how entirely 1
am thine, and shall remain thine, were there a thousand royal theatres in Germany. (04)
Amen!

Without this daily prayer of mine I begin nothing, and therefore not the story of my
pilgrimage to Beethoven!

In case this weighty document should get published after my death, however, 1 further
deem needful to say who I am; without which information much therein might not be
understood. Know then, world and testament-executor!

A middle-sized town of middle Germany is my birthplace. I'm not quite certain what I
really was intended for; I only remember that one night I for the first time heard a symphony
of Beethoven's performed, that it set me in a fever, I fell ill, and on my recovery had become a
musician. This circumstance may haply account for the fact that, though in time I also made
acquaintance with other beautiful music, I yet have loved, have honoured, worshipped
Beethoven before all else. Henceforth I knew no other pleasure, than to plunge so deep into
his genius that at last I fancied myself become a portion thereof; and as this tiniest portion, |
began to respect myself, to come by higher thoughts and views — in brief, to develop into
what sober people call an idiot. My madness, however, was of very good-humoured sort, and
did no harm to any man; the bread [23] I ate, in this condition, was very dry, and the liquid
that I drank most watery; for lesson-giving yields but poor returns, with us, O honoured world
and testament-executor! (05)

Thus I lived for some time in my garret, till it occurred to me one day that the man whose
creations I reverenced above all else was still alive. It passed my understanding, how I had
never thought of that before. It had never struck me that Beethoven could exist, could be
eating bread and breathing air, like one of us; but this Beethoven was living in Vienna for all
that, and he too was a poor German musician!

My peace of mind was gone. My every thought became one wish: to see Beethoven! No
Mussulman more devoutly longed to journey to the grave of his Prophet, than I to the lodging
where Beethoven dwelt.

But how to set about the execution of my project? To Vienna was a long, long journey, and
needed money; whilst I, poor devil, scarce earned enough to stave off hunger! So I must think
of some exceptional means of finding the needful travelling-money. A few
pianoforte-sonatas, which I had composed on the master's model, I carried to the publisher; in

Richard Wagner's Prose Works 7
45



Richard Wagner

a word or two the man made clear to me that [ was a fool with my sonatas. He gave me the
advice, however, that if I wanted to some day earn a dollar or so by my compositions, I
should begin by making myself a little renommée by galops and pot-pourris.—I shuddered;
but my yearning to see Beethoven gained the victory; I composed galops and pot-pourris, but
for very shame I could never bring myself to cast one glance on Beethoven in all that time, for
fear it should defile him.

To my misfortune, however, these earliest sacrifices of my innocence did not even bring
me pay, for my publisher explained that I first must earn myself a little name. I shuddered
again, and fell into despair. That despair brought forth some capital galops. I actually touched
money for them, and at last believed I had amassed enough to be able to execute my plan. But
two years [24] had elapsed, and all the time I feared that Beethoven might die before I had
made my name by galops and pot-pourris. Thank God! he had survived the glitter of my
name!—Saint Beethoven, forgive me that renommeée; 'twas earned that I might see thee!

Joy! my goal was in sight. Who happier than I? I might strap my bundle and set out for
Beethoven at once. A holy awe possessed me when I passed outside the gate and turned my
footsteps southwards. Gladly would I have taken a seat in the diligence, not because I feared
footsoreness—(what hardships would I not have cheerfully endured for such a goal!)—but
since | should thus have reached Beethoven sooner. I had done too little for my fame as
galop-composer, however, to be able to pay carriage-fare. So I bore all toils, and thought
myself lucky to have got so far that they could take me to my goal. O what I pictured, what I
dreamed! No lover, after years of separation, could be more happy at returning to his youthful
love.

And so I came to fair Bohemia, the land of harpists and wayside singers. In a little town I
found a troop of strolling musicians; they formed a tiny orchestra, composed of a 'cello, two
violins, two horns, a clarinet and a flute; moreover there was a woman who played the harp,
and two with lovely voices. They played dances and sang songs; folk gave them money and
they journeyed on. In a beautiful shady place beside the highway I found them again; they had
camped on the grass, and were taking their meal. I introduced myself by saying that I too was
a travelling musician, and we soon became friends. As they played dance-music, I bashfully
asked if they knew my galops also? God bless them! they had never heard of my galops. O
what good news for me!

I inquired whether they played any other music than dances.

"To be sure," they answered, "but only for ourselves; not for gentlefolk."

They unpacked their sheets, and I caught sight of the [25] grand Septuor of Beethoven;
astonished, I asked if they played that too?

"Why not?"—replied the eldest,—"Joseph has hurt his hand, and can't play the second
violin to-day, or we'd be delighted to give it at once."

Beside myself, I snatched up Joseph's violin, promised to do my best to replace him, and
we began the Septuor.

O rapture! Here on the slope of a Bohemian highway, in open air, Beethoven's Septuor
played by dance-musicians with a purity, a precision, and a depth of feeling too seldom found
among the highest virtuosi!—Great Beethoven, we brought thee a worthy offering.

We had just got to the Finale, when—the road bending up at this spot toward the hills—an
elegant travelling-carriage drew slowly and noiselessly near, and stopped at last close by us.
A marvellously tall and marvellously blond young man lay stretched full-length in the
carriage; he listened to our music with tolerable attention, drew out a pocket-book, and made
a few notes. Then he let drop a gold coin from the carriage, and drove away with a few words
of English to his lackey; whence it dawned on me that he must be an Englishman.

This incident quite put us out; luckily we had finished our performance of the Septuor. I
embraced my friends, and wanted to accompany them; but they told me they must leave the
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high road here and strike across the fields, to get home to their native village for a while. Had
it not been Beethoven himself who was awaiting me, I certainly would have kept them
company. As it was, we bade each other a tender good-bye, and parted. Later it occurred to
me that no one had picked up the Englishman's coin.—

Upon entering the nearest inn, to fortify my body, I found the Englishman seated at an
ample meal. He eyed me up and down, and at last addressed me in passable German.

"Where are your colleagues?" he asked.

"Gone home," I replied.

"Just take out your violin, and play me something more," he continued, "here's money."
[26]

That annoyed me; I told him I neither played for money, nor had I any violin, and briefly
explained how I had fallen in with those musicians.

"They were good musicians,”" put in the Englishman, "and the Symphony of Beethoven
was very good, too."

Struck by this remark, I asked him if he practised music?

"Yes," he answered, "twice a week I play the flute, on Thursdays the French horn, and of a
Sunday I compose."

That was a good deal, enough to astound me. In all my life I had never heard tell of
travelling English musicians; I concluded that they must do very well, if they could afford to
make their tours in such splendid equipages. I asked if he was a musician by profession?

For long I got no answer; finally he drawled out, that he had plenty of money.

My mistake was obvious to me now, for my question had plainly offended him. At a loss
what to say, I devoured my simple meal in silence.

After another long inspection of me, the Englishman commenced afresh.

"Do you know Beethoven?"

I replied that I had never yet been in Vienna, but was on my way there to fulfil my dearest
wish, to see the worshipped master.

"Where do you come from?" he asked.

"From L...."

"That's not so far! I've come from England, and also with the intention of seeing
Beethoven. We both will make his acquaintance; he's a very famous composer."

What a wonderful coincidence!—I thought to myself. Mighty master, what divers kinds
thou drawest to thee! On foot and on wheels they make their journey.—My Englishman
interested me; but I avow I little envied him his equipage. To me it seemed as though my
weary pilgrimage afoot were holier and more devout, and that its goal must bless me more
than this proud gentleman who drove there in full state.

Then the postilion blew his horn; the Englishman drove [27] off, shouting back to me that
he would see Beethoven before I did.

I scarce had trudged a few miles in his wake, when unexpectedly I encountered him again.
It was on the high road. A wheel of his carriage had broken down; but in majestic ease he sat
inside, with his valet mounted up behind him, notwithstanding that the vehicle was all aslant.
I learnt that they were waiting for the return of the postilion, who had run off to a somewhat
distant village to fetch a blacksmith. As they had already been waiting a good long time, and
as the valet spoke nothing but English, I decided to set off for the village myself, to hurry up
smith and postilion. In fact I found the latter in a tavern, where spirits were relieving him of
any particular care about the Englishman; however, I soon brought him back with the smith to
the injured carriage. The damage was mended; the Englishman promised to announce me to
Beethoven, and—drove away.

Judge my surprise, when I overtook him again on the high road next day! This time,
however, no wheels were broken; drawn up in the middle of the road, he was tranquilly
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reading a book, and seemed quite pleased to see me coming.

"I've been waiting a good many hours for you," he said, "as it occurred to me on this very
spot that I did wrong in not inviting you to drive with me to Beethoven. Riding is much better
than walking. Come into the carriage."

I was astonished again. For a moment I really hesitated whether I ought not to accept his
invitation; but I soon remembered the vow I had made the previous day when I saw the
Englishman rolling off; I had sworn, in any circumstances to pursue my pilgrimage on foot. I
told him this openly. It was now the Englishman's turn to be astonished; he could not
comprehend me. He repeated his offer, saying that he had already waited many hours
expressly for me, notwithstanding his having been very much delayed at his sleeping-quarters
through the time consumed in thoroughly repairing the broken wheel. I remained firm, and he
drove off, wondering.

[28]

Candidly, I had a secret dislike of him; for I was falling prey to a vague foreboding that
this Englishman would cause me serious trouble. Moreover his reverence for Beethoven, and
his proposal to make his acquaintance, to me seemed more the idle whim of a wealthy
coxcomb than the deep inner need of an enthusiastic soul. Therefore I preferred to avoid him,
lest his company might desecrate my pious wish.

But, as if my destiny meant to school me for the dangerous association with this gentleman
into which I was yet to fall, I met him again on the evening of that same day, halting before an
inn, and, as it seemed, still waiting for me. For he sat with his back to the horses, looking
down the road by which I came.

"Sir," he began, "I again have waited very many hours for you. Will you drive with me to
Beethoven?"

This time my astonishment was mingled with a secret terror. I could only explain this
striking obstinacy in the attempt to serve me, on the supposition that the Englishman, having
noticed my growing antipathy for him, was bent on thrusting himself upon me for my
destruction. With undisguised annoyance, I once more declined his offer. Then he insolently
cried:

"Goddam, you little value Beethoven. | shall soon see him." Post haste he flew away.—

And that was really the last time I was to meet this islander on my still lengthy road to
Vienna. At last I trod Vienna's streets; the end of my pilgrimage was reached. With what
feelings I entered this Mecca of my faith! All the toil and hardships of my weary journey were
forgotten; I was at the goal, within the walls that circled Beethoven.

I was too deeply moved, to be able to think of carrying out my aim at once. True, the first
thing I did was to inquire for Beethoven's dwelling, but merely in order to lodge myself close
by. Almost opposite the house in which the master lived there happened to be a not too stylish
hostelry; I engaged a little room on its fifth floor, [29] and there began preparing myself for
the greatest event of my life, a visit to Beethoven.

After having rested two days, fasting and praying, but never casting another look on the
city, I plucked up heart to leave my inn and march straight across to the house of marvels. |
was told Herr Beethoven was not at home. That suited me quite well; for it gave me time to
collect myself afresh. But when four times more throughout the day the same reply was given
me, and with a certain increasing emphasis, I held that day for an unlucky one, and abandoned
my visit in gloom.

As I was strolling back to the inn, my Englishman waved his hand to me from a first-floor
window, with a fair amount of affability.

"Have you seen Beethoven?" he shouted.

"Not yet; he wasn't in," | answered, wondering at our fresh encounter. The Englishman met
me on the stairs, and with remarkable friendliness insisted upon my entering his apartment.
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"Mein Herr," he said, "I have seen you go to Beethoven's house five times to-day. I have
been here a good many days, and have taken up my quarters in this villainous hotel so as to be
near Beethoven. Believe me, it is most difficult to get a word with him; the gentleman is full
of crotchets. At first I went six times a-day to his house, and each time was turned away. Now
I get up very early, and sit at my window till late in the evening, to see when Beethoven goes
out. But the gentleman seems never to go out."

"So you think Beethoven was at home to-day, as well, and had me sent away?" I cried
aghast.

"Exactly; you and I have each been dismissed. And to me it is very annoying, for I didn't
come here to make Vienna's acquaintance, but Beethoven's."

That was very sad news for me. Nevertheless I tried my luck again on the following day;
but once more in vain,—the gates of heaven were closed against me.

My Englishman, who kept constant watch on my fruitless attempts from his window, had
now gained positive [30] information that Beethoven's apartments did not face the street. He
was very irritating, but unboundedly persevering. My patience, on the contrary, was wellnigh
exhausted, for I had more reason than he; a week had gradually slipped by, without my
reaching my goal, and the returns from my galops allowed a by no means lengthy stay in
Vienna. Little by little I began to despair.

I poured my griefs into my landlord's ear. He smiled, and promised to tell me the cause of
my bad fortune if I would undertake not to betray it to the Englishman. Suspecting my
unlucky star, I took the stipulated vow.

"You see," said the worthy host, "quite a number of Englishmen come here, to lie in wait
for Herr von Beethoven. This annoys Herr von Beethoven very much, and he is so enraged by
the push of these gentry that he has made it clean impossible for any stranger to gain
admittance to him. He's a singular gentleman, and one must forgive him. But it's very good
business for my inn, which is generally packed with English, whom the difficulty of getting a
word with Herr Beethoven compels to be my guests for longer than they otherwise would.
However, as you promise not to scare away my customers, I hope to find a means of
smuggling you to Herr Beethoven."

This was very edifying; I could not reach my goal because, poor devil, I was taken for an
Englishman. So ho! my fears were verified; the Englishman was my perdition! At first |
thought of quitting the inn, since it was certain that everyone who lodged there was
considered an Englishman at Beethoven's house, and for that reason I also was under the ban.
However, the landlord's promise, to find me an opportunity of seeing and speaking with
Beethoven, held me back. Meanwhile the Englishman, whom I now detested from the bottom
of my heart, had been practising all kinds of intrigues and bribery, yet all without result.

Thus several fruitless days slipped by again, while the revenue from my galops was visibly
dwindling, when at last the landlord confided to me that I could not possibly miss Beethoven
if I would go to a certain beer-garden, [31] which the composer was in the habit of visiting
almost every day at the same hour. At like time my mentor gave me such unmistakable
directions as to the master's personal appearance, that I could not fail to recognise him. My
spirits revived, and I resolved not to defer my fortune to the morrow. It was impossible for me
to meet Beethoven on his going out, as he always left his house by a back-door; so there
remained nothing but the beer-garden.

Alas! I sought the master there in vain on that and the two succeeding days. Finally, on the
fourth, as I was turning my steps towards the fateful garden at the stated hour, to my despair |
noticed that the Englishman was cautiously and carefully following me at a distance. The
wretch, posted at his eternal window, had not let it escape him that I went out every day at a
certain time in the same direction; struck by this, and guessing that I had found some means
of tracking Beethoven, he had decided to reap his profit from my supposed discovery. He told
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me all this with the calmest impudence, declaring at the same time that he meant to follow
wherever [ went. In vain were all my efforts to deceive him and make him believe that I was
only going to refresh myself in a common beer-garden, far too unfashionable to be frequented
by gentlemen of his quality: he remained unshaken, and I could only curse my fate. At last I
tried impoliteness, and sought to get rid of him by abuse; but, far from letting it provoke him,
he contented himself with a placid smile. His fixed idea was to see Beethoven; nothing else
troubled him.

And in truth I was this day, at last, to look on the face of great Beethoven for the first time.
Nothing can depict my emotion, and my fury too, as, sitting by side of my gentleman, I saw a
man approach whose looks and bearing completely answered the description my host had
given me of the master's exterior. The long blue overcoat, the tumbled shock of grey hair; and
then the features, the expression of the face,—exactly what a good portrait had long left
hovering before my mental eye. There could be no mistake: at the first glance I had
recognised him! With [32] short, quick steps, he passed us; awe and veneration held me
chained.

Not one of my movements was lost on the Englishman; with avid eyes he watched the
newcomer, who withdrew into the farthest corner of the as yet deserted garden, gave his order
for wine, and remained for a while in an attitude of meditation. My throbbing heart cried out:
'Tis he! For some moments I clean forgot my neighbour, and watched with eager eye and
speechless transport the man whose genius was autocrat of all my thoughts and feelings since
ever I had learnt to think and feel. Involuntarily I began muttering to myself, and fell into a
sort of monologue, which closed with the but too meaning words:

"Beethoven, it is thou, then, whom I see?"

Nothing escaped my dreadful neighbour, who, leaning over to me, had listened with bated
breath to my aside. From the depths of my ecstasy I was startled by the words:

"Yes! this gentleman is Beethoven. Come, let us present ourselves to him at once!"

In utter alarm and irritation, I held the cursed English man back by the elbow.

"What are you doing?" I cried, "Do you want to compromise us—in this place—so entirely
without regard for manners?"

"Oh!" he answered, "it's a capital opportunity; we shall not easily find a better."

With that he drew a kind of notebook from his pocket, and tried to make direct for the man
in the blue overcoat. Beside myself, I clutched the idiot's coat-tails, and thundered at him,
"Are you possessed with a devil?"

This scene had attracted the stranger's attention. He appeared to have formed a painful
guess that he was the subject of our agitation, and, hastily emptying his glass, he rose to go.
No sooner had the Englishman remarked this, than he tore himself from my grasp with such
violence that he left one of his coat-tails in my hand, and threw himself across Beethoven's
path. The master sought to avoid him; but the good-for-nothing stepped in front, made a
superfine [33] bow in the latest English fashion, and addressed him as follows:

"I have the honour to present myself to the much renowned composer and very estimable
gentleman, Herr Beethoven."

He had no need to add more, for at his very first words, Beethoven, after casting a glance
at myself, had sprung on one side and vanished from the garden as quick as lightning.
Nevertheless the irrepressible Briton was on the point of running after the fugitive, when I
seized his remaining coat-tail in a storm of indignation. Somewhat surprised, he stopped, and
bellowed at me:

"Goddam! this gentleman is worthy to be an Englishman! He's a great man, and no
mistake, and I shall lose no time in making his acquaintance."

I was petrified; this ghastly adventure had crushed my last hope of seeing my heart's
fondest wish e'er fulfilled.
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It was manifest, in fact, that henceforth every attempt to approach Beethoven in an
ordinary way had been made completely futile for me. In the utterly threadbare state of my
finances I now had only to decide whether I should set out at once for home, with my labour
lost, or take one final desperate step to reach my goal. The first alternative sent a shudder to
the very bottom of my soul. Who, so near the doors of the highest shrine, could see them shut
for ever without falling into annihilation?

Ere thus abandoning my soul's salvation, I still would venture on one forlorn hope. But
what step, what road should I take? For long I could think of nothing coherent. Alas! my brain
was paralysed; nothing presented itself to my overwrought imagination, save the memory of
what T had to suffer when I held the coat-tail of that terrible Englishman in my hand.
Beethoven's side-glance at my unhappy self, in this fearful catastrophe, had not escaped me; I
felt what that glance had meant; he had taken me for an Englishman!

What was to be done, to lay the master's suspicion? Everything depended on letting him
know that I was a [34] simple German soul, brimful of earthly poverty but over-earthly
enthusiasm.

So at last I decided to pour out my heart upon paper. And this I did. I wrote; briefly
narrating the history of my life, how I had become a musician, how I worshipped him, how |
once had come by the wish to know him in person, how I had spent two years in making a
name as galop-composer, how I had begun and ended my pilgrimage, what sufferings the
Englishman had brought upon me, and what a terrible plight my present was. As my heart
grew sensibly lighter with this recital of my woes, the comfortable feeling led me to a certain
tone of familiarity; I wove into my letter quite frank and fairly strong reproaches of the
master's unjust treatment of my wretched self. Finally I closed the letter in genuine
inspiration; sparks flew before my eyes when I wrote the address: "An Herrn Ludwig van
Beethoven." I only stayed to breathe a silent prayer, and delivered the letter with my own hand
at Beethoven's house.

Returning to my hotel in the highest spirits—great heavens! what brought the dreaded
Englishman again before my eyes? From his window he had spied my latest move, as well; in
my face he had read the joy of hope, and that sufficed to place me in his power once more. In
effect he stopped me on the steps with the question: "Good news? When do we see
Beethoven?"

"Never, never"!—I cried in despair—"You will never see Beethoven again, in all your life.
Leave me, wretch, we have nothing in common!"

"We have much in common," he coolly rejoined, "where is my coat-tail, sir? Who
authorised you to forcibly deprive me of it? Don't you know that you are to blame for
Beethoven's behaviour to me? How could he think it convenable to have anything to do with a
gentleman wearing only one coat-tail?"

Furious at seeing the blame thrown back upon myself, I shouted: "Sir, your coat-tail shall
be restored to you; may you keep it as a shameful memento of how you insulted [35] the great
Beethoven, and hurled a poor musician to his doom! Farewell; may we never meet again!"

He tried to detain and pacify me, assuring me that he had plenty more coats in the best
condition; would I only tell him when Beethoven meant to receive us?—But I rushed upstairs
to my fifth-floor attic; there I locked myself in, and waited for Beethoven's answer.

How can I ever describe what took place inside, around me, when the next hour actually
brought me a scrap of music-paper, on which stood hurriedly written: "Excuse me, Herr R...,
if I beg you not to call on me until tomorrow morning, as I am busy preparing a packet of
music for the post to-day. To-morrow I shall expect you—Beethoven."

My first action was to fall on my knees and thank Heaven for this exceptional mercy; my
eyes grew dim with scalding tears. At last, however, my feelings found vent in the wildest
joy; I sprang up, and round my tiny room I danced like a lunatic. I'm not quite sure what it
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was I danced; I only remember that to my utter shame I suddenly became aware that I was
whistling one of my galops to it. (06) This mortifying discovery restored me to my senses. |
left my garret, the inn, and, drunk with joy I rushed into the streets of Vienna.

My God, my woes had made me clean forget that I was in Vienna! How delighted I was
with the merry ways of the dwellers in this empire-city. [ was in a state of exaltation, and saw
everything through coloured spectacles. The somewhat shallow sensuousness of the Viennese
seemed the freshness of warm life to me; their volatile and none too discriminating love of
pleasure I took for frank and natural sensibility to all things beautiful. I ran my eye down the
[36] five stage-posters for the day. Heavens! On one of them I saw: Fidelio, an opera by
Beethoven.

To the theatre I must go, however shrunk the profits from my galops. As I entered the pit,
the overture began. It was the revised edition of the opera, which, to the honour of the
penetrating public of Vienna, had failed under its earlier title, Leonora. (07) I had never yet
heard the opera in this its second form; judge, then, my delight at making here my first
acquaintance with the glorious new! A very young maiden played the role of Leonora; but
youthful as she was, this singer seemed already wedded to Beethoven's genius. With what a
glow, what poetry, what depth of effect, did she portray this extraordinary woman! She was
called Wilhelmine Schrdder. (08) Hers is the high distinction of having set open this work of
Beethoven to the German public; for that evening I saw the superficial Viennese themselves
aroused to the strongest enthusiasm. For my own part, the heavens were opened to me; I was
transported, and adored the genius who had led me—Ilike Florestan—from night and fetters
into light and freedom. (09)

I could not sleep that night. What I had just experienced, and what was in store for me next
day, were too great and overpowering for me to calmly weave into a dream. I lay awake,
building castles in the air and preparing myself for Beethoven's presence.—At last the new
day dawned; impatiently I waited till the seemly hour for a morning visit;—it struck, and I set
forth. The weightiest [37] event of my life stood before me: I trembled at the thought.

However, I had yet one fearful trial to pass through.

Leaning against the wall of Beethoven's house, as cool as a cucumber, my evil spirit waited
for me—the Englishman!—The monster, after suborning all the world, had ended by bribing
our landlord; the latter had read the open note from Beethoven before myself, and betrayed its
contents to the Briton.

A cold sweat came over me at the sight; all poesy, all heavenly exaltation vanished: once
more I was in his power.

"Come," began the caitiff, "let us introduce ourselves to Beethoven."

At first I thought of helping myself with a lie, and pretending that I was not on the road to
Beethoven at all. But he cut the ground from under my feet by telling me with the greatest
candour how he had got to the back of my secret, and declaring that he had no intention of
leaving me till we both returned from Beethoven. I tried soft words, to move him from his
purpose—in vain! I flew into a rage—in vain! At last I hoped to outwit him by swiftness of
foot; like an arrow I darted up the steps, and tore at the bell like a maniac. But ere the door
was opened the gentleman was by my side, tugging at the tail of my coat and saying: "You
can't escape me. I've a right to your coat-tail, and shall hold on to it till we are standing before
Beethoven."

Infuriated, I turned about and tried to loose myself; ay, I felt tempted to defend myself
against this insolent son of Britain by deeds of violence:—then the door was opened. The old
serving-maid appeared, shewed a wry face at our queer position, and made to promptly shut
the door again. In my agony I shouted out my name, and protested that I had been invited by
Herr Beethoven himself.

The old lady was still hesitating, for the look of the Englishman seemed to fill her with a
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proper apprehension, when Beethoven himself, as luck would have it, appeared [38] at the
door of his study. Seizing the moment, I stepped quickly in, and moved towards the master to
tender my apologies. At like time, however, I dragged the Englishman behind me, as he still
was holding me tight. He carried out his threat, and never released me till we both were
standing before Beethoven. I made my bow, and stammered out my name; although, of
course, he did not hear it, the master seemed to guess that it was I who had written him. He
bade me enter his room; without troubling himself at Beethoven's astonished glance, my
companion slipped in after me.

Here was [—in the sanctuary; and yet the hideous perplexity into which the awful Briton
had plunged me, robbed me of all that sense of well-being so requisite for due enjoyment of
my fortune. Nor was Beethoven's outward appearance itself at all calculated to fill one with a
sense of ease. He was clad in somewhat untidy house-clothes, with a red woollen scarf
wrapped round his waist; long, bushy grey hair hung in disorder from his head, and his
gloomy, forbidding expression by no means tended to reassure me. We took our seats at a
table strewn with pens and paper.

An uncomfortable feeling held us tongue-tied. It was only too evident that Beethoven was
displeased at receiving two instead of one.

At last he began, in grating tones: "You come from L...?" I was about to reply, when he
stopped me; passing me a sheet of paper and a pencil, he added: "Please write; I cannot hear."

I knew of Beethoven's deafness, and had prepared myself for it. Nevertheless it was like a
stab through my heart when I heard his hoarse and broken words, "I cannot hear." To stand
joyless and poor in the world; to know no uplifting but in the might of Tone, and yet to be
forced to say, "I cannot hear!" That moment gave me the key to Beethoven's exterior, the deep
furrows on his cheeks, the sombre dejection of his look, the set defiance of his lips—he heard
not!

[39]

Distraught, and scarcely knowing what, I wrote down an apology, with a brief account of
the circumstances that had made me appear in the Englishman's company. Meanwhile the
latter sat silently and calmly contemplating Beethoven, who, as soon as he had read my lines,
turned rather sharply to him and asked what he might want.

"I have the honour —" commenced the Briton.

"I don't understand you!" cried Beethoven, hastily interrupting him; "I cannot hear, nor can
I speak much. Please write down what you want of me."

