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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

work has a double object. Every great opera has a two-

JL fold character; the two component parts are supreme music

and supreme romance. The aim of this work, therefore, is to tell

the story of the Mastersingers, Tannhauser, Lohengrin, and so on,

accompanied by a descriptive analysis of the music. The two

things, the narrative of the story, or legend, and a full descriptive

analysis of the music of the opera (accompanied by illustrative

musical quotations) go hand in hand, linked together in each

chapter

The point of view assumed is that of the ordinary music lover

who, though an ardent follower of opera, has neither time, nor op-

portunity, nor aptitude, to study scores and musical history and

biography for himself. The main object has been to give such a

person all the information he requires for a thorough understand-

ing of what is going on in front of him on the stage, and, further, to

help him to grasp many an intention on the composer's part that,

for one reason or another, may not always come out clearly in the

performance.





TANNHAUSER

AS
was the case with all his later operas, Wagner derived the

material for the drama of Tannhauser from a variety of

sources. During his stay as a young man in Paris (from September

1839 t April 1842) he had become acquainted with a poem on the

subject by Tieck, and also with a story by E. T. A. Hoffmann that

describes a contest of song on the Wartburg. Tieck's treatment of

the subject he found rather too sugary and prettified.

In a quasi-biography entitled A Communication to my Friends,

which he published in December 1851, Wagner tells us that dur-

ing these Paris days
"
the German Folk-book of Tannhauser "

fell

into his hands. What this
" Folk-book "

may have been it is now

impossible to say, as the scholars have not been able to trace any
volume corresponding to that description. All we can be sure of is

that from some source or other Wagner obtained more first-hand

information about the figures of the Tannhauser story than he had

been able to do from either Tieck or Hoffmann He now probably

had an intuition that an excellent subject for an opera lay awaiting

him in these legends, so he began to study the Middle-High Ger-

man poem of the Sangerkrieg (the Contest of Song).
1 In this

poem, by the way, he also found the nucleus of his future libretto

of Lohengrin.

With his mind already working at white heat upon the Tann-

hauser subject he left Paris for Dresden, and, as luck would have it,

passed through the Thuringian valley above which the famous hill

1 "
Middle-High German "

is a term denoting a particular epoch of Ger-

man literature, the centre-point of which was the thirteenth century
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of the Wartburg rises. To one of the ridges in the hill his fancy at

once gave the name of Horselberg, the legendary scene of the as-

sociation between Tannhauser and Venus. In his autobiography he

tells us that as he drove through the valley he saw in imagination

the setting for the third act of his opera; and his memory retained

all the external details so vividly that long afterwards he could give

the Parisian artist who was painting the scenery for the first pro-

duction the most exact indications.

He took this chance meeting with the Wartburg as a good omen

for his as yet unwritten opera. On this occasion he did not actu-

ally ascend the hill. This he did for the first time seven years later,

when he was fleeing from Germany owing to his complicity in the

Dresden rising of 1849. Finding himself at Weimar for a few days

in his course from Dresden to Switzerland, he took advantage of

his momentary freedom from arrest to make an excursion to

Eisenach, and to ascend the battlements of the Wartburg. In 1861,

on a journey from Paris to Weimar, he once more crossed Thu-

ringia and passed the Wartburg, which, as he says,
" whether I

visited it or merely saw it in the distance, seemed so peculiarly

connected with my departures from Germany or my return to it."

Fact and fiction are almost inextricably blended in the story of

Tannhauser as we now have it. We know that early in the thir-

teenth century the Landgrave Hermann of Thuringia organised

what are sometimes called
"
contests of song

" on the Wartburg.
It is practically certain, however, that in these contests music

played no part; they were competitions not of musicians but

of poets.

There has come down to us a quaint old picture of one of these

contests, from a German manuscript of the fourteenth century;

the contestants have no musical instruments, nor is there even any

suggestion of their being engaged in singing. Two figures in the

upper part of the picture represent the Landgrave Hermann and

his wife; the seven figures in the lower half are celebrated poets of

the time, whose names are written above them; we can distinguish

those of Walther von der Vogelweide, Wolfram von Eschenbach,

Klingsor (Wagner afterwards made out of this personage the
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magician in Parsifal), and Heinrich von Ofterdingen. Wagner
compounded his figure of Tannhauser out of the last-named singer

and another, largely mythical, who bore the actual name of Tann-

hauser, and was the hero of legends similar to that set forth for us

in the opera.

The historical Tannhauser seems to have been, judging from his

poems, fond of the good things of this life, especially wine, good

cheer, and love. Apparently his sensuousness did not wholly com-

mend itself to his contemporaries, and the legend grew that for

having spent a year with Venus the Pope condemned him for his

sin to hell fire, from which sentence, however, he did not, as in

Wagner's opera, achieve redemption through repentance and

Elisabeth.

Wagner finished his libretto in May 1843 at Dresden. The music

of the first act was written between July 1843 and January 1844,

the second act in the summer and autumn of the latter year, and

the third act before the end of 1844. The instrumentation was

finished by April 1845. The original title of the opera was Der

Venusberg (The Hill of Venus). He was induced to discard this

title by the publisher of the score, Meser, of Dresden, who, Wagner
tells us in his autobiography,

" maintained that, as I did not mix

with the public, I had no idea what horrible jokes were made about

this title; these jokes, he thought, must come from the professors

and students of the Medical School in Dresden, as they had a spe-

cial talent for that kind of obscene joke. The mere suggestion of

such objectionable trivialities was enough to induce me to consent

to the change." The title under which the opera was published,

and by which it was henceforth to be known, was Tannhauser and

the Contest of Song on the Wartburg.
In the summer of 1844 the King of Saxony returned to his own

territory after a visit to England, and Wagner, who was then one

of the conductors of the Dresden Opera, seized the opportunity

to pay his homage to him at his country seat at Pillnitz. Wagner
took with him the Opera-house orchestra and the members of the

Dresden Glee Club, of which latter he was the conductor. Exhila-

rated by the occasion and by a pleasant drive through the country
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in delightful summer weather, there occurred to him a vigorous

theme that first made its entry into the world in connection with

this act of homage to the King of Saxony, but which Wagner after-

wards developed into the highly popular march in the second act

of Tannhauscr

Wagner having become a person of considerable importance in

Dresden by this time, the new opera was soon put into rehearsal.

So confident in advance were the theatre authorities of the success

of the work that they went to the unusual expense of having the

scenery painted by the artists of the Paris Opera, which was at

that time the leading opera-house of the world. New and beautiful

costumes were also ordered.

The only point upon which Wagner came into collision with the

Jntendant of the Dresden Opera, Luttichau, was in connection

with the scenery for the Hall of Song." Luttichau, no doubt

thinking that the new opera was already costing quite enough,

wanted to use the setting for the grand hall of the Emperor

Charlemagne that had been recently ordered for a production

of Wagner's Oberon, and Wagner found it almost impossible to

convince him that this would not be the right thing at all for

Tannhauser.

Finally, in face of Wagner's strongly expressed irritation, Lutti-

chau gave way and commissioned a proper setting from Paris.

This did not arrive in time for the first production, and Wagner
perforce had to use the Oberon scene after all. The dissappoint-

ment of the audience when the curtain rose upon this familiar

setting was one of the causes of the lukewarm reception of the

opera at its first performance.

We are so familiar with Tannhauser to-day, and even inclined to

regard it, in comparison with Wagner's later operas, as a little

old-fashioned, that it is somewhat difficult to realise that in its

own day it was an effort on the composer's part to do several things

that had hardly been attempted in opera before. In the first place,

the dramatic motive was every whit as important in his eyes as the

music; in the second place, the old distinction between song and

recitative had been completely swept away. Both these innova-
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tions caused him infinite trouble with his artists. It was with the

utmost difficulty that he could get them to refrain from delivering

the more declamatory portions of the music in the dry and some-

what unrhythmic way in which they were accustomed to deliver

the ordinary recitative. It was in vain that he insisted that in

Tannhauser song was declamation and declamation was song; it

was not, indeed, until many years later, and after a good deal of

exhausting exposition on his part, both in the theatre and in the

Press, that he managed to bring the ordinary opera-singer round to

his point of view.

In the matter of the dramatic conception of the various parts he

had even more trouble, especially with the tenor, Tichatschek. This

gentleman was a typical operatic
"
star

"
tenor. He was an excel-

lent fellow, if not particularly intelligent, had a fine presence and

a big and brilliant voice, and was the idol of the Dresden public.

He had already made a great success in Rienzi. But first and fore-

most he was a singer, in a much less degree an actor, and very little

at all of a thinker; his main idea was to have brilliant arias to sing

and to sing them brilliantly, and to prance about in magnificent

costumes.

Tichatschek had the greatest admiration for the young Wagner,
and would willingly have done anything for him that was in his

power ,
the sole trouble was that he had not brains enough to un-

derstand Wagner's new dramatic ideals. For one thing, his voice,

while of an extraordinarily stirring quality in brilliant and joyous

music, had little capacity for expressing suffering or the darker

emotions generally. He made a tremendous effect in the closing

moments of the first act of Tannhauser, and the audience was so

enthusiastic that the success of the opera appeared assured. In the

second act, however the act that is crucial for the drama he

failed Wagner completely.

From the dramatic point of view, the culminating point of the

second act is Tannhauser's phrase in the great finale,
" To lead the

sinner to salvation, the heaven-sent messenger drew near." Wag-
ner tells us that Tichatschek had not intelligence enough to per-

ceive the importance of this phrase and to impress the meaning of
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it upon the audience. The first result of his deficiency of under-

standing was that the second act fell flat. The second and even

more serious result was that Wagner felt compelled, in view of

Tichatschek's fiasco, to omit this passage from the second perform-

ance; and as his motives in doing so were not generally understood,

it was taken for granted that this was just an ordinary
"
cut," and

it became the practice everywhere to omit the passage from future

performances.

How little Tichatschek understood of the dramatic significance

of his part may be estimated from the fact that in the Contest

scene in the Hall of Song, when, forgetting his present highly re-

spectable surroundings, his mind reverts to the Horselberg and he

bursts out with a passionate invocation to Venus and sensual love,

he actually moved towards Elisabeth and poured his unholy rap-

tures into her chaste ears! The good fellow's mental processes were

very simple. Was he not the leading tenor, and was not Elisabeth

the leading lady? To whom, then, if not to the leading lady, should

the tenor address himself in his big moment?

The Venus was Wilhelmine Schroeder-Devrient, the greatest

German dramatic singer of her epoch, but at this period rather

past her best, both vocally and physically. She had been quick to

distinguish the exceptional genius of Wagner some years before,

and had willingly done all she could to help him forward. She was

conscious that Venus was hardly a part for her, and she seems to

have undertaken it, in some measure, only for a sense of its im-

portance to the dramatic scheme and a consequent desire to help

Wagner all she could at a critical point in his career.

Wagner himself was conscious that the part of Venus had not

been developed in the opera at sufficient length, a defect which he

rectified in the 1861 production of Tannhauser in Paris. The part

could only have been made thoroughly effective in the first days

by a singer who was wholly absorbed in it, and this, for various rea-

sons, chiefly connected with her physical appearance, Schroeder-

Devrient found it impossible to be.
" The only thing," says Wag-

ner in his autobiography,
"
that might have helped to achieve the

effect I had desired in the part of Venus would have been the ac-
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tress's confidence in her own youthful beauty, and in the purely

sensuous appreciation of beauty of this kind by the audience. The

conviction that these means of effect were no longer at her disposal

paralysed this great artist, who was already becoming matronly in

form. She necessarily felt somewhat embarrassed, and so was un-

able to employ her usual means for making her effects. On one oc-

casion, with a despairing smile, she declared herself incapable of

playing Venus, for the very simple reason that she could not wear

a costume appropriate to that goddess.
l What in heaven's name

am I to wear as Venus? '

she said.
' After all, I cannot go on in just

a girdle! I should look like something at a fancy ball!
' " Her fears

and Wagner's proved only too well founded; the inability 01

Schroeder-Devrient to carry through the part of Venus had a good
deal to do with the comparative coolness of the audience at the

first performance.
The Elisabeth was Wagner's niece Johanna Wagner, who was

physically well adapted for the part, with her youthful appearance
and her tall and slender figure; she also, at that time, had an ex-

ceedingly good voice. She had been well coached by the composer,
and succeeded so well in the part that it may be said to have laid

the foundation of her future great reputation. Even with her, how-

ever, he had something of the same difficulty as with Tichatschek.

She could not render the prayer in the third act as he wished it to

be done, with the result that in future performances he had to

make a considerable cut in it.

The Wolfram was Mitterwurzer, an intelligent young baritone

with a good voice. He was thoroughly willing to carry out Wagner's

intentions, and the composer was surprised to find that even a man
of his gifts had some difficulty in grasping the true nature of his

part. At the rehearsals he sang Wolfram's song in the Contest

scene so dryly and mechanically that it was evident to Wagner
that he regarded it merely as a piece of the old conventional reci-

tative. When Wagner pointed out his error to him, Mitterwurzer

begged to be allowed to work the thing out quietly in his own way;
and this he did with such success that it was through his imper-
sonation of Wolfram that the Dresden public gradually came to
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understand the dramatic significance of the new work, so far as

they could understand it at all.

The first performance, on the igth October, 1845 (under Wag-
ner himself, of course), was only moderately successful, and

Wagner was greatly depressed after it. He was ready enough to

perceive that most of his singers were, in this degree or that, an-

swerable for the comparative failure, but he was less willing to

acknowledge that his own incurable long-windedness may also

have had something to do with it. He saw, however, the necessity

of making considerable cuts for the second performance, though he

complained that they deprived the dramatic action of a good deal

of its meaning. One reason for the partial non-success of the new

opera was that it was in a style different from what the town had

come to expect from the composer of Rienzi and The Flying

Dutchman. Another reason was that religious controversy was in

the air in Germany at that time, and the story became current that

just as Meyerbeer in The Huguenots had glorified Protestant-

ism, so, in Tannhaitser, Wagner's intention had been to glorify

Catholicism. He was even accused in some quarters of having been

bribed by the Catholic party!

The second performance took place a week after the first, Tichat-

schek having in the interval been too hoarse to sing again for some

days. The new scenery for the Hall of Song had now arrived, and

Wagner was very pleased with it, but unfortunately at the second

performance the house was nearly empty. But somehow or other

word must have gone round the town that the unfavourable opin-

ion of the audience at the first production needed modifying, and

the third performance was given before a full house From that

time its success was virtually assured, though in his inmost heart

Wagner felt that the public approval was mostly for the music,

instead of for the drama, which he himself regarded as of even

greater importance.

For many years he had a hard fight of it to get the average Ger-

man opera-singer to see that before the question of the singing of

the music came the question of understanding the dramatic psy-
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ecology of the character. In 1852 he wrote an exhaustive treatis

on The Performing of Tannhauser, in which he gave singers am

stage directors the minutest instructions as to the proper concep
tion of the work. He had two hundred copies of the booklel

printed, and sent a copy to every opera-house in Germany. Some

years after, being without a copy himself and wanting one for a

special purpose, he asked the Vienna Opera to send him theirs.

When he received it, it was still uncut.

In the first version of the opera, in the scene of Tannhauser's

frenzy in the third act, Venus did not appear in person, but her

malign influence upon Tannhauser was suggested by a rosy glow
on the distant Horselberg. Nor was the death of Elisabeth posi-

tively announced; it was merely conveyed to the audience by the

sound of funeral bells in the distance, along with the faint light of

torches on the Wartburg. It was apparently as the result of a sug-

gestion from Mitterwurzer that he altered this latter scene to al-

low of the body of Elisabeth being brought in, while his desire for

greater visual definiteness in the stage action a desire that was

always strong in him led him to bring Venus on in person in

the scene immediately preceding this.

The overture to Tannhauser, like the overtures of Wagner's pred
ecessor and model Weber, employs the main themes of the open
to summarise the dramatic action; but Wagner raises this form o^

overture to a height of which Weber probably never dreamed.

The overture opens with the theme of Salvation by Grace:

_

Andante maestoso.
'

i jtnaanre maestoso.

The theme has a decidedly religious character, that comes noi

merely from its melody and harmony but from the peculiar coloui
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given to it by its being set for wind instruments alone clari-

nets, bassoons, and horns. It is succeeded by the motive of Re-

pentance:
2

Wagner discourses upon these two themes with his usual delibera-

tion, the Salvation motive being given out fortissimo by practically

the whole orchestra (the trumpets not being used, however; he

is reserving these for the final climax), and the violins playing

round the melody with an excited figure of broken triplets that

is meant to symbolize the Pulse of Life:

The passion gradually dies away, and we hear once more, in quiet

tones, the opening theme (No. i) in the same church-like colour-

ing as before. This time its development is abruptly interrupted

2 The reader must always bear in mind that the titles affixed to the mo-

tives in Wagner's operas are for the most part not his own but those of his

commentators. The general sense of a particular motive is unmistakable,

but it occasionally happens that different commentators call it by different

names.
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by the first of the themes associated with the Bacchanalian revels

in the kingdom of Venus:

This motive makes its feverish way upwards in the violas. It is

succeeded almost immediately by a second Bacchanal theme:

and this by a third, given out at first in the soft tones of the flutes,

oboes, and clarinets.

This last is more particularly associated with the Sirens, and it is

completed by another hectic theme:

(T)

No. 5 may be regarded as the Sirens' call to pleasure. After repeti-

tions of No. 4, now expanded by the addition of a new figure:
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we hear yet another Bacchanal motive

which leads into the theme of the Glorification of Venus, it is to

this latter melody that Tannhauser, in the first act, sings of his

passion for the goddess:

Further development of the various Bacchanal themes brings us

to a fresh motive, given out with insidious quietness by the clar-

inet, under soft, seductive tremolandi in the violins:

(II)

ES

r'fir r 'r

This motive symbolises the Charm of Venus; it is to this strain

that the goddess, finding Tannhauser likely to escape from his

prison, tries once more to cast her full spell over him.

Again the Bacchanal themes are resumed, and culminate, as

before, in the song of Tannhauser to Venus (No. 10).

In the original version of the overture this led in time to a

resumption of No. i in the full orchestra, with No. 3 playing about
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it as before, the poetic idea being the final triumph of spiritual

over fleshly love. For the Paris performance of the opera in 1861,

however, Wagner revised and expanded the overture from the

point we have now reached.

At the Paris Opera in those days a ballet in the second act

was de ngueur; it had to be in the second act so that late diners

who were not intellectually interested in the first act of an opera
could arrive in time for the ballet. Wagner, incredible as it may
seem to us to-day, was asked by the management to comply
with this absurd rule. He flatly refused, of course, as the dramatic

evolution of Tannhauser gives no opportunity for a conventional

ballet in the second act; but as a partial concession to the public,

and also, we may take it, because he liked the Bacchanal music

and felt he could now do rather more with it than he had done

at first, he consented ttf expand the musical development at this

point, so that it could be associated, if not with the ordinary

ballet, at any rate with seductive stage pictures and posings that

would at once placate the French lovers of ballet and serve to

make the voluptuous attractions of the Court of Venus more

convincing.

It is hardly necessary to say that the average Parisian patrons
of opera were not placated; indeed, Wagner's blunt refusal to fall

in with their wishes had a good deal to do with the blackguardly

opposition to his opera that was gradually worked up in certain

quarters. The added portion is now usually known as the New
Venusberg Music sometimes also as the Bacchanal. We will

now describe the course taken by the new overture from the point

at which we have left the old.

After playing for a while with motives Nos. 4 and 8, Wagner
proceeds to develop the already familiar Bacchanal themes with

a freedom and passion of which he was incapable in 1845, and two

new themes are added to them:
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The latter has a touch of Tristan about it
;
and indeed the whole

of the New Venusberg Music suggests Tristan rather than the

Tannhduser of sixteen years earlier.

The music rises to a height of voluptuousness that has probably

never been surpassed in any other work of any composer, then

dies down gradually and merges into the Call of the Sirens:

Come to these bow

In the theatre this is sung (to the words " Come to these bow-

ers ") by an invisible chorus of female voices; in the concert

arrangement it is given to the strings alone.

The most exquisite melodies and harmonies are developed

out of this and the material already familiar, and the passion of

the music gradually dies away into a sort of quietly ecstatic con-

tentment.

In the Paris version of the opera, which is now the one gen-

erally played in the larger theatres, the curtain rises at the point

where the old overture merges into the New Venusberg Music.

The stage represents the interior of the Venusberg a wide grotto

that curves away in the background until it seems to be lost in the

distance. A waterfall plunges through an opening in the rocks and

forms a lake in which Naiads are seen bathing, while Sirens

recline on the banks. In front of the grotto Venus is seen reclining

on a rich couch, bathed in a soft, rosy half-light; Tannhauser

half kneels before her with his head in her lap, his harp by his

side. The Three Graces group themselves round the couch. Sleep-

ing Cupids are huddled at the side of and behind the couch "
like

children who, tired after play, have fallen asleep
"

to quote
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Wagner's own description. While the orchestra pours out its

delirious music, Satyrs, Fauns, Nymphs, and pursuing Youths

fill the stage with movement.

At the point where the chorus of Sirens is heard (No. 14), the

mist in the background dissolves, showing a cloud-picture of the

Rape of Europa by the white bull, escorted by Tritons and

Nereids. During the second song of the Sirens, Leda is seen in the

soft light of the moon reclining on the banks of a woodland lake,

with the swan laying his head on her bosom. As this picture

gradually fades away, the mist itself completely disappears, show-

ing the grotto empty except for Tannhauser, Venus, and the

Three Graces; the latter make a smiling obeisance to the goddess

and slowly depart.

As we have said, Wagner elaborated considerably the opening

scene of the opera for the Paris production of 1861; his object

was to develop psychologically the part of Venus, to emphasize
her power over the more sensual side of Tannhauser's nature, and

so to give more interest to his struggle to free himself from her

chains.

When the last traces of the Bacchanal have faded away, the

knight raises his head suddenly from the lap of Venus, as if

wakening from a dream; she draws him back caressingly, to the

strain (in the orchestra) of the Sirens' song (No. 14). He passes

his hand across his eyes, as if trying to recall and fix the dream.

To her question,
"
Beloved, say, where strays thy thought?

" he

replies convulsively,
" No more, no more!

" and then, more slowly

and softly, cries,
" Oh that I now might waken." 3

Venus as yet has no suspicion that her hold upon him is weak-

ening. Still caressing him she asks him to tell her what is in his

thoughts. He answers that in his dream he has heard again in

imagination what has long been strange to his ears the joyous

sound of bells. (A suggestion of faintly tinkling bells is given

by the flute and oboe reiterating a sort of chime over a sequence

8 In one of the older English versions this was mistranslated " Oh that I

ne'er might waken 7' an unfortunate perversion of Tannhauser's real

sentiments.
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of descending harmonies in the strings.)
" How long is it," he

asks.
"
since I heard their tones?

" Venus tries to soothe him by

passing her hand gently over his brow. He continues wistfully:
"
I know not how to measure the time I've dwelt here with thee.

Of days and months I have lost count, for no longer do I see the

sun. nor the friendly stars above; no longer do I see the tender

grass, with its promise of summer; no longer do I hear the night-

ingale telling me that spring is nigh. Shall I never see and hear

these again?
"

Venus, still serenely sure of herself and of her empire over him,

reminds him, in a tone of quiet astonishment, of how she had

brought balm to his sufferings, and bids him take his harp and sing

once more the praises of love, as in the days when by his singing

he made the Goddess of Love herself his own. Tannhauser, moved

by a sudden resolution, takes the harp from her and sings, to the

melody of No 10, of all her bounties to him. But soon the old

sadness, the old nostalgia, creeps across his soul again. He longs

to return to the world of men; it is not alone the pleasures of the

Venusberg that he desires, he says, but the pains and sorrows of

humanity, and he implores his enchantress to set him free. Venus

herself now begins to waken to a sense of the reality of the situa-

tion. She reproaches him gently in what has her love been lack-

ing that he should grieve her thus^

Once more Tannhauser breaks into song in praise of her love

and of the delights of her kingdom, and once more he ends with

a cry of yearning for the ordinary world of men, for the flowers,

the meadows fresh with dew, the sound of bells, the song of

birds; and again he begs her to set him free. At this, Venus

springs from her couch and upbraids him passionately for his

ingratitude and inconsistency, he
u
praises love, and yet from

love would flee?
"

Is he sated with the joys she has showered

on him? He tries to justify himself: it is from her too powerful
charm that he would fly; never has he loved her more truly than

now, when he must leave her for ever.

At this point in the original version of the score, Venus directs

on him at once the full battery of her seductiveness. In the Paris



TANNHAUSER *9

version, the dramatist and the musician in Wagner, both ripened

by the years, take better care that the most is made of this crucial

moment. Venus buries her face in her hands and turns away
from him with a cry of dismay. There is a long silence, both on

the stage and in the orchestra: Wagner always knew the value

of silence in the theatre in moments of tragic intensity. Then

the orchestra launches out into a soft and sweetly seductive strain

that might have come out of Tristan. While this music is unfold-

ing itself, Venus attracts Tannhauser's glance to her again, and

turns suddenly to him with a ravishing smile. She makes a sign

and a magic grotto appears, filled with rosy perfumed vapours.

(In the original version she merely speaks of the grotto as being

visible to Tannhauser.) She points to it and invites him to enter

it with her. The music here is in essence the same as in the

Dresden version. Th2 vocal melody is the one already heard in the

overture (Xo n); the orchestral accompaniment, however, is

now much richer and more elaborate.

As she draws nearer to him, an invisible chorus of Sirens sings

"Come to these bowers" to the melody of No. 14; but the

phrase is now sung only once, instead of twice, as in the first

version of the opera. In place of the old repetition, Venus herself

takes up the Sirens' strain, and, to the accompaniment of some

of the music that appears for the first time in the 1861 Bacchanal,

bids him come where he shall
"
drink draughts divine, drink deep

of love's own wine," from her lips and her eyes. The music becomes

more and more languorously seductive as it proceeds, and at last

dies away almost to inaudibility as Venus whispers,
"
Say, dearest

friend, tell me, beloved, wilt thou fly from me? "

WT

agner's instinct in making this long interpolation was a sound

one: it came from a keener sense of dramatic effect than he had

when he drafted his poem in 1843. In tne version of that year

Tannhauser succumbs again too quickly. He has already sung
his song in praise of love twice; there is a touch of the ineffective

in making him sing it a third time almost immediately after

the second.

By prolonging the intermediate scene, Wagner in the first place
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postpones the third stanza of the song till we have had time to

forget the second, and so, on the third recurrence of the melody,

it comes to us again with most of its original force; and in the

second place, by interposing this long and passionate appeal of

Venus the dramatist makes us realise how serious is the contest

in Tannhauser's soul between desire for the goddess and the

longing to be free of her. Like him, we find her appeal irresistible,

and so we are not surprised when once more,
"
completely carried

away," as the stage directions put it, he seizes his harp and breaks

again into a song of adoration of Venus that is even more passion-

ate than its predecessors. Yet, in spite of all his protestations that

while life is in him he will be her
"
true and fearless champion,"

the old longing for the cool sweetness of earth masters him once

more; freedom he must have, strife and battle in the world of

men, even though death be the end of it all.

The remainder of the scene follows, in the Paris version, the

general lines of the earlier one, but the dramatic motive, as before,

is extended, and the music made much richer. In the original,

Venus in anger bids him go back to the cold and loveless world

of men, where disappointment will soon drive him back to her

A way. ihou mad man. seek there for grace !

Seek there for grace, and find it ne'er I

arms. In the later version, Wagner, in some pages that once more

remind us of Tristan, enlarges upon this idea. He has scorned men,
she reminds him, flouted them by coming to her; what reception

will they give him when he returns? Their hatred and derision

will send him back to her; in faint, dull tones she sings for him,

in anticipation, the words, expressive of utter weariness and hu-

miliation, in which he will then plead with her to grant him her
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favour again. He will lie upon her threshold, and beg now not for

love but for pity, and she will spurn him like a beggar:
" not to

slaves, only to heroes, open I my door!
"

But cajoleries and threats are now equally vain.
"
No," replies

Tannhauser;
"
my pride that last distress shall spare thee, to see

me kneeling in dishonour; for he who now leaves thee, oh goddess,

will never more return." Here is the opportunity, which Wagner
at once seizes, for a further elaboration of the psychology of the

situation. Womanlike, Venus at once undergoes a revulsion of

feeling. From the scorner she becomes the suppliant. His threat

to leave her for ever breaks down her pride; and to some of the

loveliest, most insinuating music in the whole scene she reminds

him of their happiness together, and pleads with him not to inflict

on her the last pain of all to hear him, in the other life, lament-

ing, and not be able to bring him solace as of old. But instantly

upon this comes another change of mood. If he does not return,

she cries despairingly, her curse will be on him and on the world:
"
the earth shall be a desert when the goddess smiles on it no

more."

Tannhauser answers that he well knows that he who flies from

her leaves all grace behind him, but tells her once again that

it is combat, not the soft joys of the Venusberg, for which his

soul now longs, and that he understands that it is towards death

that his new desire is imperiously driving him. "When even

death flies from thee," she pleads,
" and the grave itself is closed

to thee, then return to me! " " But it is here in my heart," says

Tannhauser,
"
that I bear death and the grave! Through repent-

ance and penance alone shall I find rest "; and then, to the

goddess's last frenzied appeal to return to her if he would be

saved, he cries,
" Goddess of all delights! No, not with thee shall

my soul find peace! My hope is in Mary alone!
" In the original

version the stage directions are that
" Venus shrinks away with

a cry, and vanishes." In the Paris version she simply disappears,

and the scene at once changes.

Tannhauser has not altered his position, but we now see him

in a beautiful valley, with a blue sky and bright sunshine. In the
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background, to the right, the Wartburg is visible; through an

opening in the valley on the left the Horselberg can be seen. To

the right a mountain path runs down from the Wartburg, turning

aside in the foreground, where, on a slight eminence, there stands

a shrine to the Virgin From the heights on the left, sheep-bells

are heard; on a cliff sits a young shepherd with his pipe, which

he is now playing upon as the curtain rises:

(16) Clar. ^

He sings a simple little melody in praise of Holda, the old German

goddess of goodness, kindness, and grace, whose yearly coming

brought prosperity to the land.

Wagner's intentions here are almost too subtle for ordinary

theatrical comprehension. Holda, he tells us in his treatise on the

poem of Tannhamer, was, like other of the heathen gods, ban-

ished into the interior of the earth at the coming of Christianity,

and from a beneficent deity she came to be regarded as an evil

one. She now figured as a symbol of rather wild pleasure, and in

fact became identified in time with Venus, the source of all the evils

of the senses, and was supposed to have her habitation in the

Horselberg. Wagner, therefore, by making the unsophisticated

shepherd sing of Holda and the coming of May, seems to be im-

pressing on us that what was Venus to Tannhauser in the days

when he was enslaved by his senses in the Horselberg is the sweet

and beneficent Holda now that he has come to himself again in

the pure air of the valley.

In his autobiography Wagner tells us that while he was sketch-

ing out the plan of the opera at Toplitz, in the summer of 1842,

he one day climbed the Wostrai (the highest peak in the neigh-

bourhood), where, on turning the corner of a valley, he heard a

merry dance-tune whistled by a goatherd perched on a crag,

Wagner seemed to see himself at once among the Pilgrims ol

his opera, filing past the goatherd in the valley below. He mad*
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a mental note of the situation, but not of the tune, so that when

he came to compose the opera he had, as he humourously says,
"
to help myself out of the matter in the usual way ":

JlJ J J
CJ IT

In the Dresden version the shepherd's song was continuous. In

the Paris version he inserts in the middle of it another little

strain on the pipe:

/7N

(which reminds us slightly of more than one motive in the Ring).

When the song is over, the final words being
u Now on my pipe

I merrily play, For May is here, the lovely May!
"

the boy in-

dulges in a lively final flourish on his instrument:

^ Jt . J

Almost simultaneously there is heard the song of the elder Pilgrims

as they come down the mountain path from the Wartburg; and

between each of the lines of their song the shepherd boy continues

for a time to develop his merry fantasia, which is always in a

faster tempo than that of the choral song.

The Pilgrims' chorus is in four parts (two tenors and two

basses), and commences thus:
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After the fourth line the shepherd ceases his piping and listens

reverently to the hymn, in which the Pilgrims speak of their

journey to Rome, there to implore pardon for their sins. The

second part of their strain, to which they sing the words:

" My heart is sad, by sins oppressed,

No longer can it bear its burden;

My weary feet shall take no rest

Until the Lord shall grant me pardon,"

to a melody that has already been heard in the overture (No. 2),

though now, like the rest of the hymn, it is in common instead of

three-four time.

As the Pilgrims reach the height opposite to that on which

he is sitting, the shepherd waves his cap and calls out to them,
" Good speed! Good speed to Rome! There for my soul, oh! ask

a blessing!
"

Tannhauser, all this while, has remained in the

centre of the stage as if rooted there. Now at last his emotion

finds voice; deeply moved, he sinks on his knees and utters a great

cry:
"
Almighty God be praised! Great are the marvels of His

mercy!
"

It is one of the electrifying moments of the score; even

at this early stage of his development Wagner had an infallible

sense of where to place his climaxes, and how to get them with the

simplest possible means.

The Pilgrims turn up the path that runs by the shrine, and

slowly pass off the stage, still singing their hymn, which, for-

merly unaccompanied, now has a running accompaniment in the

plucked violas and cellos, while the shepherd again pipes his little

tune, which also gradually recedes into the distance. Where the

last of the Pilgrims has disappeared from the stage, Tannhauser,
on his knees, sunk in prayer, takes up the second strain of the

hymn (No. 2) to the same words as theirs. Then tears choke

his voice, and he is unable to finish the phrase, which is

taken up for the last time by the Pilgrims, now very far away.
Tannhauser bows his head low and appears to weep bitterly;

and from the background, as it were from Eisenach, comes
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the distant chiming of bells. The last phrase of the Pilgrims'

hymn:

(21)

deserves to rank as a separate motive; it symbolises the Stead-

fastness of Faith, and is sung each time to the words,
"
Oh, blest

is he whose faith is sure."

Just before the hymn finally dies away, a solitary note on a

hunting-horn is heard in the distance
;
this develops into a joyous

fanfare for the horns (behind the scenes, and still in the distance) :

This develops and draws nearer, until at last the Landgrave of

Thuringia and his Minstrels, in hunting array, come one by one

along a path from the eminence on the left. Half-way down the

height the Landgrave perceives the kneeling Tannhauser. All won-

der who he can be a penitent they assume, but, from his appear-

ance, obviously a knight. Wolfram, Tannhauser's closest friend

of old, is the first to hasten towards him and to recognise him

with a cry of
" Tis Henry f

'' The cry is taken up by them all.

Tannhauser rises in astonishment, quickly collects himself, and

bows to the Landgrave without speaking, after having thrown

a swift glance on the Minstrels; he is apparently not sure of the

kind of reception he will have, for he has left their company,
as the libretto tells us,

"
in haughty pride." The Landgrave and

the others ask him if he has really returned to them at last,
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and what the return portends; the grim Biterolf demands bluntly

whether he is friendly or "dreams of further strife"; Walther

von der Vogelweide also asks,
" Com'st thou as friend or

foe?
" The gentle Wolfram protests against their harshness:

is Tannhauser 's demeanor, he asks, that of pride? He ap-

proaches the knight with a friendly air and extends a welcome to

him; too long, he says, has Tannhauser been absent from their

midst

(23)

We wel-come thee, thou val lant mm-streL

Wolfram's friendliness finds an immediate echo in the others,

and at last the Landgrave himself bids Tannhauser welcome, but

would know where he has stayed so long. Tannhauser, in a sort of

dream, replies,
"

I've wandered in a distant, distant land, where

never could I rest nor solace find. Ask not' To strive with

you I came not here; let it be reconciliation between us,

and then let me go my way." To their combined appeal to

him to stay he answers again that he can nowhere find rest;

he is doomed to wander on for ever, he dare not look behind

him.

But all their urgency is of no avail: the more insistent their

appeal, the harder becomes his resolution, until out of the en-

semble there comes a clear cry from Wolfram, standing in front

of Tannhauser,
"
Stay for Elisabeth t

" The name sets all the old

memories stirring in Tannhauser; deeply and yet joyfully agi-

tated, he stands as if spellbound, repeating in ecstacy the word
"
Elisabeth I

"
that seems to him to have reached him from

heaven. With the permission of the Landgrave, Wolfram there-

upon tells him how, when he dwelt among them and contended

with them for the prizes of song, his singing won for him the

greatest prize of all the love of Elisabeth. The heartfelt second

strain of the song is typical of Wagner's melody of this period
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at its best, and is a full revelation of the character, sincere,

affectionate, and earnest, of Wolfram:

Was t mag ic or some power di - vine That

r
r r' C|f cj r

wrought for thee that won - der fine.

Since Tannhauser has left them, says Wolfram, Elisabeth has

pined away, and has been seen no more at the Contests of Song

Wolfram urges him to return among them and take part again

in their friendly rivalries, and his strain is taken up and devel-

oped by the rest of the Minstrels in a sonorous piece of choral

writing Tannhauser 's pride can resist no longer, profoundly

moved, he throws himself into Wolfram s arms, greets each of the

Minstrels in turn, and bows to the Landgrave in deep gratitude
" To her 1 To her'

" he cries
"
oh, lead me to her!

" and the

Minstrels break out into a joyous chorus, in which Tannhauser

joins with a jubilant melody that will be heard again in a later

scene:

Once more I see the world be fore me,

The beau - teous world ..... from which I fled t

By this time the whole of the hunting retinue of the Landgrave

has come upon the scene, and the hunters add merry horn fan-

fares to the voice parts. The Landgrave sounds his horn, he and

the Minstrels mount the horses that have been brought them
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from the Wartburg, and the curtain falls. (That, at least, is how

Wagner desired the scene to close; his intentions cannot always

be realised to the letter in our theatres.)

The second act commences with a long orchestral prelude of a

type that Wagner may be said to have originated in the theatre. It

is a sort of miniature symphonic poem. First of all a vigorous,

leaping theme, with a dancing pendant

(26) w

describes the felicity of Elisabeth. It is succeeded by the "
Jubila-

tion
"

motive, which, quoted as No. 25, we have already heard

from Tannhauser's lips in the preceding scene. The development

of these sunny motives is interrupted for a moment when, in the

dark tones of the wood-wind, the
"
Warning

" motive casts a

shadow over the music. This is the motive shown as No. 15; it is

to this that Venus has sung her admonition to Tannhauser in the

first scene. But the shadow soon passes, and No. 2 5 is heard again

in all its brilliance as the curtain rises, showing the Hall of Song

in the Wartburg; in the background is a view of the courtyard and

the valley.

Elisabeth enters joyfully, with springing steps, and sings her

greeting to the Hall of Song. Tannhauser has returned, once more

his songs will echo through the Hall, and joy is in her heart again.

The aria pulsates with a vitality that must have acted like a tonic,

even an intoxicant, on the audiences that heard it for the first

time eighty years or so ago: there was nothing else in contempo-

rary music to set beside it for vigour and brilliance. When it is

over, Tannhauser conducted by Wolfram, descends the stairs

and appears in the background. He throws himself at Elisabeth's

feet, while the tactful Wolfram remains discreetlv remote from
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them, leaning against the wall. Elisabeth is at first all modest

confusion. She bids Tannhauser rise from his knees; her melody
is typical of Wagner at this period, especially in its use* of the

turn

T .
i ^*

/ j [-El
I pray thee rise ! Take all my thanks

-i. I r*
* -

-r* ,g

-pir P r

that thou a gam art here 1

" But where," she asks him,
"
hast thou wandered so long?

"

Tannhauser rises, and in veiled tones, as if trying in vain to recall

a dream, tells her he has been "
far from her, in distant, distant

regions; a dark oblivious cloud 'twixt to-day and yesterday has

rolled." Memory of it all has vanished; one thing only can he

recall, that he had lost all hope that he should ever see her again.

It is some " wonder "
that has brought him back,

" a mighty
and mysterious wonder." "

I praise this wonder," Elisabeth re-

joins,
" from the depth of my heart."

With delicate art Wagner paints for us the conflict of emotions

in her breast her innocent joy in Tannhauser's return, her

sadness at his departure and long absence, her maidenly inability

to comprehend all the varied emotions she is now feeling; at the

finish the cry is wrung from her,
"
Henry, Henry! What hast thou

done to me? "
It is the god of love, declares Tannhauser, that has

brought him back; and the pair break out into a joyous duet,

commencing thus:

Oh. bless ed hour. .... of meet-ing*

and continuing with a strain in which we see once more Wagner's
use of his beloved " turn ":
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(29)

Through all ray veins is flow ing a

v J r re
stream of life di vine.

The section devoted to an elaboration of this last theme was

greatly admired by Mendelssohn
,

it was one of the few things in

Tannhauser that really pleased him

At the conclusion of this long duet, Tannhauser leaves Ehsa

beth, rushes to Wolfram and embraces him warmly, and the two

disappear by the staircase, Elisabeth gazing after them from

the balcony. From a side-passage the .Landgrave now enters;

Elisabeth hastens to him and buries her face in his breast The

grave and benevolent Landgrave has read his niece's secret, but

he refrains from urging her to speak of it.

Trumpets sound a fanfare far away in the castle yard, sum-

moning the Minstrels and the rest of the company to the Contest

of Song:

(3o)
j

The Landgrave and Elisabeth ascend the balcony and receive the

guests Knights and Ladies each pair being announced by
four noble Pages, the orchestra the while developing No. 30 into

an imposing Processional March, with the following as its main

theme-
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(Note again the
"
turn.") At the climax, when most of the guests

have been received, trumpets on the stage peal out once more

with No. 30, and the Knights and Nobles sing, to the strain

of No. 31, a greeting to the noble Hall in which they find them-

selves, and to their beloved ruler, patron of the arts, the good

Landgrave Hermann of Thuringia. The Ladies take up the second

strain .

the male voices answer them, and finally the whole of the forces

unite in the song of praise.

The Minstrels now step forward, bow to the assembly with

great dignity, and take their seats, which are arranged in a

narrow semicircle in the centre of the Hall. Tannhauser is in the

middle, to the right: Wolfram at the end, to the left. The orchestra

gives out, in quiet tones, a kind of ceremonial music, commencing
thus:

(33) _ ,-

and when this has been concluded, the Landgrave rises and ad-

dresses the assembly. He reminds them of their services to the

land in war, and their no less worthy services to it in the arts of

peace, especially that of song. The return of Tannhauser shall

be celebrated in another friendly contest as of old. The secret

of his going and returning has not yet been disclosed; perhaps
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it will be revealed in song. To this end he proposes, as the theme

of their contest, the nature of Love; the Minstrel who can most

truly show this forth will be allowed to claim his own reward

from the hands of Elisabeth.

The four noble Pages come forward and take from each Min-

strel a small roll of paper bearing his name: these they place in a

golden bowl, which they present to Elisabeth; she draws a roll

out and hands it to the Pages, who read out the name on it. This

ceremony is accompanied by the orchestra with the music based

on the theme quoted as No. 33. The Pages advance into the middle

of the stage, read out the name of Wolfram von Eschinbach, and

then seat themselves at the feet of the Landgrave and Elisabeth.

Tannhauser, lost in dreams, leans upon his harp.

Wolfram rises and sings an austere song in praise of spiritual,

undeclared, unselfish love: it is clear that from afar he worships

Elisabeth. The assembly approves the song. Tannhauser seems

to awake from his dream: his expression changes from one of

gloomy pride to one of ecstasy. He stares into vacancy, and a

convulsive shudder passes through him: he has become oblivious

of his surroundings, even of Elisabeth.

Wagner revised the scene at this point in the later version. In

the original opera, Tannhauser breaks into a preliminary song in

praise of love or rather desire, as he conceives it. Walther von

der Vogelweide rises and reproves him for confusing love with

unhallowed passion, and Tannhauser taunts him with never

having tasted love. In the new version Walther's song is

omitted, and Tannhauser's two outbursts are compressed into

one a rapturous eulogy of sensual delights. There is general

consternation. Elisabeth is astonished and perplexed; the grim,

uncompromising Biterolf starts to his feet, angrily denounces

Tannhauser, and defies him to mortal combat for his blasphemy.
The protest only serves to raise Tannhauser's temperature. He
defies and insults Biterolf, who draws his sword. The Landgrave
bids Biterolf contain himself, and the gentle Wolfram sings again
in praise of ideal love:
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(34)

Oh, sa cred love my prais es flow

forth to none . .. but thee

But by this time Tannhauser's mind is back again in the courts

of Venus. To the strains of No. 13 he lauds her as the source of

all light and joy, and finally tells the Knights that if they would

know what love is, let them "
swift to the hill of Venus fly." The

assembly breaks up in horror, the Ladies leave the Hall in dis-

may all except Elisabeth, who, deadly pale, masters herself by
a great effort, supporting herself against one of the wooden

pillars of the canopy of the throne. The Landgrave and the

Knights form into a group, Tannhauser remains alone at the

extreme left, still sunk in his ecstatic dream. The Knights, in an

agitated chorus, cry out for vengeance on the sinner who has

dwelt with Venus, and are advancing upon Tannhauser with

drawn swords, when Elisabeth places herself between them.

Shielding Tannhauser with her own body, she asks them what

wound they could inflict upon her, even unto death itself, that

could compare with the wound that he has dealt her heart.