The Englishman placidly reflected for a moment, then drew an elaborate music-case from
his pocket, and said to me: "Very good. You write: ' beg Herr Beethoven to look through my
composition; if any passage does not please him, will he have the kindness to set a cross
against it.""

I wrote down his request, word for word, in the hope of getting rid of him at last. And so it
happened. After Beethoven had read, he laid the Englishman's composition on the table with a
peculiar smile, nodded his head, and said, "I will send it."

With this my gentleman was mighty pleased; he rose, made an extra-superfine bow, and
took his leave. I drew a deep breath:—he was gone.

Now for the first time did I feel myself within the sanctuary. Even Beethoven's features
visibly brightened; he looked at me quietly for an instant, then began:

"The Briton has caused you much annoyance? Take comfort from mine; these travelling
Englishmen have plagued me wellnigh out of my life. To-day they come to stare at a poor
musician, to-morrow at a rare wild beast. I am truly grieved at having confounded you with
them.—You wrote me that you liked my compositions. I'm glad of that, for nowadays I count
but little on folk being pleased with my things."

This confidential tone soon removed my last embarrassment; a thrill of joy ran through me
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at these simple words. I wrote that I certainly was not the only one [40] imbued with such
glowing enthusiasm for every creation of his; that I wished nothing more ardently than to be
able to secure for my father-town, for instance, the happiness of seeing him. in its midst for
once; that he then would convince himself what an effect his works produced on the entire
public there.

"I can quite believe," answered Beethoven, "that my compositions find more favour in
Northern Germany. The Viennese annoy me often; they hear too much bad stuff each day,
ever to be disposed to take an earnest thing in earnest."

I ventured to dispute this, instancing the performance of "Fidelio" I had attended on the
previous evening, which the Viennese public had greeted with the most demonstrative
enthusiasm.

"H'm, h'm!" muttered the master. "Fidelio! But I know the little mites are clapping their
hands to-day out of pure conceit, for they fancy that in revising this opera I merely followed
their own advice. So they want to pay me for my trouble, and cry bravo! 'Tis a good-natured
folk, and not too learned; I had rather be with them, than with sober people.—Do you like
Fidelio now?"

I described the impression made on me by last night's performance, and remarked that the
whole had splendidly gained by the added pieces.

"Irksome work!" rejoined Beethoven. "I am no opera-composer; at least, I know no theatre
in the world for which I should care to write another opera! Were I to make an opera after my
own heart, everyone would run away from it; for it would have none of your arias, duets,
trios, and all the stuff they patch up operas with to-day; and what I should set in their place no
singer would sing, and no audience listen to. They all know nothing but gaudy lies, glittering
nonsense, and sugared tedium. Who ever wrote a true musical drama, would be taken for a
fool; and so indeed he would be, if he didn't keep such a thing to himself, but wanted to set it
before these people.”

[41]

"And how must one go to work," I hotly urged, "to bring such a musical drama about?"

"As Shakespeare did, when he wrote his plays," was the almost passionate answer. Then he
went on: "He who has to stitch all kinds of pretty things for ladies with passable voices to get
bravi and hand-claps, had better become a Parisian lady's-tailor, not a dramatic
composer.—For my part, [ never was made for such fal-lals. Oh, I know quite well that the
clever ones say I am good enough at instrumental music, but should never be at home in
vocal. They are perfectly right, since vocal music for them means nothing but operatic music;
and from being at home in that nonsense, preserve me heaven!"

I here ventured to ask whether he really believed that anyone, after hearing his "Adelaide,"
would dare to deny him the most brilliant calling as a vocal composer too?

"Eh!" he replied after a little pause,—"Adelaide and the like are but trifles after all, and
come seasonably enough to professional virtuosi as a fresh opportunity for letting off their
fireworks. But why should not vocal music, as much as instrumental, form a grand and
serious genre, and its execution meet with as much respect from the feather-brained warblers
as I demand from an orchestra for one of my symphonies? (10) The human voice is not to be
gainsaid. Nay, it is a far more beautiful and nobler organ of tone, than any instrument in the
orchestra. Could not one employ it with just the same freedom as these? What entirely new
results one would gain from such a procedure! For the very character that naturally
distinguishes the voice of man from the mechanical instrument would have to be given
especial prominence, and that would lead to the most manifold combinations. The instruments
represent the rudimentary organs of Creation and Nature; what they express can never be
clearly defined or put into words, for they reproduce the primitive feelings themselves, those
feelings which issued from the chaos of the first Creation, [42] when maybe there was not as
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yet one human being to take them up into his heart. 'Tis quite otherwise with the genius of the
human voice; that represents the heart of man and its sharp-cut individual emotion. Its
character is consequently restricted, but definite and clear. Now, let us bring these two
elements together, and unite them! Let us set the wild, unfettered elemental feelings,
represented by the instruments, in contact with the clear and definite emotion of the human
heart, as represented by the voice of man. The advent of this second element will calm and
smooth the conflict of those primal feelings, will give their waves a definite, united course;
whilst the human heart itself, taking up into it those primordial feelings, will be immeasurably
reinforced and widened, equipped to feel with perfect clearness its earlier indefinite presage
of the Highest, transformed thereby to godlike consciousness." (11)

Here Beethoven paused for a few moments; as if exhausted. Then he continued with a
gentle sigh: "To be sure, in the attempt to solve this problem one lights on many an obstacle;
to let men sing, one must give them words. Yet who could frame in words that poesy which
needs must form the basis of such a union of all elements? The poem must necessarily limp
behind, for words are organs all too weak for such a task.—You soon will make acquaintance
with a new composition of mine, which will remind you of what I just have touched on. It is a
symphony with choruses. I will ask you to observe how hard I found it, to get over the
incompetence of Poetry to render thorough aid. At last I decided upon using our Schiller's
beautiful hymn 'To Joy'; in any case it is a noble and inspiring poem, but far from speaking
that which, certainly in this connection, no verses in the world could say."

To this day I scarce can grasp my happiness at thus being helped by Beethoven himself to
a full understanding [43] of his titanic Last Symphony, which then at most was finished, but
known as yet to no man. I conveyed to him my fervent thanks for this rare condescension. At
the same time I expressed the delightful surprise it had been to me, to hear that we might look
forward to the appearance of a new great work of his composition. Tears had welled into my
eyes,—I could have gone down on my knees to him.

Beethoven seemed to remark my agitation. Half mournfully, half roguishly, he looked into
my face and said: "You might take my part, when my new work is discussed. Remember me:
for the clever ones will think I am out of my senses; at least, that is what they will cry. But
perhaps you see, Herr R., that I am not quite a madman yet, though unhappy enough to make
me one.—People want me to write according to their ideas of what is good and beautiful; they
never reflect that I, a poor deaf man, must have my very own ideas,—that it would be
impossible for me to write otherwise than I feel. And that I cannot think and feel their
beautiful affairs," he added in irony, "is just what makes out my misfortune!"

With that he rose, and paced the room with short, quick steps. Stirred to my inmost heart as
I was, I stood up too;—I could feel myself trembling. It would have been impossible for me to
pursue the conversation either by pantomimic signs or writing. I was conscious also that the
point had been reached when my visit might become a burden to the master. To write a
farewell word of heartfelt thanks, seemed too matter-of-fact; so I contented myself with
seizing my hat, approaching Beethoven, and letting him read in my eyes what was passing
within me.

He seemed to understand. "You are going?" he asked. "Shall you remain in Vienna
awhile?"

I wrote that my journey had no other object than to gain his personal acquaintance; since
he had honoured me with so unusual a reception, I was overjoyed to view my goal as reached,
and should start for home again next day.

Smiling, he replied: "You wrote me, in what manner [44] you had procured the money for
this journey.—You ought to stop in Vienna and write galops,—that sort of ware is much
valued here."

I declared that I had done with all that, as I now knew nothing worth a similar sacrifice.
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"Well, well," he said, "one never knows! Old fool that I am, I should have done better,
myself, to write galops; the way I have gone, I shall always famish. A pleasant journey,"—he
added—"think of me, and let that console you in all your troubles."

My eyes full of tears, I was about to withdraw, when he called to me: "Stay, we must
polish off the musical Englishman! Let's see where to put the crosses!"

He snatched up the Briton's music-case, and smilingly skimmed its contents; then he
carefully put it in order again, wrapped it in a sheet of paper, took a thick scoring-pen, and
drew a huge cross from one end of the cover to the other. Whereupon he handed it to me with
the words: "Kindly give the happy man his masterwork! He's an ass, and yet I envy him his
long ears!—Farewell, dear friend, and hold me dear!"

And so he dismissed me. With staggering steps I left his chamber and the house.

*

At the hotel I found the Englishman's servant packing away his master's trunks in the
travelling-carriage. So his goal, also, was reached; I could but admit that he, too, had proved
his endurance. I ran up to my room, and likewise made ready to commence my homeward
march on the morrow. A fit of laughter seized me when I looked at the cross on the cover of
the Englishman's composition. That cross, however, was a souvenir of Beethoven, and I
grudged it to the evil genius of my pilgrimage. My decision was quickly taken. I removed the
cover, hunted out my galops, and clapped them in this damning shroud. To the Englishman I
sent his composition wrapperless, accompanying it with a little note in which I told him [45]
that Beethoven envied him and had declared he didn't know where to set a cross.

As I was leaving the inn, I saw my wretched comrade mount into his carriage.

"Good-bye," he cried. "You have done me a great service. I am glad to have made
Beethoven's acquaintance.—Will you come with me to Italy?"

"What would you there?"—I asked in reply.

"I wish to know Mr. Rossini, as he is a very famous composer."

"Good luck!"—called I: "I know Beethoven, and that's enough for my lifetime!"

We parted. I cast one longing glance at Beethoven's house, and turned to the north, uplifted
in heart and ennobled.
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Notes

Note 01 on page 7

This imaginary story originally appeared in the Revue et Gazette Musicale de Paris for
Nov. 19, 22 and 29, and Dec. 3, 1840, with the title "Une visite a Beethoven: épisode de la vie
d'un musicien allemand." Its German original, "Eine Pilgerfahrt zu Beethoven," first appeared
in Nos. 181-86 of the Dresden Abend-Zeitung, July 30 to August 5, 1841, under the heading,
"Zwei Epochen aus dem Leben eines deutschen Musikers" ("Two epochs from the life of a
German musician," applying to the present article and its immediate successor) and with the
additional sub-title "Aus den Papieren eines wirklich verstorbenen Musikers" ("From the
papers of an actually deceased musician"). With that German version of 1841 the text in the
Gesammelte Schriften agrees entirely, saving for two or three minute emendations of style and
the omission of a tiny clause (p. 32 inf.) describing Beethoven as sitting "with his hands
crossed over his stick" ("die Hande uber seinen Stock gelehnt"). The prefatory note, on the
opposite page, also appeared in the Abend-Zeitung (but not in the Gazette), with exception of
the few words between the dashes.—Tr.

Note 02 on page 7

From "unless" to "like" does not appear in the French.—Tr.
Note 03 on page 7

These two sentences are absent from the French.—Tr.
Note 04 on page 7

"Were there a thousand royal theatres in Germany" is also absent from the French, and
presumably was an addition made in 1841. On the other hand, instead of the two next short
paragraphs there appeared, "L'adoption de cette priere quotidienne doit vous dire assez que je
suis musicien et que L'Allemagne est ma patrie."—Tr.

Note 05 on page 7
From "O honoured" to "executor," of course, is also absent from the French.—Tr.
Note 06 on page 14

In the French the last part of this sentence ran: "Je m'interrompis subitement en entendant
quelqu'un qui semblait m'accompagner en sifflant 1'air d'un de mes galops." This reference to
supernatural presences is significant, as Richard Wagner's favourite author, in early life, was
the fantastic E. A. Hoffmann. The invisible whistler of 1840 is represented in 1841 by the
"around me" of a previous sentence, which does not appear in the Gazette.—Tr.

Note 07 on page 14

Between this and the succeeding sentence there appeared in the French: "On ne peut nier, a
la vérité, que I'ouvrage n'ait beaucoup gagné a son remaniement; mais cela vient surtout de ce
que l'auteur du second libretto offrit au musicien plus d'occasions de développer son brillant
génie; Fidelio posséde d'ailleurs en propre ses admirables finales et plusieurs autres morceaux
d'¢lite. Je ne connaissais du reste que l'opéra primitif."—Tr.
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Note 08 on page 14

In the French this was followed by: "Qui ne connait aujourd'’hui la réputation européenne
de la cantatrice qui porte maintenant le double nom de Schreeder-Devrient?"—In 1871 Frau
Schroder-Devrient had been dead eleven years; her praises are constantly sung in the master's
prose-works, especially at the close of Actors and Singers (Vol. V.).—Tr.

Note 09 on page 14

This sentence is simply represented in the French by "Pour ma part, j'étais ravi au troisiéme
ciel."—Tr.

Note 10 on page 16
From "and its execution," to the end of the sentence, did not appear in the French.—Tr.
Note 11 on page 17

In the French the last clause of this sentence presents a slight shade of difference, perhaps
due to the translator, "Alors le ceeur humain s'ouvrant a ces émotions complexes, agrandi et
dilaté par ces pressentiments infinis et délicieux, accueillera avec ivresse, avec conviction,
cette espece de révélation intime d'un monde surnaturel."—Tr.
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[152]
Translator's Note
The following article originally appeared in the Gazette Musicale of January 10, 14 and 17,

1841 under the title "De L'Ouverture." The few variants between the French and German
forms I have noted in loco.
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[153]

On the Overture

IN earlier days a prologue preceded the play: it would appear that one had not the
hardihood to snatch the spectator from his daily life and set him at one blow in presence of an
ideal world; it seemed more prudent to pave the way by an introduction whose character
already belonged to the sphere of art he was to enter. This Prologue addressed itself to the
spectator's imagination, invoked its aid in compassing the proposed illusion, and supplied a
brief account of events supposed to have taken place before, with a summary of the action
about to be represented. When the whole play was set to music, as happened in Opera, it
would have been more consistent to get this prologue sung as well; instead thereof one
opened the performance with a mere orchestral prelude, which in those days could not fully
answer the original purpose of the prologue, since purely instrumental music was not
sufficiently matured as yet to give due character to such a task. These pieces of music appear
to have had no other object than to tell the audience that singing was the order of the day.
Were the weakness of the instrumental music of that epoch not in itself abundant explanation
of the nature of these early overtures, one perhaps might suppose a deliberate objection to
imitate the older prologue, as its sobering and undramatic tendence had been recognised;
whichever way, one thing is certain—the Overture was employed as a mere conventional
bridge, not viewed as a really characteristic prelude to the drama.

A step in advance was taken when the general character of the piece itself, whether sad or
merry, was hinted in its overture. (01) But how little these musical introductions could [154]
be regarded as real preparers of the needful frame of mind, we may see by Héndel's overture
to his Messiah, whose author we should have to consider most incompetent, had we to assume
that he actually meant this tone-piece as an Introduction in the newer sense. In fact, the free
development of the Overture, as a specifically characteristic piece of music, was still gainsaid
to those composers whose means of lengthening a purely instrumental movement were
confined to the resources of the art of counterpoint; the complex system of the "Fugue"—the
only one at command for the purpose—had to help them out with their prologues to an
oratorio or opera, and the hearer was left to decipher the fitting mood from "dux" and
"comes," augmentation and diminution, inversion and stretto.

The great inelasticity of this form appears to have suggested the need of employing and
developing the so-called "symphony," a conglomerate of diverse types. Here two sections in
quicker time were severed by another of slower motion and soft expression, whereby the main
opposing characters of the drama might at least be broadly indicated. It only needed the
genius of a. Mozart, to create at once a master-model in this form, such as we possess in his
symphony to the "Seraglio"; it is impossible to hear [155] this piece performed with spirit in
the theatre, without obtaining a very definite notion of the character of the drama which it
introduces. However, there was still a certain helplessness in this division into three sections,
with a separate tempo and character for each; and the question arose, how to weld the isolated
fractions to a single undivided whole, whose movement should be sustained by just the
contrast of those differing characteristic motives.

The creators of this perfect form of overture were Gluck and Mozart.

Even Gluck still contented himself at times with the mere introductory piece of older form,
simply conducting to the first scene of the opera—as in Iphigenia in Tauris—with which this
musical prelude at anyrate stood mostly in a very apt relation. Though even in his best of
overtures the master retained this character of an introduction to the first scene, and therefore
gave no independent close, he succeeded at last in stamping on this instrumental number itself
the character of the whole succeeding drama. Gluck's most perfect masterpiece of this
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description is the overture to Iphigenia in Aulis. Here the master draws the main ideas of the
drama in powerful outline, and with an almost visual distinctness. We shall return to this
glorious work, by it to demonstrate that form of overture which should rank as the most
excellent.

After Gluck, it was Mozart that gave the Overture its true significance. Without toiling to
express what music neither can nor should express, the details and entanglements of the plot
itself—which the earlier Prologue had endeavoured to set forth—with the eye of a veritable
poet he grasped the drama's leading thought, stripped it of all material episodes and
accidentie, and reproduced it in the transfiguring light of music as a passion personified in
tones, a counterpart both warranting that thought itself and explaining the whole dramatic
action to the hearer's feeling. On the other hand, there thus arose an entirely independent
tone-piece, no matter whether its outward structure [156] was attached to the first scene of the
opera or not. To most of his overtures, however, Mozart also gave the perfect musical close,
for instance, those to the Magic Flute, to Figaro and Tito; so that it might surprise us to find
him denying it to the most important of them all, the overture to Don Giovanni were we not
obliged to recognise in the marvellously thrilling passage of the last bars of this overture into
the first scene a peculiarly pregnant termination to the introductory tone-piece of a Don
Giovanni.

The Overture thus shaped by Gluck and Mozart became the property of Cherubini and
Beethoven. Whilst Cherubini (02) on the whole remained faithful to the inherited type,
Beethoven ended by departing from it in the very boldest manner. The former's overtures are
poetical sketches of the drama's main idea, seized in its broadest features and musically
reproduced in unity, concision and distinctness; this notwithstanding, we see by his overture
to the Water-Carrier (Deux Journées) how even the dénouement of a stirring plot could be
expressed in that form without damage to the unity of the artistic setting. Beethoven's overture
to Fidelio (in E major) is unmistakably related to that of the Water-Carrier, just as the two
masters approach the nearest to each other in these operas themselves. That Beethoven's
impetuous genius in truth felt cramped by the limits thus drawn around it, however, we
plainly perceive in several of his other overtures, above all in that to Leonora. Beethoven,
never having obtained a fit occasion for the unfolding of his stupendous dramatic instinct,
here seems to compensate himself by throwing the whole weight of his genius upon this field
left open to his fancy, from pure tone-images to shape according to his inmost will the drama
that he craved for; that drama which, freed from all the petty make-weights of the timid
playwright, in this overture he let spring anew from a kernel magnified to [157] giant size.
One can assign no other origin to this wondrous overture to Leonora: far from giving us a
mere musical introduction to the drama, it sets that drama more complete and movingly
before us than ever happens in the broken action which ensues. This work is no longer an
overture, but the mightiest of dramas in itself.

Weber cast his overtures in Beethoven's and Cherubini's mould, and though he never dared
the giddy height attained by Beethoven with his Leonora-overture, he happily pursued the
dramatic path without wandering to a toilsome painting-in of minor details in the plot. Even
where his fancy bade him embrace more subsidiary motives in. his musical picture than were
quite consistent with the form of overture expressly chosen, he at least knew always to
preserve the dramatic unity of his conception; so that we may credit him with the invention of
a new class, that of the "dramatic fantasia," whereof the overture to Oberon is one of the
finest examples. This piece has had great influence upon the tendency of more recent
composers; in it Weber took a step that, with the truly poetic swing of his musical
inventiveness, as we have seen, could but attain a brilliant success. Nevertheless it is not to be
denied that the independence of purely-musical production must suffer by subordination to a
dramatic thought, if that thought is not grasped in one broad trait congenial to the spirit of
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Music, and that the composer who would fain depict the details of an action cannot carry out
his dramatic theme without breaking his musical work to atoms. As I propose to return to this
point, for the moment I will content myself with the remark that the manner last described led
necessarily downwards, inclining more and more towards the class of pieces branded with the
name of "potpourri."

In a certain sense the history of this Potpourri begins with Spontini's overture to the
Vestale: whatever fine and dazzling qualities one must grant this interesting tone-piece, it
already shews traces of that loose and shallow mode of working-out which has become so
prevalent in the operatic overtures of most composers of our age. To [158] forecast an opera's
dramatic course, it was no longer a question of forming a new artistic concept of the whole,
its complement and counterpart in music; no, one culled from here and there the most
effective passages, less for their importance than their showiness, and strung them bit by bit
together in a banal sequence. This was an arrangement often even still more tellingly effected
by potpourri-concoctors working on the same material later. (03) Highly admired are the
overture to GuillaumeTell by Rossini and even that to Zampa by Herold, plainly because the
public here is much amused, and also, perhaps, because original invention is undeniably
displayed, especially in the former: but a truly artistic ideal is no longer aimed at in such
works, and they belong, not to the history of Art, but to that of theatrical entertainment.—

Having briefly reviewed the development of the Overture, and cited the most brilliant
products of that class of music, the question remains: To what mode of conception and
working-out shall we give the palm of fitness, and consequently of correctness? If we wish to
avoid the appearance of exclusiveness, an entirely definite answer is no easy matter. Two
unexampled masterpieces lie before us, to which we must accord a like sublimity both of
intention and elaboration, yet whose actual treatment and conception are totally distinct. I
mean the overtures to Don Giovanni and Leonora. In the first the drama's leading thought is
given in two main features; their invention, as their motion, belongs quite unmistakably to
nothing but the realm of Music. A passionate burst of arrogance stands in conflict with the
threatenings of an implacable over-power, to which that Arrogance seems destined to submit:
had Mozart but added the fearful termination of the story, the tone-work would have lacked
nothing to be [159] regarded as a finished whole, a drama in itself; but the master lets us
merely guess the combat's outcome: in that wonderful transition to the first scene he makes
both hostile elements bow beneath a higher will, and nothing but a wailing sigh breathes o'er
the place of battle. Clearly and plainly as is the opera's tragic principle depicted in this
overture, you shall not find in all the musical tissue one single spot that could in any way be
brought into direct relation with the action's course; unless it were its introduction, borrowed
from the ghost-scene—though in that case we should have expected to meet the allusion at the
piece's end, and not at its beginning. (04) No: the main body of the overture is free from any
reminiscence of the opera, and whilst the hearer is fascinated by the purely-musical
development of the themes, his mind is given to the changing fortunes of a deadly duel, albeit
he never expects to see it set before him in dramatic guise.

Now, that is just the radical distinction of this overture from that to Leonora; while
listening to the latter, we can never ward off that feeling of breathless apprehension with
which we watch the progress of a moving action taking place before our eyes. In this mighty
tone-piecer as said before, Beethoven has given us a musical drama, a drama founded on a
playwright's piece, and not the mere sketch of one of its main ideas, or even a purely
preparatory introduction to the acted play: but a drama, be it said, in the most ideal meaning
of the term. (05) The master's method, so far as we here can follow it, lets us divine the depth
of that inner need which must have ruled him in conceiving this titanic overture: his object
was to condense to its noblest unity the one sublime action which the dramatist had
weakened. and delayed by paltry details in order to spin out his tale; to give it a new, an ideal
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motion, fed solely by its inmost springs. This action is the deed of a staunch and loving heart,
fired by the one sublime desire to descend as angel of salvation into the very pit of death.
[160] One sole idea pervades the work: the freedom brought by a jubilant angel of light to
suffering manhood. We are plunged into a gloomy dungeon; no beam of day strikes through
to us; night's awful silence breaks only to the moans, the sighs, of a soul that longs from its
deepest depths for freedom, freedom. As through a cranny letting in the sun's last ray, a
yearning glance peers down: 'tis the glance of the angel that feels the pure air of heavenly
freedom a crushing load the while its breath cannot be shared by you, close-pent within the
prison's walls. Then a swift resolve inspires it, to tear down all the barriers hedging you from
heaven's light: higher, higher and ever fuller swells the soul, its might redoubled by the blest
resolve; 'tis the evangel of redemption to the world. (06) Yet this angel is but a loving woman,
its strength the puny strength of suffering humanity itself: it battles alike with hostile
hindrances and its own weakness, and threatens to succumb. But the suprahuman Idea, which
ever lights its soul anew, lends finally the superhuman force: one last, one utmost strain of
every fibre, and the last bolt falls, the latest stone is heaved away. In floods the sunlight
streams into the dungeon: "Freedom! Freedom!" shouts the redemptrix; "Freedom! Godlike
freedom!" the redeemed.

This is the Leonora-overture, Beethoven's poem. Here all is alive with unceasing dramatic
progress, from the first yearning thought to the execution of a vast resolve.

But this work is unique of its kind, and no longer can be called an Overture, if we mean by
that term a tone-piece destined for performance before the opening of a drama, merely to
prepare the mind for the action's character. On the other hand, as we now are dealing, not with
the musical artwork in general, but with the true vocation of the Overture in particular, this
overture to Leonora cannot be accepted as a model, for it offers us in all-too-warm
anticipation the whole completed drama in itself; consequently it [161] either is
un-understood or misconstrued by the hearer not already well-acquainted with the story, or, if
thoroughly understood, it undoubtedly weakens the enjoyment of the explicit dramatic
artwork it precedes.

Let us therefore leave this prodigious tone-work on one side, and return to the overture to
Don Giovanni. Here we found the drama's leading thought delineated in a purely musical, but
not in a dramatic shape. We unhesitatingly declare this mode of conception and treatment to
be the fittest for such pieces, above all because the musician here withdraws himself from all
temptation to outstep the bounds of his specific art, i.e., to sacrifice his freedom. Moreover,
the musician thus most surely attains the Overture's artistic end, to act as nothing but an ideal
prologue, translating us to that higher sphere in which to prepare our minds for Drama. Yet
this in nowise prevents the musical conception of the drama's main idea being given most
distinct expression, and brought to a definite close; on the contrary, the overture should form
a musical artwork entire in itself.

In this sense we can point to no clearer and finer model for the Overture than that to
Gluck's Iphigenia in Aulis, and will therefore endeavour to illustrate by this particular work
our general conclusions as to the best method of conceiving an overture. (07)

Here again, as in the overture to Don Giovanni, it is a contest, or at least an opposition of
two hostile elements, that gives the piece its movement. The plot of Iphigenia itself includes
this pair of elements. The army of Greek heroes is assembled for a great emprise in common:
under the inspiring thought of its execution, each separate human interest pales before this
one great interest of the gathered mass. Now this is confronted with the special interest of
preserving a human life, the rescue of a tender maiden. With what truth and distinctness of
characterisation has Gluck as though personified these opposites in music! In what sublime
proportion has he measured out the two, and [162] set them face to face in such a mode as of
itself to give the conflict, and accordingly the motion! In the ponderous unison of the iron
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principal motive we recognise at once the mass united by a single interest; whilst in the
subsequent theme that other interest, that interest of the tender suffering individual, forthwith
arrests our sympathy. This solitary contrast is pursued throughout the piece, and gives into our
hands the broad idea of old Greek Tragedy, for it fills us with terror and pity in turn. Thus we
attain that lofty state of excitation which prepares us for a drama whose highest meaning is
revealed to us already, and thus are we led to understand the ensuing action in this meaning.

May this glorious example serve as rule in future for the framing of all overtures, and
demonstrate withal how much a grand simplicity in the choice of musical motives enables the
musician to evoke the swiftest and the plainest understanding of his never so unwonted aims.
How hard, nay, how impossible would a like success have been to Gluck himself, had he
sorted out all kinds of minor motives to signal this or that occurrence of the drama's, and
worked them in between these eloquent chief-motives of his overture; they here would either
have been swallowed up, or have distracted and misled the attention of the musical hearer.
Yet, despite this simplicity in the means employed, to sustain a longer movement it is
permissible to give wider play to the drama's influence over the development of the main
musical thought in its overture. Not that one should admit a motion such as dramatic action
alone can supply, but merely such as lies within the nature of instrumental music. The motion
of two musical themes assembled in one piece will always evince a certain leaning, a struggle
toward a culmination; then a sure conclusion seems indispensable for our appeasement, as our
feeling longs to cast its final vote on one or other side. As a similar combat of principles first
lends to a drama its higher life, it is thus by no means contrary to the purity of music's means
of effect to give its contest of tone-motives a termination in keeping [163] with the drama's
tendence. Cherubini, Beethoven, and Weber, were led by such a feeling in the conception of
most of their overtures; in that to the Water-Carrier this crisis is painted with the greatest
definition; the overtures to Fidelio, Egmont, Coriolanus, with that to the Freischutz, quite
clearly express the issue of a strenuous fight. The point of contact with the dramatic story
would accordingly reside in the character of the two main themes, as also in the motion given
to them by their musical working-out. This working-out, on the other hand, would always
have to spring from the purely musical import of those themes; never should it take account of
the sequence of events in the drama itself, since such a course would at once destroy the sole
effectual character of a work of Tone.

In this conception of the Overture, then, the highest task would be to reproduce the
characteristic idea of the drama by the intrinsic means of independent music, and to bring it to
a conclusion in anticipatory agreement with the solution of the problem in the scenic play. For
this purpose the composer will do well to weave into the characteristic motives of his overture
certain melismic or rhythmic features which acquire importance in the dramatic action itself:
not features strewn by accident amid the action, but such as intervene therein with
determinant weight, and thus can lend the very overture an individual stamp—demarcations,
as it were, of the special domain on which a human action runs its course. Obviously these
features must be in themselves of purely musical nature, therefore such as bring the influence
of the sound-world to bear upon our human life; whereof I may cite as excellent instances the
trombones of the Priests in the Magic Flute, the trumpet-signal in Leonora, and the call of the
magic horn in Oberon. (08) These musical motives from the opera, [164] employed at a
decisive moment in its overture, here serve as actual points of contact of the dramatic with the
musical motion, and thus effect a happy individualisation of the tone-piece, which in any case
is meant as a suggestive introduction to one particular dramatic story.

Now if we allow that the working-out of purely musical elements in the overture should in
so far accord with the dramatic idea that even its issue should harmonise with the dénouement
of the scenic action, the question arises whether the actual development of the drama or the
changes in the fortunes of its principal personages should exert an immediate influence on the
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conception of the overture, and above all on the characteristics of its close. Certainly we could
only adjudge that influence a most conditional exercise; for we have found that a purely
musical conception may well embrace the drama's leading thoughts, but not the individual
fate of single persons. In a very weighty sense the composer plays the part of a philosopher,
who seizes nothing but the idea in all phenomena; his business, as that of the great poet, lies
solely with the victory of an Idea; the tragic downfall of the hero, taken personally, does not
affect him. (09) From this point of view, he holds aloof from the entanglements of individual
destinies and their attendant haps: he triumphs, though the hero goes under. Nowhere is this
sublimest conception more finely expressed than in the overture to Egmont, whose closing
section raises the tragic idea of the drama to its highest dignity, and at like time gives us a
perfect piece of music of enthralling power. (10) On the other hand I know but one exception,
of the first rank, [165] which seems to flatly contradict the axiom just laid down: the overture
to Coriolanus. If we view this mighty tragic artwork closer, however, the different conception
of the subject is explained by the tragic idea here lying solely in the hero's personal fate. An
inconciliable pride, an overbearing, overpowering, and overweening nature can only rouse our
sympathy through its collapse: to make us forebode this, horror-struck see it arrive, was the
master's incommensurable work. (11) But with this overture, as with that to Leonora,
Beethoven stands alone and past all imitation: the lessons to be drawn from creations of such
high originality can only be of fruit for us when we combine them with the legacies of other
masters. In the triad, Gluck, Mozart, and Beethoven we have the lodestar whose pure light will
always lead us rightly even on the most bewildering paths of art; but who should single one of
them for his exclusive star, of a surety would fall into the maze from which but one has ever
issued victor, that one Inimitable.
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Notes

Note 01 on page 7

From here to the end of this paragraph the French differs a little: "Ces ouvertures étaient
courtes, consistaient souvent en un seul mouve ment lent, et I'on pent retrouver les exemples
les plus frappants de ce mode de construction, quoique étendu considérablement, dans les
oratorios de Haendel. Le libre développement de I'ouverture fut paralysé par cette facheuse
circonstance qui arrétait les compositeurs dans les premiéres périodes de la musique, savoir
l'ignorance ou us étaient des procédés sirs par lesquels on peut, I'aide des hardiesses 1égéres
et des successions de fraiches nuances, étendre un morceau de musique de longue haleine.
Cela ne leur était gueére possible qu'au moyen des finesses du contre-point, la seule invention
de ces temps qui permit un compositeur de dévider un théme unique en un morceau de
quelque durée. On écrivait des fugues instrumentales; on se perdait dans les détours de ces
curieuses monstruosités de la spéculation artistique. La monotonie et I'uniformité furent les
produits nets de cette direction. Ces sortes de compositions étaient surtout impuissantes
exprimer un caractére déterminé et individuel. Haendel lui-méme ne parait pas s'étre
aucunement soucié que 'ouverture s'accordat exactement avec la piece ou l'oratorio. Il est par
exemple impossible de pressentir par l'ouverture du Messie qu'elle doit servir d'introduction
une création aussi fortement caractérisée, aussi sublime que I'est ce célébre oratorio."—Tr.

Note 02 on page 8

The French had: "Il faut seulement remarquer que dans la maniére de voir de ces deux
grands compositeurs, qui ont du reste de nombreux points d'affinité, Cherubini" etc.—Tr.

Note 03 on page 9

This sentence was represented in the French by: "Pour un public auquel on demandait ainsi
moins de réflexion profonde, la séduction de cette manicre de procéder consistait tout la fois
dans un choix habile des motifs les plus brillants et dans le mouvement agréable, dans le
papillotage varié qui résultait de leur arrangement. C'est ainsi que naquirent l'ouverture si
admirée de Guillaume Tell" etc.—Tr.

Note 04 on page 9

From "unless" to the end of the sentence, did not appear in the French.—Tr.
Note 05 on page 9

This last clause was absent from the French.—Tr.
Note 06 on page 10

From "higher" to the end of the sentence was represented in the French by: "Semblable a
un second messie, il veut accomplir I'oeuvre de rédemption."—Tr.

Note 07 on page 10
See also the special article upon this work in Vol. IIL.—Tr.

Note 08 on page 11
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In the French this sentence took the following form: "Mais on ne doit jamais perdre de vue
qu'ils doivent étre de source entiérement musicale et non emprunter leur signification aux
paroles qui les accompagnent dans 'opéra. Le compositeur commetrait alors la faute de se
sacrifier lui et I'indépendance de son art devant l'intervention d'un art étranger. Il faut, dis-je,
que ces ¢éléments soient de nature purement musicale, et je citerai comme exemples" etc.
—Tr.

Note 09 on page 12

In the French this sentence ran: "Le compositeur ne doit résoudre que la question
supérieure et philosophique de l'ouvrage, et exprimer immédiatement le sentiment qui s'y
répand et le parcourt dans toute son étendue comme uin fil conducteur. Ce sentiment
arrive-t-il dans le drame a un dénouement victorieux, le compositeur n'a guére a s'occuper que
de savoir si le héros de la piéce remporte cette victoire, ou s'il éprouve une fin tragique."—Tr.

Note 10 on page 12

The French contained the following additional passage: "Le destin éléve [?-enléve] ici par
un coup décisif le héros au triomphe. Les derniers accents de I'ouverture qui se montent a la
sublimité de I'apothéose, rendent parfaitement l'idée dramatique, tout en formant I'ccuvre la
plus musicale. Le combat des deux éléments nous entraine ici impérieusement, méme dans la
musique, a un dénouement nécessaire, et il est surtout de I'essence de la musique de faire
apparaitre cette conclusion comme un fait consolateur."—Tr.

Note 11 on page 12

The second half of this sentence is not represented in the French.—Tr.
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[46]

An End in Paris

(1

WE have just laid him in the earth. It was cold and dreary weather, and few there were of
us. The Englishman, too, was there: he wants to erect a memorial to him; 'twere better he paid
our friend's debts.

It was a mournful ceremony. The first keen wind of winter cut the breath; no one could
speak, and the funeral oration was omitted. Nevertheless I would have you to know that he
whom we buried was a good man and a brave German musician. He had a tender heart, and
wept whenever men hurt the poor horses in the streets of Paris. He was mild of temper, and
never put out when the street-urchins jostled him off the narrow pavement. Unfortunately he
had a sensitive artistic conscience, was ambitious, with no talent for intrigue, and once in his
youth had seen Beethoven, which so turned his head that he could never set it straight in
Paris.

It is more than a year since I one day saw a magnificent Newfoundland dog taking a bath
in the fountain of the Palais Royal. Lover of dogs that I am, I watched the splendid animal; it
left the basin at last, and answered the call of a man who at first attracted my attention merely
[47] as the owner of this dog. The man was by no means so fair to look on, as his dog; he was
clean, but dressed in God knows what provincial fashion. Yet his features arrested me; soon |
distinctly remembered having seen them before; my interest in the dog relaxed; I fell into the
arms of my old friendR . . ..

We were delighted at meeting again; he was quite overcome with emotion. I took him to
the Café de la Rotonde; I drank tea with rum,—he, coffee with tears.

"But what on earth," I began at last, "can have brought you to Paris—you, the musical
hermit of the fifth floor of a provincial back-street?"

"My friend," he replied, "call it the over-earthly passion for experiencing what life is like
on a Parisian sixth, or the worldly longing to see if I might not be able in time to descend to
the second, or even the first,—I myself am not quite certain which. At anyrate I couldn't resist
the temptation of tearing myself from the squalor of the German provinces, and, without
tasting the far sublimer pinches of a German capital, throwing myself straight upon the centre
of the world, where the arts of every nation stream together to one focus; where the artists of
each race find recognition; and where I hope for satisfaction of the tiny morsel of ambition
that Heaven—apparently in inadvertence—has set in my own breast."

"A very natural desire," I interposed; "I forgive it you, though in yourself it astonishes me.
But first let us see what means you have of pursuing your ambitious purpose. How much
money a-year can you draw?—Oh, don't be alarmed! I know that you were a poor devil, and it
is self-evident that there can be no question of a settled income. Yet I am bound to suppose
either that you have won money in a lottery, or enjoy the protection of some rich patron or
relative to such a degree that you are provided for ten years, at least, with a passable
allowance."

"That is how you foolish people look at things!" replied my friend, with a good-humoured
smile, after recovering from his first alarm. "Such are the prosaic details that [48] rise at once
before your eyes as chief concern. Nothing of the kind, my dear friend! I am poor; in a few
weeks, in fact, without a sou. But what of that? I have been told that I have talent;—was I to
choose Tunis as the place for pushing it? No; I have come to Paris! Here I shall soon find out
if folk deceived me when they credited me with talent, or if [ really own any. In the first case I
shall be quickly disenchanted, and, clear about myself, shall journey back contented to my
garret-home; in the second case I shall get my talent more speedily and better paid in Paris,
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than anywhere else in the world.—Nay, don't smile, but try to raise some serious objection!"

"Best of friends," I resumed, "I smile no longer; for I now am possessed by a mournful
compassion for yourself and your splendid dog. I know that, however frugal yourself, your
magnificent beast will eat a good deal. You intend to feed both him and yourself by your
talent? That's grand; for self-preservation is the first duty, and human feeling for the beasts a
second and the noblest. But tell me: how are you going to bring your talent to market? What
plans have you made? Let me hear them."

"It is well that you ask for my plans," was the answer. "You shall have a long list of them;
for, look you, I am rich in plans. In the first place, I think of an opera: I am provided with
finished works, with half-finished, and with any number of sketches for all kinds—both grand
and comic opera.—Don't interrupt!—I'm well aware that these are things that will not march
too quickly, and merely consider them as the basis of my efforts. Though I dare not hope to
see one of my operas produced at once, at least I may be permitted to assume that I shall soon
be satisfied as to whether the Directors will accept my compositions or not—For shame,
friend—you're smiling again! Don't speak! I know what you were going to say, and will
answer it at once.—I am convinced that I shall have to contend with difficulties of all sorts
here also; but in what will they consist? Certainly in nothing but competition. The most
eminent talents converge here, and offer their [49] works for acceptance; managers are
therefore compelled to exercise a searching scrutiny: a line must be drawn against bunglers,
and none but works of exceptional merit can attain the honour of selection. Good! I have
prepared myself for this examination, and ask for no distinction without deserving it. But
what else have I to fear, beyond that competition? Am I to believe that here, too, one 'needs
the wonted tactics of servility? (2) Here in Paris, the capital of free France, where a Press
exists that unmasks and makes impossible all humbug and abuse; where merit alone can win
the plaudits of a great incorruptible public?"

"The public?" I interrupted; "there you are right. I also am of opinion that, with your talent,
you well might succeed, had you only the public to deal with. But as to the easiness of
reaching that public you hugely err, poor friend! It is not the contest of talents, in which you
will have to engage, but the contest of reputations and personal interests. If you are sure of
firm and influential patronage, by all means venture on the fight; but without this, and without
money,—give up, for you're sure to go under, without so much as being noticed. It will be no
question of commending your work or talent (a favour unparalleled!), but what will be
considered is the name you bear. Seeing that no renommée attaches to that name as yet, and it
is to be found on no list of the moneyed, you and your talent remain in obscurity." (3)

[50]

My objection failed to produce the intended effect on my enthusiastic friend. He turned
peevish, but refused to believe me. I went on to ask what he thought of doing as a
preliminary, to earn some little renommée in another direction, which perchance might be of
more assistance to the later execution of his soaring plan.

This seemed to dispel his ill-humour.

"Hear, then!" he answered: "You know that I have always had a great preference for
instrumental music. Here, in Paris, where a regular cult of our great Beethoven appears to
have been instituted, I have reason to hope that his fellow-countryman and most ardent
worshipper will easily find entrance when he undertakes to give the public a hearing of his
own attempts, however feeble, to follow in the footsteps of that unattainable example."

" Excuse me for cutting you short," I interposed. "Beethoven is getting deified,—in that
you are right; but mind you, it is his name, his renown that is deified. That name, prefixed to a
work not unworthy of the great master, will suffice to secure its beauties instant recognition.
By any other name, however, the selfsame work will never gain the attention of the
directorate of a concert-establishment for even its most brilliant passages." (4)
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"You lie!"—my friend rather hastily exclaimed. "Your purpose is becoming clear, to
systematically discourage me, and scare me from the path of fame. You shall not succeed,
however!"

"I know you," I replied, "and forgive you. Nevertheless I must add that in your last
proposal you will stumble on the very same difficulties, which rear themselves against every
artist without renown, however great his talent, in a place where people have far too little time
to bother themselves [51] about hidden treasures. Both plans are modes of fortifying an
already established position, and gaining profit from it, but by no manner of means of creating
one. People will either pay no heed at all to your application for a performance of your
instrumental compositions, or—if your works are composed in that daring individual spirit
which you so much admire in Beethoven, they will find them turgid and indigestible, and
send you home with a flea in your ears." (5)

"But," my friend put in, "what if I have already circumvented such a reproach? What if 1
have written works expressly to aid me with a more superficial public, and adorned them with
those favourite modern effects which I abhor from the bottom of my heart, but are not
despised by even considerable artists as preliminary bids for favour?"

"They will give you to understand," I replied, "that your work is too light, too shallow, to
be brought to the public ear between the creations of a Beethoven and a Musard."

"Dear man!" my friend exclaimed, "That's good indeed! At last I see that you are making
fun of me. You always were a wag!"

My friend stamped his foot in his laughter, and trod so forcibly upon the lordly paw of his
splendid dog that the latter yelped aloud, then licked his master's hand, and seemed to humbly
beg him to take no more of my objections as jokes.

"You see," I said, "it is not always well to take earnestness as jest. Passing that by, come
tell me what other plans could have moved you to exchange your modest home for this
monster of a Paris. In what other way, if you will please me by provisionally abandoning the
two you have spoken of, do you propose to get the requisite renown?"

"So be it," was the reply I received. "In spite of your singular love of contradiction, I will
proceed with the narration of my plans. Nothing, as I know, is more popular in Paris
drawing-rooms than those charming sentimental [52] ballads and romances, which are just to
the taste of the French people, and some of which have even emigrated from our fatherland.
Think of Franz Schubert's songs, and the vogue they enjoy here! This is a genre that
admirably suits my inclination; I feel capable of turning out something worth noticing there. 1
will get my songs sung, and perchance I may share the good luck which has fallen to so
many—namely of attracting by these unpretentious works the attention of some Director of
the Opéra who may happen to be present, so that he honours me with the commission for an
opera."

The dog again uttered a violent howl. This time it was I who, in an agony of laughter, had
trodden on the paw of the excellent beast.

"What!" I cried, "is it possible that you seriously entertain such an idiotic idea? What on
earth could entitle you—"

"My God!" the enthusiast broke in; "have not similar cases happened often enough? Must |
bring you the newspapers in which I have repeatedly read how such-and-such a Director was
so carried away by the hearing of a Romance, how such-and-such a famous poet was
suddenly so impressed by the talent of a totally unknown composer, that both of them at once
united in the resolve, the one to supply him with a libretto, the other to produce the opera
to-be-written to order?"

"Ah! is that it?" I sighed, filled with sudden sadness; "Press notices have led astray your
simple childlike head? Dear friend, of all you come across in that way take note of but a third,
and even of that don't trust four quarters! Our Directors have something else to do, than to
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hear Romances sung and fall into raptures over them. (6) And, admitting that to be a feasible
mode of gaining a reputation,—by whom would you get your Romances sung?"

"By whom else," was the rejoinder, "than the same world-famed singers who so often, and
with the greatest [53] amiability, have made it their duty to introduce the productions of
unknown or downtrod talent to the public? Or am I here again deceived by lying paragraphs?"

"My friend," I replied, "God knows how far I am from wishing to deny that noble hearts of
this kind beat below the throats of our foremost singers, male and female. But to attain the
honour of such patronage, one needs at least some other essentials. You can easily imagine
what competition goes on here also, and that it requires an infinitely influential
recommendation, to make it dawn upon those noble hearts that one in truth is an unknown
genius.—Poor friend, have you no other plans?"

Here my companion took leave of his senses. In a violent passion—though with some
regard for his dog— he turned away from me. "And had I as many more plans as the sands of
the sea," he shouted, "you should not hear a single one of them. Go! You are my
enemy!—Yet know, inexorable man, you shall not triumph over me! Tell me—the last
question I will put to you—tell me, wretch, how then have the myriads commenced, who first
became known, and finally famous, in Paris ?"

"Ask one of them," I replied, in somewhat ruffled composure, "and perhaps you may
discover. For my part, I don't know."

"Here, here!" called the infatuate to his wonderful dog. "You are my friend no
longer,"—he volleyed at me,—"Your cold derision shall not see me blench. In one year from
now—remember this—in one year from now every gamin shall be able to tell you where |
live, or you shall hear from me whither to come—to see me die. Farewell!"

He whistled shrilly to his dog,—a discord. He and his superb companion had vanished like
a lightning-flash. Nowhere could I overtake them.

*

It was only after a few days, when all my efforts to ascertain the dwelling of my friend had
proved futile, that I began to realise the wrong I had done in not shewing more consideration
for the peculiarities of so profoundly [54] enthusiastic a nature, than unfortunately had been
the case with my tart, perhaps exaggerated, objections to his very innocent plans. In the good
intention of frightening him from his projects as much as possible, because I did not deem
him fitted either by his outward or his inward condition to successfully pursue so intricate a
path of fame—in this good intention, I repeat, I had not reckoned with the fact that I had by
no means to do with one of those tractable and easily-persuaded minds, but with a man whose
deep belief in the divine and irrefutable truth of his art had reached such a pitch of fanaticism,
that it had turned one of the gentlest of tempers to a dogged obstinacy.

For sure—I could but think—he now is wandering through the streets of Paris with the
firm conviction that he has only to decide which of his plans he shall realise first, in order to
figure at once on one of those advertisements that, so to say, make out the vista of his scheme.
For sure, he is giving an old beggar a sou to-day, with the determination to make it a napoleon
a few months hence.

The more the time slipped by since our last parting, and the more fruitless became my
endeavours to unearth my friend, so much the more—I admit my weakness—was I infected
by the confidence he then displayed; so that I allowed myself at last to search the
advertisements of musical performances, now and again, with eyes astrain to spy out in some
corner of them the name of my assured enthusiast. Yes, the smaller my success in these
attempts at discovery, the more—remarkable to say!—was my friendly interest allied with an
ever-increasing belief that my friend might not impossibly succeed; that perchance even now,
while I was seeking anxiously for him, his peculiar talent might already have been discovered
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and acknowledged by some important person or other; that perhaps he had received one of
those commissions whose happy execution brings fortune, honour, and God knows what
beside. And why not? Is there no star that rules the fate of each inspired soul? May not his be
a star of luck? [55] Cannot miracles take place, to expose a hidden treasure?—The very fact
of my nowhere seeing the announcement of a single Romance, an Overture or the like, under
the name of my friend, made me believe that he had gone straight for his grandest plan, and,
despising those lesser adits to publicity, was already up to his eyes in work on an opera of at
least five acts. True, I had never come across him in the haunts of artists, or met a creature
who knew anything about him; still, as my own access to those sanctuaries was but rare, 'twas
conceivable that it was | who was the unfortunate that could not penetrate where his fame
maybe already shone with dazzling rays.—

You may easily guess that it needed a considerable time, for my first sad interest in my
friend to change into a confident belief in his good star. It was only through all the phases of
fear, of doubt, of hope, that I could arrive at this point. Such things are somewhat slow with
me, and so it happened that almost a year had already elapsed since the day when I met a
splendid dog and an enthusiastic friend in the Palais Royal. Meanwhile some wonderfully
Iucky speculations had brought me to so unprecedented a pitch of prosperity that, like
Polycrates of old, I began to fear an imminent reverse. I fancied I could plainly see it coming;
thus it was in a gloomy frame of mind, that I one day took my customary walk in the Champs
Elysées.

'Twas autumn; the leaves fell withered from the trees, and the sky hung grey with age
above the Elysian pomp below. But, nothing daunted, Punch renewed his old mad onslaught;
in blind rage that scoundrel constantly defied the justice of this world, until at last the
damonic principle, so forcibly depicted .by the chained-up cat, with super-human claws laid
low the saucy bounce of the presumptuous mortal.

Close by my side, a few paces from the humble scene of Polichinel's misdeeds I heard the
following remarkable soliloquy in German:—

"Excellent! excellent! Where, in the name of all the world, have I allowed myself to seek,
when I could have [56] found so near? What! Am I to despise this stage, on which the most
thrilling political and poetic truths are set in realistic dress, so directly and intelligibly, before
the most receptive and least assuming public? Is this braggart not Don Juan? Is that terribly
fair white cat not the Commander on horseback, in very person?—How the artistic import of
this drama will be heightened and transfigured when my music adds its quotal—What
sonorous organs in these actors!—And the cat—abh, that cat! What hidden charms lie buried in
her glorious throat!—Now she gives no sound—now she is still mere demon:—but how she
will fascinate when she sings the roulades I'll write expressly for her! What a magnificent
portamento she'll put into the execution of that supernatural chromatic scale!—How
treacherous will be her smile, when she sings that famous passage of the future: "O
Polichinel, thou art lost!"— —What a plan!—And then, what a splendid pretext for incessant
use of the big drum, will Punch's constant truncheon-beats afford me!—Come, why delay?
Quick, for the Director's favour! Here I can walk straight in,—no ante-chambers here! With
one step I'm in the sanctuary—before him whose god-like piercing eye will recognise at once
my genius. Or must I light on competition here as well >—Should the cat—?—Quick, ere it is
too late!"

With these last words the soliloquist was about to make straight for the Punch-and-Judy
box. I had speedily recognised my friend, and determined to avert a scandal. I seized him by
the arm, and span him round towards me.

"Who is it?"—he pettishly cried. He soon remembered me, quietly detached himself, and
added coldly: "I might have known that it could only be you, that would thwart me in this step
as well, the last for my salvation.—Leave me; it may become too late."
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I grasped him afresh; but, though I was able to keep him from rushing forward to the little
theatre, it was quite impossible to move him from the spot. Still, I gained the leisure to
observe him closely. Great heavens, in what a [57] condition he was ! I say nothing of his
dress, but of his features; the former was poor and threadbare, but the latter were terrible. The
free and open look was gone; lifeless and vacant, his eye travelled to and fro; his pallid,
sunken cheeks told not alone of trouble,—the hectic flush upon them told of sufferings
too,—of hunger!

As I studied him with deepest sorrow, he too seemed touched, for he struggled less to tear
himself away from me.

"How goes it with you, dear R . . .?" I asked with choking voice. With a mournful smile I
added: "Where is your beautiful dog?"

He looked black at once. "Stolen!" was the abrupt reply.

"Not sold?" I asked again.

"Wretch," he sullenly replied, "are you also like the Englishman?"

I did not understand his meaning. "Come," I said in faltering tones—"come! take me to
your house; I have much to speak with you."

"You soon will know my house without my aid," he answered, "the year is not yet up. I'm
now on the high road to recognition, fortune!—Go, you do not yet believe it! What boots it to
preach to the deaf? You people must see, to believe; very good! You soon shall see. But loose
me now, if I am not to take you for my sworn foe."

I held his hands the faster. "Where do you live?" I asked. "Come, take me there! We'll have
a friendly, hearty chat,—about your plans, if it must be!"

"You shall learn them as soon as they are carried out," he answered. "Quadrilles, galops !
Oh, that is my forte!—You shall see and hear!—Do you see that cat?—She's to help me to fat
fees!—See how sleek she is, how daintily she licks her chops! Imagine the effect when from
that little mouth, between those pearly rows of teeth, the most inspired of chromatic scales
well forth, accompanied by the most delicate moans and sobs in all the world ! Imagine [58]
it, dear friend! Oh, you have no fancy, you!—Leave me, leave me!—You have no phantasy!"

I held him tighter, and implored him to conduct me to his lodgings; without making the
slightest impression, however. His eye was fixed with anxious strain upon the cat.