From this point the Act is one steadily rising climax Elisabeth

pleads with them to give the sinner a chance to repent and atone

for his sin:

3
I plead for him, oh, spare him, I im plore you.

for was it not for such as he that the Redeemer died? The unholy
fire has all this time been gradually dying out in Tannhauser,
and now, at these words of Elisabeth, he sinks down, overwhelmed
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with contrition.
" Woe! Woe! "

he cries;
" how have I sinned!

"

A softer mood comes upon the Knights.
" An angel hath from

heaven descended," they sing,
" and God's most holy message

brought. . . . Thou gavest her death. She pleadeth for thy

pardon/' Tannhauser breaks out into a cry of remorse and appeals

passionately to heaven for forgiveness. A magnificent choral cli-

max is built up, when this has passed, the Landgrave steps

solemnly into the centre of the stage, casts the sinner from

among them, and tells him that one path alone is now open to

him: a band of Pilgrims is on its way to Rome, and he must join

them, and prostrate himself in penance at the feet of God. The

Knights take up the exhortation:

j!***
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With them to beg for mer -
cy, to
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Rome thou must re -

pair.

otherwise they will slay him at once. Through the turmoil are

heard the voices of Tannhauser, in an agony of remorse, and of

Elisabeth, still interceding for him. This was the scene the most

vital one in the whole opera in which Tichatschek failed so

lamentably.

At the height of the tumult the Pilgrims' hymn is heard far

away in the valley. All on the stage are involuntarily calmed,

and listen in silence to the hymn. When it finally dies away in the

distance, a ray of hope suddenly lights up Tannhauser 's face: he

throws himself at Elisabeth's feet, convulsively kisses the hem
of her robe, and then rises in the utmost agitation, cries out,
" To Rome' " and rushes from the stage. They all call out

" To
Rome! "

after him, and the curtain falls, the orchestra thundering
out the motive of Atonement (No, 36).

The third act opens with a long orchestral introduction that

bears the title, in the score of
"
Tannhauser's Pilgrimage." This
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opens with the theme of Penitence, taken from the Pilgrims'

hymn (No. 14), which is answered by the motive of intercession,

sung by Elisabeth during the final scene of the second Act (No.

35). The two dialogue for a while, and then we hear, in the

violas, followed by the violins, what may be most conveniently

referred to as the Brokenness motive, for it symbolises the mortal

and physical collapse of Tannhauser under the weight of his sin

and his sufferings:

Vlns.

(37) f M .

These three motives are skilfully woven together into one co-

herent tissue. Then comes the theme of Repentance (No. 2), and

later other phrases from the Pilgrims' hymn (No. 37), also mak-

ing itself heard from time to time. The strings give out the motive

of the
"
Pulse of Life

"
(No. 3), which is interrupted twice by a

new theme, that of Heavenly Grace:

(38)

given out with the full power of the brass. Later it is heard in

greatly softened tones high up in the muted violins, and by
slow steps it melts into a gently flowing single line in the 'cellos,

to the accompaniment of which the curtain rises.

The scene is the valley in front of the Wartburg, as at the end

of the first Act, except that now everything is in the colours of

autumn. Evening is descending. On the slight eminence to the

right Elisabeth is seen prostrate, praying before the shrine of the
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Virgin. From the wooded heights on the left comes Wolfram;

halfway down the descent he sees Elizabeth, and pauses. In

deeply-felt accents he muses upon the sadness of her lot: always,

when he wanders down from the heights of the valley, he is sure

to find her here, deep in prayer for Tannhauser, and daily expecting

the return of the Pilgrims, who were to be home again when the

leaves were sere. Will Tannhauser be among them? "
Oh, grant

her prayer, ye saints in heaven! But if it may not be, if her wound

may never heal, oh, grant her some solace."

Just as he is about to descend farther into the valley he pauses:

he has heard, far off but gradually approaching, the Pilgrims

singing the song of Salvation by Grace (No. i), to words in

which, with gladsome hearts, they greet the familiar and beloved

scenes again. Their penance is complete^ pardon has been won,

and henceforth their pilgrims' staves can rest. The strain has

reached Elisabeth's ear also: she raises herself and listens, and

stammers out, between the phrases of the hymn, her hope that

the saints will strengthen her for what she now has to do.

The Pilgrims, drawing nearer, continue with the motive of

Repentance (No. 2), and at last come upon the stage from the

right: still singing their gratitude to heaven, they pass slowly

by the little eminence and down to the valley in the background,
where they gradually disappear. It is the tradition among operatic

sopranos that Elisabeth shall move along the line of the Pilgrims,

scrutinising each face in turn in the hope of finding Tannhauser's;

but judging from the stage directions, Wagner intended her to

remain where she has been from the first, merely scanning the

ranks of the Pilgrims as they pass her. When the last of them has

gone by she cries, in simple accents that, for all their resignation,

are of a heart-rending intensity,
" He will return no more! "

Wag-
ner always rose to an occasion of this kind: when the whole

tragedy of a situation had to be summed up in two or three

bars he invariably found the inevitable musical phrase for it.

The last phrase of the Pilgrims is lost in the distance as Elisa-

beth, in solemn exaltation, falls on her knees and pours out an

impassioned and yet spiritually elevated appeal to the Virgin
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to take her into her own pure kingdom: the expressiveness of her

music, with its broad melody and rich harmonies, is heightened

by an obligate phrase that keeps recurring in the bass clarinet.

She ends with a prayer that her pleadings may win Tannhauser

salvation for his sin.

For a long time she remains in devout rapture: when she rises

from her knees she perceives Wolfram, who is approaching as if to

speak to her. With a gesture she entreats him to be silent; but

the Knight begs to be allowed to conduct her homeward. Still

unable to trust herself to speak, she thanks him with a gesture

for his love and faithfulness, and indicates that her path is

towards heaven, where she has a high duty to fulfill; and she must

go alone. Slowly she ascends the height and disappears along

the path leading to the Wartburg, while the orchestra softly in-

tones the theme of Wolfram's unselfish, renunciatory love (No.

34), from his song in the second Act. The orchestral tones mount

higher and higher, and become of a more and more spiritual

fineness in the wood-wind; while Wolfram, after following

Elisabeth with his eyes until she is out of sight, seats himself on

the rising ground to the left, and begins to preludise upon his

harp.

Then, by one of those effects in which Wagner excelled, in

which things seen and things heard are blended into one impres-

sion, we are made aware that night has fallen by means of deep

trombone colour that is like a dark mantle falling over the clear

colours that have hitherto prevailed in association with Elisabeth.

Wolfram sees in the coming of the night a symbol of death

casting its dark shadow over the earth, terrifying the soul that

would fain leave the valley for the heights. But in the sky is the

evening star, against whose pure radiance the night cannot pre-

vail, and that
"
points the way through the vale." Accompanying

himself on his harp, he sings the well-known song to the
"
Star

of Eve "
that has so often lightened his heart of its load of care;

he conjures it to greet the sorrowful maiden when she leaves
"
this sad vale of earth

" and "
soars aloft to peace unending."

His eyes raised to heaven, he continues to play on his harp
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after his song is over, the 'cellos of the orchestra singing the

familiar strain once more.

It is now quite dark. A sombre motive is heard in the horns

and bassoons, with a surging figure against it in the strings- it is

the motive of the Curse:

Horns & Bassoons.

(39)

Strings.

Tannhauser enters, in a tattered pilgrim's robe; his face is pale

and contorted, and he walks with difficulty, leaning heavily on

his staff. His ear has caught the melancholy tones of the harp.

Wolfram accosts the stranger, asking him who he is and whither

he is wandering. But Tannhauser has recognised him, and ad-

dresses him scornfully:
" Who am I? Thy name I know right

well! Wolfram art thou, the skilful minstrel!
" Wolfram starts

forward eagerly with a cry of
"
Henry!

" and asks why, unab-

solved, he has returned to his old haunts. Tannhauser, his heart

still full of suspicion and enmity, bids him have no care, for he

seeks neither him nor any of his worthy companions. A note of

unnatural craving comes into his voice: there is only one whom
he seeks, one who can show him that path that once of old he

found with wondrous ease the path to the hill of Venus.

Wolfram, in horror, conjures him to tell him everything. Has he

then not been to Rome after all? Has he not sued for pardon?

Tannhauser, as if recalling to memory by an effort something

far distant, bitterly and wrathfully replies,
"
Yes, I have been to

Romet " But soon he realises, to his surprise, that Wolfram is not

his enemy, and, seating himself exhaustedly at the foot of the

rock, he is about to tell his story, when Wolfram makes to sit be-

side him. Tannhauser bids him keep apart from one who is

accursed, and Wolfram remains a short distance from him. Then
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Tannhauser tells him the story of his pilgrimage in full: how he

went with the other pilgrims to Rome, denying himself on the

way such comforts as they permitted themselves, always thinking

of the angel who had raised her voice in intercession for him, and

resolved that his penitence should wipe out all the tears he had

wrung from her; through the narrative we hear incessantly, in the

orchestra, the tortured theme of
" Brokenness

"
(No. 37). At

last, he says, he reached Rome: the day had broken, the bella

were pealing from every steeple, and every heart was full of joy

and hope. Kneeling before
" him who holds the keys to heaven,"

he saw thousands pardoned and go on their way rejoicing; in the

orchestra we hear the theme of Grace (No. 38). But when he

begged to be shriven, he was repulsed with the terrible words,
"
If thou hast dwelt in Venus's hill thou art eternally accursedl

As on the dead staff in my hand never again a leaf shall grow, so

thou shalt never find salvation from the consuming fires of hell!
"

He fell to earth, confounded, and when he awoke night had fallen

and he was alone, though in the distance he could hear the happy

songs of the pardoned returning home. Then he turned and fled,

with only one longing in his heart to be received by Venus

once more. His reason deserts him as he calls on her in frenzy

to take him into her kingdom again.

The night deepens; light vapours gradually envelop the stage,

and Wolfram feels an unholy influence in the air. In terror he tries

to draw Tannhauser to him; but just then the vapours begin to

glow with a rosy light, and behind the scenes is heard the music

of the Sirens( Nos. 5, 6, 7, etc.). As the enchantment draws nearer,

and a whirl of dancing forms is visible, Tannhauser becomes more

wildly excited At length Venus appears reclining on her couch

in a clear roseate light. In seductive tones she bids him come to

her, reminding him how she had foretold that men would reject

him and he would return to her; she promises Rim raptures

exceeding those of old. Crying out that his soul is lost, Tann-

hauser struggles with Wolfram to get to her. Just as he shakes

himself free, Wolfram utters the name of Elisabeth; Tannhauser

repeats the name and stands as if rooted to the spot. Behind the
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scenes are heard the voices of the Knights praying for the soul

of Elisabeth, that has just left its body. Wolfram cries,
" Thine

angel prays for thee at God's high throne: her prayer is heard:

Henry, thou art redeemed!
" Venus cries out despairingly,

" Woe's

me! I have lost him! "

The vapours darken for a time, showing the gleam of torches

through them; then they pass away entirely. Morning dawns, and

from the Wartburg descends a torch-lit procession first the

elder Pilgrims, then the Minstrels bearing on an open bier the body

of Elisabeth, finally the Landgrave, Knights, and Nobles. The

men about the bier sing
" Blessed be the pure one, who now

appears with the saints round the throne of the Lord," and

Tannhauser, who has been led to the bier by Wolfram, bends

over Elisabeth's body and sinks lifeless to the earth, crying with

his last breath,
"
Holy Saint Elisabeth, pray for me! "

All invert

their torches, so extinguishing them; the stage is now illumined

only by the red light of dawn. And now the younger Pilgrims

enter, bearing in their midst a staff covered with green leaves,

and singing, to the following melody:

Praise I The Lord hath mar-vels

wrought! Sal - va-tion to the world hath brought I

of the miracle that symbolises the redemption of Tannhauser 's

soul. Finally, everyone joins in a majestic intonation of the mo-

tive of Salvation by Grace (No. i), round which the pulsating vio-

lin figures (No. 3) play as in the overture.



THE MASTERSINGERS OF
NUREMBERG

HOSE who know the scale on which the Mastersingers is

JL planned will be amused to hear that Wagner originally

intended it, in contrast to the impracticable Ring, as a thoroughly

practicable little opera that should be well within the scope of

any European theatre. He first conceived the idea of it in the

summer of 1845, soon after he had finished Tannhauser. Just as

a merry satyr-play used to follow the tragedy in the Athenian

theatre, so would he have a comedy as a pendant to the tragedy of

Tannhauser.

The real hero of the Mastersingers was to be the
"
Folk," whom

Wagner was very much given to idealising at that time
;
this Folk

was to be typified in Hans Sachs, the old Mastersinger of the

sixteenth century. The French troubadours, and after them the

German Minnesingers, were in the main aristocratic. The Mas-

tersingers, who followed the Minnesingers, were a more demo-

cratic development; they were the ordinary working townspeople
of the mediaeval guilds, very much as Wagner has shown them

in his opera. He derived his information about them from various

old books, in which he found details not only of their contests

of song but of their quaint rules of art. Almost everything in con-

nection with their poems and their music was systematised, and

it was only by complying with the rules that anyone could earn

the title of
" Master." This could be won only at an open contest

before the guild, and it was the business of the official
" Marker "

to decide whether the candidate had or had not committed enough
breaches of the rules to disqualify him.



42 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS
^^^***^^*^*^^*^*<**^^+^^^'**^^^**+^*^^+^*^'^*~+^^+^^*^-~*^^^^-~*^^

Wagner was always guided by his subconscious rather than his

conscious self in the creation of his works, and his instinct soon

decided that it was not yet time for him to proceed with the

Mastersingers His view of life was still predominantly serious,

and he worked out this mood in Lohengrm and the first

sketch for the Ring. In 1857, for practical reasons, he

suspended work upon the Ring and took up Tristan. It was not till

after the Tannhauser catastrophe in Paris in 1861 and the difficul-

ties in connection with the production of Tristan in Vienna that he

turned seriously to the Mastersingers; and it is curious that it was

only during the period of his worst troubles that he should find

the humour and the serenity of soul to create his comedy.

During the last few years there have been published the whole

of the preliminary sketches of the libretto. The first dates from

1845, the second and third from the winter of 1861. In the latter

year Wagner had met once again in Vienna the famous critic

Hanslick, and come to the conclusion that he did not like him.

In the third prose sketch, which was written about that time, the

name of the Marker is not Beckmesser, as it ultimately became, but

Hanslick (sic); Wagner's intention to satirise and caricature his

hated critic is therefore beyond dispute. As Wagner used to be

always reading his poems and sketches to his friends, there cannot

be the slightest doubt that Hanslick knew that Beckmesser was

intended to be a malicious portrait of himself
;
and this knowledge

must have played some part in his later attacks upon Wagner.
The final libretto was written in Paris in November 1861 and

January 1862, but it was not until 1867 that the music was finished.

The first performance was given in Munich on the 2 ist June, 1868,

under Hans von Bulow, the overture, however, had been performed
six years earlier at a concert in Leipzig.

The subject of the opera is a simple one. A young Franconian

knight, Walther von Stolzing, has made the acquaintance in

Nuremberg of a rich goldsmith, Veit Pogner, and his daughter

Eva, and has of course fallen in love with the latter. Pogner has

been distressed by discovering in what low estimation the burghers

are held on account of their absorption in business; so on Mid-
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summer Day he offers his daughter, with all his money, to whoever

shall win the prize in a contest of song.

The middle-aged Beckmesser, the town clerk, has pretensions

to Eva's hand, but Pogner insists on his taking his chance with

the others in the contest. Before Walther can compete as a
" Master " he must undergo a preliminary trial ; from this, how-

ever, he emerges discomfited, the Marker having unfortunately

been Beckmesser himself, who not only disapproves of the im-

pulsive young man's many departures from the rules, but has an

intuition that Walther will prove a dangerous rival. In the end,

after Beckmesser has tried and failed, and covered himself

with the ridicule of the crowd, Walther, though not officially

a Master, sings so much to the satisfaction of everyone that he

wins Eva.

The overture is one of Wagner's most elaborate works in this

genre; it passes in review most of the main themes of the coming

opera.

The opening strain is that of the Mastersingers idealised

large-handed, full-bodied, generous:

(i)

This is followed by a hint of the expressive theme associated with

the wooing of Walther:

and this by the magnificent Mastersingers' Fanfare, which is a

genuine old Mastersinger tune:
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Then comes a superb expansion of a theme that is heard in the final

chorus of the work, in which the Nuremberg population sing the

praises of German art

(4)

According to Wagner, this represents the fundamentally sound

art of the Folk as against the rather peddling pedantry of the

official Masters.

After a magnificent climax there comes an intermediate section

devoted to various aspects of Walther's love. Three chief themes

may be distinguished. The first typifies his youthful passion in

general:

The second is a quotation from the Prize Song:
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The third is the Call of Spring, which is first heard in his Trial

Song, in the first act, and that haunts the memory of Hans Sachs

in a later scene:

Once more the music works up to a climax, but Wagner suddenly

brake off in order to introduce the pattering theme of the Appren-

tices, which, it will be seen, is a sort of miniature, perky version of

the Mastersingers motive (No. i):

etc.

It is given-eut staccato by the wood-wind. A little later the continu-

ation of this merry theme, still in the chattering wood-wind, is

combined with another theme in the 'cellos:
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This latter is the phrase to which the populace jeer at Beckmesser

in the third act when he is making himself ridiculous in the role of

wooer.

The music now gradually gathers up its whole strength and

settles down into a marvellous contrapuntal combination of three

of the themes we have already heard, that of the Prize Song

(No. 6), the Fanfare (No. 2), and the theme of the Mastersingers

(No. i ) ;
and the grand flood of the music sweeps on to a broad

estuary, as it were, not coming to a formal close but debouching in

the opening scene of the opera.

This represents an oblique section of St. Catherine's Church

in Nuremberg; on the left are the last few rows of pews; in

the foreground is the open space before the choir; and in the

last row of seats Eva and Magdalena, her maid, are sitting.

Leaning against a pillar close by, and looking fixedly at Eva,

who every now and then turns her face to him, stands Walther

von Stolzing.

The chorus (mostly at the back of the stage), accompanied by
the organ, give out a splendid chorale perhaps the only first-rate

German chorale written since the seventeenth century. During
the pauses between the lines of the chorale, while Eva and Walther

are corresponding by means of looks and gestures, the orchestra

breaks out into a series of expressive phrases based on Walther's

love theme (-No. 2). The congregation rises from its knees to leave

the church, the while the organ pours out a majestic voluntary,

which also is based on No. 2. Eva manages to delay her entry to

the last, and as she approaches Walther, and the latter begs to be

allowed to say a single word to her, she sends Magdalena back to
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find her handkerchief, which, with great forethought, she has left

in her pew.
This little comedy is repeated a couple of times more: when

Magdalena returns with the handkerchief and interrupts the con-

versation between the lovers she is sent back for a missing pin;

and having returned with this, she discovers that she has forgotten

her own hymn-book. On her last return, before Walther can get

from Eva a reply to his question whether she is betrothed or not,

Magdalena thanks him for his kindness in attending to her mis-

tress, and informs him that while it is quite true that Eva will

shortly be a bride, nobody yet knows who the bridegroom will be;

the matter will be settled at the trial of song on the next day.

Walther is astonished at this method of bestowing a young

lady's hand, but he is a little reassured when Eva impulsively

tells him that whomever the Masters may select, she will choose

him or no one This bold declaration is a little too much for

Magdalena, who attempts to hurry her mistress home, reminding

her that it was only yesterday that she saw the young knight for

the first time. Eva's reply to this is that he is the living image of

David not David the Prentice, who is in love with Magdalena,
nor David the harpist, who is shown on the shield of the Masters'

guild, but the glorious young Goliath-slaying David painted by
Albrecht Durer, with sword at his side, sling in his hand, and his

golden locks shining in the sun.

They are interrupted by David, Hans Sachs's apprentice, who

enters with a rule and a large piece of white chalk and proceeds to

plan out the stage for the coming meeting of the Masters. He

explains that they are about to hold a trial of song with the object

of elevating a Prentice to the guild. Magdalena takes Eva off, first

of all asking David to do all he can for the young knight, especially

as regards putting him in the way to become a Master. The lovers

bid farewell to each other, promising to meet again in secret that

evening.

During the following scene the Prentices, with a good deal of

rough hilarity, set the stage for the coming meeting of the guild,

while David, full of simple, boyish self-importance, pours into the
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stunned ears of Walther a full account of the complicated rules

of the guild. He drives Walther almost distracted with the long

list of
" modes " and the regulations of the

"
tablature

"
i.e.

the rules for the arrangement of the words in stanzas, the treatment

of the melodies, the management of the breath, the necessity for

clearness of diction, and so on. David's oration is really a summar-

ised description of the rules of the historical Mastersingers.

Throughout this scene there runs the merry little theme of David:

do)

and when the lad speaks feelingly of his own troubles in mastering

the tablature under the guidance and correction of his master,

the cobbler Hans Sachs, we hear a motive that is always associated

in the opera with Sachs himself in his cobbling capacity:

David of course warns Walther what he has to expect from the

Marker, whose somewhat cantankerous motive runs thus:

(12)

In the later scenes of the opera this motive is of course appropriated

to Beckmesser.

At the conclusion of David's address, Walther decides that he
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must become a Master, for which purpose he will sing the guild a

song of his own invention. Meanwhile the Prentices, who have

been devoting themselves to play rather than to work, have man-

aged to set the scene all wrong. David makes them do it all over

again under his direction, and the Prentices join hands and dance

round the Marker's box, singing a joyously ironic greeting to the

young knight, whom they evidently regard as fatally over-

ambitious. Two of their typical phrases may be quoted:

Heaven save you from dts as

(14)

F
The pre-cious chap-let of silk -en flowers we

i ^^
hope, Sir Knight, may soon be yours.

The Prentices scatter in alarm as the vestry door opens and Pog-

ner enters with Beckmesser. They are discussing the forthcoming

contest for the hand of Eva; the elderly Beckmesser, who is town

clerk of Nuremberg, has so high an opinion of his own art that he

does not doubt his ability to be victor in the contest of song the

next day, but he is uneasy about the clause in the regulations that

gives Eva the right to reject even the successful suitor if he is not

otherwise agreeable to her. During their colloquy Wagner makes

plentiful use of a little figure:

that always typifies the guild.
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Pogner refuses to alter the rule he has laid down, and Beck-

messer walks aside with a peevish gesture. Walther now comes

forward and courteously accosts Pogner He assures the latter that

his object in coming to Nuremberg was to perfect himself m the

arts of verse and tone, and that nothing would give him greater

pleasure than to become a Mastersmger. He receives a little set-

back when he is told that he can only become a Master, and so

qualify for the contest for the hand of Eva, by passing through

the usual examination. Pogner, however, is delighted at his reso-

lution, and introduces him to the Mastersingers, who now enter

one by one.

Pogner, in his famous "
Address," tells his fellows how grieved

he has been at the reproach of commercialism and materialism that

has been levelled against the burghers, and of his resolve to give to

their beloved art the best gift he can think of his daughter and

his goods. Beckmesser is still uneasy about the affair, and now

suggests that the maiden shall be allowed to choose her bride-

groom without a contest. Pogner makes his meaning clearer. Eva

is not bound to accept the winner of the contest, but if she refuses

him she cannot have another bridegroom; the successful contestant

must be a Mastersmger or nobody.
Sachs suggests what he thinks is a better way to leave the

decision to the Folk and the maiden in conjunction; such a com-

bination of unspoiled natures, he thinks, cannot possibly go wrong.

The suggestion is flouted by the Mastersingers, who have a whole-

some contempt for the common people. Beckmesser taunts

Sachs with composing doggerel for the mob, and also hints,

satirically, that Sachs himself might become a wooer, the cobbler

humorously puts the suggestion aside with the remark that

the favoured one must be younger than either himself or Beck-

messer a reflection upon his age which Beckmesser does not

appreciate.

Pogner now introduces Walther to the guild to undergo his

trial, and the young knight steps forward with easy, well-bred dig-

nity to the following strain:
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His replies to the Mastersingers' questions show that he has learnt

his art from nature and from the long-dead Master Walther von der

Vogelweide rather than from the guild Beckmesser does not deny

that Walther von der Vogelweide was a Master, but as he has long

been dead it is impossible that the guild should have learned any
rules from him'

Some of the Masters are for deciding the matter there and then,

but Sachs prevails upon them to let the trial run its usual course.

Kothmer, the baker, reads out the rules of the tabulature, inform-

ing the candidate of the scheme upon which a master-song must be

constructed it must be in three parts, consisting of two stanzas

followed by an after-song, with the same melody for the first two

stanzas but a different one for the after-song; and so on. Walther

bursts into an ardent song of love and spring, and we soon hear,

behind the curtains of the Marker's box, the grating pencil of

Beckmesser, who has with great glee undertaken the office of

Marker. Walther commits practically every fault that is possible,

and puts the final touch to the horror of the guild by rising from

the chair; for it was a rule of the contest that the singer must

remain seated.
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Beckmesser and the other Masters are for declaring Walther to

be "
outsung," i.e. rejected; but Hans Sachs begs them not to be

so hasty. He is wiser and more humane than his colleagues. It is

true, he says, that the song is new and not according to the rules,

but for all that there is something masterly about it. If it did not

obey the rules of the guild, may it not have obeyed equally good

rules of its own, and ought they not therefore to try to find out

what those rules are?

At this point we hear, for the first time, a noble motive that is

afterwards always associated with the melancholy of Sachs, his

sense of his difference from his fellows, and his feeling that happi-

ness is to be found only in renunciation.

His plea, of course, merely horrifies the already outraged pedants,

and Walther is unanimously declared
"
outsung." Finally, unable

to make himself heard through the uproar, the young man, with a

proud, contemptuous gesture, leaves the chair and walks off the

stage, followed by the others. At last only Sachs remains He gazes

thoughtfully at the empty chair, as the Prentices take hold of this,

the wise old cobbler turns away with a gesture half humorous, half

despairing, and the curtain falls

The second act shows a street in Nuremberg, which is crossed

by an alley running from the front of the stage to the back, where

it turns crookedly. On the right of this alley is a large house

Pogner's; on the left, opposite to it, is the humbler house of Hans

Sachs. To the right of the stage, by Pogner's house, is a large lime

tree, with a stone bench in front of it. By Sachs's house is an elder

tree, the branches of which hang over the door. His house is

entered by a door from the main street; i.e the door faces the

audience on the left of the stage. The house has two windows facing

the alley; one of these belongs to the cobbler's workshop, the

other to a room farther back.
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It is a beautiful summer evening, and David is closing the

shutters of the windows of Sachs's house. The other Apprentices

are engaged in the same work on their respective masters' houses,

and they sing a short snatch of song in anticipation of the coming

delights of Midsummer Day. Magdalena comes out of Pogner's

house with a basket on her arm. After some chaff of the pair by the

other Prentices, Magdalena manages to get a word with David. The

basket is full of good things for him to eat, but first of all she must

know how the knight fared at the contest. David has to tell her

of his defeat. Horrified at the news, which she knows will bring

grief to her mistress, Magdalena snatches the basket away and

leaves him. This gives the boys a better chance than ever to tease

David, and they are enjoying themselves to the full, when, just

as David's temper is at breaking-point, Sachs enters and disperses

them.

Sachs and David enter the former's house as Pogner and Eva

come up the alley, as if returning from a walk, the daughter

hanging on her father's arm. David comes out of the room with a

light, places it on the work-bench that is by the window, and

sets to work. Both Eva and Pogner are thinking over the scene in

the church. Pogner is a little worried at the course events have

taken, and is beginning to doubt the wisdom of his promise, which

involves the happiness of his child. During the colloquy we hear

the theme that always typifies fine old Nuremberg:

Eva, on her part, is burning to know how Walther fared at the

contest. Neither of them, however, is in the mood to disclose his

mind to the other. Finally Pogner enters his house, leaving Eva

outside. Magdalena enters at that moment, and Eva learns the

distressing news of the rejection of Walther. The poor girl wants

to know more, and her thoughts instinctively turn to Sachs; she

will go to him, she says, and ask him to tell her everything, for
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she knows how he loves her. Magdalena tries to dissuade her, bu

just then Sachs, in indoor dress, comes from the inner room into

the workshop and bids David place the table at the door, wher

the air is fresh and cool, and then get to bed.

Left to himself, Sachs arranges his work, makes as if to begi]

upon it, then lays it down and leans back, lost in thought. Th

beauty of the evening and the scent of the elder tree have worke

upon his poetic soul, and he muses upon the lovely song of sprm
that Walther had sung. It haunts him; he cannot completely gras

it, and yet, do what he will, he cannot escape its magic. He come

to the conclusion that these are not thoughts appropriate to his ag

and station, so he will get on with his cobbling,
" and let all thi

poetry be." And yet, and yet the melody will not leave his mind

the Masters, he says, may deny this young man the title of Maste

but one hearer his song certainly pleased Hans Sachs.

Just as he has thought himself into a more cheerful frame c

mind, and is settling down to his work, Eva enters. A long an

beautiful fluent musical dialogue occurs between the two. Each i

first fences with the other; Sachs divines the reason for her comir

to him, while Eva expects him to spare her modesty the task i

disclosing her real purpose. The elderly widower has always love

her, and we gather that had Walther not come upon the seen

the old cobbler's love would have been sufficient for Eva. At la

the knight's name is mentioned, and some apparently unsymp
thetic remarks by Sachs betray Eva into a revelation of what is

her mind. She turns petulantly upon the supposed enemy of h

lover, and crosses the street with Magdalena with the intentii

of entering her house, but pauses in great agitation at the doc

Sachs follows her with his eyes, his heart full of understands

love, and pity

He now closes the upper half of his door so that only a glimmer

light comes through it, with the result that he himself is hare

visible. Eva bids Magdalena go inside and say that her mistn

has gone to bed. But Magdalena has a message for her from Bee

messer; Eva is to be at the window that night, when Beckmes*

will sing her a serenade a rehearsal of the song with which
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hopes to secure the prize the next day. This, in Eva's present angry

mood, is the last straw. Walther now comes to the rendezvous, and

the lovers, after a passionate scene, resolve to elope. Walther's

heart is black within him at the memory of his reception by the

Masters, but he sees a beautiful world before him in which he is

Master by right. A night-watchman sounds his cow horn and

frightens the lovers for a moment
;
when he has passed by, Eva goes

into the house to change into Magdalena's clothes, while Walther

waits for her under the linden tree.

Eva returns, and the pair are about to make their way up the

alley in the darkness, when Sachs, who has heard the dialogue, and

feels that he must find a better way out of the difficulty than this,

suddenly opens his shutter so that a bright light strikes across

the street; Eva and Walther, suddenly made visible, withdraw

hastily into the shade. For a moment the pair debate the best way
of escaping. Eva tells Walther that it is Sachs who is sitting there.

Walther is delighted; is not Hans Sachs his friend? Eva, remem-

bering her recent conversation with Sachs, assures him that the

cobbler is as great an enemy of his as any of them. Walther, in a

rage, says that in that case out shall go the cobbler's light at once;

but before he can make a move, Beckmesser appears; he has crept

up behind the night-watchman. He looks up at the windows

of Pogner's house, then sits on a stone seat that is between the

two windows of Sachs's house in the alley, and begins to tune

his lute.

As soon as Walther realizes who it is, he thinks the opportunity

has come to pay off an old score
;
but once more the lovers' plans

are frustrated by Sachs, to whom an idea has occurred. Without

being perceived, he has now placed his work-bench right in the

doorway, where he makes preparations to commence his work.

Eva counsels delay; Beckmesser, she says, will sing his song and

go, and then they will be able to escape without fear of detection

by her father. But just as Beckmesser, after strumming on his

lute, prepares to sing, Sachs lets his light fall full on the street

once more, hits his last a heavy blow with the hammer and bursts

out into a robust and racy cobbling song:
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09) n -
EEE

Je rum I Je rum I Hal - lo-hal lo - he '

the words of which, dealing with the adventures of Adam and Eve

in Paradise, and the pity of the Lord for the sorry condition of the

barefoot couple, refer obliquely to Eva and Walther. When Sachs

comes to the final verse of his song, a counterpoint to the melody

comes out loudly in the wood-wind and horns:

(20)

This phrase, which is an outpouring of the sadness that is so

often at the bottom of the gentle old man's heart, is generally known

as the Renunciation motive; it afterwards becomes the chief theme

of the Introduction to the third act of the opera.
1

Beckmesser, who is greatly annoyed at this interruption, begs

to be allowed to proceed with his serenade
;
but Sachs points out

that unless he gets on with his work he cannot possibly finish the

shoes he has promised for the Marker; has not the latter already

reproached him for thinking too much about poetry and music

and neglecting his cobbling? They arrive at a compromise: Beck-

messer is to go on with his serenade and Sachs is to continue with

his work, but only in the capacity of a sort of cobbler-marker: he

will hammer a nail only when Beckmesser commits a fault. The

faults, however, happen to be so numerous that the shoes are com-

pleted before the serenade.

Beckmesser, worked up into a temper, then throws prudence

to the winds. The noise he and Sachs have made between them has

roused the neighbours from their sleep, and heads in nightcaps

begin to appear at the windows. David enters and discovers, as he

1 No. 17 is also called a Renunciation motive by some commentators The

themes were not labelled by Wagner himself.
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thinks, Beckmesser serenading Magdalena, who is at Eva's window

in her mistress's clothes. He begins to belabour the minstrel; the

Apprentices, the Townspeople, and finally the dignified Masters

themselves are all dragged into the fray.

When the confusion is at its height, Sachs seizes his opportunity;

he takes possession of Walther and draws him into his shop, while

Pogner discovers what he takes to be Magdalena and hurries her

into the house. Once more the night-watchman's horn is heard

approaching, and the crowd breaks up. The street-doors close and

all the window lights go out, and when the watchman arrives all is

quiet. Wagner, like the great poetic artist he was, would not let

the curtain ring down, as most other composers would have done,

upon the scene of the riot. He puts a lovely old tune into the mouth

of the night-watchman, who blows a final discordant blast on his

horn, then, as he walks slowly down the alley, the full moon

shines out, and the orchestra fills the theatre with the magic of an

exquisite summer night. Even when, in the final bars, the bassoon

plays a last broken reminiscence of the grotesque serenade of

Beckmesser, this too is turned to poetry and beauty.

The third act commences with the famous orchestral prelude that

describes Sachs's attempt to reach spiritual happiness through

renunciation. The 'cellos begin with the Renunciation motive which

has already been quoted as example No. 20. It is taken up by
one instrument and another, worked out very expressively, and

succeeded by a solemn passage for the horns, which is an anticipa-

tion of the magnificent chorus with which the populace greets Hans

Sachs in a later scene:

Reminiscences of the cobbler's song from the second act appear;
the music floats aloft and seems to lose itself in the spaces of the
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sky, then descends, and a last noble meditation upon the Renuncia-

tion theme brings the prelude to a close.

When the curtain rises we see the inside of Sachs's workshop. In

the background is a door leading to the street; on the right, a stair-

case leading to another room; on the left, the window that over-

looks the alley, with flowers before it. Sachs sits in a large armchair

at this window, reading a large folio. The morning sun streams

through the window.

David comes in from the street-door with a basket upon his

arm, which he places by the work-bench behind the door. He pro-

duces flowers and ribbons from the basket, which he lays on the

table, and finally a sausage and a cake, which he is about to eat

when Sachs, who has not seen him, or at all events taken any notice

of him, noisily turns over a leaf of the huge book and startles him ;

David hastily conceals the food and turtis round. He is not at all at

his ease on account of the events of the night before. He assumes

that his master is in a temper with him and humbly implores

forgiveness.
" Can a Prentice," he says plaintively,

"
always be-

have? "
If Sachs only knew Magdalena as well as he (David)

does, he would forgive the escapade, for she is always so kind to

him; she feeds him when he is hungry, and consoles him when he

has been thrashed. He admits having given Beckmesser a drubbing,

but Magdalena has now explained the whole affair, and has sent

him flowers and ribbons to wear on Midsummer Day.
He goes on babbling in this vein for a long time before Sachs

notices him, so absorbed is the latter in his book. Sachs is in one of

his kindly philosophical moods. He pardons his apprentice, makes

him repeat his
"
verse

"
for the day, and then tells him to go and

dress himself up for the coming festivity in the meadows. There

is a droll musical touch while David is singing his song. The words

describe John the Baptist, on the banks of the Jordan, baptising

a little boy by the name of Johannes, who, when his parents took

him back to Germany, found that in Nuremberg Johannes had

become Hans. Hans? Hans? Why that is Sachs's own name, and

this is his name-day! David's mind is so full of the events of the

night before that when he commences his song he unconsciously
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sings the first line of it not to the proper melody, but to the tune

of Beckmesser's absurd serenade.

Left alone, the old cobbler-poet broods upon the world and its

problems the illusions of mankind, the hatred of man for man,
the madness that seems to hover over all human endeavour. He
thinks of his beloved Nuremberg, usually so serene, disturbed

by such an episode as that of the preceding night. And yet there

was the elder's scent to beautify Midsummer's Eve, and now has

come Midsummer Day, the day on which he, Hans Sachs, will

bring good out of all this hatred and folly, both to Nuremberg
and to the lovers. This is the famous monologue

" Wahn* wahn! "

(
a
Mad, mad, all the world mad! "). When Sachs speaks of

Nuremberg we hear the typical Nuremberg theme that has already

appeared in the second act (No. 18).

The monologue over, Walther enters from the room on the right.

He has had a lovely dream, and Sachs assures him that it is in

dreams that insight into the inner meaning of things is given to

man. He persuades him to tell his dream in poetic form, and

Walther, in response, sings the future Prize Song all of it but

the conclusion, which he is not in the mood for then. Sachs wisely

refrains from pressing him, assuring him that it will come in the

right place and at the right time; then he escorts Walther to the

inner chamber and bids him dress richly for the festival.

When they have left, Beckmesser enters furtively; he is aching

all over from the thrashing he has had from David, and the orches-

tra, by its reminiscences of themes from the second act, lets us

see that his mind is still running frantically on the awfui scene of

the night before. Finding himself near the table, the sheet of paper
on which Sachs has taken down Walther's dream-song attracts

his attention. Beckmesser, after reading the glowing words, natu-

rally assumes that Sachs himself intends to enter the lists for the

hand of Eva, and that this is the song he means to sing. Partly with

the desire to frustrate a rival, partly in the knowledge that this is a

better effort than anything he himself is capable of, he slips the

manuscript into his pocket just as Sachs enters, and then upbraids
bis supposed rival for what he takes to have been his deception.
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It is a little while before Sachs can understand, but a glance at

the table, from which the manuscript is missing, enlightens him.

Greatly amused, he assures Beckmesser that he has no intention

of competing, and that he feels so friendly towards the town clerk

that he will even present him with the song. Beckmesser is now
in the seventh heaven of delight; he cannot find words to express

his admiration for Sachs, and finally dances out in a very ecstasy

of joy. One thing only he insists upon that Sachs will not dis-

close the secret of the authorship of the verses.

When Beckmesser has danced himself out, Eva enters. She

makes the excuse that her foot is pinched by the new pair of shoes

that Sachs has made for her, but the wise old man understands

very well why she has come. While he is pretending to put the shoe

to rights, Walther, in gorgeous knightly raiment, appears on the

stairs leading from the inner room. The sight of Eva releases a

spring in him, and he sings, spellbound, the rapturous final stanza

of his dream. Eva breaks down, and pours out her gratitude to

Sachs in words that let us see clearly enough how deeply she has

been in love with him. When he humorously contends that he is too

old for her, and that he would not, by marrying her, willingly bring

upon himself the fate of King Marke, the orchestra points the

moral with a quotation from Tristan.

A new song, he tells them, has been created, and must now be

baptised. Magdalena and David must act as witnesses, but as no

Prentice can be a witness, Sachs confers Mastership upon David

with a box upon the ear; it was the formula by which a Prentice

was elevated to the rank of journeyman. The five characters thus

being conveniently got upon the stage together, Wagner sets them

singing the magnificent quintet, and the curtain goes down as the

characters leave the house, David closing the shop-door.

A brief orchestral interlude leads the way into the final scene,

which shows us an open meadow outside Nuremberg, with the

River Pegnitz winding across it. Joyous crowds arrive by boats,

and there is much merrymaking among the Apprentices and the

crowd. A mediaeval trade procession starts, the shoemakers march-

ing across in grand style to the accompaniment of general cheers,
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followed by the tailors, and these by the bakers. Girls arrive and

dance with the Prentices; the waltz (it is perhaps hypercritical to

point out that the waltz was not invented at that time) is of de-

lightfully rustic quality:

etc;

Finally the Mastersingers enter in great pomp, Pogner leading

Eva. They all mount the platform on the left of the stage, and the

crowd breaks out into a song of loving welcome of its idol, Hans
Sachs. The melody is that shown as No. 2 1

;
the words, which are

a greeting to Luther and the German Reformation, are from a

poem by the historical Hans Sachs. Sachs, in reply, tells the com-

pany of the offer made by Pogner, and the contest begins.

Beckmesser, perspiring profusely, mounts a little grassy mound

that has been made in the centre of the stage, and attempts, with

many furtive consultations of the manuscript, to sing the song he

stole, though he can neither understand nor even remember it.

His grotesque efforts bring upon him the derision of the crowd,

and at last he rushes away in rage and disgust, accusing Sachs of

having led him into this trap.

Sachs explains to the company that it is quite true he gave Beck-

messer a song, but it was not such nonsense as the town clerk has

made of it. The fault was in the singing; if the words and the

tune are blended in the right way the song is a fine one, and he is

prepared to call a witness to prove it. At a signal from him Walther

comes forward, salutes the Masters and the people with high-bred

courtesy, and takes his place upon the mound. He sings the Prize

Song in its complete form, the crowd, towards the end, joining in

with comments of satisfaction. When he has finished he is led to the

steps of the platform, where he kneels to Eva, who places on his
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brow a wreath of laurel and myrtle and leads him to her father,

befoie whom both of them kneel while Pogner gives them his

benediction. But when Pogner would give Walther also the gold

chain of the guild, the young man pushes it angrily away, so bitter

is his memory of his reception by the Masters the day before.

Once more Sachs conies to the rescue. He takes Walther by the

hand and exhorts him not to disdain the Masters like that, but to

honour their art
, they have done their best for it according to their

lights Then he turns to the company with a note of warning. An
evil day, he says, may dawn, when a disunited Germany shall be

under foreign rulers, when "
foreign mists before us rise to dupe

and blind our German eyes." When that happens, it will be the

death of all that is good and true if the German race betrays its

German art. So let them honour their German Masters let them

but take these to their hearts and no harm shall come to German

art, though holy Rome itself go down into dust.

Eva takes the wreath from Walther's brow and places it upon
that of Hans Sachs, who in turn takes the chain from Pogner and

hangs it round Walther's neck. The scene ends with an apotheosis

of Sachs, Walther and Eva standing one on each side of him, with

Pogner before him on one knee, as if in homage, and the remaining

Mastersmgers pointing to him as their chief, while the whole

assembly repeats the final words of the old cobbler.

The Mastersinger3 is, and will probably long remain, the great-

est of all comedies in music, if indeed "
comedy

"
is the correct

word to apply to an opera that, in addition to its humorous epi-

sodes, contains so much that is the quintessence of serious beauty,

of profound philosophy, and of mellow wisdom. That such a work

should be written during the period of Wagner's worst luck and

deepest depression is a striking proof of how independent the

artist's inner nature is of the circumstances of his outer life. The

Masterstngers has had only one real successor in music Strauss's

masterpiece The Rose-Cavalier.



LOHENGRIN

rAGNER had first conceived the idea of an opera on the

subject of Lohengrin during his stay in Paris (1839-42),

but the autumn of 1842 and the years 1843 and 1844 were mostly

occupied with the production of Rienzi and The Flying Dutch-

man, his work as conductor at the Dresden Opera, and the compo-
sition of Tannhauser. This last was completely finished by the

middle of April 1845.

In July of that year Wagner went to spend his holiday at Marien-

bad in Bohemia. He was in a state of great nervous excitement

over the coming production of Tannhauser and other matters,

and his doctor had ordered him complete quietness, baths, and a

water cure. But Wagner found it impossible to rest. In his auto-

biography he attributes his excitable condition partly to the hot

summer, partly to the
"
volcanic

"
soil of Bohemia, which always

had a curiously exhilarating effect on him. One of his books he

had taken with him to read on his holiday was the old anonymous
German epic of Lohengrin. With this under his arm he used to

wander into the neighbouring woods, and there, stretched out on

the bank of a brook, he would re-create in his mind's eye the world

of the old legends.
" The result," he says,

" was an ever-increasing and distressing

state of excitement. Lohengrin, the first conception of which dates

from the end of my sojourn in Paris, suddenly stood fully formed

before me, down to the smallest detail of the dramatic construc-

tion. The legend of the swan, which forms such an important
feature of all the versions of this body of myths that my studies



64 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

id made me acquainted with, had in particular an enormous

scination for my imagination." He remembered his doctor's

Ivice to keep as quiet as possible, and tried to drive Lohengrin

it of his mind by taking up another and less nervously exciting

bject.