"Everything depends on her," he cried. "Fortune, honour, fame, reside within her velvet
paws. May Heaven guide her heart, and turn on me her favour!—She looks friendly,—yes,
that's the feline nature ! And she is friendly, polite, polite beyond measure! But she's a cat, a
false and treacherous cat!—Wait,—thee at least I can rule! I have a noble dog; he'll make thee
respect me.—Victory! I've won the day!—Where is my dog?"

He had shot forth the last few words in mad excitement, with a piercing cry. He looked
hastily round, as if seeking for his dog. His eager glance fell on the roadway. There rode upon
a splendid horse an elegant gentleman, by his physiognomy and the peculiar cut of his clothes
an Englishman; by his side ran, proudly barking, a fine Newfoundland dog.

"Ha! my presentiment!" shrieked my friend, in a fury of wrath at the sight. "The cursed
brute ! My dog; my dog !" My strength was unavailing against the violence with which the
unhappy creature tore himself away. Like an arrow he fled after the horseman, who happened
just then to be spurring his horse to a gallop, which the dog accompanied with the liveliest
gambols. I rushed after—in vain! What effort of strength can compare with the feats of a
madman?—I saw the rider, the dog, and my friend, all vanish down one of the side streets that
lead to the Faubourg du Roule. When I reached the same street, they were gone.

Suffice it to mention that all my endeavours to track them were fruitless.—

Alarmed, and almost driven to madness myself I was forced at last to give up my inquiries
for the moment. But you may readily imagine that I none the less bestirred [59] myself each
day to find some clue to the retreat of my unhappy friend. I sought for news in every place
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that had the remotest connection with music:—nowhere the smallest intimation ! It was only
in the sacred ante-chambers of the Opéra that the subordinates remembered a pitiable
apparition, which had often presented itself and waited for an audience, but of whose name or
dwelling they naturally were ignorant. Every other path, even that of the police, led to no
surer traces; the very guardians of the public safety seemed to have thought it needless to
worry themselves about the poor soul.

[ fell into despair. Then one day, about two months after that affair in the Champs Elysées,
I received a letter sent me in a roundabout fashion through one of my acquaintances. I opened
it with a heavy heart, and read the brief words:

"Dear friend, come and see me die!"

The address denoted a narrow little street on Montmartre.—It was no time for tears, and |
ascended the hill of Montmartre. Following my directions, I arrived at one of those
poverty-stricken houses which are common enough in the side-alleys of that little town.
Despite its poor exterior, this building did not fail to rear itself to a cinquieme; my unfortunate
friend would appear to have welcomed the fact, and thus I also was compelled to mount to the
same giddy height. It was worth the while, for, on asking for my friend, I was referred to the
back attic; from this hinder side of the estimable building one certainly forwent all outlook on
the four-foot-wide magnificence of the causeway, but was rewarded by the incomparably
finer one on the whole of Paris.

I found my poor enthusiast propped-up on a wretched sick-bed, drinking in this wonderful
prospect. His face, his whole body, were infinitely more haggard and emaciated than on that
day in the Champs Elysées; nevertheless the expression of his features was far more
reassuring. The scared, wild, almost maniacal look, the uncanny fire in his eyes, had
vanished; his glance was dulled and half-extinguished; [60] the dark and ghastly flecks upon
his cheeks seemed quenched in a universal wasting.

Trembling, but still composed, he stretched his hand to me with the words: "Forgive me,
old fellow, and take my thanks for coming."

The softness and sonority of the tone in which he uttered these few words produced on me
an even more touching impression, if possible, than his appearance had already done. I
pressed his hand, but could not speak for weeping.

"I think,"—went on my friend, after an affecting pause,—"it is already well over a year,
since we met in that glittering Palais Royal;—I have not quite kept my word:—to become
renowned within a year, was impossible to me, with the best will in the world; on the other
hand it's no fault of mine that I could not write you punctually upon the year's elapse, where
you must come to see me die:'spite all my struggles, I had not yet got quite so far—Nay, do
not weep, my friend ! There was a time when I must beg you not to laugh."

I tried to speak, but speech forsook me.—"Let me speak!" the dying man put in: "it is
becoming easy to me, and I owe you a long account. I'm sure that I shall not be here
to-morrow, so listen to my narrative to-day 'Tis a simple tale, my friend!—most simple. In it
you'll find no wondrous complications, no hair-breadth strokes of luck, no ostentatious
details. Fear not that your patience will be wearied by the easiness of speech which now is
granted me, and certainly might tempt me to long-windedness; for there have been days, dear
old man, when I couldn't utter a sound. Listen!—When I reflect on the state in which you find
me, I hold it needless to assure you that my fate has been no bright one. Nor do I altogether
need to count you up the trivialities among which my enthusiasm has come to ground. Suffice
it to say, that they were no breakers, on which I foundered!—Happy the shipwrecked who
goes down in storm!—No: they were quagmires and swamps, in which I sank. These swamps,
dear friend, surround all proud and dazzling Art-fanes, to [61] which we poor fools make such
ardent pilgrimage, as though they held the saving of our souls. Happy the feather-brained !
With one successful entrechat he leaps the quagmire. Happy the rich ! His well-trained horse
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needs but one prick of the golden spur, to bear him swiftly over. But woe to the enthusiast
who, taking that swamp for a flowery meadow, is swallowed in it past all rescue, a meal for
frogs and toads!—See, dear friend, this vermin has devoured me; there's not a drop of blood
left in me!— —Must [ tell you how it happened? But why? You see me done for;—be content
to hear that I was not vanquished on the field of battle, but—horrible to utter—in the
Ante-chambers of Hunger | felll—They are something terrible, those Ante-chambers; and
know that there are many, very many of them in Paris,—with seats of wood or velvet, heated
and not heated, paved and unpaved!—"

"In those Ante-chambers,"—continued my friend,—"I dreamed away a fair year of my life.
I dreamt of many wondrous mad and fabled stories from the 'Thousand-and-one Nights," of
men and beasts, of gold and offal. My dreams were of gods and contrabassists, of jewelled
snuff-boxes and prima-donnas, of satin gowns and lovesick lords, of chorus-girls and
five-franc pieces. Between I sometimes seemed to hear the wailing, ghost-like note of an
oboe; that note thrilled through my every nerve, and cut my heart. One day when I had
dreamed my maddest, and that oboe-note was tingling through me at its sharpest, I suddenly
awoke and found I had become a madman. At least I recollect, that I had forgotten to make
my usual obeisance to the theatre-lackey as I left the anteroom,—the reason, I may add, of my
never daring to return to it; for how would the man have received me?—With tottering steps I
left the haven of my dreams; on the threshold of the building I fell of a heap. I had stumbled
over my poor dog, who, after his wont, was ante-chambering in the street, in waiting for his
fortunate master who was allowed to ante-chamber among men. This dog, I must tell you, had
been of the utmost service to me, for to him and his beauty [62] alone I owed it that now and
then the lackey of the ante-chamber would honour me with a passing glance. Alas ! with
every day he lost a portion of his beauty, for hunger gnawed his entrails too. This gave me
fresh alarm, as I clearly foresaw that the servant's favour would soon be lost to me; already a
contemptuous smile would often purse his lips.—As said, I fell over this dog of mine. How
long I lay, I know not; of the kicks which I may have received from passers-by I took no
notice; but at last I was awoken by the tenderest kisses,—the warm licks of my dear beast. I
leapt to my feet, and in a lucid interval I recognised at once my weightiest duty: to buy the
dog some food. A shrewd Marchand d'Habits gave me a handful of sous for my villainous
waistcoat. My dog ate, and what he left I devoured. With him this answered admirably, but I
was past mending. The produce of an heirloom, an old ring of my grandmother's, sufficed to
restore the dog to his ancient beauty; he bloomed afresh—oh, fatal blooming!

"With my brain it grew ever darker; I know not rightly what took place within it,—but I
remember being seized one day by an irresistible longing to seek out the Devil. My dog, in all
his former glory, accompanied me to the gates of the Concerts Musard. Did I hope to meet
the Devil, there? That also I cannot tell. I scanned the people trooping in, and whom did 1
espy among them? The abominable Englishman: the same, as large as life, and not one atom
changed from when, as I related to you, he harmed me so with Beethoven!—Fear took me; I
was prepared to face a demon from the nether world, but never more this phantom of the
upper. O how I felt, when the wretch also recognised me! I couldn't avoid him,—the crowd
was pressing us towards each other. Involuntarily, and quite against the customs of his
countrymen, he was compelled to fall into my arms, raised up to force myself an exit. There
he lay, wedged tight against my breast, with its thousand torturing emotions. It was a fearful
moment ! We were soon released a little, and he shook [63] me off with a shade of
indignation. I tried to escape; but it still was impossible—"Welcome, mein Herr!'—the Briton
shouted:—'I always meet you on the ways of Art This time we'll go to Musard!'—For very
wrath I could say nothing but: 'To the Devil!'—'Quite so,' he answered, 'it seems that things
go devilish there!—Last Sunday I threw off a composition, which I shall offer to Musard. Do
you know this Musard? Will you introduce me to him?'
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"My horror at this bugbear turned to speechless fear; impelled by it, I gained the strength to
free myself and flee towards the Boulevard; my lovely dog rushed barking after me. But in a
trice the Englishman was by my side once more, holding me, and asking in excited tones: 'Sir,
does this splendid dog belong to you? Yes.'—But it is superb! Sir, I will pay you fifty guineas
for this dog. A dog like this, you know, is the proper thing for a gentleman, and I have already
owned a number of them. Unfortunately, the beasts were all unmusical; they could not stand
my practising the horn or flute, and so they always ran away. But I take it for granted that, as
you have the good fortune to be a musician, your dog is musical also; I accordingly may hope
that he will stop with me. So I offer you fifty guineas for the beast.'—'Villain!" I cried:—'not
for the whole of Britain would I sell my friend !' So saying, I hurried off, my dog in front. I
dodged down the back streets that led to my usual night's-lodging—It was bright moonshine;
now and then I looked furtively back:—to my alarm, I thought I saw the Englishman's long
figure following me. I redoubled my pace, and peered round still more anxiously; now I
caught sight of the shadow, now lost it. Panting for breath, I reached my refuge, gave my dog
to eat, and threw myself all hungry on my rough, hard bed.—I slept long, and dreamt of
horrors. When I awoke,—my beautiful dog had vanished. How he had got away from me, or
been enticed through the badly fastened door, to this day is a mystery to me. I called, I hunted
for him, till sobbing I fainted away.—

[64]

"You remember that I saw the faithless one again one day in the Champs Elysées;—you
know what efforts I made to regain possession of him;—but you do not know that this animal
recognised me, yet fled from my call like an untamed beast of the wilderness ! Nevertheless I
followed him and his Satanic cavalier till the latter dashed into a gateway, whose doors were
slammed behind him and the dog. In my anger I thundered at the gates;—a furious bark was
the answer.—Dazed and crushed, I leant against the archway,—until at last a hideous scale on
the horn aroused me from my stupefaction; it reached me from the ground-floor of the
mansion, and was followed by the agonised moan of a dog. Then I laughed out loud, and went
my way.—"

My friend here ceased; though speech had become easy, his inward agitation taxed him
terribly. It was no longer possible for him to hold himself erect in bed,—with a smothered
groan he sank back.—A long pause occurred; I watched the poor fellow with painful feelings:
that faint flush so peculiar to the consumptive had risen to his cheeks. He had closed his eyes,
and lay as if in slumber; his breath came lightly, almost in ethereal waves.

I waited anxiously for the moment when I durst speak to him, and ask what earthly service
I could render.—At last he opened his eyes once more; a dim but wondrous light was in the
glance he straightway fixed on me.

"My poor friend,"—I began—"I came here with the sad desire to serve you somehow.
Have you a wish, O speak it !"

With a smile he resumed: "So impatient, friend, for my last testament?—Nay, have no
care; you too are mentioned in it.—But will you not first learn how it befell that your poor
brother came to die? Look you, I wished my history to be known to one soul at the least; but I
know of no one who would worry himself about me, unless it be yourself— —Fear not that I
am overexerting myself! 'Tis well with me and easy—no laboured breath oppresses me—the
words come freely to my lips.—And see, I have little left [65] to narrate. You can imagine
that, from the point where I broke off my story, I had no more outer incidents to do with.
From there begins the history of my inner life, for then I knew I soon should die. That terrible
scale on the horn in the Englishman's hoétel filled me with so overpowering a weariness of life,
that I there and then resolved to die. Indeed, I should not boast of that decision, for I must
confess that it no longer lay entirely within my own free will. Something had cracked within
my breast, that left a long and whirring sound behind;—when this died out 'twas light and
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well with me, as never before, and I knew my end was near. O how happy that conviction
made me ! How the presage of a speedy dissolution cheered me, as I suddenly perceived its
work in every member of this wasted body!-—Insensible to outward things, unconscious
where my faltering steps were bearing me, I had gained the summit of Montmartre. Thrice
welcoming the Mount of Martyrs, I resolved on it to die. I too was dying for the wholeness of
my faith; I too could therefore call myself a martyr, albeit this my faith was challenged by
none else—than Hunger.

"Houseless, I took this lodging, asking nothing further than this bed, and that they would
send for my scores and papers, which I had stowed in a wretched hovel of the city; for, alas ! I
had never succeeded in pawning them. So here I lie, determined to pass away in God and pure
Music. A friend will close my eyes, my effects will cover all my debts, and for a decent grave
I shall not want.—Say, what more could I wish?"

At last I gave vent to my pent-up feelings.—"What !" I cried, "was it only for this last
mournful service, that you could use me? Could your friend, however powerless, have helped
you in nothing else? I conjure you, for my peace of mind tell me this: Was it a doubt of my
friendship, that kept you from discovering my whereabouts and acquainting me before with
your distress?"

"O don't be angry," he answered coaxingly, "don't chide me if I own that I had fallen into
the stubborn belief that you [66] were my enemy! When I recognised that you were not, my
brain was already in a condition that robbed me of all responsibility of will. I felt that I was no
longer fit to associate with men of sense. Forgive me, and be kindlier toward me, than I have
been to you!—Give me your hand, and let this debt of my poor life be cancelled!"

I could not resist, but seized his hand, and melted into tears. Yet I saw how markedly the
powers of my friend were ebbing; he was now too weak to raise himself in bed; that flickering
flush came ever paler to his sunken cheeks.

"A little business, dear chum," he began afresh. "Call it my last Will ! For I will, in the first
place: that my debts be paid. The poor people who took me in, have nursed me willingly and
dunned me little; they must be paid. The same with a few other creditors, whose names you
will find on that paper. I bequeath all my property in payment, there my compositions and
here my diary, in which I have jotted down my musical whims and reflections. I leave it to
your judgment, my experienced friend, to sell so much of these remains as will liquidate my
earthly debts.—I will, in the second place: that you do not beat my dog, if you ever should
meet him; [ assume that, in punishment of his faithlessness, he has already suffered torments
from the Englishman's horn. I forgive him!—Thirdly, I will that the history of my Paris
sufferings, with omission of my name, be published as a wholesome warning to all soft fools
like me.—Fourthly, I wish for a decent grave, yet without any fuss or parade; few persons
suffice for my following; their names and addresses you'll find in my diary. The costs of the
burial must be mustered up by you and them.—Amen !"

"Now,"—the dying man continued, after a pause occasioned by his growing
weakness,—"now one last word on my belief.—I believe in God, Mozart and Beethoven, and
likewise their disciples and apostles;—I believe in the Holy Spirit and the truth of the one,
indivisible Art;—I believe that this Art proceeds from God, and lives within the hearts of all
illumined men;—I believe that he who [67] once has bathed in the sublime delights of this
high Art, is consecrate to Her for ever, and never can deny Her;—I believe that through this
Art all men are saved, and therefore each may die for Her of hunger;—I believe that death
will give me highest happiness;—I believe that on earth I was a jarring discord, which will at
once be perfectly resolved by death. I believe in a last judgment, which will condemn to
fearful pains all those who in this world have dared to play the huckster with chaste Art, have
violated and dishonoured Her through evilness of heart and ribald lust of senses;—I believe
that these will be condemned through all eternity to hear their own vile music. I believe, upon
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the other hand, that true disciples of high Art will be transfigured in a heavenly fabric of
sun-drenched fragrance of sweet sounds, and united for eternity with the divine fount of all
Harmony.—May mine be a sentence of grace!—Amen!"

I could almost believe that my friend's fervent prayer had been granted already, so
heavenly a light shone in his eye, so enraptured he remained in breathless quiet. But his
gentle, scarce palpable breathing assured me that he yet lived on.—Softly, but quite audibly,
he whispered: "Rejoice, ye faithful ones; the joy is great, toward which ye journey!"

Then he grew dumb,—the radiance of his glance was quenched; a smile still wreathed his
lips. I closed his eyes, and prayed God for such a death.— —

Who knows what died in this child of man, leaving no trace behind? Was it a Mozart,—a
Beethoven? Who can tell, and who 'gainsay me when I claim that in him there fell an artist
who would have enriched the world with his creations, had he not been forced to die too soon
of hunger?—I ask, who will prove me the contrary?—

None of those who followed his body. Besides myself there were but two, a philologist and
a painter; a third was hindered by a cold, and others had no time to spare.—As we were
modestly approaching the churchyard of Montmartre, we noticed a beautiful dog, who
anxiously [68] sniffed at the bier and coffin. I recognised the animal, and Looked behind
me;—bolt-upright on his horse, I perceived the Englishman. He seemed unable to understand
the strange behaviour of his dog, who followed the coffin into the graveyard; he dismounted,
gave the reins to his groom, and overtook us in the cemetery.

"Whom are you burying, mein Herr?" he asked me.—"The master of that dog," I gave for
answer.

"Goddam!" he cried, "it is most annoying that this gentleman should have died without
receiving the money for his beast. I set it aside for him, and have sought an opportunity of
sending it, although this animal howls at my musical exercises like all the rest. But I will
make good my omission, and devote the fifty guineas for the dog to a memorial stone, which
shall be erected on the grave of the estimable gentleman!"—He left us, and mounted his
horse; the dog remained beside the grave,—the Briton rode away. (7)
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Notes

Note 1 on page 5

Under the title "Un musicien étranger a Paris," this story appeared in the Gazette Musicale
of Jan. 31 and Feb. 7 and 11, 1841. Its German original was first printed in Nos. 187-91 of the
Abend-Zeitung (Aug. 6 to 11, 1841) as a sequel to the "Pilgrimage ", and with the special title
"Das Ende zu Paris. (Aus der Feder eines in Wahrheit noch lebenden Notenstechers.)"—i.e.
"The end at Paris: from the pen of an in reality still living note-engraver." The title in the Ges.
Schr. becomes "Ein Ende in Paris," but otherwise the two German texts are identical, saving
for one or two quite trifling stylistic alterations and the appearance in the A.Z. of "—denn ich
bin mehr Banquier als Notenstecher—", i.e. "—for I am more of a banker than a
note-engraver—", following the words "as my own access to those sanctuaries was but rare"
on page 55 infra.—Tr.

Note 2 on page 6

In the French this sentence ran, "Me faudrait-il craindre par hasard de me trouver, ici
comme en Allemagne, dans 1'obligation d'avoir recours a des voies tortueuses pour me
procurer l'entrée des théatres royaux?"—and was immediately followed by "Dois-je croire
que, pendant des années enticres, il me faudra mendier la protection de tel on tel laquais de
cour pour finir par arriver, grace a un mot de recommandation qu'aura daigné m'accorder
quelque femme de chambre, a obtenir pour mes ceuvres 1'honneur de la réprésentation? Non
sans doute, et a quoi bon dailleurs des démarches si serviles, ici, a Paris" etc.—Some specific
case appears to be referred to here, for, although the passage drops out of this connection in
the Abendzeitung and Ges. Schr., we meet with an identical allusion in the essay on
"Conducting," see Vol. IV., pp. 294 and 297 —Tr.

Note 3 on page 6

Between this paragraph and the next there appeared in the Gazette Musicale "(Je n'ai nul
besoin, je pense, de faire remarquer au lecteur que, dans les objections dont je me sers et dont
jlaurai encore a me servir vis-a-vis de mon ami, il ne s'agit nullement de voir I'expression
compléte de ma conviction personelle, mais seulement une série d'arguments que je regardais
comme urgent d'employer pour amener mon enthousiaste & abandonner ses plans chimériques,
sans diminuer pourtant en rien sa confiance en son talent.)"—Tr.

Note 4 on page 6

In the Gazette here appeared "(Le lecteur voudra bien ne pas oublier de faire ici une
nouvelle application de la remarque que je lui ai recommandée ci-dessus.)"—Tr.

Note 5 on page 7

Here, as also at the end of the next paragraph but one, the Gazette had "(Le lecteur voudra
bien ne pas oublier, etc.)"—Tr.

Note 6 on page 8

Here again, and after the first sentence of the next paragraph but one, the G. M. had "(Le
lecteur voudra bien ne pas oublier, etc.)"—Tr.
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Note 7 on page 15

Translator's note:—In the Gazette Musicale there was an additional paragraph: "Il me reste
maintenant a exécuter le testament. Je publierai dans les prochains numéros de cette gazette,
sous le titre de Caprices esthétiques d'un musicien, les differentes parties du journal du
défunt, pour lesquels 1'éditeur a promis de payer un prix élevé, par égard pour la destination
respectable de cet argent. Les partitions qui composent le reste de sa succession sont a la
disposition de MM. les directeurs d'Opéra, qui peuvent, pour cet objet, s'addresser, par lettres
non affranchies, a I'exécuteur testamentaire,

RICHARD WAGNER."
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[134]

The Artist and Publicity

(D

WHEN I am alone, and the musical strings begin to stir within me, strange whirling sounds
take shape of chords, until at last a melody springs forth, revealing to me the idea of my
whole being; when the heart beats time thereto in loud impatient strokes, and inspiration
streams in tears immortal through the mortal eye, no longer seeing,—I often tell myself: Fool
that thou art, not to bide forever by thyself, to live for these unequalled blisses, in lieu of
rushing out to face that awful mass yclept the Public, to earn thee by its nothing-saying nod
the fatuous authority to go on practising thy gift of composition! (2) What can the most
brilliant welcome of this public give thee worth a hundredth fraction of that hallowed joy
which wells from thine own heart? Why do mortals fired with a spark divine forsake their
sanctuary, run breathless through the city's muddy streets, and seek in hottest haste for dull
and sated men on whom to force a happiness indicible? And what exertions, turmoils and
illusions, before they can even arrive at compassing the sacrifice! What plots and [135]
artifices must they ply, for a good part of their life, to bring to the ears of the crowd what it
can never understand! Is it for fear the history of Music might one fine day stand still? Is it for
that, they pluck the fairest pages from the secret history of their heart, and snap the magic
chain that fastens sympathetic souls to one another throughout the centuries, whilst here the
only talk can be of schools and manners? (3)

[136]

There must be some inexplicable force at work: who feels himself subjected to its power,
must hold it ruinous. Certainly the first assumption to occur to one, would be that it was the
bent of Genius to impart itself without regard to consequences: loud does it sound in thyself,
aloud let it ring out to others! Eh, folk say 'tis the duty of Genius, to live for Man's pleasure;
who imposed it, God alone knows! Merely it so happens that this duty never comes to
consciousness, and least of all when Genius is engaged in its ownest function, of creation. But
that perhaps is not the question; when it has created, it is then to feel the obligation to divest
itself of the immense advantage it has above all other mortals, by surrendering its creation to
them. In respect of Duty, however, Genius is the most conscienceless of beings: nothing does
it bring to birth thereby, and I believe it neither regulates by that its traffic with the world. No,
it abides by its nature for ever and ever: in its most foolish act it still stays Genius, and I rather
fancy that at bottom of its bent to gain publicity there lies a motive of ill moral import, which
again does not come to clear consciousness, but yet is serious enough to expose the very
greatest artist to contemptuous treatment. In any case this passion for publicity is hard to
comprehend: each experience teaches it that it is in an evil sphere, and can only hope to move
a little smoothly by putting on an evil look itself. Genius,—would not all men run away from
it, were it once to shew itself in its god-like nakedness as it is? Perhaps this really is its saving
instinct; for nursed it not the knowledge of its purest chastity, how might it not be ravished by
a ribald self-delight in its own fashionings? But the first contact with the outer world compels
all genius to clothe itself. Here reads the rule: the Public wills to be amused, and thou must
seek to smuggle in thine Own beneath the mantle of Amusement. Very well, we will say that
Genius draws the needful act of self-denial from a feeling of duty: for Duty holds alike the
command and compulsion to self-denial, self-sacrifice. Yet what duty bids a man to sacrifice
his [137] honour, a woman her shame? For sake of these they ought to offer up all personal
welfare, if need so be. But more than to man his honour, to woman her shame, to Genius is
itself; and if it bears the smallest wound in its own essence, compact of shame and honour in
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the very highest measure, then is it nothing, absolutely nothing more.

Impossible, that Duty urges Genius to the fearful act of self-denial whereby it makes itself
away to public life. Some demonic secret must lie hidden here. He, the blest, the over-joyed,
the over-rich,—goes begging. He begs for your favour, ye victims of boredom, ye seekers
after amusement, ye vain presumptuous, ye ignorant all-wise, bad-hearted, venal, envious
reporters,—and God knows of what else thou mayst consist, thou modern Art-public, thou
institute of Public Opinion! And what humiliations he endures! The tortured Saint can smile
transfigured: for what no rack can ever reach, is just the hallowed soul; the wounded warrior
dragging through the shades of night may smile, for what stays whole is his honour, his
courage; the woman smiles, who suffers shame and scorn for sake of love: for the soul's
salvation, honour, love, now first shine all transfigured in a higher glory. But Genius, that
gives itself a mark for scorn when it gives itself the air of pleasing?—Happy may the world
regard itself, that to it the pains of Genius can be so relatively little known!

No! These sufferings no one seeks from sense-of-duty, and whoever could imagine it, his
duty necessarily rises from a very different source. One's daily bread, the maintenance of a
family: most weighty motors. Only, they do not operate in the genius. They prompt the
journeyman, the hand-worker; they may even move the man of genius to handiwork, but they
cannot spur him to create, nor even to bring his creations to market. Yet that's the point we are
discussing, namely how to explain the impulse that drives a man with demon force to carry
just his noblest, ownest good to open market.

Certainly a mixture of the most mysterious sort here comes to pass, and could we ever
clearly see it, 'twould [138] shew the spirit of the highly-gifted artist quite strictly hovering
'twixt heaven and hell. Undoubtedly the god-like longing to impart an own interior bliss to
human hearts, is the predominant motive, and in hours of awful stress the only strength-giver.
This impulse feeds at all times on the genius's belief in self, to which no other can compare in
vigour, and this faith again informs the artist with that very pride which works his fall in
commerce with the miseries of earthly squalor. He feels himself free, and in life, too, will he
be it: he will have nothing in common with his want; he will be wafted, light and quit of every
care. This may happen in fact when his genius is generally recognised, and so the object is to
bring it to acknowledgment. Though he thus appear to be ambitious (ehrgeizig), he yet is not;
for he wants no honour (Ehre) paid him; but its fruit he wants, in Freedom. He only meets
ambitious men, or such as dwell content with fruits apart from honour. How mark himself
from these? He falls into a throng midst which he necessarily must pass for other than he truly
is. What exceptional prudence, what cautiousness in every tiniest step, would it need for him
to always walk securely here, and ward off all misapprehension! But he is awkwardness
personified; confronted with the meannesses of Life, he can only use the privilege of Genius
to get entangled in a constant contradiction with himself: and so, a prey for every springe, his
own prodigious gift he casts before the swine, and squanders on the aimlessest of objects.—In
truth he merely longs for freedom to give full play to his beneficence. To him it seems so
natural a claim, that he can never fathom why its due should be denied him: is it not a mere
question of manifesting Genius clearly to the world? That, he never ceases thinking, he is
bound to bring about, if not to-morrow, assuredly the next day after. As if death were nothing!
And Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Weber?—Nay, but it yet might happen!—A sad, sad tale!—

And with it all to be so laughable!—

Could he only see himself, as we now see him, he must [139] end by laughing at his very
self. And that laughter is perhaps his direst danger, for it alone can move him to begin the
frantic dance again. Yet his laughter is quite another thing from yours: the latter is mockery,
the former Pride. For he just sees himself; and his self-recognition, in this infamous
quid-pro-quo that he has tumbled into, attunes him to that monstrous merriment of which no
other man is capable. So levity rescues him, to bear him to yet more fearful pains. Now he

85



The Artist and Publicity

credits himself with the strength to play with even Evil: he knows that, lie as much as he will,
his truthfulness will ne'er be sullied, for he feels with every gnaw of grief that Truth is his
very soul; and he finds a curious consolation in the fact that not one of his lies is believed, that
he can dupe no man. Who would take him for a jester>—But why does he give himself the
look? The world leaves him no other road to freedom: and this latter (as dressed for the
world's understanding) resembles little else than—money. That is to win him recognition of
his genius, and for that is the whole mad game laid out. Then he dreams: "God, if only I were
so-and-so, for instance Meyerbeer!" So Berlioz lately dreamt of what he would do, were he
one of those unfortunates who pay five hundred francs for the singing of a Romance not
worth five sous: then would he take the finest orchestra in the world to the ruins of Troy, to
play him the "Sinfonia eroica." (4) —You see, what heights the genius-beggar's [140]
phantasy can climb!—But such a thing seems possible. Now and then there really passes
something quite unusual. Berlioz himself experienced it, when the marvellously stingy
Paganini paid him the homage of a handsome present. That kind of thing is the beginning. To
everyone there once comes such an omen: 'tis the wages of Hell; you now have conjured Envy
up for good: now the world won't any longer give you even pity, for "You have already had
more than you deserved."—

Happy the genius that Fortune ne'er has smiled on!—It is so wondrous precious to itself:
what more could Fortune give it?

And that's what he tells himself, smiles and—Ilaughs, renews his strength; it glimmers and
leaps up in him: anew it rings from him, brighter and fairer than ever. A work, such as he
himself had ne'er yet dreamt of, is growing up in silent solitude. This is it! That's the right
thing! All the world must be entranced by this: to hear it once, and then—! Look how the
madman is running! 'Tis the old, old road, that seems to him so new and glorious: mud
splashes him; here he bumps against a lackey, whose finery he takes for a General's, and bows
respectfully; there against a no less worshipful bank-porter, whose heavy gold-bag slung
across the shoulders makes his nose bleed. They are all good omens. He runs and trips, until
at last he stands once more within the temple of his shame! And everything comes back again:
for, as Schiller sings, "each crime itself on earth avenges."

And yet a good spirit protects him, apparently his own: for he is spared fulfilment of his
wishes. If he once succeeded in gaining welcome to that wondrous sanctuary, what else than a
stupendous misunderstanding could have helped him thither? What Hell could compare with
the slow torture of its dissolution day by day? We took you for a sensible fellow who would
accommodate yourself, as you really were so anxious for "success": here it is, all guaranteed;
only set this and that to rights; there is the prima donna, there the ballerina, here the great
virtuoso: [141] arrange affairs with them! There they stand, and group themselves into that
strangely curtained porch through which you travel to the one Supreme, the great Public itself.
Why! everyone who passed through here to the realms of bliss, had to make his little sacrifice.
What the devil! do you think the "grand" Opera could have ever held on, had it raised such a
fuss about trifles?—

Can you lie?—

No!——

Then you are done for, dismissed, as in England the "Atheists." No respectable person will
talk to you again—Well, well: still hope that thy good genius will spare thee that.—Laugh,
be light-minded,—but have patience and suffer: then all will be well.—

Dream! 'Tis the best thing!—
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Notes

Note 1 on page 5

"Der Kiinstler und die Offentlichkeit" appeared in the Gazette Musicale of April 1, 1841,
under the title "Caprices esthétiques extraits du journal d'un musicien défunt. Le Musicien et
la Publicité." After the first paragraph, however, the French again materially differs, besides
bearing marks of the editorial scissors, for it is reduced to about a quarter of the usual length.
In the first sentence "die als Idee mir mein ganzes Wesen offenbart" so strikingly resembles
Schopenhauer's philosophy of Music that one might have taken it for an interpolation of 1871,
did not the French of 1841 (i.e. thirteen years before the master read a line of Schopenhauer)
give us its counterpart in "et que j'en sens jaillir enfin l'idée qui révéle tout mon étre."—Tr.

Note 2 on page 5
From "to earn," to the end of the sentence, did not appear in the French.—Tr.
Note 3 on page 5

As said, from this point the French diverges: "Il y a la quelque puissance occulte et
inexplicable, dont moi-méme, hélas ! je subis l'influence funeste. Plus j'y songe, moins je puis
me rendre compte des motifs qui poussent les artistes a rechercher le grand jour de a publicité.
Est-ce I'ambition, le désir du bien-étre? motifs bien puissants sans doute; mais quel est
I'hnomme sur lequel ils aient prise a I'heure de I'enthousiasme on dont ils puissent émouvoir le
génie? Dans la vie ordinaire, je congois qu'on ceéde a ces motifs, quand il est question d'un bon
diner, d'un article louangeur dans les journaux; mais jamais quand il s'agit de sacrifier les plus
hautes jouissances qu'il soit donné a I'homme de gotter. Pour les cceurs aimants, ce pourrait
bien étre le désir irrésistible de laisser s'épancher le surplus de l'enthousiasme qui les enivre et
de faire participer le monde entier leur extase. Malheureusement l'artiste ne voit point le
monde tel qu'il est ; il se le représente comme étant a sa hauteur, il oublie qu'il n'est composé
que de gens en fracs a la derniére mode et en mantilles de soie.

"Ce désir immodéré et funeste de la publicité parait étre tellement vivace, que méme aux
heures ou l'inspiration a cessé, il continue a nous travailler le cerveau, et c'est dans ces heures
qu'il faut lui donner le nom d'ambition. O ambition pernicieuse, a qui nous devons tous les
airs, airs variés, etc., c'est toi qui nous enseignes a ravager systématiquement le sanctuaire de
la poésie que nous portons en nous! c'est toi qui dans ton ironie démoniaque nous pousses a
souiller de roulades impudiques un chaste et pur accord ; a resserrer une pensée vigoureuse et
large dans un lit étroit de cadences et de niaiseries!

"O vous, heureux infortunés, aux joues creuses et pales, aux yeux usés, vous vous étes
flétris au souffle bralant de 1'étude et du travail, afin que le public vous criat bravo! pour
I'enveloppe mensongere dont vous entouriez votre poésie dans les moments de calcul et de
réflexion prosaique, et que vous lui arracheriez avec joie si vous ne craigniez que votre
création, si elle se montrait dans sa nudité, ne fiit obligée de fuir honteuse et éperdue devant
les railleries du vulgaire. Oh ! si vous étiez tous mes fréres et mes amis, je vous ferais une
proposition a 'aimable: je vous engagerais faire de la musique pour votre compte, et a exercer
en méme temps quelque bon métier ou a spéculer a la Bourse. Vous seriez alors tout-a-fait
heureux et vous pourriez mener bonne et joyeuse vie. Je veux vous donner I'exemple; deux
heures sonnent, je vais a la Bourse; si j'échoue dans mes opérations, j'écrirai des quadrilles;
c'est un bon métier, qui fort heureusement n'a rien de commun avec la musique."

With that the article ends : it was signed "Werner," but a note to the Index of the Gaz. Mus.
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corrects the error.—Tr.
Note 4 on page 7

Proof positive that at least this portion of the article was contained in the original M. S. for
the Gazette Musicale, as it was only two months previously (Jan. 28, 1841) that Berlioz had
written in that journal: "Si j'étais riche, bien riche, riche comme ces malheureux du siécle qui
donnent cinq cents francs a un chanteur pour une cavatine de cinq sous, . . . je partirais pour la
Troade . . . j'en ferais a peu pres une solitude . . . je batirais un temple sonore au pied de mont
Ida, deux statues en décoreraient seules l'intérieur, et un soir, au soleil couchant, aprés avoir lu
Homeére et parcouru les lieux qu'immortalisa son génie, je me ferais réciter par le roi des
orchestres l'autre po€me du roi des musiciens, la symphonie héroique de Beethoven." Is it too
much to fancy that this passage of Berlioz may have sown in Wagner's mind the first seed of
the "Bayreuth idea," which came to its earliest recorded expression just ten years later, and
twenty-one years after that, again, was celebrated by the crowning of a certain
foundation-stone ceremony with the performance of Beethoven's Ninth Symphony?—Tr.
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[70]

A Happy Evening

IT was a fine Spring evening; the heat of Summer had already sent its messengers before,
delicious breaths that thronged the air like sighs of love and fired our senses. We had
followed the stream of people pouring toward a public garden; here an excellent orchestra was
to give the first of its annual series of summer-evening concerts. It was a red-letter day. My
friend R . . ., not dead in Paris yet, (1) was in the seventh heaven; even before the concert
began, he was drunk with music: he said it was the inner harmonies that always sang and rang
within him when he felt the happiness of a beautiful Spring evening.

We arrived, and took our usual places at a table beneath a great oak-tree; for careful
comparison had taught us, not only that this spot was farthest from the buzzing crowd, but
that here one heard the music best and most distinctly. We had always pitied the poor
creatures who were compelled, or actually preferred to stay in the immediate vicinity of the
orchestra, whether in or out of doors; we could never understand how they found any pleasure
in seeing music, instead of hearing it; and yet we could account no otherwise for their rapt
attention to the various movements of the band, their enthusiastic interest in the
kettle-drummer when, after an anxious counting of his bars of rest, he came in at last with a
rousing thwack. We were agreed that nothing is more prosaic and upsetting, than the hideous
aspect of the swollen cheeks and puckered features of the wind-players, the unaesthetic
grabbings of the double-bass and violoncelli, ay, even the wearisome sawing of the
violin-bows, when it is a question of listening to the [71] performance of fine instrumental
music. For this reason we had taken our seats where we could hear the lightest nuance of the
orchestra, without being pained by its appearance.

The concert began: grand things were played; among others, Mozart's Symphony in E flat,
and Beethoven's in A.

The concert was over. Dumb, but delighted and smiling, my friend sat facing me with
folded arms. The crowd departed, group by group, with pleasant chatter; here and there a few
tables still were occupied. The evening's genial warmth began to yield to the colder breath of
night.

"Let's have some punch!" cried R . . ., suddenly changing his attitude to look for a waiter.

Moods like that in which we found ourselves, are too precious not to be maintained as long
as possible. I knew how comforting the punch would be, and eagerly chimed in with my
friend's proposition. A decent-sized bowl soon steamed on our table, and we emptied our first

glasses.
"How did you like the performance of the symphonies?" I asked.
"Eh? Performance!" exclaimed R . . . . "There are moods in which, however critical at

other times, the worst execution of one of my favourite works would transport me. These
moods, 'tis true, are rare, and only exercise their sweet dominion over me when my whole
inner being stands in blissful harmony with my bodily health. Then it needs but the faintest
intimation, to sound in me at once the whole piece that answers to my full conception; and in
so ideal a completeness, as the best orchestra in the world can never bring it to my outward
sense. In such moods my else so scrupulous musical ear is complaisant enough to allow even
the quack of an oboe to cause me but a momentary twinge; with an indulgent smile I let the
false note of a trumpet graze my ear, without being torn from the blessed feeling that cheats
me into the belief that I am hearing the most consummate execution of my favourite work. In
such [72] a mood nothing irritates me more, than to see a well-combed dandy airing high-bred
indignation at one of those musical slips that wound his pampered ear, when I know that
to-morrow he will be applauding the most excruciating scale with which a popular prima
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donna does violence to nerves alike and soul. Music merely ambles past the ear of these
super-subtle fools; nay, often merely past their eye: for I remember noticing people who never
stirred a muscle when a brass instrument really went wrong, but stopped their ears the instant
they saw the wretched bandsman shake his head in shame and confusion."

"What?"—I interposed—"Must | hear you girding at people of delicate ear? How often
have I seen you raging like a madman at the faulty intonation of a singer?"

"My friend," cried R . . ., "I simply was speaking of now, of to-night. God knows how
often I have been nearly driven mad by the mistakes of a famous violinist; how often have I
cursed the first of prima-donnas when she thought her tone so pure in vocalising somewhere
between mi fa sol; eh! how often I have been unable to find the smallest consonance among
the instruments of the very best-tuned orchestra. But look you! that is on the countless days
when my good spirit has departed from me, when I put on my Sunday coat and squeeze
between the perfumed dames and frizzled sirs to woo back happiness into my soul through
these ears of mine. O you should feel the pains with which I then weigh every note and
measure each vibration! When my heart is dumb I'm as subtle as any of the prigs who vexed
me to-day, and there are hours when a Beethoven Sonata with violin or 'cello will put me to
flight.—Blessed be the god who made the Spring and Music: to-night I'm happy, I can tell
you." With that he filled our glasses again, and we drained them to the dregs.

"Need I declare,"—I began in turn,—"that I feel as happy as yourself? Who would not be,
after listening in peace and comfort to the performance of two works which seem created by
the very god of high asthetic joy? [73] I thought the conjunction of the Mozartian and the
Beethovenian Symphony a most apt idea; I seemed to find a marked relationship between the
two compositions; in both the clear human consciousness of an existence meant for rejoicing,
is beautifully transfigured by the presage of a higher world beyond. The only distinction I
would make, is that in Mozart's music the language of the heart is shaped to graceful longing,
whereas in Beethoven's conception this longing reaches out a bolder hand to seize the Infinite.
In Mozart's symphony the fulness of Feeling predominates, in Beethoven's the manly
consciousness of Strength."

"It does me good to hear such views expressed about the character and meaning of such
sublime instrumental works," replied my friend. "Not that I believe you have anything like
exhausted their nature with your brief description; but to get to the bottom of that, to say
nothing of defining it, lies just as little within the power of human speech as it resides in the
nature of Music to express in clear and definite terms what belongs to no organ save the
Poet's. 'Tis a great misfortune that so many people take the useless trouble to confound the
musical with the poetic tongue, and endeavour to make good or replace by the one what in
their narrow minds remains imperfect in the other. It is a truth for ever, that where the speech
of man stops short there Music's reign begins. Nothing is more intolerable, than the mawkish
scenes and anecdotes they foist upon those instrumental works. What poverty of mind and
feeling it betrays, when the listener to a performance of one of Beethoven's symphonies has to
keep his interest awake by imagining that the torrent of musical sounds is meant to reproduce
the plot of some romance! These gentry then presume to grumble at the lofty master, when an
unexpected stroke disturbs the even tenour of their little tale; they tax the composer with
unclearness and inconsequence, and deplore his lack of continuity!—The idiots!"

[74]

"Never mind!" said I. "Let each man trump up scenes and fancies according to the strength
of his imagination; by their aid he perhaps acquires a taste for these great musical revelations,
which many would be quite unable to enjoy for themselves. At least you must admit that the
number of Beethoven's admirers has gained a large accession this way, eh! that it is to be
hoped the great musician's works will thereby reach a popularity they could never have
attained if left to none but an ideal understanding."

91



A Happy Evening

"Preserve us Heaven!" R . . . exclaimed.—"Even for these sublimest sanctities of Art you
ask that banal Popularity, the curse of every grand and noble thing? For them you would also
claim the honour of their inspiring rhythms—their only temporal manifestation—being
danced-to in a village-tavern?"

"You exaggerate," I calmly answered: "I do not claim for Beethovenas symphonies the
vogue of street and tavern. But would you not count it a merit the more, were they in a
position to give a gladder pulse to the blood in the cribbed and cabined heart of the ordinary
man of the world ?,"

"They shall have no merit, these Symphonies!"—my friend replied, in a huff "They exist
for themselves and their own sake, not to flip the circulation of a philistine's blood. Who can,
for his eternal welfare let him earn the merit of understanding those revelations; on them there
rests no obligation to force themselves upon the understanding of cold hearts."

I filled up, and exclaimed with a laugh: "You're the same old phantast, who declines to
understand me on the very point where we both are certainly agreed at bottom! So let's drop
the Popularity question. But give me the pleasure of learning your own sensations when you
heard the two symphonies to-night."

Like a passing cloud, the shade of irritation cleared from my friend's lowered brow. He
watched the steam ascending from our punch, and smiled. "My sensations?—I felt [75] the
soft warmth of a lovely Spring evening, and imagined I was sitting with you beneath a great
oak and looking up between its branches to the star-strewn heavens. I felt a thousand things
besides, but them I cannot tell you (2): there you have all."

"Not bad!" I remarked.—"Perhaps one of our neighbours imagined he was smoking a
cigar, drinking coffee, and making eyes at a young lady in a blue dress."

"Without a doubt," R . . . pursued the sarcasm, "and the drummer apparently thought he
was beating his ill-behaved children, for not having brought him his supper from
town.—Capital! At the gate [ saw a peasant listening in wonder and delight to the Symphony
in A:—I would wager my head he understood it best of all, for you will have read in one of
our musical journals a short while ago that Beethoven had nothing else in mind, when he
composed this symphony, than to describe a peasant's wedding. The honest rustic will thus at
once have called his wedding-day to memory, and revived its every incident: the guests'
arrival and the feast, the march to church and blessing, the dance and finally the crowning joy,
what bride and bridegroom shared alone."

"A good idea!" I cried, when I had finished laughing.—"But for heaven's sake tell me why
you would prevent this symphony from affording the good peasant a happy hour of his own
kind? Did he not feel, proportionately, the same delight as yourself when you sat beneath the
oak and watched the stars of heaven through its branches?"

"There I am with you,"—my friend complacently replied,—"I would gladly let the worthy
yokel recall his wedding-day when listening to the Symphony in A. But the civilised
townsfolk who write in musical journals, I should like to tear the hair from their stupid heads
when they foist such fudge on honest people, and rob them of all the ingenuousness [76] with
which they would otherwise have settled down to hear Beethoven's symphony.—Instead of
abandoning themselves to their natural sensations, the poor deluded people of full heart but
feeble brain feel obliged to look out for a peasant's wedding, a thing they probably have never
attended, and in lieu of which they would have been far more disposed to imagine something
quite within the circle of their own experience."

"So you agree with me," I said, "that the nature of those creations does not forbid their
being variously interpreted, according to the individual ? On the contrary," was the answer, "I
consider a stereotype interpretation altogether inadmissible. Definitely as the musical fabric of
a Beethovenian Symphony stands rounded and complete in all artistic proportions, perfect and
indivisible as it appears to the higher sense,—just as impossible is it to reduce its effects on
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the human heart to one authoritative type. This is more or less the case with the creations of
every other art: how differently will one and the same picture or drama affect two different
human beings, nay, the heart of one and the same individual at different times! Yet how much
more definitely and sharply the painter or poet is bound to draw his figures, than the
instrumental composer, who, unlike them, is not compelled to model his shapes by the
features of the daily world, but has a boundless realm at his disposal in the kingdom of the
supramundane, and to whose hand is given the most spiritual of substances in that of Tone! It
would be to drag the musician from this high estate, if one tried to make him fit his inspiration
to the semblance of that daily world; and still more would that instrumental composer disown
his mission, or expose his weakness, who should aim at carrying the cramped proportions of
purely worldly things into the province of his art."

"So you reject all tone-painting," I asked?

"Everywhere," answered R . . ., "save where it either is employed in jest, or reproduces
purely musical phenomena. In the province of Jest all things are allowed, [77] for its nature is
a certain purposed angularity, and to laugh and let laugh is a capital thing. But where
tone-painting quits this region, it becomes absurd. The inspirations and incitements to an
instrumental composition must be of such a kind, that they can arise in the soul of none save a
musician."

"You have just said something you will have a difficulty in proving," I objected. "At
bottom, I am of your opinion; only I doubt if it is quite compatible with our unqualified
admiration for the works of our great masters. Don't you think that this maxim of yours flatly
contradicts a part of Beethoven's revelations?"

"Not in the slightest: on the contrary, I hope to found my proof on Beethoven."

"Before we descend to details," I continued, "don't you feel that Mozart's conception of
instrumental music far better corresponds with your assertion, than that of Beethoven?"

"Not that I am aware," replied my friend. "Beethoven immensely enlarged the form of
Symphony when he discarded the proportions of the older musical 'period,’ which had
attained their utmost beauty in Mozart, and followed his impatient genius with bolder but ever
more conclusive freedom to regions reachable by him alone; as he also knew to give these
soaring flights a philosophical coherence, it is undeniable that upon the basis of the Mozartian
Symphony he reared a wholly new artistic genre, which he at like time perfected in every
point. But Beethoven would have been unable to achieve all this, had Mozart not previously
addressed his conquering genius to the Symphony too; had his animating, idealising breath
not breathed a spiritual warmth into the soulless forms and diagrams accepted until then.
From here departed Beethoven, and the artist who had taken Mozart's divinely pure soul into
himself could never descend from that high altitude which is true Music's sole domain."

"By all means,"—I resumed. "You will hardly deny, [78] however, that Mozart's music
flowed from none but a musical source, that his inspiration started from an indefinite inner
feeling, which, even had he had a poet's faculty, could never have been conveyed in words,
but always and exclusively in tones. I am speaking of those inspirations which arise in the
musician simultaneously with his melodies, with his tone-figures. Mozart's music bears the
characteristic stamp of this instantaneous birth, and it is impossible to suppose that he would
ever have drafted the plan of a symphony, for instance, whereof he had not all the themes, and
in fact the entire structure as we know it, already in his head. On the other hand, I cannot help
thinking that Beethoven first planned the order of a symphony according to a certain
philosophical idea, before he left it to his phantasy to invent the musical themes."

"And how do you propose proving that?"—my friend ejaculated. "By this evening's
Symphony perhaps?"

"With that T might find it harder," I answered,—"but is it not enough to simply name the
Heroic Symphony, in support of my contention? You know, of course, that this symphony
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was originally meant to bear the title: 'Bonaparte.' Can you deny, then, that Beethoven was
inspired and prompted to the plan of this giant work by an idea outside the realm of Music?"

"Delighted at your naming that symphony!" R. . . . quickly put in. "You surely don't mean
to say that the idea of a heroic force in mighty struggle for the highest, is outside the realm of
Music? Or do you find that Beethoven has translated his enthusiasm for the young god of
victory into such petty details as to make you think he meant this symphony for a musical
bulletin of the first Italian campaign?"

"Where are you off to?"—I interposed: "Have I said anything like it?"

"It's at the back of your contention," my friend went passionately on.—"If we are to
assume that Beethoven sat down to write a composition in honour of Bonaparte, [79] we must
also conclude that he would have been unable to turn out anything but one of those
'occasional' pieces which bear the stamp of still-born, one and all. (3) But the Sinfonia eroica
is all the breadth of heaven from justifying such a view! No: had the master set himself a task
like that, he would have fulfilled it most unsatisfactorily:—tell me, where, in what part of this
composition do you find one colourable hint that the composer had his eye on a specific event
in the heroic career of the young commander? What means the Funeral March, the Scherzo
with the hunting-horns, the Finale with the soft emotional Andante woven in? Where is the
bridge of Lodi, where the battle of Arcole, where the victory under the Pyramids, where the
18th Brumaire? Are these not incidents which no composer of our day would have let escape
him, if he wanted to write a biographic Symphony on Bonaparte?—Here, however, the case
was otherwise; and permit me to tell you my own idea of the gestation of this
symphony.—When a musician feels prompted to sketch the smallest composition, he owes it
simply to the stimulus of a feeling that usurps his whole being at the hour of conception. This
mood may be brought about by an outward experience, or have risen from a secret inner
spring; whether it shews itself as melancholy, joy, desire, contentment, love or hatred, in the
musician it will always take a musical shape, and voice itself in tones or ever it is cast in
notes. But grand, passionate and lasting emotions, dominating all our feelings and ideas for
months and often half a year, these drive the musician to those vaster, more intense
conceptions to which we owe, among others, the origin of a Sinfonia eroica. These greater
moods, as deep suffering of soul or potent exaltation, may date from outer causes, for we all
are men and our fate is ruled by outward circumstances; but when they force the musician to
production, these greater moods have already turned to music [80] in him, so that at the
moment of creative inspiration, it is no longer the outer event that governs the composer, but
the musical sensation which it has begotten in him. Now, what phenomenon were worthier to
rouse and keep alive the sympathy, the inspiration of a genius so full of fire as Beethoven's,
than that of the youthful demigod who razed a world to mould a new one from its ruins?
Imagine the musician's hero-spirit following from deed to deed, from victory to victory, the
man who ravished friend and foe to equal wonder! And the republican Beethoven, to boot,
who looked to that hero for the realising of his ideal dreams of universal human good! How
his blood must have surged, his heart glowed hot, when that glorious name rang back to him
wherever he turned to commune with his Muse!—His strength must have felt incited to a like
unwonted sweep, his will-of-victory spurred on to a kindred deed of untold grandeur. He was
no General,—he was Musician; and in his domain he saw the sphere where he could bring to
pass the selfsame thing as Bonaparte in the plains of Italy. His musical force at highest strain
bade him conceive a work the like of which had ne'er before been dreamt of; he brought forth
his Sinfonia eroica, and knowing well to whom he owed the impulse to this giant-work, he
wrote upon its title-page the name of "Bonaparte." And in fact is not this symphony as grand
an evidence of man's creative power, as Bonaparte's glorious victory? Yet I ask you if a single
trait in its development has an immediate outer connection with the fate of the hero, who at
that time had not even reached the zenith of his destined fame? I am happy enough to admire
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in it nothing but a gigantic monument of Art, to fortify myself by the strength and joyous
exaltation which swell my breast on hearing it; and leave to learned other folk to spell out the
fights of Rivoli and Marengo from its score's mysterious hieroglyphs!"

The night air had grown still colder; during this speech a passing waiter had taken my hint
to remove the punch and warm it up again; he now came back, and once more [81] the
grateful beverage was steaming high before our eyes. I filled up, and reached my hand to R . .