He had recently become interested in Hans Sachs and the Mas-

-singers, and, the subject taking possession of him, in a very little

nle he had drafted out the first sketch for his subsequent comic

era.
" As it was a particularly cheerful subject," he says,

" and

e much less exciting than the other, I saw no harm in putting

on paper in spite of my doctor's orders. I did so, and I hoped it

>uld free me from my preoccupation with Lohengrin But I was

staken; for no sooner had I got into my noontide bath than

elt so strong a desire to write out Lohengrin that, unable to re-

Lin in the bath for the prescribed hour, I jumped out impatiently

er a few minutes, and, barely giving myself time to dress, ran

e a madman to my lodging to put on paper what was crying out

expression within me. The same thing occurred for several

ys, until Lohengrin was sketched out complete." The doctor,

course, gave him up as a hopeless case. Wagner's excitement

nt on increasing every day, and he could work off his super-

ous energy only by long, fatiguing walks,

[t was not until the September of 1846 that he could settle down

good earnest to the composition of the music to Lohengrin.

tween that month and March 1847 he wrote the third act of the

>ra. The first was written in May and June 1847, and the second

,
with the Prelude, between June and August. The orchestration

3 finished by March 1848.

t will be remembered that in May 1849 Wagner had to flee

m Dresden to escape arrest for his complicity in the revolu-

lary disturbances of that month. In January 1850 he went from

itzerland to Paris, hoping to get an opera produced there. It

> about this time that he became involved in the affair with

idame Jessie Laussot that almost ended in his flight to the East

h her. The hectic affair came to a sudden close in April, and

.gner, cut to the heart, turned for consolation to music again.
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He looked over the score of Lohengrin and sent it to Liszt, who

was at that time in authority in Weimar. He implored Liszt to

produce the opera, declaring that to no one else would he entrust

its destiny. Liszt put the new work in hand at once, and it was

produced at Weimar under him or the 26th August, 1850.

As usual, Wagner insisted on the opera, long as it was, being

performed without cuts; the only excision he would consent to

was one of fifty-six bars in Lohengrin's Narration in the third act;

and, again as usual, the great length of the opera was at least as

much responsible as the novelty of its style for the relative coldness

of its reception by some hearers.

Wagner could never be got to see that he induced sheer physical

fatigue in many of his admirers by the mere length of time he kept

their attention on the strain in the theatre. In the years immedi-

ately following, his anger with conductors who insisted on the

necessity or the advisability of cuts did a great deal to delay

the progress of the opera. However, in spite of everything, it made

its way to such an extent that Wagner, towards the close of his

long exile from Germany, could say with humorous bitterness that

he was the only German who had not heard Lohengrin. He first

heard the opera in Vienna on the isth May, 1861, when he received

from the whole house such an ovation as had never yet fallen to

his lot.

In the spring of 1860 he gave some concerts in Brussels, and

one day he went to Antwerp, being interested in the town not so

much because of its works of art and antiquities as because of its

association with Lohengrin. But, he says,
"

I was very much put
out of humour by my disappointment over the position of the

famous citadel. For the benefit of the first act of my Lohengrin I

had assumed that this citadel, which I had imagined as the ancient

fortress of Antwerp, would be a rather prominent object from the

opposite side of the Scheldt; instead of which, nothing whatever

was to be seen but an undiversified plain, with fortifications sunk

into the earth. Whenever I saw Lohengrin again after this, I could

not help smiling at the scene-painter's castle on its stately hill in the

background."
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The story of Lohengrin, even as we now have it in the earliest

form in which it was reduced to writing, is probably a fusion of

several mediaeval legends; while Wagner, in his turn, has sub-

jected the story to drastic condensation and manipulation for his

own purposes. He sets the scene in Brabant, in the plain of the

Scheldt.

Henry I of Germany (" The Fowler ") has come to enlist a

force to help him to fight the Hungarians, who are about to invade

his own country. He finds the land in a distracted state The late

ruler of Brabant has left two children, a daughter, Elsa, and a

younger brother, Gottfried, the latter being the actual heir to the

throne. The guardian of the orphans has been Count Frederick of

Telramund, who fell in love with Elsa and asked her hand in mar-

riage. Being refused, he married Ortrud, the daughter of Radbod,
Prince of Friesland. Ortrud's ambition has long been to seize the

throne of Brabant.

To this political motive is now added that of hatred of her rival,

Elsa; and she manages to inspire her husband with something not

only of her own resentment against Elsa but of her political ambi-

tion. Under the influence of Ortrud. Frederick charges Elsa with

having a lover whom she desires to elevate to the throne, with which

end in view, he declares, she has spirited away young Gottfried.

The truth is that Ortrud has decoyed Gottfried into a forest, and,

by her enchantments, changed him into a swan; she has then told

her credulous husband that she has seen Elsa drown her brother

in a pool.

Summoned before King Henry to answer this charge, Elsa makes

no defence; and judgment is about to be given against her when

Lohengrin, the Knight of the Swan, appears and vanquishes Tel-

ramund in combat. Lohengrin, before championing the cause of

Elsa, has laid down the condition that she shall never ask his name

nor whence he comes; and it is from her inability to keep this

promise that the subsequent tragedy comes.

The Grail is the cup in which the Saviour's blood had been poured
at His crucifixion. Lost to sinful men for a time, it had finally been

entrusted by the angels to the custody of an order of knights hav-
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ing their home on Mount Monsalvat. Of one of these, Parzival,

Lohengrin is the son.

The central motive of the Lohengrin story is probably much

older than the Middle Ages. We have a somewhat similar idea

in the Greek story of Zeus and Semele; in this, the god loves a

mortal woman, who at length, unable to conquer her curiosity,

asks that he shall show himself to her as he is. Out of love for her,

Zeus grants her wish; but at the revelation of his godlike glory

Semele falls dead. In the Lohengrin story the catastrophe comes

from Elsa demanding to know Lohengrin's name.

It is not improbable that the remote root of this form of the

legend is to be found in the primitive belief that a man's name is

part of his own being, and that if a savage discloses his name to a

stranger and possible enemy he gives the latter power over his life.

The Prelude to Lohengrin is one of Wagner's most perfect con-

ceptions, both in idea and in execution. The spiritual atmosphere of

Monsalvat is first established by a few chords in the divided violins,

playing high up in their register (reinforced by the flutes) ;
at the

fourth bar we hear in the violins the theme representative of the

Grail:

The two notes marked (a) are specially appropriated later in the

opera to the Swan.

This Grail motive is worked out in stately, deliberate fashion,

the music slowly descending in the scale, while oboes and clarinets

are added to give a slightly deeper colour when the theme is re-

peated in the key of E, with a syncopated accompaniment above it

in the violins. The music flows on placidly into a passage derived

from Elsa's prayer (see No. 8 below) ;
it ends with a quotation
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from Lohengrin's words to Elsa in the third act, when he asks her

if she will give him all her trust:

No. i is now resumed in warmer colours than at first, and

gradually works up to a great climax:

(3)
j>

jfc
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i
etc.

he highest emotional peak of the whole Prelude being reached at

he commencement of the last bar of our quotation, when the

vhole resources of the orchestra are for a moment brought into

>lay. From this point the music makes a gradual descent by way of

he theme of the Farewell of the Angels:

(4)

etc.

rtrich will be heard later (in the third act), at the close of Lohen-

rin's Narration; and the Prelude ends, as it began, with a sugges-

ion of the spiritual atmosphere that envelops the Grail.

Wagner's own poetic interpretation of the Prelude is interest-

Qg; it may be summarised thus:
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" Out of the clear blue ether of the sky there seems to condense

a wonderful yet at first hardly perceptible vision; and out of this

there gradually emerges, ever more and more clearly, an angel-host

bearing in its midst the sacred Grail. As it approaches earth, it

pours out exquisite odours, like streams of gold, ravishing the

senses of the beholder. The glory of the vision grows and grows

until it seems as if the rapture must be shattered and dispersed

by the very vehemence of its own expansion.
" The vision draws nearer, and the climax is reached when at

last the Grail is revealed in all its glorious reality, radiating fiery

beams and shaking the soul with emotion. The beholder

sinks on his knees in adoring self-annihilation. The Grail pours

out its light on him like a benediction, and consecrates him to

its service; then the flames gradually die away, and the angel-

host soars up again to the ethereal heights in tender joy, having
made pure once more the hearts of men by the sacred blessing of

the Grail."

Interesting also is Liszt's description:
"

It begins with a broad, reposeful surface of melody, a vaporous
ether gradually unfolding itself, so that the sacred picture may be

delineated before our secular eyes. This effect is confided entirely

to the violins (divided into eight different desks), which, after some

bars of harmony, continue in the highest notes of their register.

The motive is afterwards taken up by the softest wind instruments;

horns and bassoons are then added, and the way prepared for the

entry of the trumpets and trombones, which repeat the melody for

the fourth time, with a dazzling brightness of colour, as if in this

unique moment the holy edifice had flashed up before our blinded

eyes in all its luminous and radiant magnificence.
" But the flood light, that has gradually achieved this solar

intensity, now dies rapidly away, like a celestial gleam. The trans-

parent vapour of the clouds retracts, the vision disappears little

by little, in the same variegated fragrance from the midst of which

it appeared, and the piece ends with a repetition of the first six bars,

now become more ethereal still. Its character of ideal mysticism
is especially suggested by the long pianissimo of the orchestra, only
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broken for a moment by the passage in which the brass throw out

the marvellous lines of the single motive of the Prelude."

The second act of Lohengrin, which was the last of the three

to be written, was finished on the 2nd August, 1847 The Prelude

was written on the 28th August. This noble piece of music was the

last to be written by Wagner for over six years; it was not until

October 1853 that he commenced work upon the score of the

Rhinegold.

When the curtain rises we see a meadow on the banks of the

Scheldt near Antwerp. Under the judgment oak sits King Henry,

by his side are the Counts and Nobles of his Saxon forces; while

opposite them stand the Counts and Nobles of Brabant, with

Frederick of Telramund at their head, by his side is Ortrud. A
Herald steps out from among the king's retinue into the middle of

the stage ;
he gives a sign, whereupon four of the royal trumpeters

blow a summons:

The Herald, in broad diatonic tones, hails the nobles and freemen

of Brabant, and tells them that Henry, the German King, has come

to speak with them on affairs of state
,
do they greet him in peace

and will they follow his behest? Clashing their arms, the Braban-

tines signify their acceptance of the terms, and the trumpets ring

out once more with their fanfare (No. 5).

The King rises majestically, gives the Brabantines his blessing,

and explains what has brought him among them. Again and again,

he says, the wild Eastern tribes have invaded Germany and brought
woe upon it; from the farthest borders there goes up a prayer from

women and children,
"
Almighty God, protect us from the Hun-

garians
7

rage'
" As the head of the State, it is now for him to put

an end to this reign of terror. By weight of arms he had been able

to impose a nine years' truce upon the enemy, which time he has

spent in strengthening the defences of the kingdom. The nine years
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have expired; he has refused to pay tribute, and the wild tribes are

threatening Germany once more. Now is the time for all loyal men
to unite and put an end to this oppression. The Saxons, clashing
their weapons together, echo his appeal.

The King resumes his seat, and from his throne tells the people
of Brabant that he had come to bid them to Mainz with him, but

to his grief he finds them without a ruler and torn by dissension.
"
You, Frederick of Telramund," he says,

"
I know of as a knight

of famed virtue; speak now, and tell me the cause of all this

trouble."

Frederick, first declaring that falsehood is strange to him, tells

his story how the late Duke of Brabant, when dying, made him

guardian of his children, Elsa and Gottfried, how tenderly and

truly he had fulfilled his duty towards Gottfried, who was the very

jewel of his honour; of his grief when he was robbed of his jewel,

for Elsa, taking the boy one day to the woods, had returned with-

out him, alleging that, having chanced to wander a little way from

him, she had been unable to find trace of him again. They had
looked for him everywhere in vain, but when Elsa had been ques-

tioned with threats, her pallor and her agitation had betrayed her

guilt to all.
"
Then," he says,

"
I was filled with horror of the

maiden The right to her hand, that had been conferred on me by
her father, I willingly renounced, and took a wife more truly to

my mind Ortrud, daughter of Radbod, Prince of Friesland."

Now he charges Elsa of Brabant with the murder of her brother,

and he claims the rulership of the land by right, for he is next of

km to the late Duke, while his wife also is of the race that once gave
its princes to the land. His charge against Elsa is accompanied in

the orchestra by the Accusation motive:
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The men comment on his words in grave, awestruck tones, and

the King asks how it is possible that there should be such great

guilt in Elsa. Frederick, in growing excitement, tells him that she

is given up to dreams, and that her reason for refusing his hand in

pride was a secret passion for another. His exasperation still grow-

ing, he claims that the reason for her crime was her desire to set her

lover on the throne. The King checks his excitement with a grave

gesture and bids the accused maiden appear and meet the charge

The Herald once more comes forward into the middle of the

stage, and the fanfare quoted as No. 5 is heard again in the trum-

pets. The King solemnly hangs his shield on the oak tree, signifying

that a court is to be held and that he will not don the shield again
till he has given judgment in strictness and in mercy. All the men
draw their swords; the Saxons thrust theirs into the earth before

them, while the Brabantines lay theirs flat upon the ground; all

vow that the swords shall never again be sheathed until the truth

has been learned and justice done. In ringing tones, accompanied

by softly sounding chords in the brass and wood-wind, the Herald

calls upon Elsa to appear.

As in Tannhduser, so in Lohengrin, Wagner chooses a particular

orchestral colouring for particular people or circumstances. We
have seen the violins, in their most tenuous tones, used to convey
the atmosphere of the Grail; now the purity of Elsa is suggested in

the wood-wind colouring of the phrase to which she makes her

appearance accompanied by her Ladies:
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She remains a little while at the back of the stage, then advances

very slowly and timidly to the centre of the foreground; her Ladies

do not follow her, but remain at the back, on the outer edge of the

judgment circle.

The motive of Elsa's entry (No. 7) runs on into that of her

Prayer for Help:

(8) ^ . I
, &
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This theme, it will be remembered, has been already hinted at in

the Prelude.

The men are prepossessed in her favour; they could not believe

in the possibility of any crime being done by one so obviously pure.

The King accosts her:
" Art thou Elsa of Brabant?

"
Elsa, without

replying, bows her head affirmatively.
" Dost thou accept me as

thy judge?
"

asks the King. Elsa turns her head towards him,

looks him in the eye, and again, with a trustful gesture, signifies her

assent. Is she conscious of the grave charge that has been brought

against her? he continues. Elsa throws a glance at Frederick and

Ortrud, shudders, droops her head sadly, and again signifies the

affirmative. Then what answer has she? asks the King. Still silent,

Elsa, by a gesture, answers
"
Nothing!

" Does she then admit her

guilt? Elsa gazes for a time sadly before her, and for only answer

cries softly to herself,
" My hapless brother!

"
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The King is deeply moved, and asks her if she will not confide

in him. There is an expectant silence; then Elsa, gazing tranquilly

before her, tells how, when she was praying to heaven in her sor-

row, she cried loudly for help, heard the cry echoing in the distance,

and then fell into a gentle sleep.

Her rapt self-absorption somewhat awes the men, who ask them-

selves, in whispers, if she is distraught. The King tries to rouse her

from her dream, and bids her defend herself before the court. But

Elsa's expression now changes from one of dreamy self-absorption

to a sort of spiritual illumination.

Before she can speak, the violins of the orchestra, giving out the

theme of the Holy Grail (No. i), reveal to us what is in her mind.

in a vision she has seen a Knight in shining armour, with a golden

horn at his girdle and a sword at his side; his aspect is pure beyond

anything she has ever seen. Out of the clouds he came to her, and

by signs consoled her: he alone, she says, shall be her champion.
As she speaks of this Knight we hear in the orchestra the theme of

Lohengrin as the Knight of the Grail:

(9)

while the theme of Elsa's Prayer for Help (No. 8) receives a lovely

completion:
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(Wagner tells us that the wandering modulations of this passage

confused some quite good musicians in his own time.)

The King appeals to Frederick to reconsider his charge against

Elsa; but Frederick, who all through this scene is the victim of a

morbid excitement which we have to attribute to the influence of

Ortrud upon him, declares that although he has witnesses of the

guilt of Elsa, he scorns to make use of them, preferring to put his

accusation to the arbitrament of the sword. He reminds the King
of his faithful service to him against the Danes, and the King,

assuring him that he has no need of the reminder, consents that

the matter shall be decided by combat. He draws his own sword and

thrusts it in the earth before him. The trumpets and trombones

give out a bold phrase:

that may perhaps be described as the motive of Ordeal by Combat

(by some writers, the motive of Judgment). It is rather curious

that the first part of it (the first two bars of our quotation) should

so strongly resemble the Sword motive in the Ring, while the latter

part of the phrase is very like the Treaty motive in that work.
"
Now," says Frederick, after the King has asked Elsa if she will

trust her cause to the judgment of heaven, and if so, who is to be

her defender
" now we shall know the name of her lover!

"

Elsa has not moved, and her face has preserved its expression of

rapt self-absorption. To the strains of No. 8 and No. 10 she de-

clares that her only champion shall be the Knight who appeared

to her in a vision and consoled her; to him she will give not only

her father's lands and crown but her own hand.

The Herald steps forward with the four trumpeters, whom he

orders to stand at the four cardinal points on the outer edge of the

judgment ring and blow the challenge. The phrase given out by the

trumpets is that of the first part of No. 1 1.
" He who would fight
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under the judgment of God for Elsa of Brabant, let him appear!
"

cries the Herald.

Elsa, whose tranquil air has hitherto not been disturbed, now

shows uneasy expectation. She approaches the King and implores

him to let the summons be sounded once again; her Knight, she

says in all innocence,
"
dwells so far away that perhaps he has

not heard it." At the bidding of the King the four trumpeters

again take up their positions and blow their fanfare, after which

the Herald repeats his summons, this time in a higher key than

before. For a moment there is an impressive silence, and the men,
in hushed tones, declare the failure of the champion to appear to

be the judgment of heaven.

In the orchestra is heard a theme in the clarinets that curiously

suggests the theme in the oboe that accompanies Brynhilde's ap-

peal to Wotan at the commencement of the last scene of the Val-

kyrie. Elsa falls on her knees in ardent prayer, while the women,
anxious for their lady, come nearer the front of the stage Elsa

passionately implores the Almighty to send to her aid the Knight
who appeared to her in her vision. The motive of the Knight of the

Grail (No. 9) is heard shimmering in the orchestra, and at once

the chorus betray signs of excitement.

Those standing nearest the river bank have caught sight of a

boat in the distance, drawn by a swan. The excitement spreads

until the whole of the men have made for the background to see the

advancing boat, leaving in the foreground only the King, Elsa,

Frederick, Ortrud, and the women. The excitement is worked up in

magnificent style in both chorus and orchestra; finally all the men
rush to the foreground, crying out,

"
See, he comes' A marvel, a

miracle never before seen or heard!
"

The King, from his raised place, has seen everything, Frederick

and Ortrud are struck motionless with astonishment and terror.

Elsa, who has listened to the cries of the men with increasing trans-

port, still remains motionless in the centre of the stage, as if not

daring even to look around her The women fall on their knees and

give thanks to heaven. All eyes are turned expectantly towards the

background, where at last the boat, drawn by the swan, has reached
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the bank. Within it stands Lohengrin in shining silver armour,
helmet on his head, shield on his breast, and a little golden horn at

his side; he is leaning upon his sword. Frederick looks at him in

speechless astonishment; while Ortrud, who all through the preced-

ing scenes has preserved her cold, proud demeanour, is struck with

mortal terror at the sight of the swan. All uncover their heads and

are deeply moved. Elsa at last turns round and utters a loud cry at

the sight of Lohengrin. The chorus, men and women, greet the

Knight in rousing tones.

The rich colours of the orchestra fade away into softly sustained

chords in the violins and flutes as at the beginning of the Prelude,

and we hear once more the tenuous motive of the Grail (No. i).

As Lohengrin makes his first movement as if to quit the boat, si-

lence falls upon all. Lohengrin, with one foot still in the boat, in-

clines himself towards the swan; he thanks it for bringing him

thither, and bids it take back the boat to the happy land from which

they had come. The swan slowly turns the boat round and swims

away up the stream, Lohengrin gazing sadly after it for a while.

His final farewell is sung to the representative Swan motive:

I 3
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The chorus express their awe in a brief but highly expressive

ensemble, and Lohengrin, leaving the bank, advances slowly and

solemnly towards the foreground. He makes his obeisance to the

King, hails him, and wishes victory to his sword. He has come,

he says, as champion of a maid against whom a grievous accu-

sation has been brought. Then, turning more towards Elsa, he

asks her whether, if he fights for her, she will trust entirely in his

protection.

Elsa, who, since she first perceived Lohengrin, has remained

motionless, as if spellbound, now throws herself at his feet as if

overwhelmed with rapture. She hails him as her hero, and gives

herself entirely to him. If heaven grants him the victory, he asks,
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will she become his wife? This too she promises at his feet. Further,

he asks, if he becomes her husband, will she promise that she will

never either ask him certain questions, or even harbour them in her

mind whence he has come, or what his name and nature may be?

This he does to the motive of Warning, which becomes of great

importance in the later stages of the opera:

These ques-tions ask me nev - erj
Nie sollst du mich be - fra -

gen,

&1

Brood not up on them ev - er From
noch Wis-sens Sor - ge tra - gen, wo -

Jfc.m =3=

whence I hi - ther came, or what my
- her ich kam der Fahrt, uoch wie mem
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Half-unconsciously Elsa gives this promise also, but Lohengrin

is not yet fully satisfied. In heightened and more earnest tones he

repeats the question and Elsa, gazing up at him fervently, declares

herself willing to give herself completely into his hands and obey his

every wish. He clasps her to his breast for a moment, then leads her

to the King, into whose care he gives her. Then he steps solemnly

into the centre of the circle, proclaims his belief in Elsa's innocence,

and gives the lie to Frederick.

The men urge Frederick to forbear to fight with this emissary

from heaven, but he declares violently that he would rather die than

yield. He does not fear, he says, this stranger, bold of speech and

bearing as he is, and brought thither as he seems to have been by

sorcery. He himself has spoken nothing but the truth, and he ac-

cepts the challenge.

At the bidding of the King, three Saxon Nobles advance for Lo-

hengrin, and three Brabantines for Frederick; they measure out the

field of combat, and having made a complete circle thrust their

spears into the ground. The Herald advances into the centre of the

space, and, to the Judgment motive (No 1 1 ) ,
orders that none shall

interfere in the fight; whoever does so shall, if he be a freeman,

forfeit a hand, and if a serf, lose his life.

The King, with great solemnity, advances to the centre, and

while all bare their heads he prays to heaven to look down upon the

fight and declare itself in favour of the truth. The prayer, which

commences thus:

o
Mem

Lord ofheav'n, hearnow
Herr und Gott, nun ruf
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prayer I Look down up - on this bat - tie - field I,

dich, Dass du dern Kampf zu - ge - gen sei'st !

1

af W
:

is a noble piece of quasi-religious writing; it is taken up by the

whole of the chorus and by the other principals, and developed at

some length. (The reader may notice that this is the first of our

quotations in 3/4 time. It is a singular fact that the whole of Lo-

hengrin, with the exception of this passage, is written in duple

metre; and it is remarkable what variety of expression Wagner has

managed to draw from this metre alone.)

In deep and solemn emotion all return to their places, the six

witnesses remaining by the ring with their spears, the remainder of

the men grouping themselves around. Elsa and her Ladies are in the

foreground under the oak with the King. At a sign from the Herald
the trumpeters blow the call to battle (No. 5), the fight is con-

ducted to the accompaniment of the motive of Judgment (No. n).
Lohengrin, with a mighty stroke, fells Frederick, who, after an

attempt to recover himself, staggers back a few paces and falls

to the ground. Lohengrin spares his life, and bids him depart and

repent of his crime. The warriors resume their swords and sheath

them; the witnesses withdraw the spears from the earth, and the

King takes down his shield from the oak. All rush joyfully to the

battleground, while Elsa, hastening to Lohengrin, breaks out into a

song of joy and gratitude:

\ Jf i.

M& e
o songs...

find'...
joy I'd raise thee,

Ju - bei-wei-sen,
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which is developed into a brilliant ensemble. Some of the young men
raise Lohengrin upon his own shield and Elsa upon the King's, and

they are carried off with shouts of jubilation.

When the curtain rises for the second act we find ourselves in the

citadel of Antwerp. At the back is the Pallas (the Knights' quar-

ters); in the left of the foreground the women's quarters (the

Kemenate) ;
on the right is the cathedral. It is night. Ortrud and

Frederick, both in sombre and wretched clothes for they have

lost their rank are seen sitting on the cathedral steps: Frederick

is sunk in gloomy brooding, Ortrud keeps her eyes fixed on the

brightly-lit windows of the Pallas.

After a couple of bars of tremolando in the kettledrums we hear

in the 'cellos the sinister theme of Ortrud's Witchcraft:

(16)

In the character of Ortrud Wagner intended, in the first place, to

set over against the spiritual world of Lohengrin and the more

earthly purity of Elsa a symbol of pagan evil, and in the second

place to depict a woman who is immune from the ordinary weak-

nesses of her sex.

He has analysed her in a letter to Liszt, in which he says:
" Or-

trud is a woman who does not know love. . . . Politics are her es-

sence. The political man is repulsive; the political woman is

horrible, and it is this horror I have to represent. There is a kind of

love in this woman, the love of the past, of dead generations, the
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terribly insane love of an ancestral pride, which finds its expression

in the hatred of everything living, actually existing." The less

strong-minded Frederick is simply a tool in her hands.

After No. 16 has gone its writhing way, we hear in the wind in-

struments the Warning motive (No. 13), and after that, again in

the 'cellos, the motive of Doubt:

(17)
^
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symbolizing the doubt of Lohengrin that Ortrud means to sow in

the heart of Elsa. The development of these motives is broken for a

moment by festal music heard from within the Pallas
;
then Fred-

erick rises hurriedly and bids the
"
companion of my shame "

arouse herself that they may leave before the dawn discloses them

to all.

A violent quarrel ensues between the pair. Frederick is not yet

lost to all sense of honour; he sees that it is Ortrud's wiles that

have brought his misfortunes on him, and he pours out a passionate

lament over his lost honour. He regrets that, his sword having been

taken from him, he cannot slay her. Ortrud, who never loses her

sinister composure, asks him with quiet scorn why he has lost his

faith in her. Frederick, in reply, runs over the tale of her lies and

schemings. She denies nothing, but reproaches him with cowardice

in his combat with Lohengrin, and derides his excuse that heaven

was on the side of his opponent.

Gradually she establishes her ascendancy over him once more.

Nobody, she says, knows who this Knight is who has come among
them guided by a swan; his power resides in the mystery that sur-

rounds him; for him to have to declare his name and station would

be the ending of the spell. No one but Elsa lias the power to draw

his secret from him: it is she. then who must be wrought nnon tn
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be charged with sorcery. Through her black art Ortrud knows that

Lohengrin is not invulnerable, and that if the smallest wound be

made in his body all his might will ebb away.
Frederick's anger rises again at the thought that it was only

through magic that he was brought to shame before the court; he

will do anything to wipe out his degradation, but woe to Ortrud if

she is deceiving him once more f Ortrud contemptuously calms him,
and the pair, seated side by side, break out into a sinister appeal to

the powers of darkness and a warning to the happy ones within the

citadel to beware of the ruin that is lying in wait for them.

As the strains of their duet die away, a door on the balcony of the

Kemenate opens, and Elsa appears in a white robe; she advances

to the balustrade and leans her head on her hand, Frederick and

Ortrud, unseen by her, remain sitting on the cathedral steps.

By means of one of those magical changes of orchestral colour

in which Wagner was so skilled he substitutes in a moment the

serenely pure atmosphere of Elsa for the murk that envelops the

minds of Ortrud and her husband. Elsa has come to pour out to

the night air the fullness of her happiness. The clarinet gives out

the placid motive of Elsa's Bliss:

(18)

m=
f
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after which she herself takes up the strain:

(19)

. Ji.i^
Sweet ze-phyrs, sighs did swell ye so
Eucfa LOT-ten, die mem Kla gen so

r r r r
oft from my dis tress

trau - rig oft er ftillt w
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Ortrud sees her opportunity. In a whisper she sends Frederick

away, telling him to leave Elsa with her, the Knight being for him.

Frederick withdraws and disappears in the background.

Ortrud breaks in upon Elsa's ecstasy with a loud wail of

"Elsa! "
Having attracted Elsa's attention, she appeals to her

sympathy; how, she asks, has she ever harmed the maiden? Fred-

erick indeed has wronged her in his madness, but now he is broken

with remorse. She contrasts her own misery with the happiness

of Elsa, and so works upon the latter's sympathy that she

leaves the balcony to descend and open the door to Ortrud. The

moment she has disappeared, Ortrud leaps up from the steps

in a frenzy, and sends out a wild appeal to the pagan gods to

help her: "Odin! On thee, strong one, I call! Freia! Hear me,

exalted one! Hallow my feigning and my lies; grant me sweet

vengeance!
"

Her manner changes when Elsa comes upon the scene from the

lower door; Ortrud throws herself at her feet in hypocritical hu-

mility, and Elsa is shocked at the wretched appearance of her

rival. When her noble Knight leads her to the altar, she says, she

will intercede with the King for the hapless pair. Gradually, to the

accompaniment of the motives of Doubt and Warning, Ortrud

insinuates the question,
" What if he should some day leave thee,

magically departing as he magically came? "
Elsa, after a momen-

tary show of indignation, turns sorrowfully and compassionately
to Ortrud, and tells her that one like her can never know the bliss

of perfect faith. She invites her into the Kemenate, and the

two voices blend in a lovely duet, in which, while Elsa sings of

her own happiness and trust, Ortrud, in an aside, tells us of a

plan by which she will drag Elsa's pride in the dust. With hyp-
ocritical reluctance she accompanies Elsa through the little door

into the Kemenate.

Frederick now advances from the background, and after the

ominous remark,
" Thus evil enters yonder house!

" he pours out

his hatred of Elsa and Lohengrin. Day gradually dawning, he hides

himself behind a buttress of the cathedral. Two watchmen on the

terrace blow the reveille, which is answered from a distant tower:
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The brazen fanfare and their echoes continue for some time, while

the watchmen descend and open the gate, and servants and re-

tainers enter and go quietly about their daily duties. The doors of

the Pallas open, and the four trumpeters of the King advance and

blow their call (No. 5), after which they re-enter the Pallas.

The servants have by now quitted the stage, which gradually fills

with the Nobles and other inhabitants of the fortress, entering from

all quarters. After an eight-part chorus of the men, in joyful an-

ticipation of a day of rejoicing, and praise of the mysterious Knight
who has wrought such a wonder, the Herald, stepping out on to the

elevation before the gate of the Pallas, proclaims the King's decree

of disgrace and banishment against Frederick and all who help or

harbour him. The men express their approval of the decree, and

the Herald continues with the announcement that the god-sent

stranger who has won the hand of Elsa, since he declines the title

of Duke, shall henceforth be known as the Guardian of Brabant.

Again the chorus express their joy, after which the Herald, in

solemn tones, gives them a message from Lohengrin: this day he

will hold his wedding-feast with them, but on the morrow he will

lead them, with the King, to battle. There is another joyous out-

burst from the chorus, followed by an episode that is generally

omitted in performance, though it is vital to the understanding of

the subsequent course of the drama.

While the people are moving about in happy excitement, four

Nobles, former adherents of Frederick, draw together and in fur-

tive tones cast doubts on the advisability of the expedition.

Frederick comes forward and stands before them, uncovers his

head, and tells them of his intention to challenge Lohengrin's power
and accuse him of sorcery. The Nobles hurry him away from the
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sight of the populace as four Pages enter from the door of the

Kemenate on to the balcony, run briskly down the stairs, and

station themselves on the terrace in front of the Pallas. They bid

the crowd make way for Elsa of Brabant, who is about to proceed

to the cathedral.

Soon a long procession of women splendidly attired advances

slowly from the door of the Kemenate on the balcony, and makes

its way towards the cathedral to a solemn strain in the orchestra:

to which is added the motive of Elsa's Bliss (No. 18). When Elsa

herself appears, the Nobles bare their heads in reverence. A superb

ensemble, at once majestic and grave, is built up in chorus and

orchestra.

As Elsa is about to ascend the steps of the cathedral, Ortrud, who

has hitherto been in the background among the Ladies, rushes for-

ward and confronts her. She now throws off the mask; never, she

declares, will she, whose right it is to lead, follow Elsa as a menial,

it is Elsa who should bow before her. She avers her faith in her

husband, who has been falsely judged; but can Elsa show a similar

faith in her hero, whose name even she does not know? In face of
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the protests of all she presses home this point, insisting that no one

knows the race to which Lohengrin belongs, or even if he is of noble

birth
,
whence did the river bear him, whither will it take him back

again some day? Elsa passionately declares her faith in her deliv-

erer, and the chorus support her., but Ortrud repeats her taunts

more venomously than before.

At last the door of the Pallas opens, and the four trumpeters of

the King advance and sound their instruments, bidding the crowd

make way for the King, who enters accompanied by Lohengrin and

the Saxon Counts and Nobles. Elsa, greatly agitated, throws herself

on Lohengrin's breast; perceiving Ortrud, he understands the cause

of her trouble. He sternly orders Ortrud to leave them, and taking

Elsa under his protection he turns with her and the King to lead the

procession to the cathedral.

All are about to follow, when Frederick suddenly appears on the

cathedral steps; the Ladies and Pages start back in horror at the

sight of him. Frederick makes a last appeal to the King to be heard,

and, like Ortrud, charges Lohengrin with sorcery, but at a word of

command from the King he is seized by the men. In the wildest

excitement he urges them to demand from Lohengrin his name

and station. For a moment the faith of the crowd is shaken
,
even

the King is not without a certain sympathy for Frederick.

Lohengrin proudly refuses to answer him, declaring that not even

at the bidding of the King would he reveal himself
,
to one alone he

is answerable Elsa. When he turns to her, however, he is dis-

mayed to find that she too is perturbed All the conflicting emotions

of the situation are summed up in a fine ensemble, during which we

are made to feel that Elsa, though still trusting Lohengrin, cannot

quite repress the doubts that have been sown in her by Ortrud.

While the King and the men are expressing their faith in Lohen-

grin, Frederick creeps up to Elsa and softly tells her how she can

put Lohengrin to the test; let Frederick wound him ever so slightly,

even to the cutting off of the tip of his finger, and all that the Knight
is concealing shall be revealed; then, giving her all his confidence,

he will never leave her. He, Frederick, will be near her that night;

let her call him, and what has to be done will be done quickly.
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Elsa, though visibly shaken, refuses, and Lohengrin, coming for-

ward, in a terrible voice bids Ortrud and Frederick depart from her

and never let his eyes light upon them again.

Once more he appeals to Elsa to have faith in him, and once

more, in shame and confusion, she promises him her fealty. Then,

conducted by the King, Lohengrin and Elsa slowly advance to the

cathedral to the solemn strains of No. 21. On the highest step, Elsa

turns, deeply moved, to Lohengrin, who takes her in his arms.

Modestly starting from his embrace, she turns round and catches

sight of Ortrud, who raises her arm against her as if in triumph.

Elsa, terrified, averts her face, the Warning motive rings out in the

brass, and as the King, Elsa, and Lohengrin enter the cathedral the

curtain falls.

The brilliant orchestral introduction to tjie third act is descrip-

tive of the wedding festivities. The first section of it is based on two

chief themes, one of which is dashed into by the orchestra at once:

tr

while the second:

is given out in heavy colours by the 'cellos, bassoons, and horns

underneath hammering triplet chords in the violins. There follows

a middle section, devoted to a quieter strain:
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which, from its predominantly wood-wind colour, and knowing

Wagner as we do, we may perhaps associate more particularly with

the feminine element of the wedding. Nos. 22 and 23 are then re-

sumed; the music rises to a climax, then dies away, and merges

gradually into the Wedding Chorus.

The scene is the bridal chamber. On the right is an open window

in a recess. From behind the scenes comes the sound of music; the

chorus are giving their blessing to the newly-married pair:

(25)

Friends at your side,
Treu - lich ge - fuhrt

bride-groom and bride,
zie - bet da - bin,

En - ter the cham - ber where love waits to bless,

wo euch der Se - gen der Lie - be be-wahr'

The strains draw nearer, and midway through the chorus the doors

on each side at the back are opened and the Ladies enter conduct-

ing Elsa, while the King, with the men, escorts Lohengrin. The

two processions meet in the centre of the stage. Elsa is led to Lo-

hengrin: the pair embrace, and are relieved by pages of their

heavy upper garments. The King embraces and blesses Lohengrin

and Elsa; the pages give the signal for departure, and the two pro-

cessions re-form and pass out. When they have completely dis-

appeared, with the tones of the Wedding Chorus dying away in

the distance, Elsa, filled with happy emotion, falls upon Lohengrin's

breast. He seats himself on a couch by the window and draws her

tenderly to him.
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Then commences the long and beautiful duet that is the finest

piece of writing of its kind that Wagner has given us in this, his

first mam period. As Lohengrin speaks of the outer world being

shut out from them like a dream we hear a tender, intimate phrase

in the oboe:

j
Mi.- f r-f J.i

while Elsa expresses the depth of her bliss in a graciously flowing

melody:

<
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which is afterwards taken up by Lohengrin and made the occasion

of a brief blending of the two voices.

But soon Ortrud's poison begins to work. How sweet, says Elsa,

her name sounds in Lohengrin's mouth t Perhaps some day she shall

learn his some time when they are alone together and the ears

of the world are closed. Lohengrin, without answering her directly,

embraces her gently and points through the open window to the

flower garden, and compares the charm of the flowers to that which

binds his heart to hers:

(28)
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He reminds her that when he came to her rescue he knew her not

nor asked to know her, he had seen her, and his heart had under-

stood everything. Elsa, at his gentle chiding, hides her confusion

on his breast. But against her own will the fateful question keeps

forcing itself to her lips: she is faithful to him, she says; will he not

reveal to her in secret whence he came?

Again he implores her to have trust in him, and breaks out into

a new strain of tenderness-

To him, he assures her, her love and confidence are reward sufficient

for all he has done, will she not return him these?
"

I come not out

of the night and sorrow, but from a land of light and joy." We hear

the Doubt motive in the orchestra (No. 17) as Elsa seizes upon his

words to press her question home again, if he has come from so

glorious a home, what power can one so humble as she have to hold

him?

In vain he begs her not to torment herself and him; but she can-

not banish from her mind this new thought of his possible depar-

ture. Gazing wildly before her, in a kind of trance, she fancies she

sees once more the swan approaching up the river to take her lover

away. Finally, losing command of herself completely, she conjures

him to say who he is and what is his name. Before he can reply

she sees, through an open door at the back, Frederick and his four

companions advancing with drawn swords. With a shriek she warns

Lohengrin and hurriedly reaches him his sword, which is resting

against the couch. As Frederick is aiming a blow at him, Lohengrin

strikes him dead
,
the terrified Nobles let their swords fall, and sink

on their knees before him. Elsa throws herself upon Lohengrin's

breast, and then sinks to the ground in a swoon.

There is another of those long silences with which Wagner knows

so well how to create an effect of emotional tension; then Lohen-



STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

grin, deeply moved, sums up the whole tragedy in one expressive

sentence:

(30)

Ah, now for ev - er our joy
Wen*,, nun 1st all* un - ser Gluck . ^

As he bends over Elsa, raises her gently, and places her on the

couch, we hear in the soft tones of the orchestra a sorrowful remi-

niscence of a theme from the love-duet (No 27)

At a sign from Lohengrin the four Nobles rise and bear away
the body of Frederick, the orchestra giving out once more the theme

of Judgment (No. n). Lohengrin strikes a bell: two women enter,

whom he orders to dress and adorn Elsa and lead her before the

King; there he will tell her all she has desired to know. Slowly and

sadly he goes out, while the women lead off Elsa, who is still in-

capable of speech; and in the orchestra we hear the terrible Warn-

ing motive (No. 13) as the curtain descends for a moment.

Trumpet fanfares are heard behind the scenes, as if from the

courtyard, and when the curtain rises again we see once more the

meadow on the banks of the Scheldt as in Act I. Day is dawning.
To stirring martial music the Nobles and their troops enter and

take up their positions under their respective banners
; finally the

King arrives with his Saxons. He congratulates them on their

loyalty and offers to lead them against his enemy. But where, he
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asks, is the Knight whom heaven has sent to be the glory of Bra-

bant?

Before an answer can be given to his quest the crowd is thrown

into commotion by the entry of the four Nobles with the body of

Frederick on a bier.
"
It is the will of the Guardian of Brabant,"

they say;
"
soon we shall know more." Elsa, accompanied by her

Ladies, now enters and comes forward with slow, vacillating steps;

the King meets her and conducts her to a seat opposite to the oak.

She is incapable of speech ;
she can only look up to him pathetically,

while in the orchestra we hear the theme of her Prayer for Help

(No. 8), to which, however, a melancholy turn is now given by its

being phrased in the minor.

There is a great stir in the background, and Lohengrin, armed

exactly as in the first act, enters, and strides gravely and solemnly

to the front. The King and the warriors think he has come to lead

them to battle; but he has, he tells them, sad tidings for them. He
cannot accompany them to the war; he has come, in the first place,

to be declared justified in slaying Frederick, whose corpse, to the

general horror, he uncovers. All absolve him.

But, he goes on, he has another complaint to make in the ears of

all the world; the wife whom heaven has given him has allowed her-

self to be led into betraying him; lending ear to evil counsel, she

has broken her oath No longer shall the truth be concealed;
"
Hear," he says,

" whether my nobility is not equal to yours."

Then, accompanied by the Grail motive (No. i ) ,
he tells them of

the castle on Monsalvat in which a company of sinless men have

custody of the Grail, and how the sacred vessel arms its chosen

servants with supernatural power, so that magic cannot prevail

against them. They are protected in their fight for the virtuous

and oppressed so long as they remain unknown; for so pure and

rare is the blessing conferred by the Grail that none of its Knights
can remain among men when once he becomes known.

He himself is one of these Knights his father is Parzival, he

himself is Lohengrin. His final words are enriched by the theme of

Lohengrin as the Knight of the Grail (No. 9).

All are deeply moved, and their emotion finds expression in a
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brief chorus on the descending motive of Farewell (No. 4). The

distracted Elsa gives full voice to her remorse and despair, and it

is in vain that Lohengrin tries to comfort her. Remorse is of no avail

now, nor, he tells the King and the warriors, can he share the com-

ing combat with them; he gives them, however, the assurance that

no Eastern hordes shall ever again oppress the German lands.

There is again wild excitement among the men nearest the bank,

and Elsa, awaking from her swoon, sees, with them, the swan ap-

proaching again, drawing the empty boat. Lohengrin bends sor-

rowfully over the swan. In the orchestra we hear the Swan motive

(No. 12 ), as Lohengrin sings his last sad greeting to it. This will be

their last journey together, he says, soon its year of service would

have been ended, and then, set free by the might of the Grail, it

would have been transformed. With a heart-breaking cry he turns

to Elsa, and explains that had she but trusted him for a year the

Grail would have restored to her her brother, Gottfried, whom she

has thought dead.

All are astonished at the news. Handing Elsa his horn, sword,

and ring, he bids her give them to Gottfried if ever he should re-

turn the horn to help him in the hour of danger, the sword to win

him victory in battle, the ring to remind him of one who served

both him and Elsa in their hour of need:

gg
If he re - turn, though I may ne'er re

Kommt er dann heim, wenn ich ihm fern in)

m
ceivfi him, this horn,
Le - ben, dies (lorn,

* ^
this sword, this

dies Schwert, den

3
nng, to - kens I leave him*
Ring sollst du ibm ge - ben.
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Repeatedly kissing Elsa, who is incapable of movement, he bids

her a passionate farewell, and goes quickly up the bank; but before

he can step into the boat Ortrud advances, and in triumph tells

him that by the chain round the swan's neck she recognises it as

the young Gottfried who had been transformed by her sorceries;

thanks to Elsa's betrayal it is this very swan that shall now take her

Knight away from her again.

Lohengrin sinks on his knees in silent prayer, and in the orches-

tra we hear the Grail theme (No. i) as the white dove of the Grail

hovers over the boat. Lohengrin, perceiving it, with a look of grati-

tude springs up and unfastens the chain, whereupon the swan im-

mediately sinks, while in its place Lohengrin raises to the bank a

beautiful youth in gleaming silver garments.
"
Behold," says Lo-

hengrin,
"
the Duke of Brabant, your leader!

"

At the sight of Gottfried, Ortrud has sunk down with a shriek.

Lohengrin springs quickly into the boat, which the dove, seizing

the chain, draws down the stream. Gottfried comes forward and

makes obeisance to the King, and the warriors bow before him in

homage. Then he hastens to Elsa's arms; after a moment of rapture

she looks wistfully towards the shore, but Lohengrin is no longer

visible.

As she gives a last despairing cry of
" My husband! My hus-

band! "
Lohengrin reappears once more for a moment in the dis-

tance, standing in the boat with drooping head, leaning on his

shield Elsa falls lifeless into Gottfried's arms as Lohengrin slowly

recedes in the distance.



TRISTAN AND ISOLDE

HE first idea of an opera on the Tristan subject came to

JL Wagner in 1854, but he did not begin to work seriously at the

theme until the summer of 1857. Recognising that the Ring was

not only going to occupy him for some years yet, but that, when

ready, it would be almost impossible to produce it under then

existing conditions, he planned Tristan and Isolde as a more prac-

ticable work for the ordinary German theatre. The score was

finished in August 1859; but it had to wait until the loth June,

1865, for its first performance (in Munich, under Hans von

Bulaw).
Of all Wagner's operas, Tristan and Isolde is the most difficult

to understand
;
even after years of acquaintance with it one cannot

be quite sure that Wagner's intention has been grasped at every

point. There is a good deal in the poem that is obscure; if the mo-

tives of his characters were invariably clear to the composer, as

we are bound to assume was the case, he has occasionally failed

to make them perfectly clear to the spectator, or even to the careful

student of the text. While there are few operas more popular, there

is probably not one that is the subject of so much misconception

on the part of its admirers.

As usual with Wagner, the drama is a synthesis of legends from

various sources. The Tristan story is an old one, and apparently

Cekic in origin. In its main outlines it runs thus in the most

ancient versions we possess, that date from the thirteenth century.

Tristan is the son of a King of Parmenia named Rivalin, who

makes his way to the court of King Marke in Cornwall and marries
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the King's sister, Blanchefleur. Rivalin is killed in battle, and

Blanchefleur's sorrow is so great that she dies, in the fortress of

Kanoel overseas, in giving birth to Tristan, whose name is thus

descriptive of the unhappy circumstances in which he first saw

the light. Tristan is brought up by his tutor Kurvenal.

In the course of his adventures he reaches King Marke's court

at Tintagel, where he is recognised as the King's nephew and

treated with great honour. After his return from a war in Parmenia

he finds that Cornwall has been conquered by the Irish King Gur-

mun, and that the latter's brother-in-law, Morold, has come to

collect the tribute agreed upon. Tristan challenges Morold to sin-

gle combat, slays him, and sends his head to Ireland in scorn

and defiance.

But Morold's sword has dealt Tristan a poisoned wound, for

the healing of which he has to go to Ireland, there to be treated

by the magic art of Isot, wife of Gurmun. He visits Ireland dis-

guised as a merchant (or a minstrel) named Tantris, is healed and

made tutor of the Queen's daughter, Isot the Fair, and at length

returns to Cornwall, where he finds himself caught up in political

complications. A party among the nobles is bent on deposing the

childless old King Marke. Tristan, as the latter's nephew, is the

heir to the throne; but out of fear for his own safety he persuades

King Marke, against his will, to marry, proposing Isot the Fair

as bride Once more he goes to Ireland.

He wins the country's gratitude by slaying a dragon that is rav-

aging the land, but is afterward recognised by the two Isots as

Tantris: moreover, in his sword they find a notch that corresponds

with a splinter that had been left in the head of Morold, whose

slayer Tristan is now seen to have been. Isot the Fair goes to slay

him in his bath with his own sword, but he manages to buy his

life with the promise to find her a rich husband.

The Queen, before the pair set out on the voyage to Cornwall,

prepares and gives to Isot's maid Brangaene a love-philtre which

is to be secretly given to King Marke and Isot on their wedding-

day. On the ship Isot does not conceal her hatred of Tristan, but

one day, when the pair are thirsty, they accidentally drink the
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philtre and fall violently in love with each other. When they reach

Cornwall, Brangaene, who is in the secret, takes Isot's place in the

King's bed. The lovers deceive the old King in various ways, till

at length Tristan has to leave the court.

He flies to Sussex, where he falls in love with and marries the

reigning Duke's daughter, Isot of the White Hand. After various

other adventures Tristan is wounded in battle. No one can heal

him but Isot of Ireland, she is sent for, and it is arranged that the

messenger who has gone on the quest is to hoist a blue-and-white

sail if she returns in the ship with him, a black sail if he has failed.

The blue-and-white sail is hoisted, but the jealous Isot of the

White Hand tells the sick man that the sail is black. He dies, and

Isot the Fair after him, holding him in her embrace. Isot of the

WT

hite Hand malignantly buries them on opposite sides of the

church, so that even in death they should not be united
;
but from

each grave there springs a mighty oak, and the branches of the

two meet over the roof of the church.

All this is very crude, in the mediaeval way, and Wagner had

to simplify and spiritualise it all to make it a worthy subject for

modern musical treatment. He reduces the two Isots to one, and for

the raw mediaeval motive of a hulking thickhead of a warrior and

an amorous woman playing their common tricks on an old hus-

band he substituted the motive of a love that is not, and by its

nature never can be, satisfied.

It is not clear from Wagner's text whether Isolde really marries

King Marke at all, but the indications are that she does not;

and so far are Tristan and Isolde from being the conventional lovers

or operatic romance, gratifying a guilty passion and singing melo-

diously about it for our benefit, that their whole pathos and their

whole tragedy are that a union between them is for ever impossi-

ble: Tristan's honour stands in the way of that.

To save that honour he is at all times ready to die; it is to the

last convulsive effort to preserve it that he owes his death. There

could be no more grievous misunderstanding of the opera than to

suppose it to be a magnificent musical glorification of illicit love.

Wagner makes the slain Morold the betrothed of Isolde, and
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the very centre of the drama is an incident that does not occur in it,

but is only mentioned. When Isolde raised the sword to slay

Tristan, having recognised him, through his disguise, as the slayer

of Morold, the sick and helpless knight turned on her a look that

made her pause, and then caused the sword to fall from her hands

This " Look " has been variously interpreted. Some writers hold

that Isolde has read in Tristan's eyes an unconfessed love for her,

others that she loves him also, but as yet is unaware of it herself.

The point is, indeed, an obscure one
,
all we can be certain about

is that it is from the " Look "
that the drama as we see it on the

stage takes its origin.

It is generally supposed that the inspirer of Tristan and Isolde

was Mathilde Wesendonck, the young wife of the Swiss silk mer-

chant Otto Wesendonck, in whose beautiful home overlooking the

lake of Zurich Wagner found refuge from April 1857 to August

1858; but we may take it as certain that the opera would have

been written had he never met the lady.

It is less probable, indeed, that he wrote Tristan and Isolde be-

cause he was in love with Mathilde than that he was in love with

Mathilde because he was writing Tristan and Isolde. But that she

was closely associated in his mind with the opera is beyond ques-

tion. A selection from his letters to her has been published that

throws considerable light on his intentions and his ideals in writing

the work. In the winter of 1857-8 Frau Wesendonck wrote five

poems which Wagner set to music, drawing largely for his material

on the themes of the opera, one of them the Traunte (Dreams),

is virtually a whole section from the duet in the second act.

The Prelude to Tristan and Isolde does not, like that to the

Mastersingers, set forth the coming drama in detail, but, like the

Prelude to Lohengrin, gives us the spiritual essence of the drama

in a highly concentrated form. Wagner's instinct in these matters

was unerring. In the Mastersingers the action is incessantly chang-

ing, and the Prelude could fitly take up the themes representing

the chief characters and incidents and weave them all into one big

tapestry. But in Tristan and Isolde hardly anything
"
happens,"

in the ordinary theatrical sense of the word. The tragedy comes
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about not because of what happens to the fated pair, but because

of what they are; Tristan and Isolde is a drama of bpiritual states,

not of outward actions. The Prelude is a slow, inexorable working

out of one sad mood in all its sweet and bitter implications.

It commences with an unharmonised line high up in the 'cellos,

that is completed by harmonies in the oboes, clarinets, English

horn and bassoons:

The reader who knows this passage only from a pianoforte ar

rangement of the Prelude must be careful not to imagine that the

melodic line is one throughout, running from the opening A in the

bass clef to the final B in the treble. In the orchestral score, and

in performance, the seemingly single motive becomes two.

The 'cello motive is A, F, E, D sharp (which is here written in

the treble clef only for the convenience of the pianist) ,
on the

D sharp the English horn strikes in and carries the motive to its

conclusion on the D natural.

The other motive a most important one in the opera is

made up of G sharp, A, A sharp and B in the oboes. It is unfortu-

nate that Wagner did not label his themes himself; as it is, different

commentators give different names to many of them, according

to the later passages in the score with which they more particularly

identify them, or the meaning they read into these passages.

No. lA will be referred to in the following analysis as the Grief

or Sorrow motive, though it must be understood that its expression

is too complex to be tied down to one descriptive word: it has in it

something of pain, something of resignation, something of hope-

lessness, and much more. No. iB is called by some writers the

Desire motive, by others the motive of Isolde's Magic; we shall

adopt the latter description of it.
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Wagner himself has given us a sort of clue to the signification

of this motive, in a letter to Mathilde Wesendonck of 1860. He is

in Paris, in the thick of the exhausting preparations for the produc-

tion of Tannhauser. He speaks of his unhappiness, his sense of

homelessness, his wistful looking
" towards the land of Nirvana."

But Nirvana is identified in his mind with Tristan, and the charac-

ter himself, he says, with the Buddhist theory of creation how
a veil of mist covers the heavens, then condenses into solidity and

becomes the world; and he writes out the theme of No iB. It is to

be hoped that all this was clearer to Frau Wesendonck than it is

to us
,
but it seems evident that in Wagner's mind the theme was

associated with love and longing.

In the opera it is associated with various words: at one point it

accompanies a reference to
" Frau Minne "

(the Goddess of Love)

as healing the world by her magic (see musical example No. 19) ;

at another point it is linked with the more specific healing
"
magic

"

of Isolde and her mother. The only conclusion we can come to is

that Wagner's themes were very often associated in his mind with

generalised moods rather than with one definite conception that

can be fixed in a single word.

When we are listening to the opera we do not need to worry
about the precise verbal significance of this, that, or the other

theme
,
the difficulty exists only for the analyst who has to show

forth the musical structure of the work, and for purposes of refer-

ence has to settle upon some one term or other as a convenient

label for a motive. No. iB may symbolise either Isolde's own magic
or her mother's, or the broader magic of love, or the unhappiness

that love brings, or the desire that is part of love, or many other

things, indeed, it means each of these things at this point or other

of the drama. But purely for convenience' sake we will agree to

call it the motive of Magic, only warning the reader that he must

not interpret
"
magic

"
in any crude sense.

After this digression, which has been made necessary by the

peculiar
"
portmanteau

"
quality, so to speak, of many of Wagner's

themes, let us resume our analysis of the Prelude.

Two new motives soon make their appearance:
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B

The first, which is given to the violins, is that of the hero Tristan;

the second, given to the 'cellos, and commencing in the second

half of the second bar of our quotation, is the Look motive. When-

ever this occurs, it forces itself on the attention by reason of the

strongly-marked physiognomy given it by the falling seventh.

The next theme to be noted is that of the Love Potion:

Here again the fall of a seventh is a conspicuous feature, due, per-

haps, to the association of love with death in Wagner's mind.
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Blended with this motive of the Love Potion is that of Death.

This latter is of great importance, but most listeners and students

of the piano score alone miss it. It is made up of the B, C, and low

D sharp in the last two bars of our quotation, and is thrown out

in a strongly-coloured line by the bassoons, basses and bass clarinet.

The difficulty of finding the correct literary labels for Wagner's

themes is shown again by the various names given to the next

motive of the Prelude:

that passes several times from one instrument or group of instru-

ments to another. One commentator calls it tke motive of the

Magic Coffer (from which Brangaene later takes the fateful po-

tion). Wagner, however, in a letter to Frau Wesendonck, identifies

it with the ivy and vine branches that, according to legend, grew

up in an embrace over the graves of Tristan and Isolde, The theme

is obviously related to the Look motive.

Next comes the motive of Longing for (or Deliverance by)
Death:

C5>

The music swells to a superb climax, in which the Magic motive,

the Look motive, and the motive of Tristan's Sorrow are com-

bined; then it subsides into the opening strain of the Prelude

(No. i), and short passage for 'cellos and basses in octaves brings

the marvellous tone-poem to an end. It is the concentration into

a few pages of the passion, the pain, the unsatisfied longing that

rack Tristan and Isolde throughout the opera.
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When the curtain rises we see a tent-like space on the fore-deck

of a ship; at the back it is closed off by curtains. Isolde is reclining

on a couch, her face buried in the cushions; Brangaene, holding a

side curtain back, is looking over the side of the ship. From above,

as if from the mast, comes the voice of a young sailor, singing a

little song about an "
Irish maid "

:

West-warts schweiftder Blick,ost-wirts streicMdas
West-wat-ds sweeps the eye, east-ward on we

A

Seliiff. PrischviehtdefWindder Het-matzu: mem
fly. The wind sowildllowshomewardno*my

r-
i-rischKind,wo wei-lestdu?

I-rishchild,wheretarricst thou?

that Isolde takes to apply to herself. The phrase marked A is

henceforth associated, all through the act, with the sea.

Wagner's method in Tristan and Isolde is more "
symphonic

"

than in any other of his works; he develops, sometimes at great

length, his chief themes in the orchestra very much as if they were

the substance of a symphony a fact that makes detailed analysis

impossible within ordinary limits of space. It is over an orchestral

development of this kind that the voices of Isolde and Brangaene

play in the scene that ensues; our following quotation:

is typical of the modifications the theme undergoes

Isolde starts up, half in anger, half in bewilderment, like one

rudely roused from a dream; she has been brooding upon what has

happened in Ireland, and the fate that is now leading her to Corn-
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wall, there to be the bride of King Marke. " Where are we? "
she

asks Brangaene.
"
By evening," says the maid,

" we shall make

Cornwall." "Never!" cries Isolde; "neither today nor to-

morrow." She bewails the degeneracy of her race: where now is

the might that used to command sea and storm ? The magic of the

sorceress has been tamed' now it can brew only healing draughts.

In the orchestra we hear the theme of Magic

(8)

^C
In rage and anguish she calls on the winds and waves to destroy

the ship and all who are in it.

Brangaene laments over the desolation that has settled on Isolde

since she set foot on the ship, and offers such consolation as she

can. Isolde cries wildly,
"
Air! Air!

" and Brangaene draws aside

the curtains in the background, thus revealing the stern of the ship.

Round the mast the sailors are busy with ropes ,
on the deck above

them are a number of knights and squires, near whom stands

Tristan, his arms folded, looking thoughtfully out to sea. At his

feet lies his trusty old servant Kurvenal.

Again the song of the young sailor floats down from the unseen

height of the mast. Isolde fixes her eyes on Tristan and says

gloomily to herself,
" Chosen for me, lost to me, strong and good,

brave and coward, Death-devoted head, Death-devoted heart'
"

The latter words are sung to a phrase with some striking modula-

tions in it*

Tod - ge-weih-tes Hanptf
head!Death

-^de
-vo - ted
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Tod- ge-weih-te* Herz!

2>eath*<le-vo-ted heart!

"

She speaks scornfully to Brangaene of Tristan, who is
"
bringing

a bride as corpse to his lord," and orders the maid to take a peremp-

tory message to the hero to attend upon her. Isolde seats herself

on the couch, keeping her eyes fixed on the stern of the ship

throughout what follows. Kurvenal wakes Tristan from his trance

by a pluck at his robe, and draws his attention to the coming of

Brangaene.

The knight, with quiet courtesy, evades the challenge implied in

Isolde's message: if he deserts the helm, he asks, how can he pilot

the ship safely to Cornwall and King Marke? Brangaene becoming
more insistent, Kurvenal, like the rough old war-dog he is, leaps

to his feet and gives her a defiant and insulting answer in which

Isolde is reminded of the thraldom of Ireland to Cornwall after

the defeat and death of Morold, and of the sending of the latter 's

head to Ireland by way of grimly ironic
"
tribute." Kurvenal's

speech commences thus.

f!0) ^
3E

V/er Korn -walls Kron1

WhoCorn-walVs crown

^
nnd Eng- lands
and fng-land's

Erb
-realm

^M^f
an
to

Ir-lands Maid
JF-riris maid

ver-macht,
be- qucathS)

ind breaks out at the end into a mocking refrain:

i-r M r r r
Herr Mo-rold zog zu Mee-re her, in

A - cross the sea our tax to gain, to
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Korn-wall Zins zu ha - ben,
Corn-wall Mo - rold hur -

ending with a shout of contemptuous defiance

Hei!unserHeldTris4an,wiederZins zah-len kann!
ffei! Tris-tan our lord tributefayswithhissword!

that is taken up by the sailors as the baffled Brangaene beats a

retreat.

She closes the curtains again and throws herself with a cry of

distress at Isolde's feet Isolde's gestures show that she is on the

verge of a terrific outburst , but checking herself by a great effort

she bids Brangaene tell the whole story of the interview with

Tristan. Not that there was any need for this, as she had heard

all. but it is as if she feels a bitter pleasure in being assured by
another of her own humiliation.

Then she tells Brangaene and us the whole course of

events in the past, how a sick and almost dying man had come

to Ireland to be healed of his wound by her magic arts; how, from

the evidence of the notch in his sword blade, she learned that this
u
Tantris

" was the Tristan who had slain Morold; how, in anger at

this discovery, she had stood over him with the sword, meaning
to wreak vengeance for Morold, when from his sick-bed the man
had looked up,

"
not on the sword, not on my hand, but into my

eyes, and his anguish wrung my heart, so that I let my sword fall
''

,

how she tended and cured the slayer of Morold, so that he might
return home whole and sound again, no more to trouble her with

his Look
,
how he had sworn a thousand oaths of eternal gratitude

and honour.
" Hear now how a hero keeps his oath!

"
she cries in scorn; and

the feverish tale goes on over its impassioned orchestral accom-

paniment how Tristan had boldly come back in his own guise

to win Ireland's heiress for the weary old King of Cornwall, his

uncle Marke an insult no one would have dared to offer had
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Morold been living, for Cornwall had been Ireland's tribute-paying

vassal; how Tristan had told them in Cornwall what she had kept

deeply secret, her sparing of his life; how he had praised her beauty
to the King, and offered to take sail and bring her to him "

Curses

on thee, traitor!
"
she cries in her frenzy.

"
Curses on thy head!

Vengeance! Death! Death for us both!
"
Through her monologue

runs the moving theme of Tristan's sickness:

Isolde rejects Brangaene's tender attempts to console her by
turning her thoughts to the happy life that awaits her as the

bride of the powerful Marke, and, staring fixedly before her,
broods upon Tristan and herself.

Her real trouble reveals itself in her next words "
Unbeloved,

ever to see the noblest of men near me' How could I endure that

torment? "
Brangaene, who does not penetrate her meaning, re-

minds her of the Love Potion that her mother has compounded
in order to ensure her love in her marriage. Brangaene shows her

the phial; but Isolde takes another from the casket, and says,
"

'Tis this draught that I need." " The draught of Death," cries

Brangaene, recoiling with horror. We learn that Isolde had put
a mark of her own upon the phial to identify it; and it is thus made
evident to us that even before leaving Ireland she had resolved

on death.

Cries are heard from the sailors, and Kurvenal comes boister-

ously through the curtains to tell them to prepare for the landing
and the presentation to King Marke. Isolde, with quiet dignity,
orders him to take a message to Tristan; before she leaves the

ship he must come to her and make atonement for a wrong he has
done her that is as yet unforgiven.

When Kurvenal has gone, Isolde orders the shrinking and pro-
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testing Brangaene to prepare
"
the cup of Peace," meaning the

draught of Death; then she composes herself to meet Tristan, who

comes forward, with great dignity, to the accompaniment of the

tremendous motive of Tristan as Hero, with the motive of Morold

trailing at its heels:

He fences with her for a time, pleading that his avoidance of her

during the voyage has been out of respect and in accordance with

custom. She reminds him of another Custom of making atone-

ment with foes ere they can become friends. She reminds him

of the blood-feud between them, which, he rejoins, was ended by
truce in the open field after the defeat of Morold.

But it was not there, she goes on to say, that she had once held
" Tantns " hidden when Tristan was in her power, and had pledged

herself to silence. She would have him and us believe that when

sparing Tantris she had secretly sworn to have vengeance for

Morold; she would nurse the knight back to health only that some

man appointed by her might in due time strike him down. But who

is to do this now, seeing that Tristan is everywhere triumphant and

honoured?

Tristan gloomily hands her his sword, bidding her deal the fatal

blow herself. But she rejects this weapon, asking him what King

Marke would think of her if she slew the very pearl of his knight-

hood. Their difference is not to be settled thus: there is one way

only they must drink atonement together; and she beckons

to the agitated Brangaene to do what is required of her. The psy-

chological motives of this scene are not always as clear as could

be wished. Is Isolde really incensed against Tristan for killing
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Morold, and anxious to avenge him, or is she merely feigning this

resentment to get an excuse for persuading him to share the draught

with her? A great deal of ink has been spilt over this problem.

The cries of the sailors taking in sail are heard without.
" Where

are we? "
asks Tristan, starting from his gloomy brooding.

" Near

the goal!
"

replies Isolde, with an obviously double meaning,
"
wilt thou make atonement?

" His answer is,
" The Queen of

Silence bids me be silent ; if I grasp what she concealed, I conceal

what she grasps not
"
She reminds him that they are very near

the land: would it not be well if, when he is presenting her to King

Marke, he can tell the monarch that the cup of atonement has

been drunk between them?

Giving a hasty order to the sailors, he takes the cup from her,

speaks of his honour, his truth, his anguish, his heart's deception,

his foreboding, and drinks
"
oblivion's good drink, sole balm for

endless mourning." With a cry of
"
Traitor! I drink the half of

it to thee!
"
Isolde snatches the cup from him and drains it. Then

follows the scene that on the stage makes such demands on the

actors' powers and on the sympathetic credulity of the audience.

For a time only the orchestra speaks, giving out motives i and 2
,

Tristan and Isolde, expecting death, find love instead stealing

over them, for Brangaene, either by accident or design, has sub-

stituted the Love Potion for the Draught of Death. But it is wrong
to assume, as the casual spectator is apt to do, that it is to the

physical effect of the potion that their love is due; the real point is

that they have secretly loved each other all along, though Tristan's

honour has prevented him from acknowledging it, and that the

imminence of death, as they believe, has made it unnecessary for

them to disguise their feelings any longer. But it must be admitted

that Wagner has not succeeded in making his profound psycho-

logical intentions unmistakably clear to the ordinary theatre

audience.

The lovers awake from their long dream of honour and shame

to the realisation that each is all in all for the other, and they

pour out their hearts in the most rapturous music that the world

till then had ever known. The curtain being drawn aside, the shore
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trance; Brangaene breaks' in between them and throws the royal

robe over the unconscious Isolde. Kurvenal tries to rouse the

dream-bound Tristan to a sense of reality, and Brangaene tells

Isolde that the draught she has drunk was that of Love. The

Eternal Night and Oblivion for which the pair have longed are

denied them; they must still live on in the cruel light of Day. The

curtain falls as preparations are being made for the landing, the

orchestra ringing out with a vigorous, joyous version of the Sea

motive (No. 6A) that seems a mockery of the lovers' pain.

It is with the longing for an escape into Eternal Night that the

second act is concerned, not, as is too generally supposed, with the

sensual ecstasies of two lovers, one of whom is another man's

wife. It is doubtful even whether Isolde has been married to King
Marke

,
nor are we given the slightest clue to the time that elapses

between the first act and the second.

The passionate, almost feverish, orchestral introduction is based

mainly on four motives, that of the garish Day (in the mystical

rather than the material sense of the words) that the lovers hate:

that of Isolde's Impatience:

fie)

that of Isolde's Ardour:

CI7)
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and one to which it is impossible to give a name that will meet

with universal agreement, but that may be called the motive of

Ecstasy, that term, like so many others that we have to use here,

being interpreted in a spiritual rather than a physical sense:

Hunting horns are heard as the curtain rises, showing us the

garden in front of Isolde's chamber. It is a summer night, and

the King is out hunting. At the side of the open door of the castle

a torch is burning. Isolde, who is waiting for Tristan, comes out

to Brangaene in great agitation; deceived, as her maid tells her,

by desire, she no longer hears the sound of tie horns
;
she hears only

the murmuring of the fountain, telling her that one is waiting

for her in the silence of the night.

Brangaene warns her to beware of Tristan's enemy, Melot, who

has watched them ever since they left the ship; this night hunt,

she tells the incredulous Isolde, has been arranged by him to bring

down a nobler prey than any beast of the field. Reiterating her

belief in Melot, whom she regards as Tristan's trustiest friend,

Isolde bids Brangaene give the signal by extinguishing the torch,

as a symbol of the Night that is to enfold the lovers Brangaene

reproaches herself with having brought woe upon them all by her

substitution of the Love Potion for the Draught of Death, but

Isolde reassures her; the change in Tristan and herself was

not Brangaene's work, but the all-powerful magic of Frau Minne,
the Goddess of Love

;
and we hear in the orchestra an expansion of

the Magic motive (No. iB, No 8)

4
i?
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"
Life and Death are in thrall to her; she weaves them from joy

and grief, changing hate to love. Daringly I took in hand the work

of Death; Frau Minne wrested it from me. The Death-devoted she

took in pledge; she did the work in her own way." Isolde's praise

of Frau Minne is accompanied by a new motive, which we may call,

for simplicity's sake, that of Love.

Her mystical ecstasy increasing, Isolde takes down the torch

that symbolises the hateful Day, the orchestra, with a slower

version of No. 18, rising to its first great climax in this act. She

sends Brangaene up into the watch-tower, and as she extinguishes

the torch the Death-devoted Head motive (No. 9) is given out

fortissimo by the trumpets an important psychological point

that is liable to be missed by the student of the piano score alone.

An intensive working-up of No. 16 in the orchestra symbolises
Isolde's impatience. She waves her veil as a signal to Tristan; in

the following quotation this summons is shown combined with

No. 16:

A famous Wagnerian singer, Rosa Sucher, began, with Wagner's

approval, the practice of waving the veil up and down to the rhythm
of the motive: the effect is, as a rule, so mechanical as to be woe-

fully disillusioning.

At the climax of the orchestral excitement:

CM)
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Tristan rushes in, and the pair fall into each other's arms with

rapturous, almost incoherent ejaculations: their opening words

" Art thou mine?
" " Do I hold thee again?

"
etc. are taken

by some commentators to imply that they have not seen each other

since they set foot on land The point, like so many in Tristan and

Isolde, is obscure.

There now follows what is usually called the love duet a con-

venient but somewhat misleading term. It is impossible to make its

real meaning quite clear without quoting virtually the whole of the

text, which must be read not only in full but in the original, for it

is impossible to convey in any other language the many mystical,

metaphysical double meanings of Wagner's words. The essential

thing to remember is that the lovers escape from the cruel, blind-

ing, detested Day into a Night in which "their souls can become

one; the Day is illusion and error, Night is a Truth and an

Illumination beyond all the wisdom of earth.

They go over the past, making clear their motives to each other.

Tristan, living in the world of Day and Illusion, had been a traitor

to Isolde; to save him and her from the consequences of treachery

and error she had sought to unite herself to him in death, but the

gates of death had opened only to let love in. The Night, beneficent,

consoling Night, is typified in a new motive:

which is made the basis of some of the most exquisite music in the

whole scene. (It is the substance also of the song Traume.) New
motives spring up in the course of the duet. When Tristan speaks
of the

"
longing for holy Night

"
that fills him who is tired of the

falsehoods of the Day, the
"
Death-devoted Head "

motive takes

a new form:
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<*4>

Later there comes a motive expressive of the lovers' yearning for

release in Death:

()

i

(This seems to be a variant of No. 5.) Death may seize upon their

bodies, but their Love would still endure in a mystic world beyond
life:

ow)

. IJL
J-.

So stiir - ben
So should me

wir, nm
die, no
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oh -

end .

End'.

Twice the voice of Brangaene floats down from the tower, warn-

ing them that Day lies in wait for them, but the lovers pay no heed

to her. The climax of their ecstasy is reached in a resumption of

No. 26, to which is now added a theme that becomes of great

importance in the closing scene of the opera:

When the pair speak of the Darkness in which there will be no

more need for them to shun each other, the motives of Tristan as

hero and Isolde's Magic are joined together and developed in the

most natural manner.

()

ySfrS J* J lr*p *
l*r

oh - ne Mei-den, oh- nc Sehei-den,
no more shunning, no marepart-ing,

Finally, No. 18 is expanded into the last and supremest cry of

rapture:

as they lose themselves in the thoughts of the
"
highest joy of love."

Suddenly Brangaene gives a piercing shriek, and Kurvenal
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rushes in with drawn sword, crying,
" Save thyself, Tristan!

" To

the accompaniment of the hunting horns King Marke, Melot, and

the courtiers enter and pause in horror as they see the lovers.

Brangaene runs down from the tower and hastens towards Isolde.

The latter, seized with involuntary shame, leans on a bank of

flowers with averted face, and Tristan stretches out his mantle to

hide her from the men.

A lingering echo of No. 26 and No. 27 is heard in the orchestra,

followed by the theme of Day (No. 15) as Tristan says sadly,
" The

barren Day, for the last time'
"

Melot, in triumph, asks King
Marke if his words were not true; but the good old King cannot

agree that his honour and his name have been saved as Melot says.

His one thought is sorrow at what he takes to be the failure of Tris-

tan in honour. Two principal motives run through his long and

mournful monologue. The first:

(so)

cresc -

is expressive of Marke's sorrow. The second:

(M)

P^>r..vrfr;
i ur if T ^^

is more symbolical of him as he is in himself noble and good, but

as yet unable to understand the higher mystical world into which

the love of Tristan and Isolde has raised them.

Both motives are entrusted in the first place to the bass clarinet,

the dark tones of which give a distinctive colouring to the whole

of the scene. Marke's long speech is regarded by some people as a

bit of an anti-climax; but for those who understand the inner
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motives as distinct from the outer action of the drama, it is not

a line too long.

Marke gently reproaches Tristan, whom he had thought the

paragon of honour, for having brought this shame upon him. It is at

this point we gather, from certain words of Marke's, that the mar-

riage with Isolde has not yet taken place. He asks who can explain

to him " the undiscovered, deep, mysterious cause
"
of all this woe.

Tristan is sorry for him, but feels the impossibility of making the

mystical matter clear to him by explanation. He turns to Isolde

and asks if she will follow him to
"
the dark land of Night," from

which he awoke when his mother brought him in sorrow into the

world. She replies that as she once followed him "
to a foreign land,

so now will she go with him to his own real land, his heritage." As

he bends over her slowly and kisses her gently on the forehead, the

oboe gives out, in heart-rending tones, a new and most exquisite

form of No. 18.

Melot draws his sword to attack Tristan, who exposes his false

friend's treachery to the King: it was Melot who had urged him

to bring Isolde to Cornwall, and being in love with her himself,

it is jealousy that has now moved him to the betrayal of his friend

Tristan attacks Melot, but, for the second time seeking death, and

relying on Isolde's promise to follow him, lets his guard fall and

sinks wounded into Kurvenal's arms. Melot would follow him up,
but King Marke holds him back as the curtain falls.

The third act takes place in the garden of the ramparts of Tris-

tan's castle in Kareol, in Brittany, where Kurvenal has brought
him for safety. There is a short but poignant orchestral prelude, in

which we hear first of all a sombre, mournful version of the Day
motive;
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followed by a slowly-ascending passage in the violins, that gives

an effect of great sea-space; then a sad theme in the horns and

'cellos:

(88)

- fdim.jp

After various repetitions of these themes the curtain rises, showing

the sick Tristan lying on a couch
;
in the distance we catch sight of

the sea. An English horn behind the scenes gives out a melancholy

melody:

(84)

that is supposed to be played by a shepherd whom Kurvenal has

stationed on a watch-tower to look for the coming of Isolde's ship;

the strange sadness of the tune is heightened by the frequent

intrusion of a G flat into it, as in the following:

<86)

and again:

(86)

It is Kurvenal who has sent to Cornwall for Isolde to heal his

master. Tristan, awakened by the shepherd's pipe, faintly asks

Kurvenal where he is, and the faithful old servant tells him how he
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brought him home to Kareol to be healed: accompanying his speech

is the typical Kareol motive:

It is with difficulty that Tristan seizes the reality of the things

about him; his soul is still sunk in the Night of Forgetfulness into

which he had hoped to plunge for ever. One thought alone pos-

sesses him: Isolde still lives
"

in the kingdom of the Sun," and he

must seek and find her, that he may lose hte being for ever in hers.

His tired and confused brain sees the light in the castle, and hears

Isolde calling to him out of the night. Kurvenal tells him that he

has sent for Isolde. The rough old warrior knows nothing of the

nature of Tristan's suffering: he has only argued, in his simple way,

that as Isolde's leechcraft healed his master of the wound dealt by
the sword of Morold, it can surely heal also the wound dealt by
Melot's.

Tristan raises himself at this news, and, seizing Kurvenal, pours

into his ears an impassioned song in praise of friendship such

friendship as this there never was on earth, for those he hates,

Kurvenal hates too, and those he loves, Kurvenal also loves, Kur-

venal had been King Marke's true man, but when Tristan betrayed
his King, Kurvenal too betrayed him. He is willing to suffer

with his lord: "but what I suffer, that canst thou never suffer!

This terrible yearning that consumes me; this ravaging fire

that eats me away; could I but name it, couldst thou but know

it, thou wouldst no longer tarry here, but hasten to the tower,

there to scan the seas for her sail'
" In imagination he sees the

ship

His frenzy at last breaks under its own terrific weight, and as he

sinks back exhausted, and Kurvenal sadly tells him no ship is in
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sight, the shepherd's melody threads itself in the most expressive

way through Tristan's next despairing monologue. This was the

strain he had heard when, as a child, he learned of his father's

death; it was the same strain that rang in his mother's ears when

she died in giving him birth. And now, what fate does it foretell

for him? " To yearn! To die! Oh, ah no! Yearning, yearning! In

dying still to yearn, to yearn but not to die!
"

In mystical terms he recalls his association with Isolde, and

grows frenzied again at the thought of the draught and the madden-

ing, burning pain that has come from it;
"
the terrible draught that

brought this anguish, 'tis I myself by whom it was made! From

father's need and mother's woe, from lovers' tears in every age,

from laughter and weeping, from rapture and sorrow, I distilled

the poisons of the draught!
" This mad thought is summed up

musically in an agonised motive that keeps tearing its way through
the tissue:

Once more he falls back exhausted, to the despair of Kurvenal,

who thinks him dead, then, recovering consciousness, he describes

his vision of Isolde crossing the sea to him; the lovely music cul-

minates in a long cry of
"
Ah, Isolde ' Isolde! How fair art thou!

"

that has not its equal in all music for expressiveness. While Kur-

venal is trying to calm him once more, the shepherd blows a mer-

rier tune:

JOT
' f r if f r ij en

MJ ff
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Kurvenal rushes to the tower, and calls out
" The ship! From

northward she comes." He describes its pennon to Tristan, then the

danger from the breakers, the skill of the steersman, the safe pass-

ing of the rocks, and at last Isolde's signal and her stepping to

shore. Tristan sends him away to help her.

Left alone, his frenzy seizes upon him again; at its height he

springs from his couch and staggers forward, Wagner cunningly

suggesting the disorder of his brain by a use of the irregular metre

of five-four:

(40)

Tris-tan, der Held,

Tri$-tan,the he -

~
Kraft,

joy,

He tears off his bandage and staggers to the middle of the stage.

Outside Isolde's voice is heard in a cry of
"
Tristan! Beloved!

"

"
What, do I hear the light?

"
cries the frenzied man. " The torch!

Ah' The torch is quenched! To her! To her!
" As Isolde enters he

rushes, half fainting, to meet her, she receives him in her arms,

and he sinks slowly to the ground, the orchestra giving out slowly

the opening strains of the Prelude (No. i). He ejaculates the one

word "
Isolde!

"
to the accompaniment of the Look motive

(No. 2B), and dies in her arms.

At first she cannot believe that he is dead:
" Not of the wound,

ah, not of the wound must thou die: let the light of life go out

with us twain united!
" She at last sinks unconscious on his body

just as the shepherd comes forward to tell Kurvenal that a second

ship is in sight. The steersman rushes in, and the three hastily barri-

cade the gate against what Kurvenal thinks to be the attack of

King Marke, come to avenge himself on Tristan. Brangaene's

voice is heard without, then that of Melot; as the latter forces his

way in, Kurvenal strikes him dead.
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King Marke appears in the gateway and tries to bring Kurvenal

to reason, but the maddened old man-at-arms attacks the incomers;

he is wounded, drags himself with his last strength to Tristan, and

dies heroically and pathetically at his feet. Marke, in deepest

grief, tells them all how, having learned of Tristan's freedom from

dishonour, he had come over the sea to unite him to Isolde, and now

all are dead! Brangaene tries to arouse Isolde, who is unconscious

of everything but the body of the man who at last has preceded

her into the realm of Night, where she must follow him. Over the

body she sings the Liebestod the two souls are now made one

with each other and with the breath of the universe. At the very

last there surges through the orchestral tissue, in the sad, piercing

tones of the oboe:

the theme of Isolde's magic and Isolde's longing.
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rAGNER was fond of laying stress on the distinction

between Heart and Head, and stressing the superior

virtue of the former. Certainly in his own practice, while his head

might occasionally lead him astray, his heart or, to give it

another term, his instinct was almost invariably right. We may
call it his subconscious self or what we will, but the fact remains

that an inner voice always counselled him wisely in his art; some-

thing within him invariably warned him when he was not intel-

lectually or musically ripe for some subject or other that had

attracted his attention.

Between the conclusion of Lohengrin in January 1848 and his

commencement upon the Rhinegold in October 1853, a period of

nearly six years, he wrote no music at all. The explanation of this

curious phenomenon is that, while his head was full of dramatic

schemes of an absolutely new kind, he knew instinctively that as a

musician he was not yet ripe for them.

Upon this point we shall touch later when we come to deal with

the Ring. Meanwhile we have to note a similar phenomenon in the

case of Parsifal. Something corresponding in essence to the Parsifal

subject had hovered vaguely at the back of his consciousness for

some twenty years before he embarked upon the opera as we now
know it, but he had to wait, as usual, till what was dimly trying to

realise itself in the lower strata of his subconsciousness forced its

way, by virtue of its own inner growth, into his upper conscious-

ness.

After his flight from Dresden in 1849 he passed some years in a

painful intellectual and emotional ferment. He was thoroughly
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unhappy in himself, because with his own life everything seemed

to have gone wrong; he was equally unhappy about the state of the

world in general, for he had seen the high hopes of the revolution-

aries and reformers of 1848 scattered into dust. He thought that

both in the theatre and in political and social matters a new world

was struggling towards the light, but how to bring it to birth he

did not know.

This is, in part, the explanation of his devoting so much of his

time during these years to the writing of prose works, in which he

tried not only to set the world to rights, but to clarify his own ideas.

In the meantime he was struggling desperately to come to a clear

understanding with himself as a dramatist. The truth is that his

faculties at this time were in unstable equilibrium. He was growing

mentally at a tremendous rate, but the different parts of his mind

were not all growing at the same speed.

Although he himself hardly knew it, the Ring, Tristan, and

Parsifal were all vaguely stirring within him. But before he could

work out these vast schemes in the right way he had to bring about

a stable equilibrium among his various energies; and the years

immediately following 1848 were unconsciously devoted to this

task.

First of all he projected a drama on the subject of the Emperor
Frederick Barbarossa, and then drafted a sketch for a play on the

theme of Jesus of Nazareth. He soon realised that both schemes

were unfit for musical treatment in his peculiar way; indeed, from

the fact that Jesus of Nazareth was planned for five acts, and

from other indications, it is practically certain that he never in-

tended to write music except, perhaps, a little incidental music

to this subject. His mind was obsessed at this time with thoughts

of Love, Renunciation, and Salvation, and the Jesus of Nazareth

was only one of the various attempts he was making to find the

proper musical and dramatic form for these ideas.
"

I was burning/' he tells us,
"
to write something that should

take the message of my tortured brain, and speak in a fashion to be

understood by present life. Just as with my Siegfried, the force of

my desire had borne me to the fount of the Eternal Human: so
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now, when I found this desire cut off by modern life from all

appeasement, and saw afresh that the sole redemption lay in

flight from out this life, casting off its claims on me by self-

destruction, did I come to the fount of every modern rendering of

such a situation Jesus of Nazareth, the Man."

There is already something of Parsifal in this, just as there is

already something of the later Tristan in a passage he wrote in

1851:
"
What, in fine, could this love yearning, the noblest thing

my heart could feel what other could it be than a longing for

relief from the present, for absorption into an element of endless

love, a love denied to earth and reachable through the gates of

death alone?
"

This, as the reader of our Tristan analysis will

know, is virtually the theme of that opera..

In 1856, while he was working at the Ring, and a year or more

before he had commenced Tristan, he wrote a sketch for a drama

called Die Sieger (The Victors), which was not published until

after his death. This was a Buddhistic play, the central motive of

which is that Prakriti can only be united to Amanda if she shares

the latter's vow of chastity. In this there is already a touch of

Parsifal. And that Wagner's subconscious mind was running upon
the Parsifal subject is shown by the intention he had at one time

of introducing Parsifal into the third act of Tristan. In the process

of the years his intuitions gradually sorted themselves out and

the vital parts of them coalesced.

In Parsifal himself, as the reader will recognise, there is some-

thing both of Jesus and of the Buddha. But although Wagner had

the Parsifal theme more or less in his mind since 1845, when he

became acquainted with the Parsifal poem of Wolfram von Eschen-

bach, the Minnesinger, it was not until 1865, when more than half

of the Ring, the whole of Tristan, and part of the Mastersingers

had been written, that he at last saw his way clear through the

jungle of the Parsifal subject.

In August of that year he made his first sketch of the libretto,

but it was not until considerably later that the text assumed its

final form, in 1877. In December of that year he published the

poem. He had begun work upon the music a little while before that,
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though the orchestration was not finished till January 1882. The
first performance took place at Bayreuth on the 26th July, 1882,

under Levi. The Prelude had been written in December 1878, and

on Christmas Day of that year, in celebration of his wife's birth-

day, it was played for the first time in Wagner 's house, Wahnfried,

by the Meiningen Orchestra, Wagner himself conducting.

During the Bayreuth Festival of 1882 Parsifal was given six-

teen times. At the last of these performances, on the iQth August,
Levi being taken ill during the first act, Wagner himself, unknown
to anyone in the theatre, took charge of the performance from the

Transformation Scene to the end of the first act.

The story of Parsifal is one of those associated with the old

legend of the Holy Grail. The Castle of the Grail is Monsalvat,

standing on a mountain in Spain, where are gathered together a

company of holy Knights who guard two precious objects the

Spear with which Christ's side was pierced on the Cross, and the

Cup from which He drank at the Last Supper, and that received His

blood while on the Cross. Only the perfectly pure in heart can be of

this chosen company, whose mission it is to do good in the world of

men through the miraculous powers conferred upon them by the

Grail.

The crisis from which the opera takes its starting-point has

occurred some time before our story opens. A Knight named Kling-

sor, whose ambition to be one of the Knights of the Grail had been

frustrated by the incurable sinfulness of his heart, in his rage

against the Brotherhood adopted the ways of magic; he created

a beautiful garden and peopled it with lovely women, through
whom he snared the souls of some of the weaker of the Knights.

Amfortas, the son of the old Titurel who had built Monsalvat, one

day took the sacred Spear with him to exorcise the magic of the

garden, but he too succumbed to the wiles of Kundry, who

was in the service of Klingsor. The latter had thus been able to

take possession of the Spear, with which he had dealt Amfortas a

wound in the side for which no remedy has yet availed.

For a performance of the Prelude for the King of Bavaria at

Munich in 1880 Wagner drafted an explanatory note, which, in

Mr. Ellis 's translation runs thus:
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" Love Faith: Hope?
"

First theme: " Love."

" Take ye My body, take My blood, in token of our love!
"

(Repeated in faint whispers by angel-voices )

" Take ye My blood, My body take, in memory of Me! "

(Again repeated in whispers.)

Second theme: "
Faith."

" Promise of redemption through faith. Firmly and stoutly faith

declares itself, exalted, willing even in suffering. To the promise

renewed Faith answers from the dimmest heights as on the

pinions of the snow-white dove hovering downwards usurp-

ing more and more the hearts of men, filling the world, the whole

world of Nature, with the mightiest force, then glancing up again

to heaven's vault as if appeased.
" But once more, from out the awe of solitude, throbs forth the

cry of loving pity, the agony, the holy sweat of Olivet, the divine

death-throes of Golgotha the body pales, the blood flows forth,

and glows now in the chalice with the heavenly glow of blessing,

shedding on all that lives and languishes the grace of ransom won

by Love. For him who fearful rue for sin at heart must quail

before the godlike vision of the Grail, for Amfortas, sinful keeper

of the halidom, we are made ready: will redemption heal the gnaw-

ing torments of his soul? Once more we hear the promise, and we

hope!
"

The Prelude opens with the Love Feast motive in the strings and

wood-wind.

(0
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The quotation here given, which constitutes the first six bars of

the Prelude, really contains three distinct themes that of the

Love Feast proper, that of Suffering (which we have marked A),

and that of the Spear (marked B). Further repetitions of No. i,

interspersed with broad chords and arpeggios, are followed by the

theme of the Holy Grail, which the reader will recognise as the

Dresden Amen:

.i t r r

Then comes the theme of Faith, given out in ringing tones by the

trumpets:

J.li ^i^T^^T^ ^r.^

This and the Grail theme are repeated, and No 3 is developed at

some length and in various colours.