"We are at one," I said, "as ever, when it touches the innermost questions of art. However
feeble our forces, we shouldn't deserve the name of musicians, could we fall into such blatant
errors about the nature of our art as you have just denounced. What Music expresses is
eternal, infinite, and ideal; she expresses not the passion, love, desire, of this or that individual
in this or that condition, but Passion, Love, Desire itself, and in such infinitely varied phases
as lie in her unique possession and are foreign and unknown to any other tongue. Of her let
each man taste according to his strength, his faculty and mood, what taste and feel he can"—

"And to-night,"—my friend broke in, in full enthusiasm,—"'tis joy I taste, the happiness,
the presage of a higher destiny, won from the wondrous revelations in which Mozart and
Beethoven have spoken to us on this glorious Spring evening. So here's to Happiness, to Joy!
Here's to Courage, that enheartens us in fight with our fate! Here's to Victory, gained by our
higher sense over the worthlessness of the vulgar! To Love, which crowns our courage; to
friendship, that keeps firm our Faith! To Hope, which weds itself to our foreboding! To the
day, to the night! A cheer for the sun, a cheer for the stars! And three cheers for Music and
her high priests! Forever be God adored and worshipped, the god of Joy and Happiness,—the
god who created Music! Amen.—

Arm-in-arm we took our journey home; we pressed each other's hand, and not a word more
did we say.
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Notes

Note 1 on page 5

"Not dead in Paris yet" did not appear in the French. The tale was originally styled "Une
soirée heureuse: Fantaisie sur la musique pittoresque," and published in the Gazette Musicale
of Oct. 24 and Nov. 7, 1841.—Tr.

Note 2 on page 7

Cf. "Wo ich erwacht, weilt' ich nicht; doch wo ich weilte, das kann ich dir nicht sagen. . . .
Ich war—wo ich von je gewesen, wohin auf je ich gehe: im weiten Reich der Welten Nacht."
Tristan, act iii.—Tr.

Note 3 on page 9

In the Gazette there was a footnote here: "Il y a huit ans, a 1'époque ou cette conversation
eut lieu, mon ami R... ne pouvait connaitre la symphonie de Berlioz pour la translation des
victimes de Juillet."—Tr.
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[142]
Preface

The account of this remarkable occurrence in the highest Paris world of music our friend
despatched to Robert Schumann, who at that time was editor of the "Neue Zeitschrift fiir
Musik" and headed the skit—signed with an inexplicable pseudonym—with the following
motto:

"Das ist am allermeisten unerquickend,

Dass sich so breit darf machen das Unéchte,
Das Achte selbst mit falscher Scheu umstrickend."

("Of all our evils 'tis the sorriest token
How wide the spurious has spread its rule,
That e'en the genuine with false shame is spoken.")

RUCKERT.
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[143]
Rossini's Stabat Mater

WHILE waiting for other musical treats in preparation for the glorious Paris public; while
waiting for Halévy's "Maltese Knight," the "Water-carrier" of Cherubini, and finally, in the
dimmest background, the "Nonne Sanglante™ of Berlioz,—nothing so excites and captivates
the interest of this fevered world of dilettanti, as—Rossini's piety. (1) Rossini is pious,—all
the world is pious, and the Parisian salons have been turned into praying-cells.—It is
extraordinary! So long as this man lives, he'll always be the mode. Makes he the Mode, or
makes it him? 'Tis a ticklish problem. True, that this piety took root a long time since,
especially in high society;—what time this ardour has been catered-for in Berlin by
philosophic Pietism; what time the whole of Germany lays bare its heart to' the musical
gospel according to Felix Mendelssohn,—the Paris world of quality has no idea of being left
behind. For some while past they have been getting their first quadrille-composers to write
quite exquisite Ave Marias or Salve Reginas; and themselves, the duchesses and countesses,
have made it their duty to study the two, or three parts of them, and edify therewith their
thronging guests, groaning for very reverence and overcrowding. This glowing stress of piety
had long burnt through the charming corsets of these lion-hearted duchesses and countesses,
and threatened to singe the costly tulles and [144] laces which theretofore had heaved so
blamelessly and unimpassioned on their modest chests—when at last, at a most appropriate
opportunity, it kindled into vivid flame. That opportunity was none other than the in
memoriam service for the Emperor Napoleon, in the chapel of the Invalides. All the world
knows that for these obsequies the most entrancing singers of the Italian and French Operas
felt themselves impelled to render Mozart's Requiem, and all the world may see that that was
no small matter. Above all, however, the high world of Paris was quite carried away by this
flash of insight: it is wont to melt, without conditions, in presence of Rubini's and Persiani's
singing; to close its fan with nerveless hand, to sink back upon its satin mantle, to close its
eyes, and lisp: "c'est ravissant!" Further is it wont, when recovering from the exhaustion of its
transports, to breathe out the yearning question: "By whom, this composition?" For this it
really is quite requisite to know, if in one's stress to imitate those singers one means to send
one's gold-laced chasseur next morning to the music-sellers, to fetch one home that heavenly
aria or that divine duet. By strict observance of this custom the high Parisian world had come
to learn that it was Rossini, Bellini, Donizetti, who had provided those intoxicating singers
with the wherewithal to melt it; it recognised the merit of these masters, and it loved them.

So the destiny of France would have it that, to hear the adored Rubini and the bewitching
Persiani, instead of in the Théatre des Italiens one must assemble beneath the dome of the
Invalides. In view of all the circumstances, the Ministry of Public Affairs had formed the wise
resolve that this time, in lieu of Rossini's Cenerentola, Mozart's Requiem should be sung; and
thus it came to pass, quite of itself, that our dilettantist duchesses and countesses were given
something very different to hear, for once, from what they were accustomed-to at the Italian
Opera. With the most touching lack of prejudice, however, they accommodated themselves to
everything: they heard Rubini and Persiani,—they [145] melted away; instead of their fans,
they dropped their muffs; they leant back on their costly furs (for it was mortal cold in church
on December 15, 1840)—and, just as at the Opera, they lisped: "c'est ravissant!" Next day
one sends for Mozart's Requiem, and turns its first few pages over: it has plenty of colorature!
One tries them,—but: "Good Heavens! It tastes like physic! They're fugues!" "Powers above!
where have we got to?" "How is it possible? This can't be the right thing!", "And
yet!"—What's to be done?—One tortures oneself,—one tries,—it won't go at all!—But there's
no help for it; sacred music must be sung! Did not Rubini and Persiani sing sacred
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music?—Then kindly music-dealers, beholding the anguish of these pious ladies' hearts, rush
in to the rescue: "Here you have brand-new Latin pieces by Clapisson, by Thomas, by
Monpou, by Musard, &c., &c. All cut and dried for you! Made expressly for you! Here an
Ave; there a Salve!"

Ah! how happy they were, the pious Paris duchesses, the fervent countesses! They all sing
Latin: two soprani in thirds, with occasionally the purest fifths in all the world,—a tenor col
basso! Their souls are calmed; no one now need be afraid of purgatory!—

Yet,—quadrilles of Musard's, or Clapisson's, one only dances once,—their Ave! and
Salve!, with any good grace, one can sing but twice at most; that, however, is too little for the
fervour of our high-class world; it asks for edifying songs which one may sing at least fifty
times over, just like the lovely operatic arias and duets of Rossini, Bellini and Donizetti.
Someone had read indeed, in a theatrical report from Leipzig, that Donizetti's Favorite was
full of old-Italian church-style; however, the fact that this opera's church-pieces were
composed to a French, and not to a Latin text, obstructed our high world from giving vent to
its religious stress by singing them; and it still remained to find the man whose church-songs
one might sing with orthodox belief.

About this time it happened that Rossini had let nothing [146] be heard of him for ten long
years: he sat in Bologna, ate pastry, and made wills. Among the pleadings in the recent action
between Messieurs Schlesinger (2) and Troupenas, an inspired advocate declared that during
those ten years the musical world had "moaned" beneath the silence of the giant master; and
we may assume that, on this occasion, the Parisian high world even "groaned." Nevertheless
there circulated dismal rumours about the extraordinary mood the maéstro was in; at one
moment we heard that his hypogastrium was much incommoded, at another—his beloved
father had died [April 29, 1839];—one said that he meant to turn fishmonger; another, that he
refused to hear his operas any more. But the truth of it seems to have been, he felt penitent
and meant to write church-music; for this one relied on an old, a well-known proverb, and the
fact is that Rossini evinced an invincible longing to make this proverb's second half come
true, since he positively had no more need to verify its first. The earliest stimulus to carry out
his expiation seems to have come to him in Spain: in Spain, where Don Juan found the
amplest, choicest opportunities of sin, Rossini is said to have found the spur to penance.

It was on a journey which he was making with his good friend the Paris banker, Herr
Aguado;—they were sitting at ease in a well-appointed chariot, and admiring the beauties of
Nature,—Herr Aguado was nibbling chocolate, Rossini was munching pastry. Then it
suddenly occurred to Herr Aguado that he really had robbed his compatriots more than was
proper, and, smitten with remorse, he drew the chocolate from his mouth;—not to be behind
such a beautiful example, Rossini gave his teeth a rest, and confessed that all through life he
had devoted too much time to pastry. Both agreed that it would well beseem their present
mood to stop their chariot at the nearest cloister, and go through some fit act of penance: no
sooner said than done. The Prior of the nearest monastery received the travellers like a friend:
he kept a capital [147] cellar, excellent Lacrymea Christi and other good sorts, which quite
uncommonly consoled the contrite sinners. Nevertheless it struck Messrs Aguado and
Rossini, as they were in the right humour, that they really had meant to undergo a penance:
Herr Aguado seized his pocket-book in haste, drew out a few telling banknotes, and dedicated
them to the sagacious Prior. Behind this fine example of his friend's, again, Rossini felt he
must not linger,—he produced a solid quire of music-paper, and what he wrote on it
post-haste was nothing less than a whole Stabat mater with grand orchestra; that Stabat he
presented to the estimable Prior. The latter gave them absolution, and they both got back into
their chariot. But the worthy Prior soon was raised to lofty rank, and translated to Madrid;
where he lost no time in having the Stabat of his confessional child performed, and dying at
the earliest opportunity. Among a thousand memorable relics, his executors found the score of
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that contrite Stabat mater; they sold it, at not at all a bad figure, for good of the poor—and
thus, from hand to 'hand, this much-prized composition became at last the property of a Paris
music-publisher.

Now this music-publisher, deeply moved by its countless beauties, and no less touched on
the other side by the growing pain of unallayed religious fervour among the high Parisian
dilettanti, resolved to make his treasure public. With stealthy haste he was having the plates
engraved when up there sprang another publisher, who with astounding cruelty clapped an
injunction on his busy, hidden offering. That other publisher, a stiff-necked man by the name
of Troupenas, maintained he had far better claims to the copyright of that Stabat mater, for
his friend Rossini had pledged it to him against a huge consignment of pastry. He further
averred that the work had been in his possession quite a number of years, and his only reason
for not publishing it had been Rossini's wish to first provide it with a fugue or two, and a
counterpoint in the seventh; these, however, were still a hard task for the [148] master, as he
had not quite completed his many years' study with that end in view; nevertheless, the master
of late had gained so profound an insight into double counterpoint that his Stabat no longer
pleased him in its present shape, and he had decided under no conditions to lay it
thus—without fugues and such-like—before the world. (3) Unfortunately Herr Troupenas'
letters of authorisation date merely from quite recent times; so that it would be difficult for
this publisher to prove his prior rights, did he not believe he had one crushing argument,
namely that so long ago as the obsequies of the Emperor Napoleon on December 15th, 1840,
he had proposed this Stabat for performance in the chapel of the Invalides.

A shriek of horror and indignation rose from every salon of high Paris, when this latter
statement was made known. "What!" cried everyone: "A composition of Rossini's was in
existence,—it was offered you, and you Minister of Public Affairs, you rejected it? You
dared, instead, to foist on us that hopeless Requiem by Mozart?"—In effect, the Ministry
trembled; all the more, as its uncommon popularity had made it most obnoxious to the upper
classes. It feared dismissal, an indictment for high treason, and therefore held it opportune to
spread a secret rumour that Rossini's Stabat mater wouldn't at all have done for the Emperor's
obsequies as its text was concerned with quite other things than were meet for Napoleon's
shade to hear, and so forth.—That this was merely a herring drawn across the scent, one
thought one saw at once; for one could justly reply that not a creature understood this Latin
text, and finally—what mattered the text at all, if Rossini's [149] heavenly melodies were to
be sung by the most ravishing singers in the world?—

But the strife of parties round this fateful Stabat mater rages all the fiercer, since there is a
further point involved in those awaited fugues. At last, then, is this mysterious class of
composition about to be made presentable for salons of the higher dilettanti! At last, then,
shall they learn the secret of that silly stuff which so racked their brains in Mozart's Requiem!
At last will they be able, too, to boast of singing fugues; and these fugues will be oh! so
charming and adorable, so delicate, so aérial! And these counterpointlets—they'll make
everything else quite foolish,—they'll look like Brussels lace, and smell like
patchouli'—What?—And without these fugues, without these counterpointlets, we were to
have had the Stabat? How shameful! No, we'll wait till Herr Troupenas receives the
fugues.—Heavens!—but there arrives a Stabat, straight from Germany! Finished, bound in a
yellow cover There, too, are publishers who maintain they have sent baked goods to Rossini,
at heavy prices! Is the bewilderment to have no end? Spain, France, Germany, all fall to
blows around this Stabat:—Action! Fight! Tumult! Revolution! Horror!—

Then Herr Schlesinger decides to shed a friendly ray upon the night of trouble: he
publishes a Waltz by Rossini. All smooth the wrinkles from their brow,—eyes beam with
joy,—lips smile: ala! what lovely waltzes!—But Destiny descends:—Herr Troupenas
impounds the friendly ray! That dreadful word: Copyright—growls through the scarce laid
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breezes. Action! Action! Once more, Action! And money is fetched out, to pay the best of
lawyers, to get documents produced, to enter caveats.— — —O ye foolish people, have ye
lost your hiking for your gold? I know somebody who for five francs will make you five
waltzes, each of them better than that misery of the wealthy master's!

Paris, 15th December, 1841.
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Notes

Note 1 on page 7

This article (to which a little editorial note was added, "From a new correspondent")
formed the 'leader' in the N.Z.f.M. of December 28, 1841, and was signed "H. Valentino." The
quotation from Friedrich Riickert (a celebrated German poet, 1788-1866) appears to have
been Schumann's own selection, for it was assigned the usual place of honour beneath the
journal's superscription. The text in the Ges. Schr. is absolutely identical with that in the
N.Z—Tr.

Note 2 on page 8
Publisher of the Gazette Musicale.—Tr.
Note 3 on page 9

According to Grove's Dictionary of Music, it was at the request of Aguado that Rossini
composed six numbers of his Stabat Mater in 1832 for the Spanish Minister, Sefior Valera,
the work being then completed with four numbers by Tadolini. In 1839 the heirs of Valera
sold the MS. for 2,000 fr. to a Paris publisher, at which Rossini was most indignant and
instructed Troupenas to stop the publication and performance. He then wrote the remaining
four numbers, and sold the whole to Troupenas for 6,000 fr. The first six numbers were
produced at the Salle Herz in Paris on Oct. 31, 1841; the complete work was first performed
at the Salle Ventadour, Jan. 7, 1842, by Grisi, Albertazzi, Mario and Tamburini.—Tr.

Richard Wagner's Prose Works 11
103



Autobiographic Sketch

Edition 0.9

104



Autobiographic Sketch

2]
Translator's Note

This sketch of his life, down to the year 1842, was drawn up by Wagner, at the request of
his friend Heinrich Laube, for publication (1843) in a Journal edited by the latter, and called
the "Zeitung fir die Elegante Welt." The editor then prefaced it by the following remark:—

"The storm and stress of Paris have rapidly developed the Musician into a Writer. 1
should only spoil the life-sketch, did I attempt to alter a word of it."
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3]
Autobiographic Sketch

My name is Wilhelm Richard Wagner, and I was born at Leipzig on May the 22nd, 1813.
My father was a police-actuary, and died six months after I was born. My step-father, Ludwig
Geyer, was a comedian and painter; he was also the author of a few stage plays, of which one,
"Der Bethlehemitische Kindermord" (The Slaughter of the Innocents), had a certain success.
My whole family migrated with him to Dresden. He wished me to become a painter, but I
showed a very poor talent for drawing.

My step-father also died ere long,—I was only seven years old. Shortly before his death I
had learnt to play "Ub' immer Treu und Redlichkeit" and the then newly published
"Jungfernkranz" upon the pianoforte; the day before his death, I was bid to play him both
these pieces in the adjoining room; I heard him then, with feeble voice, say to my mother:
"Has he perchance a talent for music?" On the early morrow, as he lay dead, my mother came
into the children's sleeping-room, and said to each of us some loving word. To me she said:
"He hoped to make something of thee." I remember, too, that for a long time I imagined that
something indeed would come of me.

In my ninth year I went to the Dresden Kreuzschule: T wished to study, and music was not
thought of. Two of my sisters learnt to play the piano passably; I listened to them, but had no
piano lessons myself. Nothing pleased me so much as Der Freischiitz; I often saw Weber pass
before our house, as he came from rehearsals; I always watched him with a reverent awe. A
tutor who explained to me [4] Cornelius Nepos, was at last engaged to give me pianoforte
instructions; hardly had I got past the earliest finger-exercises, when I furtively practised, at
first by ear, the Overture to Der Freischiitz; my teacher heard this once, and said nothing
would come of me.—He was right; in my whole life I have never learnt to play the piano
properly.—Thenceforward I only played for my own amusement, nothing but overtures, and
with the most fearful 'fingering.' It was impossible for me to play a passage clearly, and I
therefore conceived a just dread of all scales and runs. Of Mozart, I only cared for the Magic
Flute; Don Juan was distasteful to me, on account of the Italian text beneath it: it seemed to
me such rubbish.

But this music-strumming was quite a secondary matter: Greek, Latin, Mythology, and
Ancient History were my principal studies. I wrote verses too. Once there died one of my
schoolfellows, and our teacher set us the task of writing a poem upon his death; the best lines
were then to be printed :—my own were printed, but only after I had cleared them of a heap
of bombast. I was then eleven years old. I promptly determined to become a poet; and
sketched out tragedies on the model of the Greeks, urged by my acquaintance with Apel's
works: Polyidos, Die Atolier, &c., &c. Moreover, I passed in my school for a good head "in
litteris;" even in the 'Third form' I had translated the first twelve books of the Odyssey. For a
while I learnt English also, merely so as to gain an accurate knowledge of Shakespeare; and I
made a metrical translation of Romeo's monologue. Though I soon left English on one side,
yet Shakespeare remained my exemplar, and I projected a great tragedy which was almost
nothing but a medley of Hamlet and King Lear. The plan was gigantic in the extreme; two-
and-forty human beings died in the course of this piece, and I saw myself compelled, in its
working-out, to call the greater number back as ghosts, since otherwise I should have been
short of characters for my last Acts. This play occupied my leisure for two whole years.

(5]
Meanwhile, I left Dresden and its Kreuzschule, and went to Leipzig. In the Nikolaischule
of that city I was relegated to the 'Third form,' after having already attained to the 'Second' in
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Dresden. This circumstance embittered me so much, that thenceforward I lost all liking for
philological study. I became lazy and slovenly, and my grand tragedy was the only thing left
me to care about. Whilst I was finishing this I made my first acquaintance with Beethoven's
music, in the Leipzig Gewandhaus concerts; its impression upon me was overpowering. I also
became intimate with Mozart's works, chiefly through his Requiem. Beethoven's music to
Egmont so much inspired me, that I determined—for all the world—not to allow my now
completed tragedy to leave the stocks until provided with suchlike music. Without the
slightest diffidence, I believed that I could myself write this needful music, but thought it
better to first clear up a few of the general principles of thorough-bass. To get through this as
swiftly as possible, I borrowed for a week Logier's "Method of Thorough-bass," and studied it
in hot haste. But this study did not bear such rapid fruit as I had expected: its difficulties both
provoked and fascinated me; I resolved to become a musician.

During this time my great tragedy was unearthed by my family: they were much disturbed
thereat, for it was clear as day that I had woefully neglected my school lessons in favour of it,
and I was forthwith admonished to continue them more diligently. Under such circumstances,
I breathed no word of my secret discovery of a calling for music; but, notwithstanding, I
composed in silence a Sonata, a Quartet, and an Aria. When I felt myself sufficiently matured
in my private musical studies, I ventured forth at last with their announcement. Naturally, I
now had many a hard battle to wage, for my relations could only consider my penchant for
music as a fleeting passion—all the more as it was unsupported by any proofs of preliminary
study, and especially by any already won dexterity in handling a musical instrument.

[6]

I was then in my sixteenth year, and, chiefly from a perusal of E. A. Hoffmann's works, on
fire with the maddest mysticism: I had visions by day in semi-slumber, in which the
'Keynote,' 'Third,' and 'Dominant' seemed to take on living form and reveal to me their mighty
meaning: the notes that I wrote down were stark with folly.—At last a capable musician was
engaged to instruct me: the poor man had a sorry office in explaining to me that what I took
for wondrous shapes and powers were really chords and intervals. What could be more
disturbing to my family than to find that I proved myself negligent and refractory in this study
also? My teacher shook his head, and it appeared that here too no good thing could be brought
from me. My liking for study dwindled more and more, and I chose instead to write Overtures
for full orchestra—one of which was once performed in the Leipzig theatre. This Overture
was the culminating point of my foolishness. For its better understanding by such as might
care to study the score, I elected to employ for its notation three separate tints of ink: red for
the' strings,' green for the 'wood-wind,' and black for the 'brass.' Beethoven's Ninth Symphony
was a mere Pleyel Sonata by the side of this marvellously concocted Overture. Its
performance was mainly prejudiced by a fortissimo thud on the big drum, that recurred
throughout the whole overture at regular intervals of four bars; with the result, that the
audience gradually passed from its initial amazement at the obstinacy of the drum-beater to
undisguised displeasure, and finally to a mirthful mood that much disquieted me. This first
performance of a composition of mine left on me a deep impression.

But now the July Revolution took place; with one bound I became a revolutionist, and
acquired the conviction that every decently active being ought to occupy himself with politics
exclusively. I was only happy in the company of political writers, and I commenced an
Overture upon a political theme. Thus was I minded, when I left school and went to the
university: not, indeed, [7] to devote myself to studying for any profession—for my musical
career was now resolved on—but to attend lectures on philosophy and aesthetics. By this
opportunity of improving my mind I profited as good as nothing, but gave myself up to all the
excesses of student life; and that with such reckless levity, that they very soon revolted me.
My relations were now sorely troubled about me, for I had almost entirely abandoned my
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music. Yet I speedily came to my senses; I felt the need of a completely new beginning of
strict and methodical study of music, and Providence led me to the very man best qualified to
inspire me with fresh love for the thing, and to purge my notions by the thoroughest of
instruction. This man was Theodor Weinlig, the Cantor of the Leipzig Thomasschule.
Although T had previously made my own attempts at Fugue, it was with him that I first
commenced a thorough study of Counterpoint, which he possessed the happy knack of
teaching his pupils while playing.

At this epoch I first acquired an intimate love and knowledge of Mozart. I composed a
Sonata, in which I freed myself from all buckram, and strove for a natural unforced style of
composition. This extremely simple and modest work was published by Breitkopf und Hartel.
My studies under Weinlig were ended in less than half a year, and he dismissed me himself
from his tuition as soon as he had brought me so far forward that [ was in a position to solve
with ease the hardest problems of Counterpoint. "What you have made your own by this dry
study," he said, "we call Self-dependence." In that same half year I also composed an
Overture on the model of Beethoven; a model which I now understood somewhat better. This
Overture was played in one of the Leipzig Gewandhaus concerts, to most encouraging
applause. After several other works, I then engaged in a Symphony: to my head exemplar,
Beethoven, I allied Mozart, especially as shewn in his great C major Symphony. Lucidity and
force—albeit with many a strange aberration—were my end and aim.

(8]

My Symphony completed, I set out in the summer of 1832 on a journey to Vienna, with no
other object than to get a hasty glimpse of this renowned music-city. What I saw and heard
there edified me little; wherever I went, I heard Zampa and Straussian pot pourris on Zampa.
Both—and especially at that time—were to me an abomination. On my homeward journey I
tarried a while in Prague, where I made the acquaintance of Dionys Weber and Tomaschek;
the former had several of my compositions performed in the conservatoire, and among them
my Symphony. In that city I also composed an opera-book of tragic contents: "Die Hochzeit."
I know not whence I had come by the mediaeval subject-matter : — a frantic lover climbs to
the window of the sleeping chamber of his friend's bride, wherein she is awaiting the advent
of the bridegroom; the bride struggles with the madman and hurls him into the courtyard
below, where his mangled body gives up the ghost. During the funeral ceremony, the bride,
uttering one cry, sinks lifeless on the corpse.

Returned to Leipzig, I set to work at once on the composition of this opera's first mumber,'
which contained a grand Sextet that much pleased Weinlig. The textbook found no favour
with my sister; I destroyed its every trace.

In January of 1833 my Symphony was performed at a Gewandhaus concert, and met with
highly inspiriting applause. At about this time I came to know Heinrich Laube.

To visit one of my brothers, I travelled to Wurzburg in the spring of the same year, and
remained there till its close; my brother's intimacy was of great importance to me, for he was
an accomplished singer. During my stay in Wurzburg I composed a romantic opera in three
Acts: "Die Feen," for which I wrote my own text, after Gozzi's: "Die Frau als Schlange."
Beethoven and Weber were my models; in the ensembles of this opera there was much that
fell out very well, and the Finale of the Second Act, especially, promised a good effect. The
'mumbers' from [9] this work which I brought to a hearing at concerts in Wurzburg, were
favourably received. Full of hopes for my now finished opera, I returned to Leipzig at the
beginning of 1834, and offered it for performance to the Director of that theatre. However, in
spite of his at first declared readiness to comply with my wish, I was soon forced to the same
experience that every German opera-composer has nowadays to win: we are discredited upon
our own native stage by the success of Frenchmen and Italians, and the production of our
operas is a favour to be cringed for. The performance of my Feen was set upon the shelf.
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Meanwhile I heard the Devrient sing in Bellini's Romeo and Juliet. I was astounded to
witness so extraordinary a rendering of such utterly meaningless music. I grew doubtful as to
the choice of the proper means to bring about a great success; far though I was from attaching
to Bellini a signal merit, yet the subject to which his music was set seemed to me to be more
propitious and better calculated to spread the warm glow of life, than the painstaking pedantry
with which we Germans, as a rule, brought naught but laborious make-believe to market. The
flabby lack of character of our modern Italians, equally with the frivolous levity of the latest
Frenchmen, appeared to me to challenge the earnest, conscientious German to master the
happily chosen and happily exploited means of his rivals, in order then to outstrip them in the
production of genuine works of art.

I was then twenty-one years of age, inclined to take life and the world on their pleasant
side. "Ardinghello" (by Heinse) and "Das Junge Europa" (by H. Laube) tingled through my
every limb; while Germany appeared in my eyes a very tiny portion of the earth. I had
emerged from abstract Mysticism, and I learnt a love for Matter. Beauty of material and
brilliancy of wit were lordly things to me: as regards my beloved music, I found them both
among the Frenchmen and Italians. I forswore my model, Beethoven; his last Symphony I
deemed the keystone [10] of a whole great epoch of art, beyond whose limits no man could
hope to press, and within which no man could attain to independence. Mendelssohn also
seemed to have felt with me, when he stepped forth with his smaller orchestral compositions,
leaving untouched the great and fenced-off form of the Symphony of Beethoven; it seemed to
me that, beginning with a lesser, completely unshackled form, he fain would create for
himself therefrom a greater.

Everything around me appeared fermenting: to abandon myself to the general
fermentation, I deemed the most natural course. Upon a lovely summer's journey among the
Bohemian watering-places, I sketched the plan of a new opera, "Das Liebesverbot," taking my
subject from Shakespeare's Measure for Measure—only with this difference, that I robbed it
of its prevailing earnestness, and thus re-moulded it after the pattern of Das Junge Europa;
free and frank physicalism (Sinnlichkeit) gained, of its own sheer strength, the victory over
Puritanical hypocrisy.

In the summer of this same year, 1834, I further took the post of Music-Director at the
Magdeburg theatre. The practical application of my musical knowledge to the functions of a
conductor bore early fruit; for the vicissitudes of intercourse with singers and singeresses,
behind the scenes and in front of the footlights, completely matched my bent toward
many-hued distraction. The composition of my Liebesverbot was now begun. I produced the
Overture to Die Feen at a concert; it had a marked success. This notwithstanding, I lost all
liking for this opera, and, since I was no longer able to personally attend to my affairs at
Leipzig, I soon resolved to trouble myself no more about this work, which is as much as to
say that I gave it up.

For a festival play for New Year's day, 1835, I hastily threw together some music, which
aroused a general interest. Such lightly won success much fortified my views that in order to
please, one must not too scrupulously choose one's means. In this sense I continued the
composition of my Liebesverbot, and took no care whatever to avoid the echoes [11] of the
French and Italian stages. Interrupted in this work for a while, I resumed it in the winter of
1835-6, and completed it shortly before the dispersal of the Magdeburg opera troupe. I had
now only twelve days before the departure of the principal singers; therefore my opera must
be rehearsed in this short space of time, if I still wished them to perform it. With greater levity
than deliberation, I permitted this opera—which contained some arduous réles—to be set on
the stage after a ten days' study. I placed my trust in the prompter and in my conductor's
baton. But, spite of all my efforts, I could not remove the obstacle, that the singers scarcely
half knew their parts. The representation was like a dream to us all: no human being could
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possibly get so much as an idea what it was all about; yet there was some consolation in the
fact that applause was plentiful. From various reasons, a second performance could not be
given.

In the midst of all this, the 'earnestness of life' had knocked at my door; my outward
independence, so rashly grasped at, had led me into follies of every kind, and on all sides I
was plagued by penury and debts. It occurred to me to venture upon something out of the
ordinary, in order not to slide into the common rut of need. Without any sort of prospect, I
went to Berlin and offered the Director to produce my Liebesverbot at the theatre of that
capital. I was received at first with the fairest promises; but, after long suspense, I had to learn
that not one of them was sincerely meant. In the sorriest plight I left Berlin, and applied for
the post of Musical Director at the Konigsberg theatre, in Prussia—a post which I
subsequently obtained. In that city I got married in the autumn of 1836, amid the most
dubious outward circumstances. The year which I spent in Kénigsberg was completely lost to
my art, by reason of the pressure of petty cares. I wrote one solitary Overture: "Rule
Britannia."

In the summer of 1837 I visited Dresden for a short time. There I was led back by the
reading of Bulwer's "Rienzi" [12] to an already cherished idea, viz., of turning the last of
Rome's tribunes into the hero of a grand tragic opera. Hindered by outward discomforts,
however, I busied myself no further with dramatic sketches. In the autumn of this year I went
to Riga, to take up the position of first Musical Director at the theatre recently opened there
by Holtei. I found there an assemblage of excellent material for opera, and went to its
employment with the greatest liking. Many interpolated passages for individual singers in
various operas, were composed by me during this period. I also wrote the libretto for a comic
opera in two Acts: "Die Gluckliche Barenfamilie," the matter for which I took from one of the
stories in the "Thousand and One Nights." I had only composed two 'numbers' for this, when |
was disgusted to find that I was again on the high road to music-making a la Adam. My spirit,
my deeper feelings, were wounded by this discovery, and I laid aside the work in horror. The
daily studying and conducting of Auber's, Adam's, and Bellini's music contributed its share to
a speedy undoing of my frivolous delight in such an enterprise.

The utter childishness of our provincial public's verdict upon any art-manifestation that
may chance to make its first appearance in their own theatre—for they are only accustomed to
witness performances of works already judged and accredited by the greater world
outside—brought me to the decision, at no price to produce for the first time a largish work at
a minor theatre. When, therefore, I felt again the instinctive need of undertaking a major
work, I renounced all idea of obtaining a speedy representation of it in my immediate
neighbourhood: I fixed my mind upon some theatre of first rank, that would some day
produce it, and troubled myself but little as to where and when that theatre would be found. In
this wise did I conceive the sketch of a grand tragic opera in five Acts: "Rienzi, the last of the
Tribunes ;"and I laid my plans on so important a scale, that it would be impossible to produce
this opera—at any rate for the first time—at [13] any lesser theatre. Moreover, the wealth and
force of the material left me no other course, and my procedure was governed more by
necessity than set purpose. In the summer of 1838 I completed the poem; at the same time, 1
was engaged in rehearsing our opera troupe, with much enthusiasm and affection, in Méhul's
"Jacob and his Sons."

When, in the autumn, I began the composition of my Rienzi, I allowed naught to influence
me except the single purpose to answer to my subject. I set myself no model, but gave myself
entirely to the feeling which now consumed me, the feeling that I had already so far
progressed that I might claim something significant from the development of my artistic
powers, and expect some not insignificant result. The very notion of being consciously weak
or trivial—even in a single bar —was appalling to me.
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During the winter I was in the full swing of composition, so that by the spring of 1839 1
had finished the long first two Acts. About this time my contract with the Director of the
theatre terminated, and various circumstances made it inconvenient to me to stay longer at
Riga. For two years I had nursed the plan of going to Paris, and with this in view, I had, even
while at Konigsberg, sent to Scribe the sketch of an opera plot, with the proposal that he
should elaborate it for his own benefit and procure me, in reward, the commission to compose
the opera for Paris. Scribe naturally left this suggestion as good as unregarded. Nevertheless, |
did not give up my scheme; on the contrary, I returned to it with renewed keenness in the
summer of 1839; and the long and the short of it was, that I induced my wife to embark with
me upon a sailing vessel bound for London.

This voyage I never shall forget as long as I live; it lasted three and a half weeks, and was
rich in mishaps. Thrice did we endure the most violent of storms, and once the captain found
himself compelled to put into a Norwegian haven. The passage among the crags of Norway
made a wonderful impression on my fancy; the legends of [14] the Flying Dutchman, as I
heard them from the seamen's mouths, were clothed for me in a distinct and individual colour,
borrowed from the adventures of the ocean through which I then was passing.

Resting from the severe exhaustion of the transit, we remained a week in London; nothing
interested me so much as the city itself and the Houses of Parliament,—of the theatres, 1
visited not one. At Boulogne-sur-mer I stayed four weeks, and there made the acquaintance of
Meyerbeer. I brought under his notice the two finished Acts of my Rienzi; he promised me, in
the friendliest fashion, his support in Paris. With very little money, but the best of hopes, 1
now set foot in Paris. Entirely without any personal references, I could rely on no one but
Meyerbeer. He seemed prepared, with the most signal attentiveness, to set in train whatever
might further my aims; and it certainly seemed to me that I should soon attain a wished-for
goal—had it not unfortunately so turned out that, during the very period of my stay in Paris,
Meyerbeer was generally, nay almost the whole time, absent from that city. It is true that he
wished to serve me even from a distance; but, according to his own announcement, epistolary
efforts could avail nothing where only the most assiduous personal mediation is of any
efficacy.

First of all, I entered upon negotiations with the Théatre de la Renaissance, where both
comedy and opera were then being given. The score of my Liebesverbot seemed best fitted for
this theatre, and the somewhat frivolous subject appeared easily adaptable to the French stage.
I was so warmly recommended by Meyerbeer to the Director of the theatre, that he could not
help receiving me with the best of promises. Thereupon, one of the most prolific of Parisian
dramatists, Dumersan, offered to undertake the poetical setting of the subject. He translated
three 'numbers,’ destined for a trial hearing, with so great felicity that my music looked much
better in its new French dress than in its original German; in fact, it was music such as
Frenchmen most readily comprehend, and [15] everything promised me the best
success—when the Théatre de la Renaissance immediately became bankrupt. All my labours,
all my hopes, were thus in vain.

In the same winter, 1839-40, I composed — besides an Overture to the first part of
Goethe's Faust — several French Ballads; among others, a French translation made for me of
H. Heine's The Two Grenadiers. I never dreamt of any possibility of getting my Rienzi
produced in Paris, for I clearly foresaw that I should have had to wait five or six years, even
under the most favourable conditions, before such a plan could be carried out; moreover, the
translation of the text of the already half-finished composition would have thrown insuperable
obstacles in the way.

Thus I began the summer of 1840, completely bereft of immediate prospects. My
acquaintance with Habeneck, Halévy, Berlioz, &c., led to no closer relations with these men:
in Paris no artist has time to form a friendship with another, for each is in a red hot hurry for
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his own advantage. Halévy, like all the composers of our day, was aflame with enthusiasm for
his art only so long as it was a question of winning a great success: so soon as he had carried
off this prize, and was enthroned among the privileged ranks of artistic 'lions,' he had no
thought for anything but making operas and pocketing their pay. Renown is everything in
Paris: the happiness and ruin of the artist. Despite his stand-off manners, Berlioz attracted me
in a far higher degree. He differs by the whole breadth of heaven from his Parisian colleagues,
for he makes no music for gold. But he cannot write for the sake of purest art; he lacks all
sense of beauty. He stands, completely isolated, upon his own position; by his side he has
nothing but a troup of devotees who, shallow and without the smallest spark of judgment,
greet in him the creator of a brand new musical system and completely turn his head;—the
rest of the world avoids him as a madman.

My earlier easy-going views of the means and ends of [16] music received their final
shock—from the Italians. These idolised heroes of song, with Rubini at their head, finished by
utterly disgusting me with their music. The public to whom they sang, added their quota to
this effect upon me. The Paris Grand Opera left me entirely unsatisfied, by the want of all
genius in its representations: I found the whole thing commonplace and middling. I openly
confess that the mise en sceéne and the decorations are the most to my liking of anything at the
Académie Royale de Musique. The Opéra Comique would have had much more chance of
pleasing me — it possesses the best talents, and its performances offer an ensemble and an
individuality such as we know nothing of in Germany—but the stuff that is nowadays written
for this theatre belongs to the very worst productions of a period of degraded art. Whither has
flown the grace of Méhul, Isouard, Boieldieu, and the young Auber, scared by the
contemptible quadrille rhythms which rattle through this theatre to-day? The only thing
worthy the regard of a musician that Paris now contains, is the Conservatoire with its
orchestral concerts. The renderings of German instrumental compositions at these concerts
produced on me a deep impression, and inducted me afresh into the mysteries of noble art. He
who would fully learn the Ninth Symphony of Beethoven, must hear it executed by the
orchestra of the Paris Conservatoire. But these concerts stand alone in utter solitude; there is
naught that answers to them.

I hardly mixed at all with musicians: scholars, painters, &c., formed my entourage, and 1
gained many a rare experience of friendship in Paris.—Since I was so completely bare of
present Paris prospects, I took up once more the composition of my Rienzi. I now destined it
for Dresden: in the first place, because I knew that this theatre possessed the very best
material—Devrient, Tichatschek, &c; secondly, because I could more reasonably hope for an
entrée there, relying upon the support of my earliest acquaintances. My Liebesverbot I now
gave up almost completely; I felt that I could no longer regard [17] myself as its composer.
With all the greater freedom, I followed now my true artistic creed, in the prosecution of the
music to my Rienzi. Manifold worries and bitter need besieged my life. On a sudden,
Meyerbeer appeared again for a short space in Paris. With the most amiable sympathy he
ascertained the position of my affairs, and desired to help. He therefore placed me in
communication with Léon Pillet, the Director of the Grand Opera, with a view to my being
entrusted with the composition of a two- or three-act opera for that stage. I had already
provided myself for this emergency with an outline plot. The "Flying Dutchman," whose
intimate acquaintance I had made upon the ocean, had never ceased to fascinate my phantasy;
I had also made the acquaintance of H. Heine's remarkable version of this legend, in a number
of his 'Salon'; and it was especially his treatment of the redemption of this Ahasuerus of the
seas—borrowed from a Dutch play under the same title—that placed within my hands all the
material for turning the legend into an opera-subject. I obtained the consent of Heine himself;
I wrote my sketch, and handed it to M. Léon Fillet, with the proposal that he should get me a
French text-book made after my model. Thus far was everything set on foot when Meyerbeer
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again left Paris, and the fulfilment of my wish had to be relinquished to destiny. I was very
soon astounded by hearing from Pillet that the sketch I had tendered him pleased him so much
that he should be glad if I would cede it to him. He explained: that he was pledged by a
previous promise to supply another composer with a libretto as soon as possible; that my
sketch appeared to be the very thing for such a purpose, and I should probably not regret
consenting to the surrender he begged, when I reflected that I could not possibly hope to
obtain a direct commission for an opera before the lapse of four years, seeing that he had in
the interval to keep faith with several candidates for grand opera; that such a period would
naturally be too long for myself to be brooding over this subject; and that I should certainly
discover a [18] fresh one, and console myself for the sacrifice. I struggled obstinately against
this suggestion, without being able, however, to effect anything further than a provisional
postponement of the question. I counted upon the speedy return of Meyerbeer, and held my
peace.

During this time I was prompted by Schlesinger to write for his "Gazette Musicale." 1
contributed several longish articles on "German Music," &c., &c., among which the one
which found the liveliest welcome was a little romance entitled, "A Pilgrimage to Beethoven."
These works assisted not a little to make me known and noticed in Paris. In November of this
year I put the last touches to my score of Rienzi, and sent it post-haste to Dresden. This period
was the culminating point of the utter misery of my existence. I wrote for the Gazette
Musicale a short story: "The Life's End of a German Musician in Paris," wherein I made the
wretched hero die with these words upon his lips: "I believe in God, Mozart, and Beethoven."

It was well that my opera was finished, for I saw myself now compelled to bid a long
farewell to any practice of my art. I was forced to undertake, for Schlesinger, arrangements of
airs for all the instruments under heaven, even the cornet & piston; thus only was a slight
amelioration of my lot to be found. In this way did I pass the winter of 1840-1, in the most
inglorious fashion. In the spring I went into the country, to Meudon; and with the warm
approach of summer I began to long again for brain-work. The stimulus thereto was to touch
me quicker than I had thought for; I learnt, forsooth, that my sketch of the text of the Flying
Dutchman had already been handed to a poet, Paul Fouché, and that if I did not declare my
willingness to part therewith, I should be clean robbed of it on some pretext or other. I
therefore consented at last to make over my sketch for a moderate sum. (01) I had now to [19]
work post-haste to clothe my own subject with German verses. In order to set about its
composition, I required to hire a pianoforte; for, after nine months' interruption of all musical
production, I had to try to surround myself with the needful preliminary of a musical
atmosphere. As soon as the piano had arrived, my heart beat fast for very fear; I dreaded to
discover that I had ceased to be a musician. I began first with the "Sailors' Chorus" and the
"Spinning-song"; everything sped along as though on wings, and I shouted for joy as I felt
within me that I still was a musician. In seven weeks the whole opera was composed; but at
the end of that period I was overwhelmed again by the commonest cares of life, and two full
months elapsed before 1 could get to writing the overture to the already finished
opera—although I bore it almost full-fledged in my brain. Naturally nothing now lay so much
at my heart as the desire to bring it to a speedy production in Germany; from Munich and
Leipzig I had the disheartening answer: the opera was not at all fitted for Germany. Fool that I
was! I had fancied it was fitted for Germany alone, since it struck on chords that can only
vibrate in the German breast.

At last I sent my new work to Meyerbeer, in Berlin, with the petition that he would get it
taken up for the theatre of that city. This was effected with tolerable rapidity. As my Rienzi
had already been accepted for the Dresden Court theatre, I therefore now looked forward to
the production of two of my works upon the foremost German stages; and involuntarily 1
reflected on the strangeness of the fact, that Paris had been to me of the greatest service for
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Germany. As regards Paris itself, I was completely without prospects for several years: 1
therefore left it in the spring of 1842. For the first time I saw the Rhine—with hot tears in my
eyes, I, poor artist, swore eternal fidelity to my German fatherland.
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Notes

Note 01 on page 14

Herr C. F. Glasenapp, in his "Richard Wagner's Leben und Wirken," tells us that the name
of the composer for whom Fouché adapted Wagner's sketch was Dietsch; that his opera was
called "Le Vaisseau Fantdme," was produced a few years later at the Paris Grand Opera, and
was so overloaded with minor personages that it had no more dramatic than musical
success.—A righteous nemesis!—Tr.
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[258]

The Wibelungen.

World-History as told in Saga.

In the stimulating recent past I too was occupied with the rewakening of Frederick the
Red-beard, so longed for by so many, and strove with added zeal to satisfy an earlier wish to
use my feeble breath to breathe poetic life into the hero-Kaiser for our acting stage. The
outcome of the studies by which I sought to master my subject I have embodied in the
following work: though its details may contain nothing new to the researcher or student of
that branch of literature, yet their allocation and employment seemed interesting enough to
some of my friends to justify the printing of the little sketch. I consented the more readily, as
this prelude will remain the only fruit of my labours on the stuff itself; labours which
themselves impelled me to abandon my dramatic plan, for reasons that will not escape the
attentive reader.
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[259]
The Ur-Kinghood.

(1)

THEIR coming from the East has lingered in the memory of European peoples down to
farthest times: Sagas preserved this recollection, however much disfigured. The maintenance
of the Kingly power among the different nations, its restriction to one favoured race, the
fidelity with which it was accorded solely to that race even in the latter's deepest
degeneracy,—must have had a deep foundation in the people's consciousness: it rested on the
memory of the Asiatic ur-home, on the origin of folk-stems in the Family, and on the might of
the family's Head, the Stem-father "sprung from the Gods."

To gain a concrete idea of this, we must think of that ur-Folk somewhat as follows.—

At the epoch which most Sagas call the "Sint-Fluth" or Great Deluge, when our earth's
Northern hemisphere was about as much covered by water as now is the Southern, (2) the
largest island of this northern world-sea [260] would have been the highest mountain-range of
Asia, the so-called Indian Caucasus: upon this island, i.e. these mountains, we have to seek
the cradle of the present Asiatic peoples, as also of those who wandered forth to Europe. Here
is the ancestral seat of all religions, of every tongue, of all these nations' Kinghood.

But the Ur-kinghood is the Patriarchate: the father was the bringer-up and teacher of his
children; to them his discipline and doctrine seemed the power and wisdom of a higher being,
and the larger grew the family, the more prolific in collateral branches, the more peculiar and
divine must seem to it the mould of its original head, to whom it owed not only its body, but
also all its spiritual life and customs. As this Head laid down both discipline and doctrine, in
him the royal and priestly powers united of themselves, and his authority was bound to grow
in measure as the family became a Stem, above all in degree as his original might descended
to his body's heirs direct: as the stem became accustomed to behold in these its chieftains, at
last the long-deceased Stem-father, from whom that undisputed honour flowed, was certain to
appear a god himself, or at least the earthly avatar of an ideal god; and this idea in turn,
enshrined by age, could only serve to perpetuate the fame of that ur-race whose most
immediate scions formed the chieftains of the day. (3)

Now, when the waters retreated from the northern hemisphere to flood the southern once
again, and the earth thus took its present guise, the teeming population of that mountain-isle
descended to the new-found valleys, the gradually emerging plains. What brought about the
hardening of the Patriarchate to a Monarchic despotism among the races dwelling in the broad
and fruitful plains of Asia, has been sufficiently set forth: the races wandering farther
westwards, and reaching Europe in the end, [261] commenced a livelier and freer evolution.
Constant war and want in rawer climes and regions brought forth betimes the feeling and
consciousness of the racial unit's independence, with its immediate result in the formation of
the Commune. Every head-of-a-family exerted his power over his nearest of kin in similar
fashion as the Stem-head claimed the right of ancient usage over the whole stem: in the bond
of all the heads of families the king thus found his counterpart, and finally his limitation. The
weightiest point, however, was that the king soon lost his priestly office, i.e. the first
interpreting of God's decree—the sight of God—since this was now fulfilled for his
immediate clan by every single head-of-family with the same authority as the Ur-father had
fulfilled it for his family. The King accordingly was left with little more than the application
and execution of the god's decree, as rendered by the members of the commune, in the equal
interest of all and pursuant to the customs of the tribe. But the more the voice of the
community was busied with ideas of worldly Right, i.e. with Property and the Individual's
right to its enjoyment, the more that Sight of God—which originally had ranked as an
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essentially higher prerogative of the Stem-father—would pass to a personal verdict in matters
of worldly dispute, and consequently the religious element of the patriarchate would dwindle
more and more. Only to the person of the King and his immediate kinsmen, would the feeling
of the stem still cleave: he was the visible point-of-union of all its members; in him they saw
the successor to the Ur-father of the widely-branching fellowship, and in each member of his
family the purest of that blood whence the whole Folk had sprung. Though even this idea
grew dim in time, yet awe and honour of the royal stem abode the deeper in the people's heart
the more incomprehensible to it the reason for original distinction of this house, of which the
sole unchanged tradition said that from no other must its kings be chosen. This relation we
find in almost all the stems that wandered into Europe, and plainly recognise its bearing [262]
on the tribal kings of Greek pre-history; but it manifests itself the clearest in the German
stems, and above all in the ancient royal lineage of the Franks, in which, under the name of
the "Wibelingen" or "Gibelinen," an ur-old royal claim advanced to the demand of
world-dominion.

The Frankish royal race makes its first appearance in history under the name of
"Merovingians" ("Merwingen"): we know that, even in the deepest degeneration of this race,
it never occurred to the Franks to choose their kings from any other; every male member of
this family was competent to rule; could men not tolerate the vices of the one, they sided with
the other, but never left the family itself; and this at a time of such corruption of the national
code by willing acceptance of the Romanic taint that almost every bond of noble wont was
loosed, so that the Folk indeed could hardly have been recognised without its Royal race.
'"Twas as if the people knew that, sans this royal stem, it would cease to be the Folk of Franks.
The idea of the inalienable title of this race must therefore have been as deeply rooted, as it
needed centuries of fearful struggles to root it out when it had reached its highest ideal
meaning, and with its death begin a wholly new ordainment of the world. We refer to the
going-under of the "Ghibelines."
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The Nibelungen.

The ceaseless strain of men and races toward never-compassed goals will mostly find a
clearer explanation in their Ur- and Stem-sagas than can be gathered from their entrance into
naked History, which tells us but the consequences of their essential attributes. If we read the
Stem-saga of the Frankish royal race aright, we find therein an explanation of its historic
deeds past anything obtainable on other paths of scrutiny.

Unquestionably the Saga of the Nibelungen is the birthright [263] of the Frankish stem.
Research has shewn the basis of this saga, too, to be of religio-mythic nature: its deepest
meaning was the ur-conscience of the Frankish stem, the soul of its royal race, under
whatsoever name the primal Asiatic highlands may first have seen that race arise.—

For the moment we will neglect the oldest meaning of the myth, in which we shall
recognise Siegfried as God of Light or Sun-god: to prepare ourselves for its connection with
history, we now will merely take the saga where it clothes itself with the more human garb of
ancient hero-dom. Here we find Siegfried as the winner of the Nibelung's Hoard and with it
might unmeasurable. This Hoard, and the might in it residing, becomes the immovable centre
round which all further shaping of the saga now revolves: the whole strife and struggle is
aimed at this Hoard of the Nibelungen, as the epitome of earthly power, and he who owns it,
who governs by it, either is or becomes a Nibelung.

Now the Franks, whom we first meet in history in the region of the Lower Rhine, have a
royal race in which appears the name "Nibelung"; especially among its purest scions, who
even before the time of Chlodwig were ousted by a kinsman, Merwig [5th cent.], but regained
the kingship later as Pipingen or Karlingen [Pepins or Carlovingians]. Let this suffice for the
present, to shew, if not the genealogic, at least the mythical identity of the Frankish royal
family with those Nibelungen of the saga; which has adopted unmistakable features from the
history of this stem into its later, more historical development, where the focus still remains
possession of that Hoard, the cynosure of earthly rule.—

After the founding of their reign in Roman Gallia, the Frankish Kings attacked and
overthrew the other German national stems, the Allemani, Bavarians, Thuringians and
Saxons; so that the latter henceforth bore the relation of [264] subjects to the Franks, and
though their tribal usages were mostly left them, they had to suffer the indignity of being
totally robbed of their royal races, so far as these had not already disappeared; this loss
brought home to them the full extent of their dependence, and in the deprivation of its symbol
they mourned the downfall of their native freedom. Though the heroic lustre of Karl the Great
[Charlemagne]—in whose might the germ of the Nibelungen-hoard appeared to reach its
fullest force—diverted for some time the German stems' deep discontent, and made them
gradually forget the fame of their own dynasties, yet never did their loathing vanish quite
away; under Karl's successors it leapt so strongly back to life, that the division of the great
Reich, and the severance therefrom of stricter Germany, must be mainly attributed to the
struggle of the downtrod German stems for freedom from the Frankish rule. A total severance
from that royal Stem of Rulers, however, was not to take place before still later times ; for
though the purely German stems were now united in one independent kingdom, yet the bond
of this union of earlier autonomous and severed national stems consisted ever in the Kingly
function, and this could only be arrogated by a member of that Frankish ur-race. The whole
inner movement of Germany therefore made for independence of the separate stems under
new derivatives of old stem-races, and through annulment of the unifying royal power exerted
by that hated foreign race.
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With the death of the last male Karling in Germany we consequently are brought to the
point when a total sundering of the German stems almost arrived, and would surely have
arrived in full, had there still existed any plainer vestiges of the ur-old royal races of the single
stems. The German Church in the person of its virtual patriarch, the Archbishop of Mainz,
then saved the (always tottering) unity of the Reich by delivering the royal authority to Duke
Konrad von Franken, who likewise sprang on the female side from the ancient race of kings:
only the weakness of his rule, [265] again, brought the inevitable reaction to a final head, as
shewn in the attempt to choose a king from among the strongest of the earlier subject, but now
no longer manageable German folk-stems.

In the choice of the Saxon Duke Heinrich, however, and as if for hallowing it, the
consideration may have counted, that his race also was allied by marriage with the Karlingen.
But what a resistance the whole new Saxon royal-house had constantly to combat, is evident
from the mere fact that the Franks and Lothringians, i.e. those peoples who numbered
themselves with the originally ruling stem, would never recognise as lawful King the scion of
a folk once conquered by them, whilst the other German stems felt just as little called to pay
allegiance to a king imposed upon them by a stem no higher than their own, and equally
subjected by the Franks in former times. Otto 1. was the first to subdue the whole of Germany,
and chiefly through his rousing against the violent and proud hostility of the strictly Frankish
stems the national feeling of the Allemani and Bavarians—German stems once trodden down
by them—so that the combination of their interests with his kingly interest supplied the force
to crush the old Frankish pretensions. The consolidation of his sovereignty, however, appears
to have been no little helped by his attainment of the Romish Casarate, renewed in former
days by Karl the Great; for this conferred on him the lustre of the old Frank ruling-stem,
compelling a respect not yet extinct. As if his family had plainly seen this, his successors
made incessant journeys to Rome and Italy; to return with that halo of reverence so evidently
meant to veil their native lineage in oblivion and translate them to the rank of that ur-race
alone equipped for rule. They thus had won the "Hoard" and turned to "Nibelungen."