Just when we are beginning to fear that the repetitions are be-

coming excessive Wagner introduces a skilful touch, he changes

the time from 6/4 to 9/4, and by the prolongation of certain chords

creates a totally different system of rhythm and accent. The con-

trast thus afforded makes it safer for him then to introduce the

theme once more in the original 6/4 metre. The remainder of the

Prelude is devoted to metamorphoses of No i
,
the most agonising

expression being drawn from the motive of Suffering and from

that of the Spear. In its own way the Prelude to Parsifal is the

most expressive piece of music that had ever been written until

that time

It is sometimes said in the analytical programme books that

Wagner described the Prelude as symbolising
" Love Faith

Hope." If the reader, however, will glance again at the note that
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Wagner himself wrote for King Ludwig, he will see that the Hope
is followed by a note of interrogation Wagner does not mean to

imply that the Prelude fulfils the hope, but only that it suggests

the possibility of it a possibility to be resolved in the coming
drama And on referring to the score of the Prelude as it occurs in

the opera, not in the arrangements for concert purposes, the reader

will see that it too ends, as it were, with a question mark, in the

eighth bar before the end, just as we are expecting that the music

will settle down upon the tonic A flat chord, the melody soars up-

wards and upwards over a harmony that is left in doubt until the

very end, the Prelude coming to a finish with the chord of the

dominant seventh still unresolved

When the curtain rises we see a forest solemn and shady but

not gloomy in the domain of the Grail On the left is a road

ascending to the Castle At the back the ground sinks down to a

lake. Asleep under a tree are Gurnemanz an elderly but vigorous

man and two young Esquires From the left, as though from

the Castle, comes a solemn morning reveille in the trombones
,
the

theme is that of the Love Feast (No. i). Gurnemanz wakes and

rouses the Esquires, as they spring to their feet we hear the Dres-

den Amen in the rich tones of the trumpets and trombones behind

the scenes. Gurnemanz and the Esquires kneel and silently offer

up the morning prayer, the orchestra giving out very softly the

motive of Faith (No 3), which is succeeded once more by the

theme of the Grail (No 2).

The King (Amfortas) is expected, and Gurnemanz bids

the Esquires prepare the bath
,
at the mention of the King we hear

the typical Amfortas motive:

j
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Two Knights enter to announce the coming of the litter with the

King. Gurnemanz accosts them; he hopes that the herb that the

Knight Gawain has obtained with difficulty has brought the King
some solace. The Knights tell him that the hoped-for remedy
has had no effect, and that Amfortas is in more grievous pain than

ever;
"

sleepless from pain past bearing, he bade us quick prepare

the bath." Gurnemanz sinks his head sadly, and over the motive

of the Pure Fool in the orchestra:

*

Mit - leid

wise through
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declares that they are fools thus to look for material remedies when

only one thing and one man can heal Amfortas. The others ask

who is this mysterious one, but Gurnemanz turns aside and eva-

sively orders them to see to the bath.

The two Esquires have gone to the background; looking to the

right they announce that the
"
wild rider

"
is coming. Rushing

figures and a rhythm as of galloping:

are heard in the orchestra as the Esquires excitedly describe the

fury of the ride of Kundry on the
" DeviFs mare," and as they
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speak of the wild woman flinging herself off her steed the orchestra

gives out a wild, uncanny motive associated with Kundry and

her mad laughter:

(7)

She rushes in almost reeling. Around her looped-up robe is a girdle

of snake-skin with long ends. Her black hair hangs down in loose

locks; her complexion is a deep reddish-brown, her black and

piercing eyes sometimes flash wildly, but more often remain fixed

and staring like the eyes of the dead.

This Kundry is a character so enigmatical that it is difficult to

explain her in words. There is something in her of Herocfias, some-

thing of Gundryggia, the messenger who serves the heroes in some

of the northern sagas, something also of the Prakriti of The Victors.

More or less unconsciously she is half good, half evil. She is de-

voted to the service of the Grail, yet Klingsor can use her for his

own evil ends. Both the conception and the musical treatment of

such a character would have been impossible to any genius less

stupendous than that of Wagner.

Kundry staggers up to Gurnemanz and forces a small crystal

vial into his hand, ejaculating, "Here* Take it* Balsam. . . ."

She has brought it
" from farther hence than thy (thought can

fly
"

;
and should this fail, Arabia holds nothing more for the

healing of Amfortas. "Ask no further; I am weary/' she moans,
and throws herself on the ground. Gurnemanz turns from her to

greet a train of Esquires and Knights that now enters with the

litter on which Amfortas lies. While the train is coming upon the

stage Gurnemanz breaks out into a cry of grief over
"
the proud-

est flower of manhood faded, the master of the conquering race
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to his own sickness bound a slave!
" And we hear in the orchestra

the broad motive of the Knights of the Grail:

which will be recognised as a variant of the theme of Faith (No 3 ) .

The litter having been set down, Amfortas raises himself slightly,

and, over the grievous Amfortas motive, speaks of the beauty and

solace of the morning light after his night of pain, while in the

orchestra we hear the exquisite theme associated with the Wood:

He calls for Gawain, and is told that the Knight, finding that the

herb he brought had only deceived their hopes, has set out again

upon his quest. Amfortas fears that he may fall into the snares of

Klingsor, and then expresses his own faith in the Deliverer that has

been promised the one who has been u made wise by pity, the

Blameless Fool." Gurnemanz hands him Kundry's vial and begs

him to try the balsam. Whence came it ? asks Amfortas, and before

Gurnemanz can answer, the orchestra gives the answer with the

motive that typifies Kundry's passion for service:

<0)

^4-s-fJ^
At Gurnemanz's suggestion Amfortas takes the vial that Kundry

has brought; he thanks her, but, still prostrated on the ground,



134 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

she almost sullenly rejects his thanks and bids him go to the bath.

The litter moves away, and the stage clears, except for Gurnemanz,

Kundry, and four Esquires. The young men look with an unfavour-

able eye on Kundry; to them she is merely a sort of wild beast with

a touch of the witch about it, they fear 'that she will work some
evil upon the King.

Gurnemanz defends her; he tells them of all her services to the

Brotherhood how she acts as messenger between Monsalvat and

the Knights who are fighting in distant lands, how she is always

ready to serve, and never asks for even a word of thanks The

Esquires are not convinced, to them she is simply a heathen and
a sorceress. Gurnemanz explains that perhaps she lies under a

curse; she may be expiating the sins committed in a former life.

At any rate, she is now doing her best to make atonement by
service among the Knights. He has to admit, however, that often

misfortune has come upon the Brotherhood while she has been

away, and the motive of Klingsor's Magic in the orchestra:

tells us that on these absences she is helping him to carry out his

evil plans. Titurel, when he built the Castle, had found her lying
benumbed under a thicket; and it was thus that Gurnemanz
himself lately found her about the time that the misfortune of the

loss of the Spear and the wounding of Amfortas had come upon
them. Turning to Kundry, he asks her where she was then, and

why she withheld her help, but she only mutters,
"

I never help!
"

The Esquires suggest that if Kundry is so devoted to the Brother-

hood, she might be sent to find the missing Spear; but Gurnemanz

replies that that is beyond her; no one knows the way. While the

orchestra plays again and again upon the poignant motives of

Suffering and the Spear (No. lA and No. iB), Gurnemanz pours
out a lament over the loss of the Spear, which was torn from Am-
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fortas's hand while he was lost in the embrace of a beautiful

woman. At the King's cry Gurnemanz had rushed forward, only to

see Klingsor flying with the Spear, mocking the King with his

laughter. In the King's side was a burning wound that since that

day has never closed.

All are now seated under a great tree, the Esquires being grouped

round Gurnemanz, who, at their request, tells what he knows of

Klingsor. First comes the story of how the messengers from

heaven long ago descended, bearing with them the Grail and the

Spear, which they gave into the keeping of Titurel. An important

new theme:

is heard at this point in the orchestra. It is a little difficult to find

a title for it, and various commentators refer to it under different

names. Here we will think of it as the Miracle motive, meaning by
that the miraculous bringing of the Grail and the Spear to Monsal-

vat. In the final pages of the score the theme is more particularly

associated with the recovery of the Spear through Parsifal.

Titurel, Gurnemanz continues, had built a sanctuary for the

precious relics, and founded the Order of Knights to which only

the pure of heart could be admitted. To one who would have

joined it, however, admission had been denied Klingsor. This

Knight, unable to tame his lusts, had in desperation mutilated his
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body, thinking thereby to qualify for admission to the Order.

It was not so, however, and Titurel drove him scornfully from

Monsalvat.

Then Klingsor's heart was filled with rage; he learned that the

deed he had wrought upon himself had endowed him with command

over the powers of magic, and these powers he now used to com-

pass the destruction of the Order He turned the desert into a

beautiful garden, in which he placed the fairest women to lure the

Knights from virtue. Many Knights had thus been lost
;
and when

Titurel, finding age advancing upon him, surrendered his office

to his son Amfortas, the latter burned with zeal to crush this

plague. The sad outcome of his effort they know Amfortas

himself fell, the Spear was ravished from, him, and as the Spear

gives Klingsor power over the Brotherhood, he hopes by means

of it to seize the Grail also. Two important new motives make

their appearance during this narrative that of Klingsor:

(is)

ip t ir r

and that of the Flower Maidens (No. 19 below) . When Gurnemanz

speaks of the fall of Amfortas, the orchestra, by the use of the

Kundry motive (No. 7), hints to us who was the woman who

accomplished his downfall.

During the telling of this story Kundry has frequently turned

round in passionate disquiet. She is dimly aware, and is tortured

by the knowledge, of her own dual nature, and of her servitude to

Klingsor when he has put his enchantment on her.

Gurnemanz continues with his story. The repentant Amfortas
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redemption; a holy radiance had poured from the Grail, and one
who appeared in a vision had spoken these words:

" Made wise through pity,

The Blameless Fool,

Wait for him;

My chosen is he."

Gurnemanz sings this message to the motive of the Pure Fool

(No. 5), and the strain is taken up and given out with exquisite
effect in four-part harmony by the Esquires.

Cries are heard from the direction of the lake, and Gurnemanz
and the four Esquires start to their feet and look round in alarm.

A wounded wild swan, followed by Knights and others, flies bro-

kenly across from the lake and sinks heavily to the ground. One of

the Knights draws an arrow from its breast. Amfortas, it seems,
had caught sight of it crossing the lake, and had hailed it as a

good omen; then there came an arrow, and the swan had sunk

mortally wounded Among the crowd is a young man very simply

clothed, and carrying a bow and arrows. He is dragged forward,
and all point to him as the slayer of the swan. The young man, to

the typical motive of Parsifal as Hero:

* - * * A:

does not deny the charge.

Gurnemanz reads him a moving lecture on the sin of slaying the

gentle, trusting creatures of the forest, and as he points to the bleed-
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ing and stiffening body and the glazing eye of the swan, the

young man is so affected that he breaks his bow and throws the

arrows away. He does not know how or why what he has done is

wrong, but he feels that it is wrong; pity has come upon him, and

we hear in the orchestra for the first time the Pity motive:

OB)

that will be put to such touching uses later. It will be seen to be

derived from the final part of the Love Feast motive (No. i).

(Wagner was at all times a great lover of animals, and in his later

years he was a passionate protester against vivisection. Gurne-

manz's moving oration over the dead swari is in part an expression

of Wagner's lifelong feeling about animals, in part a reminiscence

of an incident in the life of the Buddha, where the wounding of a

swan stirs the Buddha to teach compassion to the world )

Not only does not the young stranger know that he has done

wrong, but it appears, from his answers to Gurnemanz's questions,

that he does not know whence he has come, who is his father, or

what his own name is. Turning wearily and contemptuously from

this dullard, Gurnemanz orders the Esquires to take the dead

swan away. Only Gurnemanz and Parsifal remain, with Kundry
still prostrate at one side of the stage. The old man once more

tries to find out if Parsifal knows anything. He replies that he

knows that he has a mother, whose name is Heart of Sorrow

(Herzeleide), and the orchestra gives out the moving Herzeleide

theme:
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He can tell Gurnemanz nothing more than that he and his mother

once had their home in the wild woods, and that he himself made
his bow and arrows.

Kundry, however, who has been stirring restlessly all this time,

breaks in hoarsely upon the conversation. She knows more about

Parsifal than he does himself. His father was Gamuret, who had

been slain in battle before his son was born. His mother had brought
the boy up in the desert, a stranger to arms, dreading a violent

death for him also. But her care was in vain; Parsifal made primi-

tive arms for himself, and one day, catching sight in the woods of

what he describes as
"

glittering riders on beautiful animals
"

(presumably the Knights of the Grail) he had followed them, and,

having lost them, had searched for them day and night through
the wilderness, his bow and arrows defending him when wild

beasts or giants or robbers had threatened him This narration is

accompanied by the Gallop motive (No. 6) and the Parsifal mo-

tive (No. 14).

Kundry breaks in upon the simple boy's enthusiasm with the

announcement that his mother is dead:
" As I rode by I saw her

dying, and, Fool, she sent thee, by me, her greeting." Half in

sorrow, half in rage, Parsifal springs at Kundry and seizes her by
the throat. Gurnemanz restrains him, and reproaches him for what,

following the needless killing of the swan, seems to be the brutal

violence of his nature. Parsifal is seized with a violent trembling,

and falls fainting into the arms of Gurnemanz.

Kundry hastens away to a spring in the wood, whence she

returns with water in a horn; she sprinkles Parsifal and hands

him the water to drink. Gurnemanz thanks Kundry, but she only

mutters,
" Good do I never: only rest I long for: I am weary. To

sleep! Oh that no one e'er might wake me! No! Not to sleep!

Horrors seize upon me! " While Gurnemanz is attending

to Parsifal she drags herself to a thicket in the wood,

and the orchestra, by giving out the themes of Klingsor's Magic
Power (No. n) and of Klingsor himself (No. 13), tells us of the

malign influence that is now overcoming her. She staggers behind

the thicket, and for the remainder of the scene remains unnoticed.
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Gurnemanz has gently placed Parsifal's arm round his own
neck and his own arm round Parsifal's body, and he leads the boy

along with slow steps as the orchestra gives out the motive of the

Bells of Monsalvat:

The old man has been struck by the artlessness of the boy, and

there seems to be an idea at the back of his mind that this stranger,

in virtue of his innocence, may prove to be the Deliverer promised
in the vision.

The pair are now supposed to walk through the wood to the

Hall of the Grail. This illusion Wagner intended to be conveyed

by means of moving scenery, though not all theatres have the

apparatus for this; the wood gradually disappears and rock is

seen; in the rock a gate opens through which the pair pass and

become lost to sight for a time, later becoming visible again

ascending a path. All the while the orchestra pours out the mag-
nificent Transformation Music, that for a while has a march-like

quality given to it by No. 17, but that later swells to a poignant

climax as the heartrending theme of the Penitence of Amforte is

given out three times in succession, the last time with the utmost

richness of colour of which the orchestra is capable:
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As Gurnemanz and Parsifal come nearer to the Hall, the sound

of bells ceases, while six trombones behind the scenes give out

fortissimo the theme of the Love Feast (No. i). At last the pair

come to a vast hall, surmounted by a great vaulted cupola, through

which alone the light enters.

Gurnemanz now means to put Parsifal to the test.
" Give good

heed," he says,
" and let me see, if thou art a Fool and pure, what

knowledge may be given lo thee." Gurnemanz leaves Parsifal at

the side of the stage, and then, to music of the utmost splendour,

the Knights of the Grail enter for the solemn Feast. Two long

covered tables are so arranged that, running in parallel lines from

back to front, the centre of the stage is left open. On the tables

there are only cups. The Knights, entering from the background

through a great door, come forward in two files in solemn pro-

cession, followed by the Esquires. At last the Knights place them-

selves at the tables. Amfortas is borne in on a couch, preceded

by four Esquires carrying a shrine wrapped in a purple-red cover,

and is placed on a raised couch under a canopy in the centre back-

ground, while a chorus of youths' voices floats down from the mid-

height of the dome with the heartrending theme of Amfortas's

Penitence (No. 18).

In front of Amfortas's couch is an antique oblong marble table,

like an altar, upon which the Esquires place the covered shrine.

From the extreme height of the dome steals an exquisite four-part

harmony of soprano and boys' voices singing the theme of Faith

(No. 3), and after a momentary pause (all the Knights having

taken their seats at the tables) from the extreme background comes

the voice of old Titurel, as if from a tomb. Titurel asks if he must

die before the coming of the Deliverer. Amfortas, half raising

himself on his couch, breaks into passionate self-accusation; he

implores his father to serve the office, and to live and let him die.
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" In the grave I lie," Titurel replies, "by the Saviour's grace;

too feeble am I to serve Him. Serve thou, and so thy guilt atone.

Uncover the Grail!
"

Amfortas tries to prevent the Esquires from removing the cover,

and once more he breaks out into a grievous lament, the music of

which is of heartbreaking poignancy.
" Have mercy!

" he cries at

last.
" Have mercy! Thou God of pity, oh have mercy f Take

back my birthright, so Thou but heal me, that holy I may die now,

pure for Thy presence!
" He sinks back as though unconscious,

and from the middle height comes floating softly down, in four-

part harmony in the boys' and youths' voices, the enigmatic theme

of the Pure Fool.

Once more the voice of Titurel is heard bidding them unveil the

Grail. Amfortas raises himself slowly and with difficulty on his

couch, and the Esquires, having unveiled the shrine, take from it

the Grail (an antique crystal cup) ;
this also they uncover and

place before Amfortas. He bows devoutly before the cup in silent

prayer.

The Hall grows darker and darker, and from the mysterious

heights come the voices of the invisible choir exhorting the Knights,

to the motive of the Love Feast (No. i ) ,
to take the Body and drink

the Blood in love's remembrance. Suddenly a dazzling ray of light

from above strikes upon the chalice, which glows with a deepen-

ing purple, shedding a soft radiance on them all. Amfortas,

his expression transfigured, raises the Grail on high and waves

it gently to every side, consecrating the bread and wine.

He sets the Grail down again, and as the semi-darkness that

has filled the Hall disperses, the glow of the chalice slowly

fades away. The Esquires enclose it in its shrine and veil it as

before. Gradually daylight fills the Hall once more. Then follows

the solemn ceremony of the partaking of the bread and wine,

which are served by the Esquires, while the clear youthful voices

in the dome sing the story of the Last Supper.

Gurnemanz has seated himself with the other Knights for the

communion, keeping a place empty beside him. He makes a sign to

Parsifal to come and sit with him, but the boy remains as he has
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been from the commencement of the scene, motionless at the side

of the stage, as if completely entranced. The Knights exhort each

other to virtue and brotherhood in the name of the Bread and Wine,

and after the voices have floated up to the heights to the strain of

the Grail motive, the Knights rise, pace forward from both sides,

and solemnly embrace each other.

The brief ecstasy of Amfortas has died away. He bows his head

and presses his hand to his wound, and the movements of the

Esquires show that the wound has broken out afresh. They tend

him lovingly and help him to his litter, which they bear out of the

Hall, accompanied by the shrine. The Knights follow in solemn

procession as at the commencement of the scene, the orchestra

pouring out the while an exquisite tissue of sound, made up of

the Faith motive, the Processional motive (No. 17), the Lament

of Amfortas (No. 18), and other themes.

When the whole company have left the Hall, Gurnemanz turns

to Parsifal, who is still standing on the same spot, the only move-

ment he has made being a convulsive pressure of his heart during

Amfortas's cry of agony and remorse. He stands motionless, as if

petrified. Gurnemanz goes up to him in ill-humour and asks him if

he understood what he had seen. Parsifal, without speaking, again

clutches his heart and shakes his head. Gurnemanz, disappointed

and greatly irritated, reproaches him with being after all no more

than a fool, opens a narrow side door, and bids him go on his way.

Pushing Parsifal out and angrily closing the door after him, he

himself follows the Knights out by the other door. A single alto

voice from the heights sings the theme of the Pure Fool; other

voices from above float down with the theme of the Grail; the bells

peal out once more, and the curtain falls. The whole scene is in

many respects the most moving ever put upon the stage, while the

music is of a heartrending pathos and beauty.

The second act opens with an impetuous orchestral introduction,

woven chiefly out of the two Klingsor motives and that of Kundry's

Laughter; the piano arrangement gives no idea of the power and

the colour of the music as it foams out from the orchestra in the

theatre.
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The curtain having risen, we see the inner keep of Klingsor's

magic tower, with steps at the side leading to the edge of the battle-

ments. All around are magical implements and necromantic appara-

tus; on the projecting wall, before a metal mirror, Klingsor is

seated.
" The time is come! " he ejaculates. His magic power has

lured to his Castle the Fool, who is now drawing near in childish

delight. Klingsor comes down towards the centre of the stage,

and at the back a bluish vapour arises. He again seats himself be-

fore his magical apparatus, and with mysterious gestures calls into

the gulf below,
"
Arise ' To me' Thy master calls thee, nameless

woman' First of witches' Rose of Hades' Herodias wert thou,

and what more? Gundryggia there, Kundry here! To me! Come

hither, Kundry' Thy master calls: appear!
"

The rigid form of Kundry, who seems asleep, rises up in the

bluish light A convulsive movement passes through her as if she

were awakening, and as the orchestra throws out jortisstmo the

descending line of her motive (No 7) she gives a frightful cry, fol-

lowed by a loud wail that gradually subsides into a low, terrified

moaning. Klingsor reproaches her with having been again among
the Brotherhood, where she is regarded merely as a brute beast.

He gloats over the power he exercises over the Knights through her,

and tells her that today the one he fears most must be met
" one strong as fools are strong

"

Kundry struggles against this subjection of her other nature

to the magician, but in vain, he reminds her of the secret of his

power over her the mutilation that has made him, unlike the

others, insensible to her witchery. He pours out his venom upon

her, the Knights, and even himself One desire alone possesses him

now the subjugation of the proud ones who have cast him out

in scorn. He has brought the King down, and soon the Grail will

be his own. Kundry bewails the weakness of men and her own part

in the destruction of them, and longs for release from her doom,
but Klingsor bids her make ready for the temptation of the boy
who is now approaching.

He mounts to the wall of the tower, and, leaning out, blows a

iorn that summons his knights and warders. For Kundry's benefit
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he describes the fight below, how the fearless boy has wrested

Ferris's sword from him, and with it struck fiercely into the swarm

of defenders, and of the execution he does there. Kundry, unable

to resist the will of Klingsor, gives a shriek and disappears. The

blue light is now extinguished.

Klingsor, still watching the fight, gloats over Parsifal's mal-

treatment of the degenerate Knights whom, having ruined, he

hates as he does everything. The victorious Parsifal, we hear, now

stands laughing on the ramparts, looking down like an amazed

child into the garden. Klingsor turns to call Kundry, but not per-

ceiving her, congratulates her on already having got to work; then

with a last sinister look towards Parsifal, whose coming doom
he prophesies, he sinks rapidly with the whole tower, in place of

which a magic garden instantly rises.

The garden, which is of tropical luxuriance, occupies the whole

of the stage. Upon the ramparts at the back, Parsifal is seen gazing

down in astonishment. Lovely maidens rush in from all sides,

from the palace as well as from the garden, at first singly, then in

numbers; they are clothed in light, soft-coloured veils, that appear

to have been thrown over them hastily as if they had been startled

out of sleep. In the orchestra we hear the motive of Parsifal as

Hero (No. 14). Then the excitement is worked up in both orches-

tra and chorus.

The maidens are at first alarmed at this new-comer who has so

grievously maltreated their lovers, but finding that Parsifal, who

has come a little farther into the garden, means them no harm,
and is, indeed, more astonished than they, they take courage again.

Gradually their mood changes from wonder to gaiety; they break

out into merry laughter, and as Parsifal approaches them they

begin to exercise their charms upon him. Some, who have left the

stage for the moment, come back completely dressed in flowers,

and looking like flowers themselves. While these maidens press

round the boy, the remainder leave the stage to adorn themselves

in the same fashion.

Dancing and playing round Parsifal, the Flower Maidens sing

an enticing strain:
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Cornel Gomel Cten4Ie ' lov - er!

that is followed by one equally seductive:

Ceo)

Out of these elements a chorus of ravishing beauty is built up.

Parsifal, too innocent to understand the meaning of their seduc-

tions, and half amused and half angry at their importunities, is

about to flee when from a neighbouring hedge of flowers the voice

of Kundry strikes in with a long-drawn-out cry of
"
Parsifal!

"

The effect in the theatre of this entry of the solo voice after the

long chorus is indescribable. The name sets Parsifal's memory
stirring; he remembers that once his mother called him so. He

pauses in perplexity.

Kundry comes forward gradually, dismisses the Flower Maidens,
whom she bids go and attend to the wounded, and when Parsifal

once more looks timidly round to the hedge from which the voice

came he sees a young and beautiful woman reclining on a couch of

flowers, in a light, gauzy, fantastic garment of Arabian style. She

has waited long for him, the son of Gamuret, she says; and then,

in a long monologue of exquisite beauty, largely based upon the

Herzeleide motive (No. 16), she tells him of the mother's loving

care for her babe and of her death in sorrow when he left her in

search of adventure.

Parsifal, who has listened intently and earnestly, is over-

whelmed
;
crushed with grief, he sinks at Kundry's feet and breaks

out into a torrent of self-reproach. Kundry promises him solace

from his grief, and, still reclining, she bends over Parsifal's head,

gently touches his brow, and winds her arm about his neck. She
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invites him to learn the rapture of love that Gamuret once learned

when he burned for Herzeleide. His mother, she says, sends him

her blessing, and
"
greets thee with this first kiss of love." Bending

her head over him completely, she joins her lips to his in a long

kiss, and during the silence that ensues the orchestra gives out very

softly the theme of Klingsor's Magic.

Suddenly Parsifal starts up with a gesture of utter terror. His

demeanour shows that some fearful change has taken place in him.

He presses his hands hard against his heart as if to quiet an unbear-

able pain; then he cries loudly,
"
Amfortas! The Spear wound! "

At last he understands. Illumination has come to him, and he knows

the meaning of the tragedy and of the anguish of Amfortas. In

himself he feels the wound of Amfortas burning; he knows now
the meaning of sin, the despair of the Brotherhood, the longing

for the unspotted Deliverer. Throwing himself despairingly on

his knees he cries loudly,
" Redeemer' Saviour! Lord of Grace!

How for my sin can I atone?
"

Kundry returns to the assault, but with each exercise of her

wiles the now illuminated Parsifal recognises the arts by which

Amfortas was ensnared:
"
Aye, thus she called him! This was the

voice, and this was the glance; truly I know it now, what torment

its smiling menace brought him J The lips too, aye, so thrilled they

him, so bent this neck above him, so boldly rose her head, so

fluttered her looks as in laughter, so twined she this arm round

his neck; so fawningly smiled she on him. . . . His soul's salvation

for that one kiss he lost!
"
Springing to his feet, he pushes Kundry

violently from him.

She appeals now to his pity:
"

If e'er thy heart can feel another's

sorrow, then let it suffer for mine now! " The latter words are sung

to a phrase:

that hardly constitutes a motive, and to which no satisfactory name
can be given, though we shall meet with it again in the third act.

For endless ages, she tells Parsifal, she has waited for him the
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redeemer who has come so late, the redeemer whom once she re-

viled. In bitter self-torment she recalls her mocking of the Saviour

and the
"
one look

" he had directed upon her, that tore her heart

in twain. From world to world she seeks him now in penitence and

the hope of redemption, and then, and then "a sinner sinks

upon my bosom," and the old unearthly laughter breaks from her

once more. " Let me," she cries,
" be with thee united, and though

by God and man cast forth, in thee be cleansed of sin and re-

deemed! "

"
Eternally wouldst thou be damned with me," Parsifal replies,

"
if but for one hour, unmindful of my mission, into thine arms

I gave me! "
It is true that he has been sent for her salvation, but

she can be saved only by repenting of her old desire. The only

fountain that can wash her clean is that which he has seen rising in

the pure hearts of the Brotherhood. In wild exultation Kundry
reminds him that it was through her kiss that the secret of the

world's heart became revealed to him; in her arms he has become

a god. Love she shall have, redemption she shall have, he replies,

if she will show him the way to Amfortas. At this she breaks out

furiously; never shall he find the King, let the fallen one go down

to ruin, him whom she tempted and derided
;
"he fell by his own

Spear!
"

Once more she beseeches Parsifal's pity and love if only for an

hour
,
then she would show him the way to Amfortas. She tries to

embrace him, but he repulses her violently. Recovering herself

with a furious cry, she calls towards the background, telling them

to bar every passage and seize upon this miscreant;
"
for fleddest

thou from here, and foundest all the ways of the world, the one

that thou seekest, that path thy foot shall never find, each track,

each pathway that leads thee from Kundry, thus I curse beneath

thy feet'
" " Thou whom I know," she shouts to Klingsor,

"
take

him for thine own! "

Klingsor appears on the castle walls and brandishes a Spear at

Parsifal.
" To fitting weapon shalt thou fall!

" he cries;
"
the Fool

I win me now with his master's Spear!
" He hurls the Spear,

which remains suspended over Parsifal's head. Parsifal seizes it,



PARSIFAL 149

and holding it above his head cries,
" With this sign thy magic is

routed. As the wound shall be closed by the Spear that dealt it, in

rack and in ruin thy lying pomp shall it lay!
" He seizes the Spear,

makes the sign of the Cross, and the castle collapses as if by an

earthquake. The garden at once withers to a desert; the ground
is strewn with faded flowers. Kundry sinks down with a cry. As

Parsifal is hastening away he pauses, turns to Kundry from the

top of the ruined wall, and says gravely,
" Thou knowest where

thou mayest find me when thou wilt!
" As he disappears, Kundry

raises herself a little and gazes after him as the curtain falls.

The wondei fully expressive slow orchestral introduction to the

third act describes by anticipation what will be more fully disclosed

to us later the weariness and despair that have settled upon
the community of Knights, which is symbolised in a motive which

we may call that of Desolation:

Adagio.

which is followed by the Straying motive:

(21)
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The "
Straying

" must be taken in a double sense; it signifies not

only Parsifal's physical wanderings in search of Amfortas, but

the confusion that has reigned in his soul. Later in the Intro-

duction we hear a new and more poignant version of the Pure

Fool theme.

The curtain having risen, we see a pleasant landscape in the do-

main of the Grail; it is springtime. In the background are gentle

slopes covered with flowers. The foreground represents the forest,

at one side is a spring, opposite this is a modest hermit's hut, built

against a mass of rock. The time is early morning.

Gurnemanz, now a very old man, and dressed as a hermit with

the tunic of a Knight of the Grail, comes out of the hut and listens.

The sound of groaning has caught his ear; and the motive of

Klingsor's Magic in the orchestra apprises us that the groaning is

associated with Kundry. Gurnemanz finds the strange creature

in a thorn thicket at the side of the stage. He draws her out, stiff

and lifeless, and bears her to a grassy mound close by. He cries to

her to
" waken to the Spring ", but she is so stiff and cold that he

fears that this time she is dead. But gradually the numbed body
comes back to life, and as she awakens and opens her eyes she

utters a piercing cry. She is now in the rough garb of a penitent, as

in the first act, but her face is paler; all the wildness has gone out

of her look and her demeanour.

After a long look at Gurnemanz she rises, arranges her clothing

and hair, and at once humbly betakes herself to service like a maid

Her one cry at her awakening is the only sound Kundry
makes throughout the whole of the act, apart from two hoarse

ejaculations of "Service, service!
" when Gurnemanz hints at

his deserving thanks for having awakened her from her deathly

sleep.

Her toil will be light now, he tells her, for the Brotherhood is al-

most broken up; no messages now are sent and so no messenger is

required; each Knight seeks his own simple food in the herbs and

roots of the forest. Kundry, going to the spring with a pitcher,

points out to Gurnemanz that someone is approaching. We hear

in the orchestra the motive of Parsifal as Hero (No. 14), and soon
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Parsifal himself appears. Kundry, having filled the pitcher, goes

into the hut. Parsifal is clothed in black armour. With closed

helmet and lowered spear he comes forward slowly, hesitatingly

and dreamily, his head bowed as if in utter weariness, and seats

himself on the little mound.

Gurnemanz, unable to draw speech from him, finally tells him

that, though his vow may impose silence on him, none the less

it is his duty on this holy day, Good Friday morn, to lay aside his

armour and his weapons. Thereupon Parsifal raises himself in si-

lence, thrusts the Spear into the ground, lays shield and sword

beneath it, removes his helmet and places it by his weapons, then

kneels before the Spear in prayer. To Kundry, who has again

emerged from the hut, Gurnemanz softly says,
" Dost thou recog-

nise him? It is he who dealt our swan its death." With a slight in-

clination of her head Kundry signifies that she too knows him again.

Gurnemanz has recognised the Spear also, and, deeply moved, he

hails the holy day that has dawned.

After his prayer Parsifal rises slowly, looks around him tran-

quilly, recognises Gurnemanz, and gently holds out his hand to him

in greeting. He tells the old man of his long wandering through

terror and suffering and illusion in search of Amfortas,
" him

whose grievous lament I once heard in foolish wonder, and for

whose healing I now deem myself appointed." Parsifal has wan-

dered wide and endured woes innumerable, and often he has been

filled with despair; many wounds have been inflicted upon him in

battle, for there he would not use the Spear, which he has always

carried unprofaned at his side.

Gurnemanz breaks out into a transport of gratitude for this

grace, and tells Parsifal that if indeed a curse has been lying upon
him until now it is removed, for he is at last in the Grail's domain

he whom they have so long expected. He tells Parsifal of the

misery that has come upon them all: how Amfortas, in despair,

refused to fulfil the holy office, longing only for death; how,

deprived of their divine food, the Knights' strength had ebbed

away and they were no longer able to do the service on earth to

which they had been appointed; and how Gurnemanz himself
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came to dwell in silence in the forest, himself awaiting death now
that his aged lord Titurel has died. This recital is accompanied
in part by No. 22, in part by a second motive of Desolation:

Parsifal breaks out into passionate self-reproach that all these

evils should have fallen upon the Brotherhood through his own
foolishness and blindness. He seems about to faint; Gurnemanz

supports him and lowers him into a sitting position on the mound

Kundry runs for water, but when she offers it to Parsifal she is

gently repulsed by Gurnemanz, who declares that
"
the holy spring

itself must refresh our pilgrim." At this point we hear in the orches-

tra a new theme the motive of Benediction (called by some

writers the Baptism motive) :
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They lead Parsifal gently to the spring, where they divest him of

the remainder of his armour.

They must now go to the Castle, says Gurnemanz, to attend

the solemn death-rites of Titurel; in the orchestra we hear the

impressive theme of the Burial of Titurel:

(26)

This day, says Gurnemanz, the long-neglected office shall once more

be served. Kundry bathes the feet of Parsival, while Gurnemanz,

taking some water in his hands, sprinkles Parsifal's head. Kundry
draws a golden vial from her bosom, part of the contents of which

she pours over Parsifal's feet, which she dries with her hair. The

remainder of the contents of the vial Gurnemanz pours over Par-

sifal's head, and gives him a blessing Parsifal takes some water

from the fragrant spring, bends over the kneeling Kundry, sprin-

kles her head, and says,
"
Baptised be thou, and trust in the Re-

deemer!
"
Kundry bows her head to the earth and seems to weep

passionately.

Turning away, Parsifal gazes in tranquil ecstasy at the forest and

the fields that are now glowing in the morning light, and over

lulling harmonies the oboe gives out the exquisite theme of Nature

Redeemed:

This marks the commencement of the inexpressibly lovely episode

that is known in the concert-room as the Good Friday Magic
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music. Parsifal speaks of the supreme beauty of the fields and

flowers and the benediction that appears to rest upon them, and

Gurnemanz assures him that this is the magic of Good Friday,

the day on which all creation rejoices in the Saviour's sacrifice and

love. Kundry looks up into Parsifal's eyes in mute entreaty; he

bends over her and kisses her gently on the forehead.

Bells are heard in the distance, gradually increasing in tone, and

blended with them is the motive of TitureFs Burial. Gurnemanz,

who has brought his Grail Knight's mantle from the hut, helps

Kundry to invest Parsifal with it; the latter solemnly takes up

the Spear, and, with Kundry, follows Gurnemanz out slowly

The grief-laden theme of the Burial of Titurel is now worked

up by the orchestra into a magnificent slow march, during which

another Transformation is effected, as in the first act, but this time

in the reverse direction. The wood slowly vanishes and rocks ap-

pear. The bells become louder and louder, and at last the rock

walls open, showing the Hall of the Grail as in Act i, but without

the tables. The Hall is faintly lighted. From one side comes a pro-

cession of Knights bearing Titurel's coffin, from the other side

another procession carrying Amfortas in the litter, preceded by

the covered shrine containing the Grail.

The Knights sing a moving lament over their old King, and

then, turning to Amfortas, who has been placed on the couch be-

hind the altar of the Grail, before which the coffin has been set

down, they urgently implore him once more to perform his office;

but raising himself wearily on his couch, he cries out again for

death. The coffin is opened, and at the sight of TiturePs body all

break into a cry of woe. To a strain of the utmost solemnity in the

orchestra:
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Amfortas cries in anguish to his dead father, imploring him to

intercede for him with the Saviour in heaven. His music is of almost

unbearable beauty. Pressing round him, the Knights still more

urgently insist upon his uncovering the Grail. At last he springs

up in despair, rushes among the Knights, who recoil in terror from

him, tears open his garments and shows the bleeding wound,

and cries to them to end his sufferings with their swords; then,

he says, when the sinner is no more, the Grail will shine on them

again.

By this time Parsifal, accompanied by Gurnemanz and Kundry,
has entered unobserved. He advances and touches Amfortas's

wound with the point of the Spear, saying,
" One weapon only

avails only the Spear that dealt the wound can close it." Am-
fortas 's face glows with rapture; he staggers, as if overcome with

emotion, and Gurnemanz supports him. " Be whole, purified and

absolved!
"
says Parsifal,

"
for now I hold thy office. Blessed be

thy suffering, for it has taught pity's highest might and wisdom's

purest power to the timid Fool."

He steps towards the centre and raises the Spear high before

him; all gaze in rapture on it. Ascending the altar steps, he takes

the Grail from its shrine and kneels before it in silent prayer; the

chalice begins to glow with a soft light, while the stage becomes

darker and a stronger light comes from above. The Knights and

the voices in the dome join in a song of praise and gratitude:
" O

highest holy marvel! Salvation to the Saviour!
" A ray of light

falls upon the Grail, which now glows at its brightest. A white dove

descends from the dome and hovers over Parsifal's head. Kundry,

gazing upwards at Parsifal, slowly sinks lifeless to the ground
before him. Amfortas and Gurnemanz kneel in homage before Par-

sifal, who waves the Grail in blessing over the Brotherhood, and

the curtain falls to the mystical strains of the theme of Faith
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(No. 3), the Grail motive (No. 2), and finally the Love Feast

motive (No. i).

It was Wagner's wish that Parsifal should never be given else-

where but in Bayreuth, owing to the solemnity of the subject, he

felt that it required a special stage, a special occasion, a special

atmosphere, and a special audience.
"
Never," he wrote to King

Ludwig in 1882,
"
shall Parsifal be produced in any other theatre

for the amusement of the public."

To the great impresario, Angelo Neumann, who was the first to

popularise The Ring by taking it on tour throughout Europe, and

to whom Wagner was under very great obligations, he wrote in

188 1 :

"
Parsifal is not to be performed anywhere but in Bayreuth,

and this for interesting reasons, which (to give you an example)

appeared so obvious to my illustrious benefactor the King of

Bavaria, that he quite gave up the idea of a repetition of the Bay-
reuth performance in the Munich Theatre. How could I, in view of

this fact, dispose of Parsifal in accordance with your proposal?

[Neumann wanted to take this work also on tour.] Never can or

may I allow it to be performed in other theatres."

Nevertheless, if we are to believe Neumann himself (and there

seems no reason to doubt his story), Wagner did actually at one

time as good as grant him permission to produce Parsifal elsewhere.

In his Reminiscences of Richard Wagner Neumann tells us that

when he was in Bayreuth in August 1882, arranging a fresh contract

in connection with The Ring, Wagner, who at that time was a little

out of tune with his Bayreuth surroundings, gave him a verbal

promise that at their next meeting he would give him a contract for

Parsifal also.

A day or two later Neumann called at Wahnfried, and after

The Ring contract had been completed they turned to the Parsifal

agreement, which stipulated that if Wagner should decide to allow

the work to be given anywhere but at Bayreuth, the exclusive

rights for all countries should be given to Neumann. Wagner sat

down at the writing-desk with the pen in his hand; he remained

for a while lost in thought, then turned round slowly to Neumann
and said in a low voice,

"
Neumann, I have given you my promise,
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and if you hold me to it I will sign the agreement; but you would

give me great pleasure if you would not press the point today.

You have my word that the rights of producing Parsifal shall go
to no one but you.''

Neumann answered,
"
Master, when you tell me that I should

be giving you a great pleasure it goes without saying that I am con-

tent with your word." "
Then," he continues,

"
Wagner said with

emphasis,
i

Neumann, I thank you*
' and a strong pressure of the

hand and a kiss closed one of the most difficult moments of my life.

In the avenue leading to the house my son was waiting for me. I

told him what had happened in this notable hour, and added,
'

Carl,

today, by renouncing Parsijal, I have given up millions.'
*

Father/

my seventeen-year-old son replied,
'
that Richard Wagner should

thank you as he did is worth more to me than millions.'
"

As early as 1901 Wagner's widow addressed to the German

Reichstag a memorial praying that in the case of Parsijal the

ordinary rule of the expiry of copyright thirty years after the

author's death should not be operative. When the thirty years were

nearly run out another appeal was made for the extension of the

period, but without success. The copyright expired at the end

of 1913, and in the first days of January 1914 Parsijal was per-

formed in a number of European opera houses. Some time before

then, however, the work had been performed at the Metropolitan

Opera House, New York, in spite of Cosima Wagner's protest, the

producers being protected by a legal technicality.



THE RHINEGOLD

TWENTY-SIX
years elapsed between the first conception of

The Ring of the Nibelung and the completion of the gigantic

work. During his Dresden period Wagner had become deeply

interested in the Scandinavian, German, and Icelandic sagas

As usual with him, he dealt with the traditional material in a way
of his own, selecting, dovetailing, piecing. His first attempt to re-

duce the colossal mass of material to a manageable dramatic form

was a poem entitled Siegfried's Death, which he wrote in No-

vember 1848.

The Ring is often reproached with being longwinded and repeti-

tive. There is some truth in the latter charge, and the reason for

it is that Wagner wrote the poem of The Ring backwards, so to

speak. Siegfried's Death virtually corresponds with the poem that

we now know as The Twilight of the Gods, the last of the four

evenings of The Ring. As it represents the culmination of the long

action, the earlier incidents of the story have to be told to the audi-

ence through the mouths of the characters on the stage.

As the years went on, Wagner felt that not only was the subject

too big for a single opera, but the work he had already written re-

quired to be led up to by another, so to Siegfried's Death he pre-

fixed, in the summer of 1851, a second drama which he called at

that time Young Siegfried; this corresponds to the present Sieg-

fried, the third evening of The Ring. In the following year he re-

named the two dramas already completed, and placed in front of

them yet another, The Valkyrie He still felt, however, that the

action as presented on the stage was not as clear as it might be;
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so in front of The Valkyrie he placed The Rhinegold, which he

describes as a "
Fore-Evening

"
to the three evenings proper of

The Ring. A few copies of the complete poem were printed for

private distribution in 1853.

The music was composed in the proper order of the dramas.

The Rhinegold was written between 1853 and 1854, The Valkyrie

between the summer of 1854 and the spring of 1856. In the autumn

of the latter year he began work at the music of Siegfried, and by

July 1857 had finished the first act and part of the second.

By this time it had become perfectly clear to Wagner that the

ordinary German opera house was quite incapable of producing

so difficult a work, and the old desire for a theatre of his own

once more arose within him. Meanwhile, in order to keep himself

before the public, he wrote what he thought were the more prac-

ticable operas of Tristan and The Mastersingers, and it was not

until July 1865 that he cast his eyes upon Siegfried again. Once

more he was interrupted, however, and the real resumption of work

upon the second act dates from February 1869. Siegfried was

finished by the autumn and work commenced upon The Twilight

of the Gods, which, so far as the actual composition was concerned,

was finished in February 1872, though the orchestration was not

completed until November 1874.

Meanwhile, despairing of ever seeing the titanic work on the

stage, Wagner had issued the poem to the general public in 1863,

with a preface in which he expressed the hope that a German

prince might some day be found who would be at once powerful

enough and enlightened enough to realise this dream of the

poet-musician.

A year after that, in May 1864, Wagner found his deliverer in

the young King Ludwig of Bavaria. The association with the

King, however, was not without its annoyances for Wagner.

Ludwig's impatience to hear each of Wagner's new works was so

great that he could not wait until the gigantic scheme of The Ring
was completed and a special theatre had been built for the work;

and, very much against Wagner's will, The Rhinegold was per-

formed at Munich on the 22nd September, 1869, and The Valkyrie
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on the 26th June, 1870. The other two operas of The Ring did not

see the light until August 1876, when the whole work was per-

formed for the first time at Bayreuth under Hans Richter.

It is impossible, in the space at our disposal here, to go into

details with regard to the various sources from which Wagner
derived his material, or to show how he altered and condensed the

various sagas; but the reader who wishes to pursue the subject

further may profitably read The Fall of the Nibelung, done into

English by Margaret Armour, The Volsunga Saga, translated by
William Morris and E. Magnusson, and William Morris's epic

poem Sigurd the Volsung.

The central motive of the drama as Wagner has conceived it is

Wotan's love for power. To consolidate his power he has had a great

castle, Valhalla, built for him by the giants. For the ultimate pay-

ment of the giants' wage he has trusted more or less to luck. When
the time arrives for payment it comes about, in ways that

will be described in the following analysis, that he has to satisfy

them with gold stolen from the Rhinemaidens by Alberich, upon

which, when it was taken from him in turn by Wotan, Alberich

has laid a curse. From the gold Alberich has had made for him-

self a ring that confers on its possessor power over the world;

and this ring passes into the possession of one of the giants,

Fafner.