The century of kingship of the Saxon house, however, forms a relatively short interregnum
in the infinitely longer empire of the Frankish stem; for after extinction of the Saxon house
the royal power returned to a scion of that Frankish stem, Konrad the Salier,—in whom,
again, a [266] female kinship with the Karlingen was proved and taken in view,—and
remained with it until the downfall of the "Ghibelines." The choice of Lothar of Saxony,
between the extinction of the male Frankish stem and its continuation by descendants on the
distaff side, the Hohenstaufen, may be deemed a mere reactionary attempt, and this time of
little durability; still more so, the later choice of the Guelph Otto IV. Only with the beheading
of young Konrad at Naples can one view the ur-old royal race of the "Wibelingen" as totally
extinct; strictly speaking, we must recognise that after him there were no more German Kings,
and still less Kaisers, in the high ideal import of that dignity indwelling in the Wibelingen.
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Wibelingen or Wibelungen

The name Wibelingen, designating the Kaiser-party in opposition to the Welfen, is of
frequent occurrence, especially in Italy, where the two opponents gained their ideal scope;
upon a closer search, however, we find how utterly impossible it is to explain these highly
significant names by historical documents. And this is natural: bare History scarcely ever
offers us, and always incompletely, the material for a judgment of the inmost (so to say,
instinctive) motives of the ceaseless struggles of whole folks and races; that we must seek in
Religion and Saga, where we mostly shall find it in convincing clearness.

Religion and Saga are the pregnant products of the people's insight into the nature of things
and men. From of old the Folk has had the inimitable faculty of seizing its own essence
according to the Generic idea, and plainly reproducing it in plastic personification. The Gods
and Heroes of its religion and saga are the concrete personalities in which the Spirit of the
Folk portrays its essence to itself: however sharp the individuality of these personages, their
content (Inhalt) is of most universal, wide-embracing type, and therefore lends these shapes a
strangely lasting lease [267] of life; as every new direction of the people's nature can be
gradually imparted to them, they are always in the mood to suit it. Hence the Folk is
thoroughly sincere and truthful in its stories and inventions, whereas the learned historian who
holds by the mere pragmatic surface of events, without regard to the direct expression of the
people's bond of solidarity, (4) is pedantically untrue because unable to understand the very
subject of his work with mind and heart, and therefore is driven, without his knowing it, to
arbitrary subjective speculations. The Folk alone understands the Folk, because each day and
hour it does and consummates in truth what of its very essence it both can and should;
whereas its learned schoolmaster cudgels his head in vain to comprehend what the Folk does
purely of itself.

If—to prove the truthfulness of the people's insight with reference to our present
case—instead of a history of Lords and Princes we had a Folk-history, we certainly should
also find there how the German peoples always knew a name for that wondrous Frankish race
of Kings which filled them all with awe and reverence of a higher type; a name we find again
in history at last, Italianly disguised as "Ghibelini." That this name applied not only to the
Hohenstaufen in Italy, but already to their forerunners in Germany, the Frankish Kaisers, is
historically attested by Otto von Freisingen: the current form of this name in the Upper
Germany of his time was "Wibelingen" or "Wibelungen." Now this title would entirely
conform with the name of the chief heroes of the ur-Frank stem-saga, as also with the
demonstrably frequent family-name among the Franks, of Nibeling, if the change of the initial
letter N to W could be accounted for. The linguistic difficulty here is met with ease, if we
rightly weigh the origin of just that consonantal change; this [268] lay in the people's mouth,
which, following the German idiom's native bent, made a Stabreim of the two opposing
parties, Welfs and Nibelungs, and gave the preference to the party of the German folk-stems
by placing first the name of the "Welfen" and making that of the foes of their independence
come after it as rhyme. "Welfen und Wibelungen" the Folk will long have known and named
or ever it occurred to learned chroniclers to plague themselves with the derivation of these, to
them, recondite popular nicknames. The. Italian people, likewise standing nearer to the Welfs
in their feud against the Kaisers, adopted these names from the German folk-mouth, and
turned them quite according to their dialect to "Guelphi" and "Ghibelini." But the learned
agony of Bishop Otto of Freisingen inspired him to derive the title of the Kaiser-party from
the name of a wholly indifferent hamlet, Waiblingen—a charming trait that plainly proves
how fit are clever folk to understand phenomena of world-historic import, such as these
immortal names in the people's mouth! The Swabian Folk knew better who the "Wibelungen"
were, for it called the Nibelungen so, and from the time of the ascendence of its native
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blood-related Welfs.

If we borrow from the Folk its conviction of the identity of this name with that of the
ur-old Frankish dynasty, the consequences for an exact and intimate understanding of this
race's wondrous strivings and ambitions, as also of the doings of its physical and spiritual
opponents, in Folk and Church, are so incalculable that its light alone will let us look into the
mainsprings of one of the most eventful periods of world-historic evolution with clearer eye
and fuller heart than our dry-as-dust chronicles ever can give us; for in that mighty
Nibelungen-saga we are shewn as if the embryo of a plant, whose natural conditions of
growth, of flower-time and death, are in it certainly foretold to the attentive observer.

So let us embrace that conviction: and we cannot do so with a stronger confidence than it
inspired in the popular [269] mind of the Middle Ages coeval with that race's deeds; a
confidence that survived to the poetic literature of the Hohenstaufen period, where we may
plainly distinguish in the Christian-chivalrous poems the Welfian element become at last a
churchly one, in the newly-furbished Nibelungenlieder that utterly contrasting Wibelingian
principle with its often still ur-pagan cut.
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The Welfen.

Before proceeding to a minuter examination of the point last touched, it is requisite to
define more closely the direct opponents of the Wibelingen, the party of the Welfen. In the
German language "Welfe" means sucklings, at first of dogs, and then of quadrupeds in
general. The notion of pure descent and nurture at the mother's breast was easily conjoined to
this, and in the poetic people's-mouth a "whelp" would soon be tantamount to a pure-bred son,
born and suckled by the lawful mother.

In the times of the Karlingen, at its ancient Swabian stem-seat there enters history a race in
which the name of Welf is handed down to farthest generations. It is a Welf who first arrests
the eye of History by declining to accept enfeoffments from Frankish kings; as he could not
stop his sons from entering relations partly connubial and partly feudal with the Karlings, the
old father left his lands in deep disgust and withdrew into the wilderness, to be no witness of
his race's shame.

If the dry chronicles of that time thought good to record this trait, to them so unimportant,
we certainly may assume that it was far more actively embraced and spread abroad by the
people of the downtrod German stem; for this incident, whose like may have often occurred
before, expressed with energy the proud yet suffering self-consciousness of all the German
stems as against the ruling tribe. Welf may thus have been acclaimed a "true whelp," a
genuine son of the genuine stem-mother; and, [270] with the constantly increasing wealth and
honour of his race, it might easily end in the people's viewing the name Welf as synonymous
with German tribal independence against the feared but ne'er-beloved Frankish sovereignty.

In Swabia, their ancestral seat, the Welfs at last beheld in the advancement of the petty
Hohenstaufen through intermarriage with the Frankish Kaisers and arrival at the dignity of
Swabian, and thereafter Frankish Dukes, a fresh shame put upon them; and King Lothar used
their natural embitterment against this race as chief means of resistance to the Wibelungen,
who openly impugned his royal right. He increased the power of the Welfs to a degree
unknown before by granting them the two dukedoms of Saxony and Bavaria at the same date,
and only through the great assistance thus obtained was it possible for him to assert his
kingship against the clamour of the Wibelungen, ay, so to humble them that they themselves
held it not unadvisable to found a future stronghold among the German stems by
intermarriage with the Welfs. Repeatedly did the possession of the major part of Germany
devolve on the Welfen, and though his Wibeling predecessors had deemed expedient to
withdraw it from them, Friedrich I. appears to have seen in the recognition of such an estate
itself the surest means of reconcilement with an invincible National party and lastingly laying
the hatred of ages; in a sense, he pacified them by material possession, the less disturbedly to
realise his own ideal of the Kaiserdom, which he had grasped as none before.

What part is to be ascribed to the Welfs in the final foundering of the Wibelingen, and with
them of the stricter German monarchy, is plainly told in history: the latter half of the
thirteenth century shews us the fulfilled reaction of the narrower national spirit of the German
stems, in their thirst for independence, against the royal yoke originally imposed upon all by
the Franks. That these stems themselves were almost entirely disbanded till then, is to be
explained, among other things, by their having lost their royal families as result of their first
[271] subjection to the Franks; their other noble houses, the nearest of kin to the former, could
therefore more easily make themselves absolute (directly holding from the
Reich,—reichsunmittelbar) under the shelter and pretext of inherited imperial fiefs, and thus
induce the thorough disgregation of the stems in whose broader national-interest the fight
against the supremacy of the Wibelungen had first been waged. The ultimately successful
reaction was therefore founded less upon an actual triumph of the stems, than on the collapse
of the central kingly power undermined from of old by that fight. That it did not take place in
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the sense of the Folk, but in the interest of lords who were splitting up the folk-sterns, is thus
the ugly feature in this historical occurrence, however much that issue lay appointed by the
nature of the existing historic elements themselves. Yet we may call everything related hereto
the "Welfic" principle (devoid of any stem-saga), in opposition to that of the Wibelungen,
which developed into nothing less than a claim to world-dominion.
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The Nibelungen-hoard in the Frankish Royal race.

Clearly to grasp the inner relation of the Nibelungen-saga to the historical significance of
the Frankish Kingship, let us once more turn back, and at somewhat greater length, to a
consideration of the historic doings of this ancient princely race.

In what state of inner dissolution of their tribal system the Frankish stems at last arrived at
their historic seat, the present Netherlands, cannot be strictly ascertained. We at first
distinguish Salic and Ripuarian Franks; and not merely this distinction, but also the fact that
larger districts (Gaue) had their independent Princes, makes it obvious that the original
Stem-kingship had suffered a strongly democratic devolution through the rovings and most
varied partings, as also the later re-uniting of branch-races. One thing is certain, that only
from the [272] members of the whole stem's oldest race were Kings or Commanders chosen:
their power over the single components was evidently hereditary, for, though a chief of all the
assembled stems was chosen for great enterprises in common, it could only be, as said, from
out the branches of the ur-old race of Kings.

In "Nibelgau" we see established the undoubtedly oldest and most genuine section of the
race: Chlojo, or Chlodio, may be regarded as the earliest historic holder of the strictly Royal
authority, i.e. the Hoard of the Nibelungen. Victoriously had the Franks invaded the Roman
world already, dwelt under the name of Confederates in the former Roman Belgia, and Chlojo
ruled a subject province with something like a proconsul's power. Very probably a decisive
battle with Roman legions had preceded this final seizure, and in the spoil there may have
been found, beyond the war-chest, the full insignia of Roman empire. In these treasures, these
insignia, the stem-saga of the Nibelungen-hoard would reap new realistic matter for its
freshening, and renew alike its ideal import by the increase to the royal stability of the old
stem-ruling race. The previously divided royal authority thus won a sure combining-point,
material and ideal at once, against which the licence of the degenerate tribal system broke in
vain. To the many collateral branches of the royal house the advantage of this newly-risen
power would be equally obvious, and they persistently strove to wrest it to themselves. Such
an immediate kinsman was Merwig, chieftain of the Merwegau, to whose protection the dying
Chlojo gave his three infant sons; instead of parcelling out their birthright to his charges, the
faithless cousin seized it for himself and drove the helpless children out: this trait we meet in
the full-fledged Nibelungen-saga, where Siegfried von Morungen, i.e. Merwungen has to
divide the heirloom Hoard among the sons of Nibelung, but likewise keeps it for himself. The
power and right residing in the Hoard had thus passed over to the Nibelungen's
blood-relations, the Merwingen: in effect, [273] they stretched its physical significance to
ever fuller width by constant conquest and addition to the royal might, and the latter more
especially by a systematic rooting-out of all the blood-relations of their house.

One of the sons of Chlojo was saved, however; his descendants fled to Austrasia, regained
the Nibelgau, established themselves at Nivella, and finally re-appeared in history as the
"Pipingen," a name unquestionably given them by the hearty sympathy of the Folk with the
fate of those little sons of Chlojo, and hereditarily accepted in due gratitude for this people's
helping and protecting love. For these it was reserved, after recovery of the
Nibelungen-hoard, to raise the material value of the worldly power upbuilt thereon to its
uttermost pitch: Karl the Great, whose predecessor had entirely set aside at last the puffed-up
and degenerate race of the Merwingen, gained and governed the whole German world,
together with the former West-Roman Empire so far as German peoples dwelt therein; he
accordingly might deem himself de facto successor to the rights of the Roman Cesars, and
claim their confirmation by the Romish Pontiff.

Arrived at this high stand-point, we now must prepare ourselves for a survey of the world's
condition at that time, and indeed in the sense of the mighty Nibelung himself; for this is the
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point from whence the historic import of that often-mentioned Frankish saga is to be taken
more clearly in eye.

When Karl the Great looked down from the height of his West-Roman Kaiser-throne upon
the world he knew, the first thing to strike him, must have been that solely in himself and
family had the German ur-Kingship survived: all the royal races of the German stems related
to him, so far as language proved a common origin, had passed away or been destroyed by
subjugation, and he thus might deem himself the only representative and lawful heir of
German Ur-Kinghood. This state of affairs would very naturally lead him and his nearest kin,
the Franks, to regard themselves as the peculiarly-privileged, the oldest and most
imperishable stem-race of all the German nation, and [274] eventually to find an ideal right to
that pretension in their primitive stem-saga. In that stem-saga, as in every ur-old saga of like
kind, an originally religious core is plainly visible. Though we left that kernel on one side at
its earliest mentioning, it now is time to view it closer.
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Origin and evolution of the Nibelungen-myth.

Man receives his first impressions from surrounding Nature, and none of her phenomena
will have reacted on him so forcibly from the beginning, as that which seemed to him to form
the first condition of the existence, or at least of his knowledge, of everything contained in
Creation: and this is Light, the Day, the Sun. Thanks, and finally worship, would be paid this
element the first; the more so, as its opposite, Darkness, Night, seemed joyless, hence
unfriendly and fear-compelling. Now, as man drew all his joy and animation from the light, it
soon would come to mean the very fount of Being: it became the begetter, the father, the god;
the breaking of day out of night at last appeared to him the victory of Light over Darkness, of
Warmth over Cold, and so forth; and this idea may have been the first to breed in man a moral
consciousness and lead him to distinction of the useful and the harmful, the friendly and
hostile, Good and Bad.

So far, at anyrate, this earliest nature-impression must be regarded as the common basis of
all Religions of every people. In the individualising of these general ideas derived from
physical observation, however, is to be sought the gradually-conspicuous cleavage of
religions according to the character of different nations. Now the stem-saga of the Franks has
the high pre-eminence that, in keeping with the stem's peculiarity, it developed more and
more from this beginning to historic life, whereas a similar growth of the religious myth into a
genealogic saga is nowhere to be found among the other German stems: in exact degree as
these lagged behind in active influence on history, did their stem-sagas stop short at the
religious myth (superlatively [275] the case with the Scandinavians), or get lost in wholly
undeveloped fragments at the first shock with historic nations more alive.

At the farthest point to which we can trace it, the Frank stem-saga shews the individualised
Light or Sun-god, who conquers and lays low the monster of ur-Chaotic night:—this is the
original meaning of Siegfried's fight with the Dragon, a fight like that Apollo fought against
the dragon Python. Yet, as Day succumbs to Night again, as Summer in the end must yield to
Winter, Siegfried too is slain at last: so the god became man, and as a mortal man he fills our
soul with fresh and stronger sympathy; for, a sacrifice to his deed of blessing us, he wakes the
moral motive of Revenge, i.e. the longing to avenge his death upon his murderer, and thus
renew his deed. The ur-old fight is now continued by ourselves, and its changeful issue is just
the same as that eternal alternation of day and night, summer and winter,—and lastly of the
human race itself, in ceaseless sway from life to death, from triumph to defeat, from joy to
grief, and thus perennially rejuvenating in itself the active consciousness of the immortal fund
of Man and Nature. The quintessence of this constant motion, thus of Life, at last in "Wuotan"
(Zeus) found expression as the chiefest God, the Father and Pervader of the All. Though his
nature marked him as the highest god, and as such he needs must take the place of father to
the other deities, yet was he nowise an historically older god, but sprang into existence from
man's later, higher consciousness of self; consequently he is more abstract than the older
Nature-god, whilst the latter is more corporeal and, so to phrase it, more personally inborn in
man.

If this may pass as a general statement of the evolutionary path of Saga, and finally of
History, from the ur-Myth, our next concern will be that weighty point in the fashioning of the
Franks' stem-saga which gave this race its quite specific physiognomy,—to wit, the Hoard.

In the religious mythos of the Scandinavians the term [276] Nifelheim, i.e.
Nibel=Nebelheim [the Home of Haze] comes down to us as designation of the (subterranean)
sojourn of the Night-spirits, "Schwarzalben," in opposition to the heavenly dwelling of the
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"Asen" and "Lichtalben" ["Light-elves"]. These Black-elves, "Niflingar," children of Night
and Death, burrow the earth, find out its inner treasures, smelt and smith its ore: golden gear
and keen-edged weapons are their work. Now we find the name of "Nibelungen," their
treasures, arms and trinkets, again in the Frankish stem-saga, but with the distinction that the
idea originally shared by all the German stems has here evolved to ethical historic import.

When Light vanquished Darkness, when Siegfried slew the Nibelungen-dragon, he further
won as victor's spoil the Nibelungen-hoard it guarded. But the possession of this
Hoard—whose properties increase his might beyond all measure, since he thereby rules the
Nibelungen—is also reason of his death: for the dragon's heir now plots to win it back. This
heir despatches him by stealth, as night the day, and drags him down into the gloomy realm of
Death: Siegfried thus becomes himself a Nibelung. Though doomed to death by acquisition of
the Hoard, each sequent generation strives to seize it : its inmost essence drives it on, as with
necessity of Nature, as day has ever to dethrone the night anew. For in the Hoard there lies
withal the secret of all earthly might: it is the Earth itself with all its splendour, which in
joyous shining of the Sun at dawn of day we recognise as our possession to enjoy, when
Night, that held its ghostly, gloomy dragon's-wings spread fearsomely above the world's rich
stores, has finally been routed.

If we look closer at this Hoard, the Nibelungen's special work, in it we recognise at first the
metal bowels of the earth, and next what is prepared therefrom: arms, ruler's-ring, and stores
of gold. So that Hoard included in itself the means of gaining and insuring mastery, as also
the one Talisman of Rule: the hero-god who won it first, and thus became a Nibelung partly
through his power and partly through his death, left as heirloom to his race the active [277]
right to claim the Hoard: to avenge the slain and keep or win the Hoard afresh, this stress
makes out the soul of all the race; by this it may be recognised throughout the saga, and above
all in its history, that race of the Nibelungen-Franken.

Now, should it be thought too daring to assume that even in the ur-home of the German
tribes that wondrous race once reigned above them all, or, if the other German stems have
sprung from it, that at their head it once had ruled all other peoples on that Asiatic
mountain-isle, at least a later phase is irrefutable,—that it actually governed all the German
stems in Europe, and at their head, as we soon shall see, both claimed and strove for the
dominion of every nation in the world. That deeply innate stress, now stronger and now
weaker, this race of Kings appears to have referred in every age to its prime origin; and Karl
the Great knew perfectly what he was doing, and why, when he had all songs of the stem-saga
most carefully collected and transcribed: he knew they would confirm the Folk's belief in the
ur-old right of his dynasty.
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The rank of Romish Kaiser and the Roman stem-saga.

The sovereign-instinct of the Nibelungen, till then more brutal in its satisfaction, was led at
last by Karl the Great towards an ideal aim: this psychologic moment (der hierzu anregende
Moment) must be sought in Karl's assumption of the Roman Casardom.

If we cast a glance upon the extra-German world, so far as it lay bare to Karl the Great, we
find the selfsame kingless plight as with the subject German stems. The Romanic nations
ruled by Karl had long since lost their royal races through the Romans; the Slavonic nations,
little valued in themselves and destined for a more or less thorough Germanising, had never
won for their ruling races, now also falling to decay, a recognition equal to the German's.
Rome alone retained historic claim to rule, [278] and that to rule the world; that
world-dominion had been exerted by the Ceasars in the name of a people, not of an ur-old
royal race, but nevertheless in form of Monarchy. These Casars, in latter days capriciously
selected first from this, then that component of the brew of nations, had never had to prove a
racial right to the highest sovereignty in all the world. The deep corruption, impotence, and
shameful foundering of this Roman Casarate—propped up at last by nothing but the German
mercenaries, who had possession of the Roman Empire long years before its actual
extinction—had certainly not faded from the memory of its Frankish conquerors. Yet, for all
the personal weakness and depravity of the emperors known to the Germans, a deep awe and
reverence of that rank under whose authority this highly-cultured Roman world was ruled had
been implanted in the minds of the barbaric intruders, and there had stayed until these later
times. And in that feeling there might lurk, not only respect for a higher culture, but also an
old remembrance of the first brush of the German peoples with the Romans, who under Julius
Caesar once had reared a strong and lasting dam against their restless inroads.

Already German warriors had hunted Gauls and Celts, with hardly a stand, over the Alps
and across the Rhine; the conquest of the whole of Gallia was easily within their grasp, when
suddenly in Julius Cesar they encountered a force unknown to them before. Beating them
back, vanquishing and partly subjugating them, this supernal captain must have made an
indelible impression on the Germans; and confirmed was their deep awe of him when they
later learnt how all the Roman world had bent to him, how his patronymic "Caesar" had been
hallowed to the title of the highest earthly might, whilst he himself had been translated to the
Gods from whom his race had sprung.

This divine descent was grounded on an ur-old Roman saga, according to which the
Romans issued from a primordial race that, coming once from Asia, had settled [279] on the
banks of the Tiber and Arno. The quick of the religious halidom committed to the offspring of
this race indisputably made out for ages the weightiest heritage of the Roman nation: in it
reposed the force that bound and knit this active people; the "sacra" in the keeping of the
oldest, immemorially-allied patrician families, compelled the heterogeneous masses of
plebeians to obedience. Deep awe and veneration of the holy things, whose sense enjoined a
vigorous abstemiousness (as practised by the sorely-tried ur-father), make out the oldest,
inconceivably effective laws whereby the headstrong folk was governed; and the "pontifex
maximus"—the unchanging successor of Numa, the moral founder of the Roman State—was
the virtual (spiritual) king of the Romans. Actual Kings, i.e. hereditary holders of the highest
worldly rulership, are unknown in Roman history: the banished Tarquins were Etruscan
conquerors; in their expulsion we have less to recognise a political act of insurrection against
the royal power, than the old stem-races' national act of shaking-off a foreign yoke.

Now, when the plebs was no longer to be held in check by these stern and
spiritually-armoured ancient races; when through constant warfare and privation it had made
its strength so irresistible that, to avoid a destructive discharge thereof against the inmost core
of the Roman State-system, it must be loosed upon the outer world in conquest, then, and still
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more as result of this world-conquest, the last bond of ancient customs slowly snapped, and
religion dropped into its utter opposite through the most material worldlifying: dominion of
the world, enslavement of its peoples—no more dominion of the inner man, subdual of his
egoistic animal passions—was henceforth Rome's religion. The Pontificate, though it still
stood outward token of the ancient Rome, passed over to the worldly Imperator as his
weightiest attribute, significantly enough; and the first man to combine both powers was just
that Julius Cesar, whose race was lauded as the very oldest emigrant from Asia. Troja (llion),
so [280] said the old stem-saga now ripened to historic consciousness, was that sacred town of
Asia whence the Julian (Ilian) race had sprung: during the destruction of his father-town by
the united Hellenic stems Zneas, son of a goddess, had rescued the holiest relic (the
Palladium) preserved in this ur-people's city, and brought it safe to Italy: from him descend
the primal Roman races, and most directly of them all the Julian; from him, through the
possession of that ur-folk's halidom, was said to date the core of Romandom, their old
religion.
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Trojan descent of the Franks.

How full of meaning is the historically-attested fact that, shortly after the foundation of
their rule in Roman Gallia, the Franks gave themselves out as likewise sprung from Troy. The
chronicle-historian gives a pitying smile to such a stale conceit, which cannot hold a grain of
truth. But he whose purpose is to vindicate the deeds of men and races by their inmost views
and impulses, will find it of the highest moment to note what they believed, or tried to make
others believe, about themselves. And no feature can be of more striking historic importance,
than this naive utterance of the Franks' belief in their ur-right to rule, upon their entry on that
Roman world whose culture and whose past inspired them with reverence, yet to rule which
they were proud enough to base their right directly on the principles of classic Romandom
itself. So they, too, sprang from Troy; in fact it was their royal race that governed once in
Troy. For one of their ancient stem-kings, Pharamond, was none other than Priamus, the very
head of the Trojan royal family, who after the destruction of the city, so they said, had
journeyed into distant parts with a remnant of his people. The first point for us to notice here,
is that the naming of towns or transformation of their names by an addendum, as also the
poetic adaptations of the Trojan War and incidents allied therewith in [281] vogue until the
later Middle Ages, afford sufficient evidence of the wide spread and lasting influence of this
new saga. Whether it was in all respects as new as it looks, and does not contain a germ far
older than its new disguisal in the Graeco-Roman dress,—this certainly is worth inquiry.

The legend of an ur-old town or castle, built by the earliest human races and circled with
Cyclopean walls to guard their holiest fetish, we find with almost every nation of the world,
and especially with those of whom we may assume that they spread westward from those
ur-hills of Asia. Did the archetype of these fabled cities not actually once exist in these
peoples' earliest home? Surely there was one oldest, first walled city, which held in it the
oldest and most venerable race, the well-spring of all patriarchism, i.e. of Kinghood joined
with Priesthood. The farther did the stems move westward from their ancient home, the holier
would grow their memory of that ur-town; it became to them a city of the Gods, the Asgard of
the Scandinavians, the Asciburg of the related Germans. On their Olympos we find again
among the Greeks the dwelling of the Gods; before the Romans' Capitol, no less, it may
originally have hovered.

Certain it is, that wherever the stems, now grown to nations, made their abiding home,
there that ur-town was copied in reality: to it, the new stem-seat of the ruling oldest race of
Kings and Priests, the sanctity of the primordial city was gradually transferred; and the farther
did the races journey from it in its turn, and build again, the more accountably would wax the
glamour of this new stem-city also. Very naturally, however, with the freer evolution of these
branch-communities, and their growing sense of self-reliance, the desire for independence
would arise; and in exact degree as the ancient ruling-race, that governed from the new
stem-city, endeavoured to imprint its sovereignty on the offshoot communes, or cities, and
met their stiffening recusance with added tyranny. The first national Wars of Independence
were therefore those waged by Colonies against the Mother-cities; and so [282] obs