Wotan's problem, during the three later evenings of The Ring,

is to ensure that the ring will come into the possession of someone

who will not use it, as Alberich would were he to regain possession

of it, for the destruction of the gods. The devious ways by which

this is brought about are best told by a straightforward account

of The Ring as it is set upon the stage in four consecutive evenings.

The Prelude to The Rhinegold is of an originality that must have

staggered people who heard it for the first time in 1869. It consists

of nothing else but a persistent sounding, for 136 bars, of the tonal-

ity of E flat. It is meant to suggest the Rhine; and the idea is first

of all of a sort of ground-swell, then of heavy waves, then of lighter

and still lighter waves. First the double basses give out a deep-down
and long-held E flat, over which, later, the bassoons impose a B
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flat. Later still the horns give out softly over this open fifth the

following theme:

Jir
r
rr'rrr '

r

The movement of the waters seems to become gradually more

rapid, and No. i becomes metamorphosed into what, in the later

scenes of the work, does duty as the typical Rhine motive:

"V

The sense of irresistible motion goes on increasing as the theme

is still further altered rhythmically and taken up into higher and

higher registers of the orchestras.

At about the i3oth bar the curtain rises, showing us the bottom

of the Rhine. In the upper part of the scene the river seems to be

flowing restlessly, while towards the bottom, for a space about

the height of a man above the stage, its waters resolve themselves

into a mist. Craggy rocks jut up everywhere. A greenish twilight,

lighter above than below, reigns in the water. When the curtain

rises a Rhinemaiden, Woglinde, is seen swimming gracefully round

a rock in the centre of the stage, the pointed summit of which is
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visible in the lighter part of the river. When she begins to sing,

the music modulates for the first time; and the sudden change to

the key of A flat after 136 bars of E flat is electrifying

<*> ^
Wei - a wa - ga Wo-ge, du Wei -

le,
Wanderye wa-ters,

r r r IE r r
zur Wie-re Wa-ea-la

r m
wal-le zur Wie -

ge
1

Wa-ga-la wei - a'
* me and Iall me'

A,
f

'

Jj r
Wai- la-la, wei - a -

la, wei - a!_

Woglinde is joined by her sister Wellgunde, and to the pair of

them comes a little later the third of their number, Flosshilde The

three tease and chase each other in sport, darting like fish from

rock to rock, laughing merrily, though they are conscious of a little

naughtiness in not attending more closely to their appointed task

that of guarding the gold.

Meanwhile, from a dark chasm below, Alberich, a hairy and un-

couth gnome, has emerged. He clambers up to a rock, pauses, and,

still hardly visible to the audience, watches with great delight the

play of the Rhinemaidens, whom he accosts in accents as uncouth

as his appearance and his movements. When the Rhinemaidens see

him they are horrified at his ugliness, and think it wise to guard

the gold against a possible foe. Recovering a little from their first

fears, however, they coquettishly invite him to come higher, which

he does by clambering, though with frequent fallings back and

much spluttering, to the top of the rock.

He tries to embrace one or other of the maidens, but all elude

him gracefully and mock him. Changing their tone, they lure him

on further by means of pretended cajolements, and then, when he

believes that his happiness is on the point of being completed by

one of them, they break away from him again with mocking laugh-
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ter. It is in vain that he pursues them; in spite of his uncanny agil-

ity he is no match for these nimble swimmers. At last, losing his

temper, he pauses breathless, foaming with rage, and shakes his

clenched fist up at the maidens

But just then a curious spectacle arrests his attention. Upon
the waters there comes an ever-increasing glow, which gradually

concentrates on the peak of the central rock till it becomes a blind-

ing golden gleam, that in turn sheds a golden radiance over the sur-

rounding waters. It is the gold waking from its sleep; and the Gold

motive is given out by the horns:

(4) Horns

:

The maidens greet the lovely sight in rapture:

6> _.

j r

Rhine-gold! Lench-ten-de Lust, Wie
J)azz-lingde- light, Thou

t f f r
lachst du so hell und hehr!

laugh-est so brightandbrave!

Their trio ended, the maidens swim round the rock in delight, and

in reply to Alberich's questions they tell him of this marvellous

eye
"
that wakes and sleeps in the depths, and fills the waves with

its light." To the amorous gnome the gold, of the properties of

which he knows nothing, seems a poor thing in comparison with

the love of the maidens; but they explain to him that
"
the world's

wealth would be won by the master who from the Rhinegold fash-

ioned the Ring that measureless might would confer
" and the

wood-wind of the orchestra give out softly the typical Ring mo-

tive:
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The maidens' father, it seems, has ordered them to guard the

gold carefully, so that no robber should ravish it from them. One

alone, they continue, can shape the gold to a ring one who has

forsworn love:

(7)

Nur wer der Mm - ne Macht ver-

He who the power of love for-

fei
- sagt, nur wer der Lie - be Lust ver-jagt,

8wears,from all de -
lights oflove for-bears,

The gold is safe then, says Wellgunde,
"
for all that liveth loveth;

no one will forfeit love's rapture."
" And least of all," adds Wog-

linde,
"

this languishing imp, with love's desire ravaged and

racked'
"

But the sight of the gold and the talk of the maidens have

wrought a change in Alberich. Since his love is scorned, and with

the gold he can win the mastery of the world, he will forswear

love and choose power. Springing furiously over the rocks he

clambers up to the central one, the maidens scattering in terror

before him. With a final spring he attains the summit of the rock,

stretches his hand out towards the gold, and cries,
" Your light,

lo, I put out
;
I wrench from the rock the gold, forge me the Ring

of revenge; for hear me, ye floods; Love now curse I for ever!
"

With terrible force he tears the gold from the rock and plunges
with it into the depths, where he disappears.

With the passing of the gold, thick darkness suddenly descends

on the scene. The distracted maidens dive below after the robber,

and the waters seem to fall with them into the depths below. From
the lowest depths Alberich's shrill and mocking laughter is heard.
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The rocks disappear in the darkness, and the whole stage appears
to fill with billowing black water. Gradually the waves change into

clouds, which in turn disperse in a fine mist as an increasingly

strong light seems to pierce them from behind.

The orchestra makes play with various themes, especially the

characteristic cry of the Rhinemaidens (the first bar of No. 5),

the motive of Renunciation of Love (No. 7), and the motive of the

Ring ,
and when the mist has entirely lifted away we see an open

space on a mountain height.

At one side, on a flowery bank, lies the supreme god Wotan,
with his wife Fricka by him; both are asleep. The light of the

dawning day increases, and on the top of a cliff in the background
there appears a magnificent castle with glittering battlements. Be-

tween this and the foreground is a deep valley, through which the

Rhine is supposed to flow.

For a time neither of the sleeping figures stirs, while from the

brass of the orchestra there wells up the noble motive of Valhalla:

At last Fricka awakes; her eyes fall on the castle, and with a
startled movement she calls upon Wotan to awaken also. Wotan,
still dreaming, muses upon the security of his mighty castle, and
of the

u
measureless might

"
that is now to be his. WT

hen fully

awake he raises himself slightly and hails the castle,
"
the everlast-

ing work
"
that is at last ended, the

"
stately fortress, peerless and

proud."

Fricka, however, cannot share his satisfaction; what delights
him fills her with dread. The fort, it is true, is his, thanks to the

labour of the giants; but what of Freia, the goddess of youth and

beauty who has been given to the giants in pledge of payment
for their work? The mention of the agreement between Wotan and
the giants is accompanied in the lower strings of the orchestra by
the Treaty motive:
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Wotan carelessly brushes Fricka 's fears aside; the work has

been done, and as for the price, let her have no fear about that.

Woman-like, she breaks out into reproaches of him for having,

behind her back, pledged her radiant sister Freia for the payment,
but Wotan tranquilly asks her whether the castle was not as much

her wish as his. True, rejoins Fricka; but she makes clear her own

motive for having desired the castle. Distressed at her husband's

many wanderings from home, she had thought to keep him by her

side by means of this magnificent toy. She finds, however, that

his own idea in building the castle had merely been to win

security while he could work out his plans for overlordship of

the world.

The dialogue between the pair runs very much on the lines that,

judging by his letters, the conversations between Wagner and

his wife Minna must frequently have done. Wotan smilingly

claims his right to go
"
ranging and changing

"
through the earth,

while Fricka reproaches him with scorning
"
love and a woman's

worth "
in order to satisfy his lust for power. Wotan pleads that

so far from despising women, rather does he honour them more

than Fricka likes; and he reminds her how, when he was wooing

her, he left an eye in forfeit an incident that accounts for Wotan

always appearing on the stage with a lock of hair covering one of

his eyes. He assures Fricka that he has no intention of letting

Freia be lost to them; and just at that moment Freia herself enters,

as if in hasty flight, crying,
"
Help me, sister! Shelter me,

brother!
"

The giants, Fasolt and Fafner, it seems, are coming over the

mountains to claim her. Wotan calmly brushes their threat aside;

his faith is in Loge. Fricka reproaches him passionately for putting

his trust in that trickster (Loge is the elusive god of fire) ;
but

Wotan tells her that, while he can rely upon his own strength

where strength alone is needed, Loge's arts are useful to him where

craft and deceit are necessary. It was under Loge's advice that



THERHINEGOLD 167

Wotan promised Freia to the giants; and he still has faith that

when the crisis comes Loge will help him out of his difficulty.

Freia, to the accompaniment of the motive that was heard in the

orchestra when she entered:

cries urgently to her absent brothers to help her to Donner,

the god of thunder, and his brother Froh. Despairingly Fricka tells

her that all have abandoned her, and a lumpish, plodding theme

in the orchestra, the rhythm of which is strongly marked by the

kettledrums, announces the coming of the giants*

molto pesante

JST

T iM
They are men of gigantic stature, clothed in rough animal skins,

and carrying strong staves.

Pointing to the castle, Fasolt, who is the more amiable of the

two, reminds Wotan that the fortress has been completed, and

demands the promised wage. Wotan affects to be ignorant of the

terms of the compact, but the Treaty motive in the orchestra re-

minds us of the solemnity of his pledged word. Fasolt recalls to

him that the price was Freia, whose beauty and eternal youth

have touched a tender spot in the heart of the susceptible giant.

Wotan quickly and roughly tells them they must be mad to dream

of such a thing: let them ask some other payment; Freia he will

not grant.

For a moment the giants cannot believe their ears; can it be

that the great god Wotan thinks so little as this of his pledged

word, that the runes of solemn compact graven upon the shaft of
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his spear are, so to speak, only a scrap of paper? Very earnestly,

and with a good deal of dignity, Fasolt reminds the god that what

he is he is only by treaties;
"
in form set forth, well defined is thy

might." He is as wise as they, the lumbering giants, are foolish;

but a curse will be upon all his wisdom, and peace will be no more

on earth, if Wotan does not honour the bond he has made
Once more Wotan pretends that the thought of giving Freia

to louts such as they never seriously entered his mind, and once

more Fasolt earnestly reproaches him for this breach of his word.

Fasolt is of a somewhat softer type than his brother, who now

breaks in roughly. For Freia herself he cares little, but it were

well, he thinks, to take the maid away, because, deprived of the

golden apples that grow in her garden, which she alone can tend

the apples that confer on her kindred youth everlasting the

gods will be under a blight; sick and old and weak, they will waste

away. As Fafner speaks, the lovely theme of Freia as the Giver of

Youth is intoned by the horns:

3

The atmosphere now grows tense. Muttering anxiously,
"
Loge

tarries long'
" Wotan asks the giants to accept another reward,

but they refuse, and make as if to seize upon Freia. Donner and

Froh enter at this moment; Froh clasps Freia in his arms, while

Donner, the god of thunder, placing himself in front of the giants,

threatens them with his huge hammer.

The Treaty motive is heard once more in the orchestra as

Wotan, stretching out his spear between the disputants, reminds

them that what is written upon it is written
; force, therefore, can-

not avail. Freia gives a despairing cry of
" Woe's me* Woe's me!

Wotan forsakes me! "
Wotan, who has turned away in perplexity,

sees Loge coming, and in the orchestra we hear the elusive,

flickering themes associated with that god:

ttt) .

*F roF J- m f if
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The last of these is the motive always associated with Loge's

Fire Magic. Loge now climbs up from the valley at the back; he

is in flame-coloured garb, and both his hair and his ceaseless ges-

tures suggest the flickering of flames. He tells them how, after the

building of the castle, while others were dreaming of the joys of

house and hearth, he, true to his nature, went wandering over the

earth.

Wotan puts a check on his garrulity; he reminds him that he i6

disliked by the gods, and that Wotan is his only friend, for the

others do not trust him. Now he must have counsel from Loge.

When the giants, before they built the fortress, demanded Freia

as quittance, Wotan would never have given his promise had not

Loge pledged his word that when the time came he would extricate

him from his difficulty That he promised to look for some means

by which Freia could be redeemed, Loge admits; but how could he

ever have promised definitely to find
" some sure way out where

no way lies?
"

Fricka turns on him fiercely.
' k

See/' she says to Wotan,
" the

traitorous rogue thou didst trust !
'' u

Loge art thou named, but

liar [Luge] I call thee!
"
says Froh; while the irate Donner, al-

ways inclined to settle differences by physical force, raises his

hammer and threatens to quench Loge's fire. But Wotan steps

between them and orders peace. They do not know, he says,

Loge's wiles; the charier he is with his counsel, the craftier this

always is.

The giants again becoming urgent, Wotan turns sharply to
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Loge and asks him where he has been wandering so long. The

elusive one, commiserating with himself on the ingratitude that

is always his lot, tells them that, like the faithful fellow he is, he

has been wandering unceasingly to all the ends of the earth,

searching for a ransom for Freia that would be acceptable to the

giants It was all in vain, however; "in the whole wide world

nought is so rich that man will value it more than woman's

wondrous delight.
5 '

All show astonishment and perplexity, while

Loge, over a symphonic treatment in the orchestra of a new version

of the Freia motive:

<**>

'f' Y
I

tells them how, wherever life ebbs and flows in the world, in

water, earth, or air, he had asked of all men what they would prize

above woman's love, and had everywhere received the same answer.

One alone had he met with who had forsworn love for gold From

the heart-broken Rhinemaidens he had learned how Alberich the

Nibelung, having tried in vain to win their love, in revenge had

robbed them of the gold, which now he values more than all the

grace of woman. To Wotan the Rhinemaidens have sent a message

by him an appeal to punish the thief and return the gold to the

waters.
"
This to tell thee I promised the maidens," says Loge:

"
his trust has Loge now fulfilled."

Angry and perplexed, Wotan turns to him with a petulant ques-

tion
"
Myself seest thou in need; what help for others have I?

"

But Loge's words have sunk deep into Fasolt and Fafner. Alberich

has always been the enemy of the giants, and now that the

possession of the gold confers such power upon him he will surely

bring some new mischief upon them. What is it, Fafner asks Loge,

that makes the gold so precious in the Nibelung's eyes? Loge

explains that so long as the gold remained sleeping in the waters

it was a mere toy for laughing children; but that if it be fashioned

to a round ring it will confer measureless might on its possessor,

and win him the mastery of the world.
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It is not only the giants who have been stirred by Loge's recital.

The evil latent in the gold, now that it has been wrested from its

primal innocence, begins to act upon the others, each according

to his nature. Wotan reflects upon the power and wealth that may
come from this gold, of which he has already heard rumours.

Fricka thinks that the glittering metal might serve for the adorn-

ment of woman's beauty; and Loge assures her that with it a wife

could secure the fidelity of her husband.

Fricka turns cajolingly to Wotan and softly insinuates her own
desire for the gold; while Wotan, wrapped up in his own dreams,

feels the impulse to win him the Ring. By what art, he asks Loge,

is this Ring to be wrought^ Only by a certain magic rune, replies

Loge, no one knows it, and it can be learned only by him who
forswears love. At this Wotan turns away in ill-humour, to the

sardonic amusement of Loge, who knows the great god's weak-

nesses.
" That does not suit thee!

" he says. In any case Wotan

is now too late. Alberich did not delay; he forswore love, made

himself master of the spell, and has wrought himself the Ring.

All now recognise the danger that threatens the gods, who will

become slaves to the dwarf if the Ring be not wrested from him;

though Wotan's motive is even stronger he wants not merely to

protect the gods but to make himself omnipotent. But how to get

the Ring from Alberich?
"
By theft!

"
says Loge curtly and

harshly
" What a thief stole, steal thou from the thief: could aught

be more simply acquired?
" But Alberich is strong and crafty, and

the utmost guile will be necessary against him before the Ring
can be taken from him and restored to the Rhinemaidens. This

suggestion once more brings out the secret weakness at the heart

of them all; Wotan is not disposed to enter upon the undertaking

for the sake of others, while Fricka, as the protectress of virtue, has

a grudge against the Rhinemaidens, who have wickedly lured many
men to their lair.

A great struggle is going on in Wotan's breast. While he ponders

his problems in silence, and the other gods keep their eyes on him

in mute expectation, Fafner takes Fasolt aside and urges him

to demand the gold rather than Freia. Fasolt's gestures i&dicate
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that he has finally been persuaded, though against his will, and the

giants once more advance towards Wotan. Fafner announces their

decision; they will leave Freia in freedom on condition that Wotan

procures for them the Nibelung's gold.

Wotan protests that he is powerless to give them what is not

his, and a quarrel breaks out, which is ended by the giants taking

Freia away. They will hold her, they say, as a pledge until nightfall ,

then they will return
,
but if the ransom is not ready, no longer will

they parley; Freia is forfeit and shall dwell with them for ever.

The shrieking Freia is dragged away by the giants, and gloom
settles upon the gods.

Soon a pale mist, that gradually grows denser, steals over the

stage; it gives the gods an increasingly wan and aged appearance

Loge taunts them with the change that has come over them
" How sick and wan and withered ye seem! All the bloom has fled

your faces, and dimmed is the light of your eyes! Courage, Froh,

'tis yet but dawn! From thy hand, Donner, now droppest the

hammer? What grief hath Fricka? Is she afflicted for Wotan,

gloomy and grey, grown an old man in a trice ? "

To moving music the gods bewail their weakness, the explana-

tion of which is given them by Loge: Freia has left them; of her

fruit they have not eaten that day the golden apples from her

garden that each day renew their youth. On Loge the deprivation

has no effect; Freia has always been sparing of the fruit to him,

while by nature he is only half a god But for the others, he tells

them, the loss of the goddess is critical; deprived of the apples,

and growing old and haggard, they will become the scorn of the

world, and the race of the gods will cease.

At a reproachful wail from Fricka, Wotan starts up with a

sudden resolution. He bids Loge come with him to Nibelheim,

the abode of the Nibelungs, where he means to win the gold. After

a moment's ironic pretence that he believes it is Wotan's desire

to restore the gold to the Rhinemaidens, Loge asks,
"
Shall we

descend through the Rhine? " * No! "
replies Wotan.

" Then swing

ourselves through the sulphur cleft," says Loge;
"

slip down it

yonder with me! " He goes to the side of the stage and disappears
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in a cleft, from which a sulphurous vapour at once arises. Telling

the others to wait there till the evening, when their departed youth
shall be ransomed with the gold, Wotan descends after Loge into

the cleft. The sulphurous vapour rapidly spreads over the entire

stage, filling it with clouds, and rendering those on the stage

invisible

In many theatres the opera is divided into two acts at this point.

Wagner, however, intended the Rhinegold to be played from

start to finish without a break, the change of scene here being

effected under cover of the thick black clouds into which the vapour
thickens. This cloud gradually changes into a solid rocky chasm

which moves continually upwards, so that the stage appears to be

sinking deeper and deeper into the earth. The music accompanying
this transformation is made up of a variety of motives, including

those associated with Loge, the Renunciation motive (No. 7) in a

new form:

Trombones

f
themes associated with Alberich in the opening scene of the opera,

and the Gold motive (No. 4), all woven into a continuous sym-

phonic tissue.

After a while a dark red glow shines from several quarters in the

distance, and an increasing noise as of smithying is heard on all

sides. At this point a pronounced rhythm:

(18)

begins to dominate the orchestra; this, in the later stages of

The Ring, and especially in Siegfried, is always associated with

the idea of smithying It is hammered out now by eighteen anvils

behind the scene, while in the orchestra it takes the following

more definite melodic shape:
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The music rises to an almost deafening clamour, then subsides

somewhat as the clang of the anvils dies away. We now see a sub-

terranean cavern that stretches farther than the eye can reach, and

appears to open on every side into narrow shafts.

By the power of the gold Alberich has made all the other

Nibelungs subservient to him; they are now working to extract

treasure from the earth and cast it into forms for Alberich 's pleasure

and profit. He is seen dragging one of the tiniest of the Nibelungs,

his brother, Mime, a poor little shrinking dwarf, out of a cleft at

the side of the stage. Mime had been set to do a special piece of

work, and Alberich, with considerable rough usage, is demanding
it from him. The shrinking Mime protests that all has been done

as he has been told, and he implores Alberich not to nip his ears

with his nails so fiercely. Releasing him* Alberich demands to be

shown the work.

Mime asks for a little more time, in case something may be

lacking in the work
;
but the suspicious Alberich making to catch

him by the ear again, Mime in terror lets fall a piece of metal work

which he had been convulsively clutching in his hand. Alberich

picks it up and examines it closely. In the orchestra we hear, in the

muted horns, one of the most curiously expressive motives in the

whole of The Ring:

jop throughout

i
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This is the motive of the Tarnhelm, a metal network that, worn on

the head, confers invisibility on its wearer. When we first hear the

theme, which is at the moment Mime drops the object and Alberich

picks it up, it appears in a fragmentary form only; our quotation

shows it in its full form as it appears shortly afterwards and in

the later stages of The Ring.

The motive is one of the most remarkable of Wagner's inven-

tions; the hollowness of the harmonies, the slight strangeness in the

modulations, and the mysterious colouring all combine to give

it an extraordinary suggestiveness.

When Alberich examines the work he finds that everything is as

he ordered, and he turns roughly on Mime, who, as he guesses, has

been trying to keep the magic headdress for himself. Alberich puts

the Tarnhelm on his head and at once disappears, only a column

of vapour being visible where he had been standing ,
and the or-

chestra now gives out, for the first time, the Tarnhelm motive

in full.

From the middle of the vapour comes Alberich's voice asking

Mime if he can see him now. Mime looks round him in astonish-

ment and says,
" Where art thou? I see thee no more." " Then feel

me, thou idle rogue! Take that for thy thievish thoughts!
"
says

the invisible Alberich, and we see Mime writhing under the blows

he receives from a scourge, the strokes of which are audible, though

the scourge itself cannot be seen.

Mime howls with pain, and Alberich laughs loudly and harshly.

Then, in a vehement tirade, he gloats over the race of the Nibe-

lungs, who will now have to bow the knee to him, for everywhere

he can secretly spy on them: " Rest and peace he will refuse you;

still must ye serve him, though he be unseen; where ye least shall

perceive him, trembling expect him! Thralls to him are ye for
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ever! Hoho 1 Hoho! Hear him, he nears: the Nibelungs' lord!
"

The servitude of the Nibelungs is symbolised by a descending

figure:

(si) _

that is used in different forms throughout the work; it has already

been associated with Alberich in various ways, and the basis of it

will be seen in the motive of the Renunciation of Love.

The column of vapour now disappears towards the back of the

stage, carrying with it, we are to understand, Alfaerich, whose

roaring and scolding are heard receding into the distance. Evi-

dently he is driving with blows the Nibelungs before him, and

their howls and shrieks are also heard dying away until they

become inaudible. Mime, left alone upon the stage, has cowered

down in pain. In the distance we hear the Smithying motive

suggesting that the enslaved Nibelungs are at work again com-

bined with the motive of Servitude (No. 21).

Wotan and Loge now descend from a cleft.
" This is Nibelheim,"

says Loge. Mime soon attracts their attention by a succession of

pitiful howls, and Loge, who knows him, asks the dwarf what it is

that
"
pricks and pinches him so

" Mime bewails his hard lot,

while the orchestra gives out a curious theme known as the Reflec-

tion motive:

(f!) Bassoons

g I>J I p Ijfe If!**
^

This is always used in the later stages of the work when Mime is

pondering upon or speaking about his difficult problems, and we

are probably intended to understand here that he is already

thinking how he can free himself of his servitude to Alberich.

Sometimes the motive is suggested by the use of merely two of

the chords. He has a cruel brother, he tells the gods, who has made

him his bondsman; from the ravished Rhinegold Alberich has



THE RHINEGOLD 177

forged a Ring, by the power of which he has made himself master

of the rest of his race.

To the rhythm of the Smithying motive, poor Mime, in a quite

charming lyrical passage, tells the gods how happy the Nibelungs

once were, working in their freedom, making gay little trinkets

for the adornment of their women, and laughing lightly at their

toil
,
but now Alberich compels them to creep into caverns and to

work without ceasing for him alone. By the help of the Ring he

can descry treasure concealed in the clefts; and then the others

have to dig it out and melt it and fashion it into bars for Alberich

to heap upon his hoard. Lately he had given Mime instructions

to make him a helm.

Mime's mother-wit had perceived the power that lay in the

work, and he had tried to keep the helm for himself, hoping thus to

escape from Alberich 's domination even, perhaps, to overthrow

the tyrant, to take from him the Ring, and make himself master.

But alas, he goes on to tell Loge, though he could make the helm,

he could not find the magic formula that gave it its power! Alberich

alone knew this, and having taken possession of the helm and

murmured the spell, he had vanished, and, invisible, laid his

scourge upon poor Mime's back. Howling and sobbing he cries,
* 4 Such thanks for my toil, poor fool, I won! " He rubs his back

ruefully, and the gods laugh. Perplexed by this, Mime observes

them more attentively, and asks who they are.
"
Friends of thine,"

says Loge,
" who will free the Nibelung folk from their need."

The Smithying motive reappears in the orchestra, combined

with the theme of Servitude, and Mime, hearing Alberich approach-

ing, shrinks back in terror. Wotan quietly seats himself on a stone,

saying,
"
We'll wait for him here!

" and Loge leans by his side.

A crowd of Nibelungs rushes in from the cave below, driven by

Alberich, who has removed the Tarnhelm from his head and hung
it on his girdle.

The dwarfs are laden with gold and silver work, which, under

the incessant goading of Alberich, they pile up in a hoard. He is

still cursing and threatening them when he suddenly perceives

Wotan and Loge. His suspicions aroused, he drives Mime away



STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

with his whip into the crowd of Nibelungs, and bids them all, if they

would escape a flogging, delve into the new-made shaft and bring

him the gold. Drawing the Ring from his fingers he kisses it and

stretches it out threateningly:
" Tremble in terror, downtrodden

hosts! Quick, obey the Ring's great lord!
"
Howling and shrieking,

the Nibelungs, with Mime among them, separate and run in all

directions down into the shafts.

Alberich now turns a long and suspicious glance on Wotan and

Loge, and asks them what they are doing there. In tranquil tones

Wotan tells him that strange tidings have reached his ears of the

wonders worked by Alberich in Nibelheim; and he and his com-

panion have come down into the earth in the hope of seeing some

of these wonders with their own eyes.

The gnome sneers at this pretence, but Loge reproachfully asks

him if he does not know him
;
who is it, when he cowered in sunless

caves, who gave him light and comfort in fire? What use would

all his forging have been did Loge not light his forge fire?

But Alberich is not to be cajoled. He does not trust the shifty

Loge, and, strong in the possession of the Ring, he defies the new-

comers. Enormous treasures, he tells them, he has already amassed,

and every day shall bring an increase of it. With this treasure he

will win the world; even the gods, lapped in zephyrs there aloft,

who spend their lives in laughter and love, shall one day
bow to his will. He himself has forsworn love, and all

who live shall be made to forswear it. The gods, on their radiant

heights, despise the black elves who live in the bowels of the

earth; but let them beware, for this gold shall be their undoing!
"
First ye men shall bow to my might, then your winsome women,

who my wooing despised, shall sate the lust of the dwarf, though
love they deny!

"
Laughing venomously, he warns the gods of the

coming day when the hosts of night shall rise from the depths and

destroy them.

Wotan turns on him in anger and disgust, but the crafty Loge,

stepping between them, adopts his oiliest diplomatic tone. Who
could fail to admire, he asks, the wonderful work of Alberich? If

he can do all he says he can, he will indeed be the mightiest of all on
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earth. When he holds aloft his Ring, it seems, the Nibelung hosts

must cower before him But what of when he is alseep? Suppose
someone were then to steal the Ring from his hand?

Alberich falls into the trap; his vanity is aroused at this doubt of

his cunning. He tells them of the magic properties of the Tarnhelm,
under whose protection, made invisible, he can sleep in safety.

Loge professes to be lost in admiration of his wisdom, but artfully

insinuates another trifling doubt; how can they be sure that the

Tarnhelm is all that Alberich claims it to be, unless he proves it?

The raging Alberich demands a test; into what shape shall he turn

himself?
"
Into any shape thou wilt," replies Loge,

"
so that thou

make me dumb with amazement."

The mysterious Tarnhelm motive is given out by the orchestra;

Alberich puts on the Tarnhelm, murmurs the spell, instantly

disappears, and in his place a huge serpent is seen writhing on the

ground and stretching out its open jaws towards Wotan and Loge.

The Dragon theme, that is of importance later, is given to the

tubas:

j j
J.

Wotan gives a deep-chested laugh, while Loge pretends to be

seized with terror.

The serpent vanishes, and in its place Alberich reappears in his

proper form. Do the wise ones believe him now? he asks. Loge,

putting on a quaking voice, declares that his trembling sufficiently

attests the truth of the demonstration. Alberich has certainly

managed to transform himself into a big serpent; but can he also
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turn himself into something correspondingly small, for surely, if

danger should threaten, it would be an advantage to be small

enough to creep anywhere into hiding?

The vainglorious Alberich laughs at Loge's incredulity. How
small would Loge like him to make himself?

" That the smallest

crevice might hold thee where hides a toad in its fright," replies

Loge.
" Pah! Nothing simpler!

"
says Alberich, and once more

donning the Tarnhelm and murmuring the spell he disappears,

and the gods perceive a toad on the rocks, crawling towards them.
"
Quick! Seize it!

"
cries Loge. Wotan places his foot on the toad,

while Loge takes it by the head and seizes the Tarnhelm. In a

moment Alberich becomes visible in his own form, writhing under

the foot of Wotan. Loge binds him hand and foot with a rope,

and in spite of his violent struggles the -gods drag him to the shaft

by which they came down. There they disappear ,
the scene changes

as before, but in the reverse direction. There is an orchestral inter-

lude, made up of motives with which we are by now familiar, and

after a time we see Wotan and Loge come up out of the shaft,

dragging Alberich with them bound.

The next scene takes place on the mountain height, as in Scene

II, though at present a pale mist hangs over the stage. Loge, bidding

Alberich seat himself, dances round him, snaps his fingers at him,

and asks him ironically which corner of all the world that belongs

to him he will graciously grant to Loge for his stall Alberich

bursts out into bitter revilings of the gods and self-reproaches for

his own credulous blindness, but their only reply is that they will

set him free when ransom has been paid in the form of the hoard

Alberich curses them once more, but mutters to himself that

if only he can retain the Ring he will soon be able to gain as much
wealth for himself as before, and the lesson will have been well

worth what he has lost. He consents to give up the hoard, and

Loge unties the rope from his right hand. Alberich puts the Ring
to his lips, murmurs a secret command, and from the cleft the

Nibelungs ascend, laden with treasure, which they pile up in a

heap. Raging at the disgrace of thus appearing bound before his

vassals, Alberich storms at them in the old way, and when their
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work has been done dismisses them with an imperious gesture. He
kisses the Ring and stretches it out commandingly, and as the

Nibelungs disperse in terror the orchestra lets loose a tornado of

tone that is more eloquent of Alberich's fury than any mere speech

could be.

Now, he presumes, he can depart, and take his helm with him.

Loge, however, throws the Tarnhelm also on the hoard, claiming

it as part of the ransom. Once more Alberich reflects that he who
made the first Tarnhelm for him can make him another and again

he asks if he may now depart. But Wotan claims also the Ring
on his finger. In vain the horrified gnome pleads that this shall be

left to him, Wotan, adopting a high moral tone, reviles him for the

theft by which he came into possession of the Rhinegold, and in

spite of the protests of the frenzied Nibelung he seizes him and

violently tears the Ring from his finger. Alberich gives a horrible

shriek. Wotan, after contemplating the Ring, puts it on his own

finger and says,
" Tis mine now, the spell of might, that makes

me lord of the world!
"

Loge, having untied the remainder of

Alberich's bonds, orders him to
"

slip away home."

Alberich, insane with fury, raises himself and laughs wildly,

while the orchestra gives out the syncopated theme that is hence-

forth to be associated with his resolve to bring about the Annihila-

tion of the Gods:

Then comes the most significant moment of the drama as it has

so far shaped itself. Alberich lays his curse upon the Ring:

..

f Fir
WiedurchFluch er mir ge-net, ver-

As by curse came it to me, ac-
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" As it gave me measureless might, let each who holds it die, slain

by its spell! To none on earth joy shall it give, in its radiant lustre

shall none delight! Care shall consume its wretched possessor, and

envy gnaw him who owneth it not! Each shall lust after its de-

lights, yet none shall know pleasure who winneth it! To its lord

no gain shall it bring, yet shall murder follow it close! His doom
ever knowing, racked shall his soul be with fear: while life shall

last, daily wasting away, the Ring's great lord to the Ring shall

be a slave, till once more to my hand the ravished treasure re-

turneth. So, moved by the direst need, the Nibelung blesseth his

Ring!
" He vanishes quickly in the cleft, while the orchestra

thunders out the threatening Servitude motive (No. 21).

The thick vapour in the foreground gradually clears away,
and from now onwards the stage slowly becomes lighter. Loge
makes an ironical comment on the fury of the departed Alberich;

Wotan, lost in contemplation of the Ring on his finger, dreaming
of the power it is to confer on him, makes no reply. In the clearer

foreground light the aspect of the gods regains its former fresh-

ness. In the background, however, the veil of mist still lingers, so

that the castle in the distance remains for the present invisible.

Donner, Froh, and Fricka enter, followed a little later by Fasolt

and Fafner, leading Freia between them. Fricka runs joyfully to

her sister and hails her with loving words, but Fasolt wards her off.

A victim to the charm of Freia, he has been reluctant to bring her

back; but the word of the giants had been given, and now they
have come to claim the price of Freia. Wotan points to the hoard

that is to be Freia's ransom. Fasolt, still grieving over the loss of

Freia, stipulates that if he is to forget her beauty the treasure must

be heaped so high that it will hide her loveliness completely from

his sight.

Wotan consents to this, and Freia is placed by the giants in the

middle of the stage. They thrust their staves into the ground on
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each side of her, thus measuring her height and breadth, and Loge
and Froh heap up the treasure between the poles. The covetous

Fafner, peering closely into the mass, finds various crevices which

he insists on being stopped Wotan and Fricka are filled with

shame at the spectacle, while Donner, as usual, would resort to

violence, Wotan, however, restrains him Fafner, surveying the

hoard closely once more, protests that he is dazzled by the gleam of

Freia's hair, and insists on the Tarnhelm being thrown on the

heap At a word from Wotan, Loge lets the Tarnhelm go, and asks

the giants if now they are contented

But the lovelorn Fasolt, taking a last look at the fair one, catches

a radiant glance from her eye, and declares that he cannot part

from her. This last crevice too has to be filled up, and

Fafner, catching sight of the Ring on Wotan's finger, insists

on that being used for the purpose. After a wild protest, Wotan

refuses, and the angry Fasolt pulls Freia out from behind the pile

and is about to hurry away with her, but is restrained by Fafner.

Wotan, sore and angry, has turned aside, and the stage has again

become dark Now, from a rocky crevice at the side, a bluish light

breaks forth, in which Erda, the goddess of the earth and wisdom,

suddenly becomes visible, rising from the ground to half her

height, and in the orchestra we hear the solemn Erda motive:

y*mj :

In grave accents Erda warns Wotan to give up the Ring and

avoid the curse
"
All that exists endeth' A day of gloom dawns

for the gods, I charge thee, give up the Ring'
"
She sings down

slowly and disappears, and the bluish light dies out The troubled

Wotan, anxious for further knowledge, tries to follow her into

the cleft, but he is held back by Froh and Fricka

Wotan now comes to a sudden resolution. Turning to the giants,

and brandishing his spear in token of a bold decision, he throws

the Ring on the hoard. The giants release Freia, who hastens joy-

fully to the gods, who caress her each in turn with the greatest
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joy. Fafner meanwhile has spread out an enormous sack, into

which he prepares to pack the hoard. Fasolt interrupts him, claim-

ing measure for measure, but is roughly repulsed by Fafner, who
reminds him that it was more on Freia than on the gold that his

doting eyes were set, so that it is only right that Fafner should

retain the greater part of the treasure for himself.

A violent quarrel breaks out between the clumsy pair, from

which Wotan turns away in contempt and disgust Loge whispers

to Fasolt the advice to let his brother have what he will, but to

make sure of the Ring. A struggle for the Ring ensues, Fasolt

wrests it for a moment from Fafner, but his brother fells him to the

ground with one blow and wrenches the Ring from the dying
man's hand: " Now glut thee with Freia 's glance/' he says,

"
for

the Ring see'st thou no more! "
Fafner-puts the Ring in the sack

and callously goes on finishing his packing of the hoard, while the

horror-struck gods watch him in silence. From the orchestra, in

the loudest tones of the trombones, there rings out the Curse

motive, and we realise that the malediction that Alberich has laid

upon the Ring has already begun its work.

The shattered Wotan would descend to the earth to take counsel

of Erda, but Fricka, caressing him, tries to turn his thoughts into

more cheerful channels by pointing out to him the fort that awaits

his occupation The mists in the background lie like a load on Don-

ner's brow He ascends a high rock, swings his hammer
x
and the

clouds gather round him more quickly; in time he disappears

completely within them:

This marks the commencement of the episode often given in the

concert room under the title of
" The Entry of the Gods into Val-

halla." After a time Donner's hammer-stroke is heard on the

rock; a vivid flash of lightning shoots out of the cloud, followed

by a tremendous clap of thunder; then the clouds suddenly dis-
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perse, Donner and Froh become visible once more, and from their

feet there stretches, across the valley to the castle, a rainbow

bridge of blinding radiance; the castle itself gleams nobly in the

rays of the setting sun. Meanwhile Fafner has left the stage,

dragging after him the sack and Fasolt's body.

The gods are lost in admiration of the glorious spectacle now

afforded by the rainbow bridge and the castle, and Wotan hails

the fort in a magnificent apostrophe, giving it the name of Valhalla.

As he speaks of the security that the fort will afford him a new

motive, that of the Sword, peals out in the trumpet:

This motive, especially in connection with Siegmund and Siegfried,

becomes of great importance in the later stages of The Ring But

as yet, of course, there has been no mention, and indeed no

thought, of either the Sword or any of the persons to be associated

with it, or of the means by which, through the Sword, the deliver-

ance of the gods is ultimately to be worked These considerations

seem to have occurred to Wagner, and during one of The Rhinegold

rehearsals at Bayreuth in 1876 he laid it down that a sword from

the treasure-heap should be left on the stage by Fafner, and that

Wotan should pick this up and point it solemnly towards the castle.

Fricka asks the meaning of the title of Valhalla given to the

castle, and Wotan gives her the somewhat enigmatic answer,

"What strength against my fears my spirit has found, when

victory is mine, will make the meaning clear." Taking Fricka by

the hand he walks slowly towards the bridge, followed by Froh,

Freia, and Donner
, Loge remains in the foreground and gazes after

them, saying ominously,
"
They are hastening to their end, though

they deem themselves strong and enduring
" For his part, he will

transform himself once more into flickering fire and go wandering

over the earth,
" rather than blindly end with the blind, even

were they of gods the most godlike!
" He carelessly saunters after
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the gods, while from below, invisible in the depths of the valley,

the three Rhinemaidens, in a ravishing trio:

wie lau - ter und hell

Sow pure and how bright

leuch - te-test hold

once
du UBS 1

on us!

lament the loss of the gold.

Loge gives them a derisive answer, and as the gods laugh and

cross the rainbow bridge the trio breaks forth afresh:
u Rhine-

gold! Guileless gold* Oh would that again in the waters thy gleam

might shine! Tender and true it is only in the waters: false and

base are those who revel above!
'' From the orchestra surges up

the noble Valhalla theme (No. 8), followed by one that has been

associated with the rainbow; and while the gods are still crossing

the bridge to the castle, the curtain falls.

It need hardly be said that this crossing of the valley by means
of the rainbow bridge presents difficulties of staging that few

theatres can overcome.

Wagner regarded The Ring as a musical drama not in four parts

but in three, The Rhtnegold being described by him as a "
Fore-

Evening." It resembles, indeed, in some ways the first or
"
exposi-

tion
"
section of a great symphony: the main motives, psycholog-

ical and musical, are here set forth, to be worked out in detail in

the later movements, blended, contrasted, and at last brought

triumphantly to their logical conclusion.
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AT the end of our analysis of The Rhtnegold we saw the gods

entering into Valhalla, greatly troubled The Ring has passed

out of the hands of Wotan into those of Fafner. The giant himself

is too stupid to realise the terrible uses to which the Ring might
be put ;

all his dull brain has been capable of, indeed, is to make him

change himself, by means of the Tarnhelm, into a dragon, and in

this form to retire into a cave where he slumbers upon his gold.

But the wily Alberich is always scheming and lying in wait, and

Wotan knows that if the Ring falls again into his hands he will

use it to destroy the gods. The problem for Wotan, then, is to get

the Ring into his possession once more. But he sees now that he

must do this neither by craft nor by violence, for he is the god
of those treaties and that truth without which the world cannot

hold together.

The present trouble has come upon the gods through his forget-

fulness of the runes engraved upon his own spear, and his breach of

faith with the giants, followed by his rape of the Ring, the gold,

and the Tarnhelm from Alberich. If the Ring, then, is to be his

once more, and so made harmless to the gods and the world, it

must be by some means morally above reproach, and without any
direct intervention on his part

The plan he has thought out, in the interval between the Rhine-

gold and the Valkyrie, is to raise up a hero who shall be free of

him, and yet, unconsciously, do his will.

Since The Rhinegold closed, Wotan has had by Erda the

earth goddess of ancient wisdom, whose warning restrained him
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from violent action at the end of the first evening of The Ring
nine daughters, the Valkyries whose function it is to bring to

Valhalla the bodies of slain heroes, who, reanimated, will be a

guard for the threatened gods. The chief of the Valkyries, and

Wotan's favourite among them, is Brynhilde.

Moreover,
"
ranging and changing

"
as is his wont, as he tells

Fricka and us in The Rhinegold, he has had an alliance with a

mortal woman, from which has sprung the race of the Walsungs

(Volsungs). One of these children, Siegmund, Wotan hopes will

prove to be the deliverer of the gods. With Siegmund and his sister

Sieglinde he has lived in the woods as their father Wolfe. Some
time before The Valkyrie opens the home has been raided by an

enemy tribe, and Sieglinde carried off to be the wife of Hunding.
Wolfe disappears, and Siegmund remains alone in the world, with

seemingly everyone's hand against him. The Valkyrie opens at

the point at which Siegmund, exhausted, is fleeing from the latest

enemies who have assailed him. Chance has brought him to the

hut of Hunding.
There is no formal overture, but only a short orchestral prelude

depicting a storm. Against a continually reiterated D in the violins

and violas the 'cellos and basses give out a motive:

suggestive of the steady pelting of heavy rain. The gloomy atmos-

phere is broken here and there by flashes of lightning (sharp,

discordant chords in the wood-wind), while later the tuba thunders

out the theme that, in The Rhinegold, we have seen to be asso-

ciated with Donner as the god of the weather in general, and of

bad weather and thunder in particular:

Tuba f ^
1ci

Jtr
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When the curtain rises we see a room that is built round the stem

of a great ash tree which forms its centre. In the background is

a wide entrance door. In the foreground, on the right, is

the hearth, behind which is a store-room; on the left, towards the

back, there are steps leading to an inner chamber. Also on the

left, but more in the foreground, is a table, behind which is a
broad bench, set into the wall; in front of this are some wooden

stools.

After the curtain has risen, the stage remains empty for a few

moments, and we hear the storm dying down outside. Then the

door is opened from without, and Siegmund enters, evidently ut-

terly exhausted; finding the room empty, he closes the door behind

him, and with a last effort staggers towards the hearth, where

he throws himself down on a bearskin rug, saying,
" Whose hearth

this may be, here must I rest me! " While this has been happening,

the Storm motive has merged imperceptibly into one typical of

Siegmund:

Sieglinde enters from the inner room on the left. Having heard

the door open, she has thought it was her husband returning, her

look changes to one of surprise when she sees a stranger stretched

out on the hearth. He seems to be in a swoon. She comes nearer

and contemplates him, and bends down to see if he is still breathing.

Siegmund, suddenly raising his head, cries out for a draught of

water, which Sieglinde brings him in a drinking-horn, the Sieg-

mund motive being put through some exquisitely tender modula-

tions as she does so. Mingled with the development of this motive

is that of Sieglinde 's Pity:
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As Siegmund, having drunk, hands the horn back to Sieglinde, his

gaze becomes fixed with growing interest on her face, and the

orchestra, in an eloquent and moving theme given out by the

(5)

A

suggests that love has already forged its mysterious link in the

heart of the pair. Siegmund asks who it is that has first assuaged

his thirst and then gladdened his weary eyes, and Sieglinde tells

him that she is the wife of one Hunding, in whose house he now

is. He is their guest, she says, and must take his ease there till the

master returns.

A weaponless and wounded man, Siegmund answers, should be

safe; and he tells her how he has been hunted by his foemen and

bruised by the tempest. To the gentle strains of the Pity motive

in the strings Sieglinde goes to the store-room, whence she emerges

with a horn filled with mead, which she offers to Siegmund He

begs her first to touch it with her lips, which she does; then he takes

a long draught from it, his gaze all the time resting upon her with

increasing ardour, while the orchestra discourses softly but warmly
on the Love motive.

Now that he is refreshed, he tells her, he must fly, for wherever

he goes, ill fate follows. She impulsively calls him back just as his

hand has raised the latch:
" Abide thou here," she says;

" no ill

fate canst thou bring there, where ill fate has made its home ";

and the 'cellos intone the expressive motive of the Walsung's Woe:

(6)
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Looking searchingly into her eyes, which she lowers in sad con-

fusion, he returns to the hearth.
" i Wehwalt '

[which we may ren-

der as
' Woeful '] named I myself; Hunding here will I await."

He stands by the hearth again, and the pair search out each

other's souls with their eyes during a long silence, which is suddenly

broken by a sound that makes Sieglinde start; it is Hunding out-

side, leading his horse to the stable. She runs to the door and opens

it, and Hunding, a huge, sombre, sinister figure, armed with shield

and spear, stalks in to the accompaniment of his representative mo-

tive given out in dark and threatening tones by the tubas:

This motive is one of Wagner's greatest triumphs of characteriza-

tion
;
in two or three bars the whole gloomy, loveless, overbearing

nature of the man is painted.

Hunding turns to Sieglinde with a look of hard enquiry, and

she explains how she found this exhausted man lying by the

hearth, gave him cooling drinks, and treated him as a guest The

surly Hunding takes off his armour and gives it to Sieglinde,

roughly bidding her prepare the evening meal. She hangs the arms

on branches of the ash tree, and then, bringing food and drink

from the store-room, prepares the table for supper. While she is

doing this she cannot help her gaze straying to Siegmund, and
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Hunding, who has been scanning the latter's features keenly, is

struck by their resemblance to those of his wife.

Here the orchestra gives out the Treaty motive (associated

with Wotan) :

(8)

that we have already heard in The Rhinegold.

Hunding conceals his surprise, however, and turning to Sieg-

mund with assumed unconcern asks him how he came thither.

Siegmund cannot tell him; he has been driven by the storm and
his enemies through field and forest, but he knows neither the way
he came nor where he is now. He is in Hunding 's house, the black

giant tells him, and demands his guest's name Sieglinde is now

sitting next to Hunding and opposite to Siegmund, and during the

latter's recital the eyes of the pair are almost constantly on each

other, while Hunding observes them both critically.

Siegmund tells Hunding that he is neither
" Friedmund "

(Peaceful) nor " Frohwalt "
(Joyful), but " Wehwalt "

(Woe-

ful). His father was Wolfe, and with him there came into the

world a twin-born sister, whom he has scarcely known. As a boy he

went hunting and warring with his father, and one day when they
returned from the hunt they found the wolf's nest laid waste, the

stately hall was burnt to ashes, the mother lay dead, and not a

trace of the sister was left; this was the work of the evil Neidings.
Then for years he roamed the woods with his father, the twain for

ever fighting.

One day the Neidings made a furious onslaught on them; Wolfe
and the son scattered the foe like chaff, but the boy became

separated from his father, whom he never saw again, all that

remained of him was a wolf skin that Siegmund found in the

forest. From the orchestra, that gives out in the softest tones the

Valhalla motive that has already appeared in The Rhinegold:

(9) "

m
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we learn that this father was Wotan. In pathetic tones Siegmund

goes on to tell of the loneliness of his life from that time and of

his failure to find love or friendship anywhere;
" whatever I did,

where'er I fared, if friend I sought or woman wooed, still was I held

in suspicion. Ill fate lay on me. Whatever to me seemed right,

others reckoned it ill, what I held to be foul, others counted as

fair. In feuds I fell where'er I dwelt, wrath ever against me I

roused, sought I for gladness, found I but grief; so must I
' Woe-

ful
'

call me, for woe still walks in my wake."

In response to a question from Sieglinde he goes on to tell of his

last affray he had fought in defence of a maiden whom her

kinsmen were trying to force into loveless wedlock; in the end

he had been forced by numbers to fly, wounded and weaponless.

As he ends his melancholy tale, turning on Sieglinde a look full of

sorrowful ardour, the orchestra tells us who he is by giving out the

long and expressive theme of the Walsung race:

Hunding, rising gloomily, speaks darkly of a turbulent race that

he knows, that is at deadly feud with his own; he had come too

late to levy toll for his kinsmen's blood, but returning he finds

his flying foeman in his own house. For that night Siegmund will

have the immunity of a guest, but in the morning he must defend

himself:
" no longer life I allow; for murder toll will I take."

Sieglinde steps anxiously between the two men, but Hunding

harshly orders her away to prepare his night draught and then

wait for him within.
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For a considerable time after this not a word is spoken by any
of the three actors. Sieglinde, after a moment's hesitation and re-

flection, turns slowly towards the store-room, where she again

pauses, seemingly lost in thought. Then, with quiet resolution,

she opens the cupboard, fills a drinking-horn and shakes some

spices into it from a box. She turns again to Siegmund, whose eyes

have never left her, but perceiving that Hunding is watching

them, she moves towards the bed-chamber. On the steps she once

more turns round, bends upon Siegmund a look full of longing,

and with her eyes indicates, explicitly and urgently, a particular

spot in the great ash tree that occupies the centre of the hall.

Hunding, his anger rising at this significant interchange of glances,

starts up and dismisses her with a violent gesture, and with a last

look at Siegmund she goes into the inner room

While she has been looking at the tree, the bass trumpet has

given out softly a theme:

(11)

which we recognise as the Sword motive that has already been

heard in the final scene of The Rhmegold. The harsh, threatening

Hunding theme (No. 7) is heard again as Hunding, taking his

weapons down from the tree, takes leave of Siegmund with a final

threat for the morrow. He goes into the inner chamber, and from

within the bolt is heard to shoot.

Siegmund is left alone. It has become quite dark by now, the

room being lit only by a faint gleam from the hearth Siegmund
sinks on to the couch by the fire and broods in sad silence, with

the Hunding motive pounding threateningly through his tortured

brain; sometimes it is heard as a sinister rhythm alone, in the

kettledrums, sometimes clothed in the gloomy colours of the horns

and brass.

Once more the bass trumpet gives out softly the Sword motive,
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as Siegmund bitterly and despairingly recalls how his father once

promised him that in his direst need he should find a sword. Here,

surely, is the need, he is in a foeman's house, weaponless, held as a

hostage awaiting vengeance! He has seen a woman, winsome and

pure, whose soft enchantment has kindled a flame within him;

but she is held in thrall by the very man who now mocks his

weaponless foe. "Walse' " he cries in anguish to his father,

"Walse! Where is thy sword the trusty sword that in strife

shall serve me, when there shall burst from my breast the rage

that consumes my souP " As he speaks, the expiring fire falls

together, and from the glow that arises from it a light suddenly

strikes on the spot of the tree stem that Sieglinde had indicated

by her glance, and in which the hilt of a buried sword is now vis-

ible. The Sword motive keeps flashing out in the orchestra.

For the moment Siegmund does not grasp the significance of

what he has seen. His thoughts are still running on Sieglinde, and

he wonders if this lingering radiance that he sees can be the parting

look the lovely woman gave him, that has remained clinging to the

tree. The fire on the hearth dies down once more as he muses, and

at last it is extinguished entirely, in the complete darkness the

door at the side opens softly, and Sieglinde, in a white garment,

comes out, moving lightly but rapidly to the hearth.
"
Sleepst

thou, guest?
"
she asks softly, and Siegmund springs up in joyful

surprise.

Hurriedly and with an air of secrecy she tells him that she has

mixed a drug with Hunding's night draught, so that the guest may

escape. She will show him a weapon, if he can make it his own
;
then

would she indeed name him the noblest of heroes, for by the strong-

est alone can the weapon be won; and the orchestra gives us a hint

of a Cry of Victory that will become of importance later:

(12)

Sieglinde proceeds to tell him the story of the weapon. At the

wedding with Hunding into which she was forced, his kinsmen
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were all feasting in this very hall, and she was sitting alone in sad-

ness while they were drinking, when a stranger strode in an old

man garbed in grey, with his hat so low on his brow that one of his

eyes was hidden, though the flash of the other struck fear into all

who saw it She alone, of all there, felt something sweet and solacing,

sad and yearning, in that glance.

In the old man's hand was a sword; this he swung and then

struck deep into the stem of the ash tree, burying the blade up to

the haft. (The Valhalla motive in the orchestra tells us who the

visitor was, while the Sword motive rings out in the trumpet as

Sieglinde describes the burying of the weapon in the tree.) The

sword should be his who had strength to draw it forth. But none

could do this, labour as mightily as they would; there, in silence,

still bides the inviolate sword. Once more the Valhalla theme is

softly intoned by the orchestra as Sieglinde says that then she

knew who he was who had greeted her in her grief, and now she

knows, too, who is he for whom the weapon waits.

The tempo quickens, the Sword motive peals out once more in

the trumpet, and over the Victory theme (No. 12) Sieglinde pours
out the passionate story of her trouble and of her longing for the

coming of the one who should deliver her. Embracing her ardently,

Siegmund tells her that he who now holds her is the friend who
shall win both weapon and wife. For he, like her, has suffered

shame and sorrow, spite and dishonour; and now for him as for her

is to come the joy of vengeance.

As the passion of the music soars to its climax the great door in

the background, opening upon the forest, suddenly flies open.

Sieglinde starts back in alarm and tears herself away from Sieg-

mund with a cry of
" Ha! Who passed? Who entered here? " The

door remains open. It is a glorious spring night, and the full moon,

shining in, enables the pair to see each other now with the utmost

clearness. In gentle ecstasy Siegmund answers her,
" No one

passed, but one has come: see now how Spring smiles in the hall!
"

Into the music, as into the room, has come the gentle radiance

of the moon and the soft pulsation of spring. Siegmund, with ten-

der force, draws Sieglinde towards him on the couch, where she

sits beside him; then he breaks into a song of Love and Spring:
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(18)

TPJ'Tc C F C I

Win - ter-stiir - me wl - chen dem
Win - ter storms have waned in the

Won - ne - mond,
win -some Afayt

in which he describes Spring wandering through wood and meadow,

gladdening everything with his laughing eye, rousing everything

to life with his breath. The seasonal miracle of nature is symbolical

of what has happened to them
;
and the Love motive (No. 5) comes

into its splendid own as Siegmund describes to Sieglinde how the

brother has been led here to free his sister and bride, now made

one with him by Love and Spring.

It is to the strain of the Love motive again that Sieglinde cries

in reply,
" Thou art the Spring, that long I have sighed for through

winter's ice-bound days. My heart greeted thee with the holiest

fear when thy look at first on me lightened. All things seemed

strange to me, friendless all was around me; like things I never

had known, all that ever came near. But thy soul lay bare at once

to me; when my eyes fell on thee, knew I mine own one: what lay

hid in my heart, what I am, clear as the day dawned on my sight,

in resonant tones rang in my ear, when in winter's dreary desert

there came first my friend to me." She hangs in ecstasy on his neck

and gazes closely into his face. The orchestra sweeps up in a

great wave, that at its crest breaks into a new motive that of

Felicity:

(14)

JIT fe-b-UI J'T < I

O su-sses-te Wbn-ne!
sweet-est en-cha,ntment!

Se-lig-stes Weibl
90 man most blest/
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An old, submerged memory stirs dimly at the back of Sieglinde's

mind, and by the employment of the Valhalla motive in the or-

chestra Wagner lets us see what is hidden as yet from her that

what first drew her to Siegmund was the community of their blood.

Sieglinde has seen her own image in the stream, and now she sees

it again in Siegmund ,
in his voice she recognises the echo of her

own voice given back to her by the wood; in his eye she sees the

gleam that the grey guest of old turned on her when he soothed

her sorrowing soul at the wedding feast.

No longer, she says, shall he be " Woeful "
;

"
Joyful

"
she will

call him now. Was Wolfe indeed his father? she asks him. A wolf

indeed he was to fearful foxes, Siegmund replies gaily, but his

name was Walse. Beside herself with ecstasy, Sieglinde names this

Walsung, for whom their father Walse struck the sword in the

stem,
"
Siegmund!

"
Joyously accepting the name, Siegmund

springs towards the ash tree, seizes the hilt of the sword, and,

to a strain that has already appeared in The Rhmegold, where

he knew it as the Renunciation motive:

(15)

cries
"
Holiest Love's most mighty need, passionate longing's

feverish need, brightly burns in my breast, drives to deeds and
death!

" "
Nothung!

"
(Needful) he now names the sword.

ttnng!

* 4

Needful' Needful! So name I thee, sword Needful, masterful

steel! Show me thy sharpness, bare me thy teeth, leap forth

from thy scabbard to me f
" With a mighty effort he plucks the

sword from the tree and shows it to the wondering and enraptured
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Sieglinde; it is the bride-gift of Siegmund the Walsung to the

bride with whom he flies from the foeman's house,
"
forth to the

laughing house of Spring."

Sieglinde, whom he has taken in his arms, tears herself away
fiom him in mad intoxication, and cries,

"
Art thou Siegmund

standing before me? Sieglinde am I, who for thee longed thine own
true sister thou winnest at once with the sword'

" She falls on

his breast with a cry, and the curtain falls to the accompaniment
of a tumultuous outburst of passion in the orchestra, in which the

Sword motive is prominent

It was a curious habit with Wagner, once he had symbolised

something or other in a leading motive, to use that motive again to

represent something that had no more than a merely verbal con-

nection with the thing originally symbolised.

In Parsifal, for example, when the wounded swan comes upon
the scene, Wagner uses the Swan theme from Lohengrin. There

can be no suggestion, of course, that the two swans were the same

bird, the explanation is that having settled in 1846 upon a theme

to represent a particular swan, Wagner, more than thirty years

later, utilised it as descriptive, more or less, of swans in general.

We have another instance of the same curious habit of mind in-

the orchestral prelude to the second act of The Valkyrie. This is a

magnificently fiery piece of music, mainly descriptive of the flight

of Siegmund and Sieglinde from the house of Hundmg. In the

first couple of bars we have a harmonically modified version of the

Sword theme, this recurs again and again in the course of

the prelude.

If the reader will now turn back to our analysis of The Rhinegold,

and look at quotation Xo. 14 (the motive of Freia), he will see,

in the second and third bars, a phrase that, in the earlier opera, is

always associated with Freia
J

s flight, or attempts at flight, from the

giants. In this prelude to the second act of The Valkyrie, Wagner,

having once more a flight to describe, reverts to this figure, which

he works out symphonically. People who have become used to

associating the theme with Freia in The Rhinegold are inclined to

wonder what it is doing here, for of course Freia has nothing to do
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with The Valkyrie. The explanation is that curiously literal bent of

Wagner's mind to which reference has just been made.

Towards the end of the prelude a new and striking theme tears

its way upward in the bass trumpet and trombone:

This is the theme of the wild Valkyries.

The curtain having risen, we see a wild, rocky pass In the back-

ground is a gorge running from below to a high ridge of rocks,

from which the ground falls gradually again to the foreground.

We see Wotan in warlike array, grasping his spear, before him

stands Byrnhilde, in the garb of a Valkyrie, also fully armed Hund-

ing is naturally in pursuit of Siegmund and Sieglinde, and in the

impending fight Wotan intends to take Siegmund's side. He has

summoned Byrnhilde to dispatch her for this purpose to the scene

of the fight. Springing from rock to rock on the heights, Byrn-
hilde utters the half-savage cry that is characteristic of the

Valkyries:

Brynhilde is in a merry mood. Looking down from a high peak
into the gorge at the back she has seen Fricka approaching in her

ram-drawn chariot. Fricka is evidently in a temper, and Brynhilde
knows that this bodes a storm for Wotan. So Brynhilde will leave

him, she says; in the fights of heroes she revels, but from strife

like this she holds herself aloof; and reiterating her savage Valkyrie

cry she disappears behind the mountain at the side just as Fricka
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comes upon the scene. The latter dismounts and advances impetu-

ously towards Wotan, while the orchestra gives out for the first

time the vigorous and pointed theme of Fricka 's Wrath:

(19)

The scene of recrimination that ensues between Wotan and

Fricka is probably a faint reflection of similar scenes between Wag-
ner and Minna after the love had died out from their union.

In a long letter of the 26th January, 1854, to his friend August

Roeckel, in which he expounds the whole philosophy of The Ring,

Wagner explains the situation as between Wotan and Fricka in

terms that could be applied without alteration of a single word

to the situation between Minna and himself:
" The necessity of

prolonging beyond the point of change the subjection to the tie

that binds them a tie resulting from an involuntary illusion of

love the duty of maintaining at all costs the relations into which

they have entered, and so placing themselves in hopeless opposi-

tion to the universal law of change and renewal, which governs

the world of phenomena, these are the conditions which bring

the pair of them to a state of torment and mutual lovelessness."

People have come to regard Fricka as merely a rather tiresome

termagant, who inflicts a long curtain lecture on her husband in the

hearing of the audience. That is a complete misconception of her;

and it may safely be said that wherever the spectator receives

that impression the fault lies with the interpreter. When the part

is played by an actress of intelligence who can rise to the full height

of it, Fricka becomes a dignified and worthy figure, who commands
our sympathies at least as much as Wotan himself.

Wagner was far too great an artist to make the elementary mis-

take of photographing slavishly from the life; and however much
of Minna he may originally have intended to put into Fricka, when

his incomparable dramatic imagination began to work upon the
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latter character he lifted it to an intellectual height to which poor

Minna could never have attained.

Standing with quiet dignity before Wotan, Fricka tells him her

reasons for seeking him out, in spite of his efforts to avoid her;

Hunding has appealed to her, as the protectress of the marriage

bond, for justice to be done upon the
"
infamous pair

" who have

wronged him. Wotan tries to evade the point: what wrong, he asks

mildly, has been done by this pair,
" whom Spring in love did

unite
r For his part he deems that oath unholy

"
that binds lives

without love."

Fricka roughly brushes this familiar sophistry aside, he knows

well, she says, that not only have Siegmund and Sieghnde be-

trayed Hunding, but they are brother and sister. A suggestion

from Wotan that in spite of everything" she should bless the union

of the pair rouses her full indignation. She pours out a torrent of

biting reproach upon him. Since he begat the Walsungs he

has neglected his own noble kindred, and especially his wife,

moreover he is always flying to the fray with the savage Valkyrie

maidens whom he has begotten. Lately he has been wandering

wolflike through the woods as Walse, and now, crowning dis-

grace and insult of all, he would throw his very wife at the

foot of these wolf-whelps! As she pours out her passionate in-

dictment the Wrath motive also works itself up into a fury in the

orchestra.

Wotan, who so far has preserved a certain tranquillity, tries to

reason with her. She goes too much by custom, he tells her; she

will not admit even the necessity of finding a new rule to meet a

new case. He lays before her the situation of himself and the gods

in general. For their salvation they need a man who, not being

sheltered by the gods, is not bound by the law of the gods; only

such a man is meet for the deed which, though the need of the gods

demands that it shall be done, a god himself may not work To
Fricka this seems merely sophistical; what deed could a hero do

that could not be done by the gods to whose grace alone the hero

would owe his power?
Fricka knows her husband, and sees in this sophistry only one
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of his usual attempts to gain his end by guile. Of one thing she is

certain that this Walsung who has betrayed Hunding and

wedded his own sister shall not escape her. In vain Wotan pleads

with her that Siegmund owes nothing to him that he won the

sword himself in his need.
" And who but thou," counters Fricka,

u made him the need and gave him the sword ? "

Was it not for him, and for him alone, that the god had struck

the sword in the tree stem? Was it not by Wotan 's roundabout

craft that Siegmund was lured to the hall where it would be found?

Wotan becomes more and more dejected as Fricka proceeds with

her indictment, and recognising his embarrassment she presses

her point still more urgently; with Wotan, the god, she might

wage war, but this Siegmund, she says with superb contempt, she

will punish merely as a slave.

An impulse of revolt surges up in Wotan, but recognising his

moral impotence, he asks her gloomily what is her will with him.

She exacts from him a promise that he will not shield Siegmund
in the fight with the avenger; then, quickly reading what is ob-

viously at the back of his mind, she insists also that the Walsung
shall not be helped by Brynhilde. Writhing helplessly in her coils,

the unhappy Wotan mutters that the Valkyrie shall be free to act

as she chooses. But Fricka will have none of this; Brynhilde has

no will but that of her father Wotan, and Fricka demands that he

shall forbid her to act for Siegmund.
" I cannot forsake him,"

cries Wotan in his grief;
" he found my sword! " " Then withdraw

its magic," replies Fricka;
"

let the blade break, and send him to

fight without a guard."

Just then Brynhilde 's cry is heard again from the heights, and

Wotan has to admit that he had sent her to prepare to ride to

Siegmund. She appears with her horse on the rocky path to the

right, but catching sight of Fricka she suddenly breaks off her

Valkyrie cry, and slowly and silently leads her horse down the

rocky path and leaves it in a cave. In the few moments that Bryn-

hilde is away, Fricka addresses a last dignified appeal to Wotan to

do, and to order Brynhilde to do, what is demanded by the honour

of the gods if the moral rule of the gods is to continue in the
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world. For Fricka's honour Siegmund must fall: does Wotan con-

firm that by oath?

Throwing himself on to a rocky seat in the profoundest dejec-

tion, Wotan mutters brokenly,
" Take my oath!

" Then comes a

moment that, in the hands of two actresses of the requisite calibre,

is one of the most dramatic and breath-catching in the whole of The

Ring. Striding towards the back, Fricka meets Brynhilde, and the

two unfriendly women pause and regard each other for a moment

in fateful silence. Then, in quiet, dignified tones, Fricka says to

Brynhilde,
" Wotan doth wait for thee: let him inform thee how

the lot is to fall." She drives quickly away. Brynhilde, surprised,

runs anxiously to Wotan, who is lost in gloomy brooding, and from

the trombones we hear, quietly but suggestively, the motive of the

Curse, which is followed by the significant motive of Wotan's

Dejection:

(30)

This motive plays a great part in the scene that follows.

Byrnhilde anxiously asks what is amiss with her father Wotan
breaks into a terrible cry of grief and rage: this is the end of the

gods, he says, and he himself is the saddest of all living things

Throwing from her her shield, spear, and helmet, Brynhilde sinks

at his feet, and laying her head and hand confidingly on his knee

and breast, she implores him to tell his beloved child the cause

of his grief. He can confide in her, she says, for what is she but

his own will incarnate?

Wotan has been sunk in deep thought: coming to himself out of

this, and saying, very softly,
" Wr

hat secret I hold from all others

still will remain unspoken for ever; myself I speak to, speaking

to thee," he proceeds to tell her all the events of the story with

which she is unfamiliar, but which have mostly been made known

to us through The Rhinegold how, when love had died out

within him, he thirsted for power, and, lured craftily on by Loge,

used fraud and deceit to consolidate that power; how Alberich, by
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forswearing love, won the gold and wrought the Ring; how Wotan
in turn wrested the gold from him, meaning to pay the giants

with it for the building of Valhalla; how Erda warned him of the

ill fate that lay in wait for him if he kept the Ring; how, tortured

by the desire to know more of this misfortune that threatened him

and the gods, he went into the womb of earth, subdued Erda to his

love, mastered her wisdom and pride and so at last won speech

from her, and how she bore him " the world's wisest of women,"

Brynhilde, together with eight sisters, how, unceasingly oppressed

by the thought that the gods might come to a shameful end,

wrought by those whom they had kept in bondage by craft and

deception, he had made his Valkyrie daughters fill Valhalla with

a host of guardian heroes; how there never dies out from his mind

the fear that Alberich will regain the Ring and use its power to

destroy the gods, and how, though the Ring could easily be torn

from the dull-brained Fafner, Wotan may not attack him, for the

honour of his treaty forbids. He, the god of treaties, he cries

bitterly, to his own treaty is now a slave!

Only in one way and by one man can the gods be saved by
one who will do what Wotan himself may not do, a hero unhelped

by him, who shall do Wotan's will unknowing, wholly through his

own need In the orchestra the 'cellos give out softly the motive

of the Need of the Gods.

But where, the distracted god cries in his anguish, is this deliverer

to be found?
" But the Walsung, Siegmund," Brynhilde interjects,

" does not

he work for himself?
''

Sadly Wotan has to admit that he has

always been behind Siegmund, and that Fricka has fathomed the

fraud. And now he must abandon Siegmund, betray his trusted

one and let him go down to his death!

In the madness of his grief he invokes ruin upon the godhead;

for one thing only does he now long the end, the end! And for
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the destruction of the gods Alberich is always working and

scheming; did not Erda warn Wotan that when Alberich, the

dark foe of love, should get him a son, the end of the gods would

be near? He has heard of late that by means of gold Alberich has

won the love of a mortal woman, and that
"
grim envy's son now

stirs in her womb." Truly Alberich is more fortunate than he.
"

this wonder befell to him, the loveless; yet of my love so bound-

less the free one was born not to me !
"
Wotan, in bitter wrath,

gives Alberich his blessing, and with it the whole garish pomp of

the gods with which to sate his envy
What would he of Brynhilde? she asks him. Wotan tells her

that she must fight for Fncka, the offended guardian of the mar-

riage vow. Brynhilde, knowing how h? loves Siegmund, impetu-

ously declares that never will she fight against him, even at her

father's bidding; but the god turns on her in towering anger and

crushes her presumption With a final cry of
" Take heed my bid-

ding to do! Siegmund dieth' This be the Valkyrie's work!
; '

he

strides away and disappears among the rocks.

The music of this long scene has been mainly made up of the

most magical compounding and interplay of the various motives

with which the reader is already familiar.

Left alone, Brynhilde stands for a while bewildered and terri-

fied. Then, bending down sadly, she takes up her weapons and

dons them again, but finds them heavier than before Her heart

is full of sorrow at the thought of having to abandon Siegmund,

whom she loves almost as much as Wotan does. But the god's

will must be obeyed, and slowly and mournfully she leaves the

stage for the scene of the coming combat. When she arrives at

the summit of the mountain she looks down into the gorge, and the

Flight motive in the orchestra makes us aware that she sees

Siegmund and Sieglinde approaching After watching them for a

moment she goes into the cave, disappearing from the view

of the audience.

The Flight motive rises to greater and greater urgency in the

orchestra, and at last Siegmund and Sieglinde, the latter sorely

agitated and distressed, appear on the summit of the mountain.
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Siegmund would have her rest awhile; but the terrified Sieglinde

at first will hardly listen to him. Lovingly and gently he pleads with

her; she is fleeing now not from Hunding only but from Siegmund

himself, for though she loves him, her conscience has risen to

accuse her, and she regards herself as unholy and accursed. He
has brought her imperceptibly to the stone seat on which Wotan

formerly sat. She throws her arms round his neck and remains

thus for a moment, then starts up again in sudden terror and,

heaping reproaches on herself, implores him to leave her in her

shame. For whatever shame she has known, Siegmund replies, the

miscreant to whom she had been bound against her will shall pay.

Let her wait here; Siegmund will seek out Hunding, and " when

Needful at his heart shall gnaw, vengeance then wilt thou have

woni "

He is interrupted by a hoarse horn-call, afar off, punctuated by
the typical Hunding rhythm (No. 7), and Sieglinde starts up

again and listens in terror, it is Hunding hot on the hunt after

them with his kinsmen and hounds. She stares before her as if

demented with fear, and a succession of crashing discords in the

trumpets and horns hints to us that her mind is cracking under

the strain. Suddenly she melts in weakness and throws herself

sobbing on Siegmund's breast, then starts up again in horror as she

hears the savage baying of the hounds and the grim summons of

Hunding 's horn; in imagination she sees the hounds flinging

themselves upon Siegmund and tearing him asunder, while his

sword is broken into splinters and the ash tree is split and crashes

to the ground. She collapses faintly into the arms of Siegmund, who
lets her sink down with him, so that when he frees himself her

head is resting on his lap. In this position he remains through

the whole of the scene that immediately follows.

There is a long silence, during which Siegmund bends over her

tenderly and presses a long kiss upon her brow, while the orchestra

gives out a soft and infinitely sweet reminiscence of the Love

theme (No. 5). Brynhilde, leading her horse by the bridle, comes

out of the cave and advances slowly and solemnly. She pauses to

contemplate the couple from a distance, then, again advancing
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and again pausing, at last stands near to Siegmund and gazes long

and earnestly at him, one hand resting on the neck of her horse,

the other carrying her shield and spear. The brass give out the

solemn theme of the Annunciation of Death:

the kettledrum figure in which is presumably a reminiscence of a

figure in the Valhalla theme. To this motive succeeds, in the

trumpet and trombones, one of the most moving of all Wagner's
thematic inventions, the Death motive:

Upon this there follows a soft intonation of the Valhalla motive,

which at the end unexpectedly shifts over to the minor, leading to a

magical effect when Brynhilde strikes in with the solemn admoni-

tion,
"
Siegmund! Look on me! I come to call thee hence!

"

This whole scene is one of the most searching expressions of

Wagner's genius, both musical and dramatic.

Siegmund asks who is this beauteous and fair visitor and what

she has to say to him. Gravely she tells him that it is only to men
fated to die that she appears; who once has seen her face must

go forth from the light of life, and him whom she greets she

chooses for her own most of this to the accompaniment of the

Valhalla motive, indicating where the soul of the slain warrior is

to be taken.

And when the hero is hers, Siegmund asks, whither does she lead

him? To Wotan and Valhalla, she replies; there, as well as Wotan,
he will find a host of fallen heroes, who will give him greetings

of love; there too he will find his father Walse. And will a woman

give him fond greeting there? Siegmund asks. WiQh-maiHpna will
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wait on him there, is Brynhilde's answer, and Wotan's daughter
herself will hand him the draught. For Wotan's child Siegmund now

recognises this grave and holy messenger, and one thing more

he would ask of her: will the bride and sister attend the brother

to Valhalla? Shall Siegmund there hold Sieglinde in his arms?

Gravely and sorrowfully Brynhilde tells him that his bride must

remain on earth awhile yet; Siegmund will not see Sieglinde there!

Siegmund at once bends over Sieglinde, and, to the strain of the

Love theme (No. 5) in the orchestra, kisses her softly on the

brow; then, turning tranquilly to Brynhilde, he bids her greet

for him Valhalla and Wotan and Walse and all the heroes and the

gracious wish-maidens; but as for him, he will follow her not!

In the orchestra, by means of a quiet reiteration of the Annuncia-

tion motive (No. 22), we realise the inexorability of his fate; and

to the strain of the Death motive Brynhilde reminds him that

having looked upon the Valkyrie's face, with her he must now
fare. He is strong and brave, she knows, and while life is in him

he dreads nothing;
" but death, thou vain one, prevails, and death

to foretell thee came I here."
"
By the hand of what hero shall I fall?

"
he asks. Being told that

it is Hunding, he pours scorn on the idea. Sadly shaking her head,

Brynhilde tells him that all is in vain. Siegmund, showing her the

sword, given him by one who has care of him, makes light of her

threat; but, a note of rigid insistence coming into her voice, she

informs him that he who gave the sword now withdraws its virtue,

and himself sends Siegmund to death.

Upon this, Siegmund breaks out into a passionate lamentation

over his betrayal. If he must be parted from Sieglinde, he cries,

he cares nothing for the glories of Valhalla; rather would he go to

dwell with Hella! Brynhilde is touched by the completeness of this

love, and, disregarding his reproaches and insults, she implores

him to leave Sieglinde in her charge, for the sake of the child she

is to bear. But Siegmund will not listen to her. Raising the sword

he makes to slay Sieglinde, crying,
" This sword, that a traitor

to true man did give, this sword, that now before the foe plays me

false; served it not then against the foe, it truly shall serve against
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a friend! Two lives now laugh to thee here: take them, Needful,

envious steel! Take them with one sure stroke!
"

This decides Brynhilde. In an uncontrollable outburst of sym-

pathy she cries to him that Sieglmde shall live and not be parted

from Siegmund, for the Valkyrie will shield him in the fight. The

sinister horn-calls are heard again in the distance, and she bids

him hasten to the battlefield. She herself rushes away with her

horse, and Siegmund looks after her with joy and relief

The stage has gradually been growing darker, heavy thunder-

clouds have descended upon the background, and these gradually

envelop the rocks, the gorge, and the mountains. Siegmund bends

over the sleeping Sieglmde and speaks softly and lovingly to her;

then, laying her gently on the rocks, he kisses her brow in farewell,

and hearing Hunding's horn-call once more, starts up resolutely,

draws his sword, and hastens to the mountain-top, where he dis-

appears in the thunderclouds, that are broken for a moment by a

flash of lightning.

When he has gone, Sieglinde begins to move restlessly in her

dreams, she believes herself to be back again in her childhood's

home, with her father and her brother roaming in the woods; cruel

strangers descend upon the house, that goes up in flames. She

gives a cry of
"
Siegmund! Siegmund!

" and breaks out into her

old terror as Hunding's horn-call is heard again, this time quite

close. From the mountain pass at the back, Hunding's voke is

heard hoarsely calling upon Woeful to face him in the fight, and

Siegmund's voice, from farther away in the gorge, hurling back

defiance.

For a moment a flash of lightning illumines the pass, and Sieg-

linde sees Hunding and Siegmund in combat. She rushes towards

the pass, but is dazzled by another flash of lightning, and reels to

one side as if blinded In the glare of the light, Brynhilde is seen

soaring over Siegmund and defending him with her shield But

just as Siegmund aims a deadly blow at Hunding, a red light

breaks through the clouds from the left, and Wotan is seen standing

over Hunding and holding out his spear in front of Siegmund. He
orders Siegmund to stand back from his spear, upon which the
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Walsung's sword splinters, whereupon Hunding thrusts his spear

into the breast of the unarmed man. Siegmund falls to the ground

dead, and Sieglinde, who has heard his death-sigh, sinks down with

a cry.

The fierce light has now died out from the mountain-top, and

through the semi-darkness Brynhilde is dimly seen running to

Sieglinde, she lifts her quickly on to her horse, and immediately

disappears with her. The clouds above dividing, Hunding becomes

visible, withdrawing his spear from the breast of the prostrate

Siegmund, behind him, on a rock, leaning sombrely on his spear

and surrounded by clouds, stands Wotan. In cold, devastatingly

disdainful tones the god addresses Hunding:
" Get hence, slave t

Kneel before Fricka* tell her that Wotan 's spear avenged what

wrought her shame. . . . Go! . . Go'
" A contemptuous wave

from the god's hand, and Hunding clatters dead to the ground.

Then wrath against the disobedient Brynhilde surges up in Wotan's

breast.
" Woe to the guilty one 1

'*
he cries,

"
harshly will I punish

her crime, if my steed be swift as her flight
f
" He disappears among

thunder and lightning, and the curtain falls to a fortissimo enun-

ciation, in the trombones, of the theme of the Need of the Gods

(No. 21).

The third act opens with the magnificent scene descriptive of the

Ride of the Valkyries. There is a short orchestral prelude before

the curtain rises, based on the Ride motive (No. 1 7 ), accompanied

by realistic spurts in the violins and whinnyings in the wood-wind.

The scene is the summit of a rocky mountain, with a pine wood

on the right, and on the left the entrance to a cave, above which

the rock rises to its highest point. The rocks at the back form the

verge of a precipice. Storm-clouds fly swiftly past the mountain-

peak. Four of the Valkyries, Gerhilde, Ortlinde, Waltraute, and

Schwertleite, all in full armour, are assembled on the rocky point

above the cave. The other Valkyries are as yet not in sight, though

they are within hailing distance of the four on the rock. A flash

of lightning pierces the clouds, and a Valkyrie on horseback be-

comes visible, a slain warrior hanging across her saddle. Other

Valkyries, carrying a similar grim burden, appear from time to
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time, and the wild maidens keep calling excitedly to each other,

those in the distance using speaking-trumpets in the first place.

In time the four other Valkyries Helmwige, Siegrune, Grim-

gerde, and Rossweisse arrive, and all now await Brynhilde,

who, they know, has been sent by their father to Siegmund the

Walsung. At last they perceive Brynhilde in the distance, pound-

ing towards them in furious haste, and, to their astonishment,

leaving her winded and staggering horse, Grane, in the wood.

Something hangs from the saddle, but it is not a man.

From the excited ejaculations of the Valkyries we learn that

Brynhilde takes no notice of their greeting., Grane has sunk to the

earth exhausted, and Brynhilde, leaping from the saddle, has

lifted the woman she has been carrying there.

At length Brynhilde enters, supporting and leading Sieglmde.

Breathlessly she explains to her sisters that for the first time she

is not pursuing but pursued: "War-father [Wotan] hunts me
close!

"
All give an exclamation of terror, while Brynhilde

anxiously begs them to look northward from the mountain height,

to see if War-father be nearing. They see a thunderstorm approach-

ing from the north, that portends the coming of Wotan.

Hurriedly Brynhilde explains to her sisters that the woman with

her is Sieglinde, and that Wotan 's fury is aroused against not only

the Walsung but against Brynhilde herself for disobeying his

commands. She implores them to lend her their swiftest steed that

she may bear the woman away from Wotan's wrath; but the

others are unwilling to bring their father's anger down upon them-

selves. Sieglinde breaks in upon the excited conversation with a

quiet appeal to Brynhilde to have no further thought of her: it

would have been better had she died with Siegmund, but there is

still a way out, if Brynhilde would not have her curse her, let her

strike her own sword through Sieglinde's heart. But Brynhilde

begs her still to live
"

for love's fulfilment: rescue the pledge he

has left of his love; a Walsung bearest thou to him! "

Sieglinde starts violently, then her face lights up suddenly with

an exalted joy, and she implores Brynhilde and the others to rescue

her and her babe.
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The thunderclouds at the back become darker, and the thunder

draws nearer. The other Valkyries dare not help; but in response

to another appeal from Sieglinde, Brynhilde bids her fly swiftly

into the forest, while she will remain and await Wotan's vengeance.

Which of the sisters, asks Brynhilde, came from the east? Siegrune

replies that eastward is a wood, and there, in a cavern, Fafner,

changed into a dragon, guards Alberich's ring Mention of the

dragon is accompanied by the slow-moving Dragon motive in the

deeper and darker colours of the orchestra:

(24)

No place is that wood, Grimgerde thinks, for a helpless woman;

but Brynhilde answers that Sieglinde will be safer there than

anywhere, for Wotan dreads and shuns the place. Hurriedly and

excitedly Brynhilde urges Sieglinde to fly eastward, and to be

brave through all suffering and want, for in her womb she bears

"
the world's most wonderful hero

"
upon which we hear in the

orchestra the theme that henceforth will characterise Siegfried:

m

Producing the pieces of Siegmund's sword from under her armour,

she hands them to Sieglinde, bidding her preserve them, for from

them the sword shall some day be re-wrought: as for the child's
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name, it shall be "
Siegfried," and he shall rejoice in victory

(erfreu' sick des Sieg's).

Then comes one of those tremendous emotional climaxes that

Wagner always knew how to hold back to the very last and then

launch with overwhelming effect. The orchestra gives out fortis-

simo a theme that of Redemption by Love*

est of

Wun - der!

won - ders!

that will play an important part in the later stages of the Ring,
and over it Sieglinde's voice soars in an ecstasy of joy: "Oh,
highest of wonders! Noblest of maids * Thou, true one, holiest

comfort dost give! For him whom we loved I save the beloved one:

may my heart's deep thanks win for thee joy
1
" Then she hastens

away.
A storm now rages up from the back; the mountains are en-

veloped in black thunderclouds, while from the right a fiery

glow appears. Wotan's voice is heard booming through a speaking-

trumpet, imperiously bidding Brynhilde remain and face him.

The Valkyries, trembling at the thought of the coming vengeance,
conceal Brynhilde among them, and look anxiously towards the

wood, that is now lit up by a bright glare.

At last Wotan, blazing with wrath, enters from the wood and

strides impetuously towards the group of Valkyries on the height,

searching for Brynhilde. The others, in a moving ensemble, plead
with him to have compassion on her, but the angry god upbraids
them bitterly for their womanish weakness.

"
I bred you to fare

with joy to the fight, stony and ruthless your hearts I made, and

ye wild ones now weep and whine when my wrath doth a traitor

chastise!
"
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Again and again the orchestra gives out, in a fierce fortissimo,

the theme of Wotan's Dejection (No. 20) as he asks them if they

realise the crime that Brynhilde has committed. She was his loved

one, his trusted one; no one but she knew the innermost depths of

his thought; no one but she saw to the springs of his spirit; what

he but wished, she shaped into deeds, and now she has broken the

holy bond between them, defied his will, openly scorned his im-

perious commands, and turned against him the weapon that his

will alone made hers!
"
Hear'st thou, Brynhilde?

" he cries to the

shrinking and still hidden Valkyrie;
"
thou, on whom byrnie, helm

and spear, glory and grace, honour and fame I bestowed? Hear'st

thou of what I accuse thee, and hid'st from thy accuser, in hope to

escape his scourge?
"

The tempest dies out of the music as Brynhilde emerges from

the midst of the Valkyries, steps down from the rock humbly but

still firmly, and approaches to within a little distance from Wotan.
" Here am I, father," she says in quiet tones, "pronounce thou

my sentence!
" Wotan storms at her again: it is not he who

sentences her, it is she herself who has shaped her own sentence.

His will alone it was that woke her to life, yet against his will

she has worked; her work was to fulfil his command, yet against

him she has commanded, she was his wish-maiden, yet against

his will she has wished, she was his shield-maid, yet against him

she has raised her shield; she was his lot-chooser, yet against

him she has chosen the lot, her task was to stir up heroes, yet

against him has she stirred them up. What she once was he now

has told her; what she now is, let her say to herself. She will be

his wish-maiden no more, a Valkyrie once she was, henceforth

she shall remain what she now is

Brynhilde breaks into a wail at this denunciation of her, but

the pitiless god goes on no more shall she be sent forth from

Valhalla to bring heroes to fill his hall, no more shall she fill his

drinking-horn at the feasts of the gods; no more will he kiss her

like a child; she is cast out from the race of the gods; broken

is the bond between them, and she is for ever banned from his sight.
" Thou takest away, then, all thou hast given?

"
asks Brynhilde.
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"
No," replies the god,

" one shall come who will take it all away
"

;

for the god means to lay her in sleep here upon the rock, defenceless

against any man who shall find her and wake her.

The Valkyries make a passionate appeal for mercy, and the

raging god now turns the full blast of his anger on them. Have

they not heard his decree? The traitorous sister is banished from

among them, no more shall she ride through the cloud-rack to the

combat with them, her maidenhood's flower shall fade away,

and a husband shall win him her womanly grace; she shall obey
a masterful lord and sit by the hearth and spin, a sport and a shame

to all mockers'

Brynhilde sinks to the ground with a cry, and the horror-struck

Valkyries recoil from her. Does her fate affright them? Wotan asks.

If so, let them leave her, and henceforth bide far from her; for

if one of them should disobey his commands and give Brynhilde

help, she shall share Brynhilde's fate.
" Hence with you now; come

to this rock no more! Swiftly hence on your coursers, lest my
curse light on you here!

" The Valkyries separate with wild cries

and fly into the wood, crying
" Woe 1 Woe' "

A mad clamour is heard in the wood, and by a vivid lightning

flash that rends the clouds we see the Valkyries with loose bridles,

crowded together and rushing madly away Gradually the storm

dies down and the scene becomes more tranquil as the evening

twilight falls. Wotan and Brynhilde are left alone, she lying pros-

trate upon the ground. There is a long and solemn silence, during

which we hear in turns an expressive version of the Death motive

(in the bass clarinet), and then, in the same instrument, a new

motive, that of the Walsungs' Love:

f rO/ir



THE VALKYRIE 217

which, as will be seen, shades off into the motive of Wotan's De-

jection. The theme of the Walsungs' Love, changed into the major:

becomes of great significance later.

For a time the positions of Wotan and Brynhilde do not alter;

then at length she raises her head slowly, and at fir^t timidly, then

more firmly, asks Wotan if what she did was so shameful that her

offence must so shamefully be scourged, was it so base that she

herself must go down into such deep debasement; was it so full

of dishonour that her own honour must be lost for ever? Gradually

raising herself to a kneeling position she begs her father to

look into her eyes, to master his wrath, and to reveal to her the

hidden guilt that has made him set his face like a stone against

her.

Anger has by now died out of Wotan, leaving behind it only a

trail of bitterness and sadness. Brynhilde would have him see that

in disobeying his commands she was really carrying out his secret

wish, for he loved the Walsung, and needed him for his own pur-

pose. She had read Wotan, and seen what his sorrow hid from

him And when she had faced Siegmund, and looked into his

eyes, and heard his defiance of life and death, she realised the

hero's distress, and was moved to pity and love. And in doing this

she has been more truly Wotan than Wotan himself, for he who

had breathed this love into her breast here we hear, in the

orchestra, in soft tones, the major version of the Walsungs' Love

motive (No. 28) was he whose will had bound Siegmund's

lot with hers, and reading the god's thought, she had defied the

god's command.

Wotan has to admit that in doing so she did what he himself

would fain have done but might not do. He goes once more over

the story of his problems, his difficulties, and his misery, and in

the end dryly and sadly casts her off from him again; no more
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can he take whispered counsel with her, no more can they work

together as comrades.

Brynhilde recognises the justice of her punishment, though her

offence, as it seems to her, was simply that she loved what she

knew he loved But for his own sake, she continues, let him not

bring her to a shame that would stain him as well, for she is the

half of his own being If indeed she is to be banished from Valhalla,

and to have a man for her master, let Wotan at least not deliver

her up to any* craven The gloomy god repeats that from War-
father she has turned, and War-father may not choose for her now

Then, softly and intimately, she touches him on what she knows is

a weak point. The bravest of heroes, she tells him, will spring
from the Walsungs' line, and Sieglinde guards the fragments of

the sword that WT

otan shaped for Siegmund.
But Wotan, though sad at heart, still will not let himself be

moved. He must fulfil her chastisement; she is to lie fast bound
in sleep, and the man who finds the weaponless maid shall wake
her and win her for his wife His words are accompanied softly by
the expressive modulations of the theme of the Magic Ban.

PPP

Falling on her knees before him, Brynhilde implores him to

*rant her one thing at least to surround the rock with appalling

lorrors, so that only the freest and bravest of heroes may find her;
if not, let Wotan destroy her with his spear, but not condemn her

to woeful shame.

Her appeal is accompanied in the orchestra by a new motive

that at first appears in the minor, but afterwards changes to the

najor form in which it is most generally known:
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This is the Slumber motive. The crackling of Loge's fire-music

is heard as she begs Wotan to surround the rock with fire, to lick

with its tongue, to rend with its teeth, any craven who shall rashly

dare to draw near to the dangerous height.

A wave of love and tenderness at last sweeps over Wotan;

deeply moved, he turns quickly to Brynhilde, raises her to her

feet, and gazes with profound emotion into her eyes. He bids his

beloved child farewell. Never again may he give her loving greet-

ing, never again shall she ride forth with him, or bring him the

mead-cup at the gods' banquets; but around her couch he will

kindle such a fire as never yet burned for a bride. At least no

coward shall come to the rock,
"
for one alone winneth the bride,

one freer than I, the god!
" Who that free one shall be we are

told by the orchestra, that gives out the Siegfried motive (No 25).

Radiant and exalted, Brynhilde falls on Wotan 's breast, he

holds her silently in a long embrace, while the orchestra pours out

a passionate interlude commencing with the Walsungs' Love mo-

tive (No. 27), that gradually merges into the Slumber motive

(No. 30). Over a long symphonic development of this last in the

orchestra, Wotan takes farewell of the eyes and lips of his loved

one on him, the care-ridden god, those eyes must row close for

ever

Zumletz-ten Mai letz' esmichheut'mitdes
The irgleamoncemoregladdensme now, as my

TIE jy|

Le - be-woh-les letz - tern Kuss!

lips meet thine in love's last kiss/

(the
"
Parting Kiss

"
motive), but they may yet beam on one

more fortunate; now he must turn from her and "
kiss her godhood

away."
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The mysterious modulations of the Magic Ban motive are heard,

followed by a further treatment of the Slumber motive in combina-

tion with the melody of Wotan's last address to her, as he imprints

a long kiss on her lips. Unconsciousness gently steals over her,

and she sinks back in his arms with closed eyes. Underneath a

broad-branched fir tree is a mossy bank, to which he leads her

tenderly and on which he lays her down. He closes her helmet,

contemplates the sleeping figure for a moment, and then completely

covers it with the great steel Valkyrie shield.

With one more sorrowful look at her, he steps with solemn reso-

lution into the centre of the stage, and turning his spear-point

towards a large rock he loudly summons Loge to appear.

There is a quivering in the lower strings:

(88)

hen a first dull flickering of fire in the orchestra as Wotan
trikes the rock three times with his spear. Finally a stream of

irp gushes from the rock:

t grows brighter and brighter, the Loge motive (see Rhinegold,
tfo. 15), scored for glockenspiel, piccolo, harp, etc.:
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(84)

now taking complete possession of the orchestra.

The vivid flames dart around Wotan, who, with his spear, com-

mandingly directs them to form a sea of fire that engirdles the

rock.
" He who my spear-point's sharpness feareth," he cries,

"
ne'er breaks through this fierce-flaming fire

"
;
and Wagner, by

making him sing the words to the Siegfried motive, once more

plays the part of prophet to us. With a last sorrowful look at Bryn-

hilde the god departs slowly through the fire, the orchestra dis-

coursing all the while upon the lulling Slumber motive.

This second opera of the Ring, by reason of its rich emotions,

may be regarded as akin to the slow movement of a symphony.

Siegfried is something of a scherzo, and the Twilight of the Gods

the finale.
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OME years elapsed between the close of the Valkyrie and the

commencement of Siegfried

Sieglinde, whom we have seen sent by Brynhilde into the wood to

escape the vengeance of Wotan, came to Xibelheim, the abode of

the Nibelungs, where she was cared for by the tiny folk She died in

giving birth to a son, the Siegfried whom Brynhilde had foretold

and named. Mime fancies he sees in this boy, who is healthy and

fearless, a means by which to make himself possessor of the Ring
and the Tarnhelm.

After Fafner (in the Rhinegold) had slain his brother Fasolt,

he retired with his booty into a cave, Neidhohle (the Cave of

Envy), where, the better to guard his treasure, he transformed

himself, by means of the Tarnhelm, into a dragon He is too dull-

witted to realise the illimitable possibilities that lie in the Ring,

fiis sole instinct is to guard what he has already won by stretching

3ut his monstrous bulk upon it. The slaying of the dragon
ivould be a feat beyond the powers of the puny Mime, but the

scheming dwarf thinks he may train up the young Siegfried to do

he deed.

The Prelude gives us a tone-picture of Mime thinking out his

problem. First of all, over a continuous rumble in the kettle-drums,

ve hear in the bassoons the motive of Reflection
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that we have already seen associated with Mime's thinking pro-

cesses in the Rhinegold. A little later there comes out in the tuba the

heavy theme that symbolises the Hoard:

(2)

This is followed by the hammering motive of the Nibelungs (see

Rhinegold analysis, example No. 19), and this by the motive of

Servitude (Rhinegold',
No. 21). These last three motives are

worked up to a climax, and then we hear the motive of the Ring

(Rhincgold, No. 6) another hint of what is passing through
Mime's mind. We have yet a further light upon his thoughts when

the bass trumpet suddenly gives out softly the theme of the Sword.

When the curtain rises we see a rocky cavern, with a large

entrance in the background opening into the wood. On the left,

against the wall, is a large smith's forge, built out of the natural

rock A rough chimney, also natural, goes up through the roof of the

cave The enormous bellows are of course artificial. Not far from

the forge stands an anvil, and near it are implements pertaining

to the craft of the smith. Little Mime, looking more shrunken and

bleached than ever, and evidently with a load on his rudimentary

mind, sits at the anvil, talking to himself as he hammers away
at a sword.

We learn that Mime's swords are as a rule considered good

enough for anyone; but the
u
malapert boy

" with whom Mime
has the misfortune to be associated has a way of smashing them

with a single blow as if they were mere children's toys. Dejectedly

and pettishly Mime throws the sword on the anvil, puts his arms

akimbo, and stares reflectively at the ground. There is one sword

he knows the boy could never shatter Nothung; but the welding

of the fragments of that weapon is beyond his skill. Sinking back,

Mime makes a desperate effort to think the worrying problem out.

Deep down in the orchestra we hear the Dragon motive (Valkyrie

analysis, No. 24), as Mime tells us how Fafner broods in the
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darkness of the cave, guarding the Hoard under his enormous

body. Siegfried, boy though he is, would soon destroy Fafner and

win the Ring for Mime if only he had Nothung in his hands; but

this Nothung, Mime wails, he cannot weld! He takes up his ham-

mer again, but without much heart for his work, for he knows

that this latest effort of his will share the fate of its predecessors

as soon as Siegfried gets hold of it.

At this point Siegfried bursts in from the wood a young man

of perfect health and the most boisterous spirits, wearing a rough

forester's dress, with a silver horn slung from a chain. He has

bridled a great bear with a rope, and he amuses himself by driving

the animal at the terrified Mime. His entry is signalised by the

horn-call that will henceforth be associated with him:

Mime drops the sword in terror and takes refuge behind the forge;

Siegfried, pursuing him and pretending to set the bear on him,

tells the animal to ask the dwarf for the promised sword. When
Mime tells him that the weapon is there, all finished, Siegfried

gives the bear a stroke on the back with the rope and drives him

into the forest, whereupon Mime, trembling all over, emerges from

his shelter behind the forge.

He peevishly asks why the boy treats him so badly, and Sieg-

fried, having recovered from his laughter, explains that he has

been out in the woods looking for a better friend than Mime, and

the bear having appeared in response to the horn, he liked the

animal better than his foster-father and brought him in with him

to ask for the sword Snatching the weapon from Mime, Siegfried

soon smashes it in pieces on the anvil, and then vents his rage upon
the shrinking dwarf to a theme:

(4)

that typifies the boy's Joy in Life.
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Having given his opinion of Mime's craftsmanship in the most

insulting terms, he throws himself raging on a stone seat. Mime,

who has prudently kept out of his way, reproaches him for his

ingratitude ; then, cautiously approaching the sulking boy, he tries

to tempt him with some broth and meat he has prepared for him,

but Siegfried, whose back remains turned to him, knocks the

bowl out of his hand. Mime sends up a querulous squeak of self-

pity this is how his devotion is rewarded! And he tells Siegfried

how he brought him up from a whimpering babe:

Als zullendes Kind zog ich dich auf%

A whimpering babe broughtI thee up*

fed him and clothed him and made toys and a horn for him,

smoothed his bed for him, quickened his wits, and now stays at

home toiling and moiling for him while he is wandering through

the woods at his pleasure, and for all this love and service his only

wage is torment and hatred' Thoroughly sorry for himself, he

bursts into sobs, but meeting Siegfried's gaze he timidly lowers

his own eyes.

Scornfully Siegfried tells him that much indeed Mime has

taught him, but one thing he has never been able to teach

him how to endure his sight' The more Mime does for him, he

says, the less he likes him, and when he stands before him

shuffling and scraping and blinking he feels an almost uncontrolla-

ble impulse to take him by the neck and make an end of him. That

is how he has learned to love Mime! Why, he asks, does he ever

return to him^ Everything he meets in the forests, the trees, the

birds, the fish in the brook, all these he loves far more, what is it,

then, that brings him back to Mime again? If the dwarf is as wise

as he pretends to be, let him find the answer to that puzzle.

Mime, recovering confidence a little, but still thinking it prudent

to keep some way off, explains, to a motive in the orchestra that is

associated in Siegfried with Love:
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(9)

that it is because deep down in his heart the dwarf is really dear

to him. Accompanied by the tender No 6, he explains that always
the young one yearns for the parent nest, even as he, Siegfried,

longs for and loves his Mime.

But Siegfried is not convinced While the orchestra weaves the

loveliest strains out of No. 6, the boy puts another poser to the

dwarf He is not ignorant of what love is, for he has seen the birds

singing for happiness together in the spring, husband and wife

building them a nest and bringing up the tiny fledglings, he has

seen also the deer and even the foxes find wolves in pairs, the

father bringing the food, the mother suckling the young, where

now is Mime's wife, that he may call her mother^ The whimpering
babe Mime indeed brought up, but how came the whelp to him?

Mime, in great embarrassment, tries to persuade him that he

limself is
"
father and mother in one

"'
to Siegfried The angry boy

,ells him he is lying, for he can see for himself that the young ones

ire like the elders; he has seen his own image in the brook, and he

s as unlike Mime as a toad is to a glittering fish, and surely no

ish ever had a toad for father >
Seizing Mime by the throat he

hreatens to tear him to pieces unless he tells him who are his

ather and mother. When Mime has been released and has recovered

lis breath, he reproaches Siegfried once more for his ingratitude

ind hatred, and promises to give him the truth at last.

(From this point onwards to the end of the Ring it becomes

Jmost impossible to keep referring in detail to the various musical

notives as they recur. In Siegfried and the Twilight of the Gods
he majority of the motives employed are those we have already
leard in the Rhinegold and the Valkyrie. The orchestral tissue is

Imost entirely made up of repetitions or variations of these mo-

ives; and the reader may take it for granted that wherever men-
ion is made of any character that has already appeared in the

ODeraS. Or anvthincr that hac harmono/l thnrA *UA s*ss*.-i
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Mime with which we are now abeut to deal, we start with the

theme of the Walsungs' Woe (Valkyrie, No. 6), pass from that to

the Walsungs' Love (Valkyrie, No. 5), thence to the Sword mo-

tive, and so on).

Mime's story is of how he once found a woman weeping in the

wood, how he helped her to his cave, sheltered her, and tended her

as best he could, and how she died in giving birth to a son; it was

the dying mother herself who had given him his name, so that as
"
Siegfried

"
he should be fair and strong. The dwarf keeps inter-

larding his story with whining testimonials to his own kindness

to the child, but Siegfried keeps pressing him for more vital details.

Mime can tell him that his mother's name was Sieglinde, but

of his father he only knows that he was killed in combat Siegfried

is sceptical, and demands evidence of the truth of all this. Re-

flecting for a moment, Mime produces the two fragments of the

broken sword the only
"
paltry pay," he pathetically interjects,

he has received for all he has done for Siegfried; these fragments

the dying mother gave him, saying that the child's father had

borne the sword in the last of his fights.

Exuberantly Siegfried cries that this is his own rightful sword,

and that Mime must forge it for him, and that this very day, then,

when his father's sword is his, he will fare forth into the world,

never more to return; he will be free, as the birds, the animals,

and the fishes are free:

dem Wald fort in die

From the wood forth in the

r r *IE r r rp
Welt ziehn, Dimmer kehr'ich zu- rlick!

world fare, nev-ermore to re - turn!

He rushes impetuously into the forest, leaving Mime in the utmost

terror. Here is a new problem for the dwarf to think out. If this
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young hero leaves him, how can he hope to deal with Fafner? On

the other hand, though Siegfried may slay Fafner with Nothung,

how, with his limitations as a smith, is Mime to weld these formi-

dable fragments together again ?

While he is thinking distressfully about all this, Wotan comes

in from the forest by the door at the back of the scene. Wotan is

now the Wanderer; he wears a long mantle of dark blue, and car-

ries his spear as a staff, on his head is a large hat with a broad

round brim, that comes low down over the eye that is lacking.

Two motives, or rather two complementary sections of the same

motive :

(8)

are always used henceforth to characterise the majesty of the dis-

guised god and his dignified goings to and fro on the earth.

Mime, who of course does not know who his visitor is, starts up
in terror. Wotan advances slowly step by step: the world, he tells

the shrinking dwarf, knows him as the Wanderer, everywhere

good men give him greeting, much he has questioned and much
he has learned, he has spoken wise words to many and warded

from them woe and sorrow. He keeps advancing slowly till he has

come right down to the hearth.

Mime, who has become more uneasy, asks him to take his leave,

for he has wits enough of his own, and has no need of the new-

comer's boasted wisdom. If he is so proud of his wits, the Wan-
derer good-humouredly rejoins, let them put each other to the
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>t; his own head shall be Mime's should he be unable to answer

ything the dwarf may ask him. Pulling himself together, Mime
rees to ask the Wanderer three questions.

After a great intellectual effort, he shoots out the first of these,

le Wanderer, by his own account, has gone over all the world:

iat then is the race that dwells in the deepest caverns? The
anderer gives the answer in full it is the Nibelungs, who dwell

Nibelheim, Alberich was once their master, having tamed them

the might of a Ring Mime's second question, put after still

>re profound meditation, is:
" What is the race that dwells on

3 broad back of the earth ? " The Wanderer replies that it is the

tnts: the chief of them were Fasolt and Fafner, who made the

>ard their own, and with it the Ring, but the Ring bred strife

tween the brothers, and Fafner slew Fasolt, and now guards

; Hoard as a fearful dragon.

Mime, quite overcome by the wisdom of his visitor, reflects still

ire deeply and produces his third question*
" What is the race

it dwells on the cloud-covered heights?
" The Wanderer, to the

t accompaniment of the Valhalla motive, tells him that on the

ud-covered heights dwell the gods, with Valhalla for their hall.

)tan is their head, from a branch of the world's ash tree he

de a shaft, and then ruled the world, with the point of the

kar on which were engraved the runes of treaties (here the deep
LSS of the orchestra gives out an important new motive, that of

Might of the Gods) :

ore him bow both the Nibelungs and the giants before him,

spear's mighty lord! As if by accident the spear touches the

und, and a slight rumble of thunder is heard, which terrifies
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Mime. Has he answered the questions? asks the Wanderer pla-

cidly; does his head remain his own?

Baffled and perplexed, Mime has to admit that the visitor has

won the right to retain his head, and once more he begs him to go
on his way. But the Wanderer has not finished with him yet. Mime,
it seems, did not greet the guest with due courtesy, and having

tried to capture his visitor's head, his own now, by rule, is forfeit

unless he too can answer three questions.

Terrified but submissive, the dwarf braces himself for the

ordeal; his mother-wit, he admits, is moidered, but he will do

his best. Seating himself comfortably, the Wanderer poses the

first question-
a What is the name of the race that Wotan wreaked

his wrath on, and yet loves more than his life?
"

Plucking up

courage, Mime replies that they are the Walsungs; from two of

them, Siegmund and Sieglinde, sprang Siegfried.

Good-humouredly complimenting him on his cleverness, the

Wanderer puts the second question:
"
Siegfried is being brought

up by a wise Nibelung who means to send him to fight Fafner, so

that the dwarf may win him the Ring and the Hoard
; now, what

sword is it with which Siegfried shall slay Fafner?
" Mime is sure

of himself now. Rubbing his hands together gleefully, and quite

forgetting his fears in the bright prospect of the future, he replies

that the sword is Nothung; it was struck in an ash tree by Wotan,
and only a mighty hero could draw it forth; Siegmund was that

hero, and he bore the sword in fight till it was shattered on Wotan 's

spear; the pieces are being treasured by a cunning smith, for he

knows that with them the Dragon will be slain by Siegfried.

With a deep-chested laugh, the Wanderer compliments Mime
on his cleverness; never was there so wise a smith on earth' But

now for the third question-
"
By whose hand shall the fragments

of Nothung be welded again?
"
This is too much for Mime Start-

ing up in the wildest terror he screams out that he does not know,
would he had never seen the accursed steel, for it is so hard that

he hammers at it in vain! What with the old vexations and the

new terror his jarred nerves give way, and he throws his tools

about as if demented.
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Lising quietly from the hearth, the Wanderer tells him that

jgh Mime, over-confident in his own wisdom, has forfeited

head, he will give it him back along with a valuable piece of

rmation: only he who has never known what fear is shall

;e Nothung afresh. Let Mime look well to his wise old head;

lall be forfeit to him who has never known fear.

k

rhen the Wanderer has left, Mime's nerve goes completely; he

es wildly before him and begins to tremble violently. In a

vellous piece of orchestral tone-painting Wagner shows us the

le of nature apparently conspiring to drive the poor little

elung mad. the forest is alive with flickering flames; the wind

Is and the earth roars, and from the maw of the Dragon in his

mt cave comes a fearsome bellowing. With a loud shriek Mime
ipses behind the anvil just as Siegfried bursts in from the forest

emand the expected sword.

or a time he cannot find Mime, when at last he discovers him,

mammering imp manages bit by bit to tell him that he has

led that Nothung can be forged only by one who has never

NTI fear. It has already occurred to his little brain that Siegfried

be such a one, in which case he may perhaps still be able to

him for his own ends. The first thing is to find out whether

Fried has even known fear. He describes such a scene in

forest as that which he himself has recently witnessed, and

if Siegfried has ever been terrified when the forces of

re have hurled themselves at him like that. Siegfried assures

that the feeling is strange to him, but he would like to

rience it were it possible. Can Mime teach him what this

is?

ime will do his best if only Siegfried will follow his instructions

ifully. He knows of a horrible dragon who slays and swallows

let Siegfried follow him to Fafner's lair, and he shall learn

lear is. Siegfried is delighted at the prospect; let Mime forge

his father's sword, take him to Fafner's cave, and then out

the world and freedom! Once more Mime assures him that

Forging of the sword is beyond his poor powers. Belike one

has never known fear might accomplish it, he suggests; and the
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impatient boy, striding to the hearth, vows that he will forge his

father's sword himself.

A new motive, symbolising Siegfried's joy in his own strength

(it is obviously derived from Siegfried's horn-call, No. 3):

(11)

slacc.

takes possession of the orchestra as Siegfried sets impetuously to

work. He makes a great heap of charcoal on the hearth, blows up
the fire, places the fragments of the Sword in the vice, and files

them, Mime all the while watching him from a little distance.

Mime offers technical advice from time to time, but the impatient

youth prefers his own unconventional methods, and Mime has to

admit that they promise to be successful
,

"
the fool is favoured by

folly alone," he says

While Siegfried is filing away at the fragments, Mime specu-

lates anxiously on the future. Siegfried will forge the sword, that is

clear, and then will he not use it against Mime himself, unless he

first learns fear from Fafner? On the other hand, if Siegfried does

learn fear, how then will he slay the Dragon and win the Ring for

Mime? Or again, by what means can he master the fearless boy?

Siegfried, still busy at his work, demands the name of the sword,

and learning that it is Xothung, he addresses it in a motive formed

out of the descending octave we have already seen associated

with the Sword

62) v'

^J. -M
, J *

This is the Forging Song a masterpiece of musical characterisa-

tion, in which we have not only the whole expression of all Sieg-

fried's vigour and joy in life, but the most extraordinary realism

in the orchestra, that seems to be belching out the heat of the

forge and sending up tongues of flame.
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As the song goes on, Mime, having collected his wits, works

out a plan. After the fight with Fafner, Siegfried will be faint;

Mime will bring him a refreshing draught, in which he will put

spices that will send him into a sound sleep; then, with the selfsame

weapon that Siegfried forged, he will put him out of his way, and

the Ring and the Hoard will be his. He rubs his hands in delight^

and asks the absent Wanderer gleefully if now he thinks Mime dull.

By this time the contents of the crucible are glowing, Siegfried

pours them into a mould and plunges the mould into the water-

trough, which steams and hisses as the mould cools. Then he

thrusts the steel into the fire and pulls vigorously at the bellows

for a time, after which he takes the mould from the fire, breaks it,

and lays the glowing steel on the anvil in the centre of the stage,

where he proceeds to hammer it into shape Meanwhile Mime, who

has sprung up in delight, shakes spices and herbs into a cooking-

pot, which he places on the hearth Flatteringly and with many a

snigger he explains to Siegfried that the old smith has been brought

to shame, and now is reduced to cooking for the boy turned master.

Siegfried, exulting in his strength and skill, keeps hammering

away at the Sword, that once laughed cold, he tells it, but now is

flushed with fire as it yields up its inward strength to him who has

tamed its pride. Two fresh motives, both associated with the

forging:

(is
a
)

play prominent parts in the music to this episode

The hammering finished, Siegfried brandishes the Sword and

plunges it into the water-trough, laughing lustily at the hissing

sound it makes. Then he fashions the blade into a handle, Mime
all the while painting for himself a rosy future in which he will

win the Ring and make Alberich and the other Nibelungs his
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slaves; the poor dwarf they despised shall be master of them all

even the gods and the heroes shall bow to his might, and the whol

world fall prostrate at his command.

By now the Sword is completely finished. Siegfried brandishe

it aloft and hails it with a great exulting cry, an extraordinary

effect of consummation and triumph being attained at the clima:

by the apparently simple means of swinging the previous mino

tonality of the Forging Song over to the major. With one greai

blow he splits the anvil from top to bottom He holds the Swore

aloft exultantly, while Mime, who has jumped on to a stool in his

ecstasy, falls terrified to the ground as the curtain falls.

The second act opens with an orchestral prelude that, in Wag-
ner's usual way, elucidates the drama by the juxtaposition of vari-

ous motives. First of all we hear the theme of Fafner as the

Dragon:

64)

This will be seen to be derived from the motive of the Giants

(Rhinegold, No. IT), the deepening of the interval of a perfect

fourth into an augmented fourth being curiously suggestive of the

descent of Fafner into the kingdom of the brute. This kettledrum

figure plays a large part in the Prelude. We also hear, among other

motives, those of the Ring, the Curse, and Annihilation (Rhinegold,

K6. 24).

The curtain having risen, we see a deep forest; at the back of

the stage is the entrance to a cave , towards the middle of the stage

the ground rises and forms a little knoll. To the left, through the

trees, can be seen a fissured cliff. It is a dark night, and at first the

spectator's eye can distinguish nothing. To the accompaniment
of the Annihilation motive we hear the voice of Alberich, who is

lying by the rocky cliff, brooding darkly; it is only gradually that

his form can be picked out in the obscurity.



SIEGFRIED 235

Alberich is at his accustomed task of waiting and watching

by the cave, and longing for the day to dawn that shall decide his

own fate and that of the others. From the forest on the right comes

a storm of wind, accompanied by a bluish light, which latter at-

tracts Alberich 's eye. The glow comes nearer for a moment, then

the wind dies down and the light fades away as the Wanderer,

emerging from the forest, pauses opposite Alberich. The latter

challenges the intruder, then, recognising him by a ray of moon-

light that suddenly breaks through the clouds, the angry Nibelung
bids his old enemy go on his way and leave him in peace; but the

Wanderer calmly assures him that he comes now only as witness,

not as worker.

Alberich bittery reproaches Wotan for his treachery and taunts

him with his fatal weakness in virtue of the runes of treaty

upon his spear he cannot repeat his former exploit and rob Fafner

of the Ring, for were he to try to do so the spear would crumble

to dust. He knows the care that oppresses the god, the fear that

the Ring will again fall into Alberich 's hands. Were it to do so,

he says, he would not use it like the dull-witted Fafner, but by its

might would bring Valhalla's towers crashing down and make him-

self master of the world.

Quietly the Wanderer tells him that he knows all this well, and

it troubles him not , the might of the Ring shall go to him who
can win it for himself. Alberich knows Wotan's plan to rear a

youth who shall do the gods' will without help or urging from the

gods, and he scornfully throws this knowledge at the Wanderer.

Tranquilly the god advises him to spare his wrangling for his

brother Mime, who is bringing to him a boy who shall slay Fafner

for him. The boy is ignorant of the gods and their will, ignorant

even of the Ring, and Wotan will give him no help; he is his own

lord, and will stand or fall by his own power.

At this point we hear a motive:

to)
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typical of Siegfried's Freedom. The Wanderer makes everything

clear to Alberich: a hero is coming to rescue the Hoard; Fafner

will die, and the gold shall be his who shall seize it. If he would

know more, let him speak to Fafner, perhaps if Alberich warns

the Dragon of his coming death he will give up the Hoard peace-

ably The Wanderer himself will waken Fafner for him.

Standing on the knoll in front of the cave he calls loudly to the

Dragon within:
" Here stands a friend to warn thee of danger;

thy life he will leave thee, wilt thou but grant him the treasure

thou guardest!
" From within the cave, through a speaking-trum-

pet, comes the heavy voice of the aroused Fafner. Alberich tells

him that a hero is coming to measure his strength with his.
" My

hunger's keen'
"

is the laconic reply..It is the Ring alone that the

hero wants, continues Alberich
,
let Fafner give that to the Nibe-

lung and he will stay the fight ,
the Hoard shall be Fafner's, and

long and undisturbed he can sleep upon it. Fafner's famous reply

is regarded by the commentators as typical of the brutish possessor

of wealth who merely loves gold for its own sake:
u

I lie and

possess; let me slumber!
" He gives a cavernous yawn and re-

lapses into silence

The Wanderer laughs aloud and then turns again to Alberich

with a parting piece of advice
;
to the accompaniment of a motive

that has already figured in the Ring in one shape or another,

notably in connection with Erda:

(16)

*>!>, fr ibS y'

| *~y

he tells him that
"

all things go as e'en they must, and no whit may
they be altered." Now he will leave him to himself and his brother

Mime but soon he shall know what now he does not know.
The god disappears rapidly into the forest, accompanied by a

rising wind and a bright gleam. Sending a curse after him, Alberich

settles down again to his watch. He slips into the cleft at the side,

and the stage remains empty for a moment.

Morning dawns as Siegfried and Mime enter, the former wearing
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the Sword in a girdle of bast-rope. Mime, after a cautious look

round, tells Siegfried that this is the place. Seating himself under

a great lime tree, Siegfried asks if it is here that fear shall be

taught him. A long way has he journeyed hither with Mime, he

says, and now the dwarf must leave him, for if he does not learn

what fear may be he will go forth into the world alone.
" Trust

me, dear one," says Mime,
"

if today and here thou learnst it not,

truly no other place, no other time will teach thee fear"; and

he shows him the gloomy cavern in which lies the grim dragon who

will swallow him up with just one snap of his vast and horrible

jaws. From his mouth the Dragon pours a poisonous slaver, one

drop of which, should it light on him, will rot Siegfried's bones

and body, and he swings a monstrous tail, which, if it should clasp

him, will break his bones like glass.

Siegfried tranquilly assures him that he will guard against all

this, and asks if the monster has a heart, and if it lies where it

usually is in beasts and men; if so, he will strike Nothung straight

through his heart Is this babble all that the old bungler has to say

to him? he asks impatiently But Mime bids him wait, when once

he sees and hears the dragon, and his sight grows faint and the for-

est spins around him, and his heart begins to beat wildly in his

breast, he will think then of the great love of old Mime who

brought him hither

The impatient boy drives the
"
slinking and blinking

" dwarf

away, and Mime goes off to lie by a spring close by, telling Sieg-

fried to look for his foe when the sun is at its height, for then

Fafner may crawl from the cavern to drink at the fountain. Mime
makes a last attempt to offer counsel and help, but Siegfried rises

and with furious gestures drives him away
Then begins the scene that is known in the concert room as the

Forest Murmurs. A gentle rustling:
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is heard as Siegfried stretches himself out comfortably under the

lime tree and gazes after the departing Mime
" No father of mine,

this!
" he says, and he gives himself up to the soft delights of the

woodland, that is all the sweeter to his young senses now that the

ugly old dwarf no longer grieves his eyes.

He falls into a reverie and wonders what his father was like in

life
"

full sure like myself!
" What his mother was like, alas 1

he can never learn; but he is sure that her eyes were clear and

tender, and gentle like those of the roe-deer, but much more beau-

tiful. Why did she die through him? he asks softly, must all human
mothers perish in giving life to their sons? Sad were that were

it true!
" Ah! "

he cries as the lovely No. 5 wells up in the violas

and 'cellos,
"
might these eyes by my mother be gladdened!

"

Sighing gently, he leans still farther back, and a deep silence

settles upon the scene, broken only by the vague murmurs of the

forest. Siegfried gradually becomes conscious of the song of a bird

in the branches above him, whose call takes at various times the

following forms:

The dreaming boy longs to be able to understand the bird's mes-

sage, for surely it would tell him something of his mother? Mime
has told him that the song of birds has a meaning, if man could

Mily discover it. But how is this to be done?
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After a moment's reflection he resolves to try to follow the

bird's singing with notes of his own, on a reed; thus singing the

bird's language himself, it may be that the meaning of the song
will become clear to him Running to a stream that flows near by,

he cuts a reed with his sword and hurriedly fashions a rude rustic

pipe out of it. He makes three or four attempts to play upon this

rough instrument (the tones are made for him by an English horn

behind the scenes, playing harshly and out of tune). Siegfried is

angry for a moment at his failure, then gives it up with a smile.

But the bird's singing will not let him rest; on the stupid reed, he

says, he cannot make an intelligible sound, but how if he were to

give the bird a strain of his own on his horn? Taking the silver

horn that hangs at his waist he blows on it, loudly and lustily, a

fantasia upon his typical call (No 3), every now and then sustain-

ing a note for a long time and looking up expectantly at the bird.

At last there is a movement in the background Fafner has been

disturbed in his cave, the Dragon's theme in the tuba is heard in

combination with Siegfried's horn-call as Fafner breaks through

the underwood and drags his huge bulk up to the higher ground
until the fore part of his body rests on this; then he utters a cav-

ernous yawn. Siegfried turns round and looks at him in astonish-

ment, Fafner, who has at the same time caught sight of Siegfried,

pauses on the knoll.

The situation strikes Siegfried as humorous, he has been making
music to draw some living thing of loveliness to him out of the

forest, and this ugly monster is what his lay has brought him!
u What is there?

"
Fafner bellows at him. (The player of the part

sings through a speaking-trumpet that passes up into the Dragon's

jaws ) Siegfried accosts him cheerily. He would fain know what

foar is, perhaps this new-found companion can teach him? If not,

he shall perish by Siegfried's sword. Fafner laughs heavily at this

arrogance
u Drink I came for,

1 '

he says,
" and now I find food!

"

whereupon he opens his jaws and shows his teeth

The irreverent boy compliments him on these, but thinks he has

opened his gullet far too wide, and says it will have to be closed.

Badinage and repartee are not the Dragon's strong points; resent-
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ing Siegfried's crude humour, he threatens him with his tail, and

at last, losing his temper, roars to the boastful boy to come on.

Siegfried draws his sword, springs towards Fafner, and puts

himself in an attitude of defiance. Fafner drags himself farther

up the knoll and spits fire from his nostrils at Siegfried, who

avoids the venom, springs nearer, and stands at one side. Fafner

lashes at him with his tail, and has nearly caught him, when the

boy leaps over him at one bound and wounds him in the tail.

With a roar of pain and rage Fafner draws his tail back quickly

and rears up the front part of his body to hurl it on Siegfried ,
his

breast is thus exposed, and Siegfried, quickly perceiving the place

of the heart, plunges his sword in it up to the hilt. Fafner raises

himself still higher in his pain, then sinks down on the wound as

Siegfried lets go the sword and leaps to one side.

The dying monster, in a weaker voice, asks the stripling who it

was that goaded his childish spirit to this murderous deed. The

boy cannot tell him, nor even who he is; it seems to him that he

had been stirred to the fight only by his own heart. Fafner, in pity

for the boy, enlightens him as to certain things. Of the two mighty

brothers, he says, Fasolt and Fafner, both are now dead
,
Fafner

slew Fasolt for the gold, and now he himself falls by the hand of

a boy. Let the young hero heed himself well, for he who drove him

so blindly to this murderous deed is plotting his death also.

Fafner raises himself with a sigh and expires, and in doing so rolls

to the side. Siegfried, in drawing the sword out of his breast, gets

some of the Dragon's blood on his hands. He involuntarily puts

his fingers into his mouth to suck the blood from them, and thereby

makes himself able now to understand the song of the forest bird,

which, from the branches of the lime tree above him, sings, to

the melodies of Nos. 20 and 21,
"
Hei! Siegfried has won him the

Nibelungs' Hoard! Hid in the cavern he will find it! If he finds the

Tarnhelm it will serve him for wonderful deeds, but could he dis-

cover the Ring it would make him the master of the world!
"
Sieg-

fried has listened enraptured: softly and earnestly he thanks the

bird for its counsel, then turns towards the back and disappears
for a while into the cave.
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When the stage is empty Mime slinks on, looking round timidly

and cautiously to make sure that Fafner is dead; at the same

moment Alberich comes out ol the cleft on the other side. He looks

hard at Mime, who, not being able to find Siegfried, is making
towards the cave at the back, when Alberich rushes at him and

bars his way. There ensues a scene, that is most amusing for the

spectator, of hectic recrimination between the pair of precious

rogues. Each claims the gold for his own, and bids the other keep
his greedy eyes and hands off it.

"
It is mine by right," claims Al-

berich,
"

for who was it robbed the Rhine of its gold and wrought
the spell of the Ring?

" " And who," counters Mime,
" made the

Tarnhelm for you?
"

So the rapid and petulant dialogue goes on, each upbraiding

and taunting the other. Alberich 's greater vehemence at last beats

Mime down. Scratching his tousled and bewildered head, the

dwarf suggests a compromise: Alberich can have the Ring if he

will let Mime keep the Tarnhelm, that is surely fair to both. He
rubs his hands insinuatingly, but Alberich rejects the suggestion

with a scornful laugh: would he ever be safe in his sleep if Mime
had the Tarnhelm? Beside himself with rage, Mime shrieks,

" Not

the Tarnhelm? Naught then do I get?
" The ruthless Alberich

declares that he will not even give him a nail. Then, in a towering

temper, Mime shouts that neither the Ring nor the Tarnhelm shall

Alberich have, for he will call Siegfried, who will avenge him with

his sword on this dear brother of his.

Just then Siegfried appears in the background. They notice, as

he comes forward slowly and thoughtfully, that he has passed over

the treasure as a whole, taking only what have no doubt seemed

to him charming childish toys the Tarnhelm and the Ring.

Laughing maliciously, Mime tells his brother to ask Siegfried to

give him the Ring: then he slips back into the forest. Alberich

at the same time disappears into his cleft, saying as he goes,
" And

yet to its lord shall it again belong!
"

The unsophisticated boy muses upon his booty. He has brought

away these two baubles not because he understands the value of

them, but because the bird had counselled him to do so, and
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because they will serve as witnesses that he has vanquished Fafner

in fight: of fear, however, he has still learned nothing. He thrusts

the Tarnhelm into his girdle and puts the Ring on his finger.

Once more there is a deep silence except for the forest murmurs

(No. 17) ;
then the voice of the bird is heard once more, telling

Siegfried not to trust in the treacherous Mime, and to listen alert

to the lies of the hypocritical knave, for having tasted the blood of

the Dragon Siegfried will now be able to pierce through the dwarf's

words to the secret meaning of his heart.

By a gesture Siegfried signifies that he understands Seeing

Mime slinking towards him he remains motionless, leaning on his

sword, observant and self-contained, during the whole of the scene

that follows Mime now sets himself to cajole the boy, whom he

believes to be as unsophisticated as ever. Coming nearer to Sieg-

fried, bowing and scraping and making wheedling gestures, he

greets him, in music that is a masterpiece of oily hypocrisy, as

the hero who has slain the Dragon.

When Siegfried speaks, we realise that a change has taken

place in him. In quiet, grave tones he tells the dwarf that, grim and

furious as the Dragon was, his death grieves him when he sees that

far eviller rascals go through the world unpunished:
f " He who

egged me on to the fight, I hate him more than the Dragon!
''

What follows calls for a little sympathetic imagination on the

part of the spectator Mime imagines himself to be saying cajoling

and deceiving things to Siegfried, but the latter hears through
them the secret murderous thought of the cunning dwarf, and it is

these words, of course, that we hear. Soon, he says, he will close

Siegfried's eyes in eternal slumber, for he has done the deed that

Mime desired, and now Mime will rob him of all he has won: at

this point we hear a new motive in the orchestra, that of the Booty
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He has always hated Siegfried and all his kind, he continues, and

longed to get the gold from the Dragon, and now, unless Siegfried

gives him all, the boy in turn shall lose his life.

It puzzles and annoys Mime that Siegfried answers him not

according to what he is saying but according to what he is think-

ing. The boy must be tired after his fight, the dwarf continues;

will he not take a draught of the cordial that his loving Mime has

brewed for him? " So then," says Siegfried,
"
of my weapon and

what it has won me, ring and booty, you would rob me? " Mime
makes a last desperate attempt to make the booby understand: let

the boy just take one draught, and his darkened senses will make

him an easy prey to Mime; but as the dwarf would nowhere be

safe should Siegfried awake, he will take the sword and hack his

head off, then shall Mime have both rest and the Ring and he

gives a childish chuckle at the thought.

He pours the liquor into the drinking horn and offers it to Sieg-

fried, assuring him that this is the last draught he will ever drain.

Siegfried, unable to endure the loathsome scene any longer, raises

his sword, and, his whole being expressive of violent loathing, aims

a swift blow at Mime, who immediately falls dead; from the cleft

Alberich's mocking laughter rings out, while the orchestra gives

out an echo of Mime's Reflection motive (No. i), as if ironically

drawing attention to what the dwarf's elaborate scheming has

brought him to.

Siegfried quietly puts back his sword again, gazes at the fallen

body, and says,
"
Nothung pays envy's wage: therefore truly did I

forge it
"

,
but from the orchestra there wells up a sinister re-

minder of the motive of the Curse. Siegfried picks up Mime's

body, carries it to the knoll, and throws it into the cave, bidding

t there lie on the Hoard that the dwarf has so long desired, and

hat can now be his for ever; and by way of a guardian against

hieves he pushes the body of the Dragon before the entrance to

he cave, thus stopping up the latter completely.

It is now midday. Siegfried, after gazing thoughtfully for a

vhile into the cave, turns away and passes his hand over his brow,

ie is hot and somewhat agitated: he lies down in the shade of the
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lime tree and again looks up into its branches. The stabbing thought

comes that he is alone in the world: he has neither brother nor

sister; his mother died, his father fell, and neither saw their son;

the only comrade he has ever had was a loathsome old dwarf who

never loved him, but plotted only to entrap him, until in the end

he was forced to slay him.

To the accompaniment of a new motive symbolical of the Joy
of Love.

that is followed by a lovely version of the expressive No. 5, he im-

plores the bird to give him his counsel again and find for him a

faithful friend. The bird replies that Siegfried has slain the evil

dwarf, and now a glorious bride awaits him
,
she sleeps on a rocky

height, but is surrounded by fierce flickering fire, he who shall

break through the flames and waken the bride shall win Brynhilde

for wife.

Siegfried starts up joyously, a new life throbbing in his veins.

The bird has told him that Brynhilde shall be wakened by one

alone one who has never felt fear. Laughing with delight, Sieg-

fried declares that this is he, and bids the bird show him the way
to the rock The bird flutters forth, circles over Siegfried for a

moment, and after teasingly leading him hither and thither for a

little while takes a definite course to the background, Siegfried

following it.

The orchestral Prelude to the third act is another of those

symphonic pieces in which Wagner, by the play of one leading

motive against another, partly recapitulates the preceding action,

partly forecasts the future course of the drama. The Prelude is

mostly made up of reiterations of the theme of the Need of the

Gods (Valkyrie, No. 21), the Treaty motive (Valkyrie, No 8),

the motive that is associated at times with Erda, at times with

the Norns (Rhinegold, No. 26), and a motive typical henceforth

of the Twilight of the Gods:
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(14)
,

.

These motives are woven into a tissue of magnificent energy.

The curtain having risen, we see a wild spot at the foot of a rock]

mountain, which rises steeply at the left towards the back. It ij

night: a storm is raging, with violent thunder and lightning; the

former ceases after a while, but the lightning continues to flasr

through the clouds. We hear the Magic Ban motive (Valkyrie

No. 29), and that of the Annunciation of Fate (Valkyrie, No. 22)

as the Wanderer enters and strides resolutely to a cavernous

opening in a rock in the foreground ; there, leaning on his spear, he

calls towards the mouth of the cave a summons to Erda to awake

from her timeless sleep.

The cavern begins to glow with a bluish light, and Erda rises

slowly from the depths: she appears to be covered with hoarfrost,

and her hair and garments give out a shimmering light. In deep,

impressive tones she asks who it is that breaks her dream.

The Wanderer opens out his troubled heart to her. He has been

through the world, searching for knowledge and wisdom, to Erda,

the wisest of women, is known everything that the deeps hide and

that air and water, hill and dale enclose
;
she alone can see to the

secret heart of the world
;

it is to win him her wisdom that he has

wakened her from sleep. She bids him go to the Norns, who wake

while she is sleeping, it is they who wind the rope of fate, and sit

and spin what Erda knows.

Urgently Wotan tells her that the Norns have no power either to

make or to mar, they are merely the obedient weavers of fate. It is

of Erda's wisdom he would now ask a question how to hold back

a rolling wheel? To Wotan, Erda replies tranquilly, she once bore

a wish-maiden, who is both brave and wise; why does he not go

and ask counsel of Erda's and Wotan's child ? The Wanderer

answers that Brynhilde disobeyed him and he laid her to sleep

upon the fire-girt rock: what counsel can come from her? Erda

seems for a while sunk in dreams, then, after a long silence, she
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says in deep tones,
" Dazed am I since I awoke: wild and strange

seems the world! The Valkyrie suffers penance of sleep while her

all-knowing mother slept
? Doth then pride's teacher punish pride

?

Is the deed-enkindler wroth with the deed? He who wardeth right,

he the truth's upholder, tramples on right, reigns by untruth? Let

the dreamer descend again' Let sleep again seal my wisdom !
"

But Wotan will not be put off. He will not let the all-wise one

go until she, who once planted a bitter barb in his heart and filled

him with fear of ruin and shame and anguish, now tells him how

the god may conquer his care; her wisdom is great, but his will is

greater, and she must answer him.

After a long silence he resumes:
" Thou unwise one, hear thou

my words, that care-free ever thou mayst sleep!
" No more is he

grieved, he says, by the thought of the downfall of the gods, since

he himself has willed it so- what once he resolved when his mind

was torn with anguish he now wills gaily and gladly. Once, in his

anger and loathing, he flung the world to the Nibelung Alberich;

now he wills his heritage to the young Walsung one who, though

chosen by him, knows him not the bravest of boys, free of

Wotan's counsel, has won for himself the Ring, and being full of

the joy of love and knowing no envy, Alberich's curse has no power

over him; and as he knows no fear, it is he who shall waken

Brynhilde, who shall do a deed that shall redeem the world. So

let Erda slumber on, and in her dreams behold his downfall:

whatever may betide now, the god in rapture yields to the ever-

young. As he speaks of willing his heritage to another we hear in

the orchestra the World-Inheritance motive:

He dismisses Erda, who, her eyes closed, begins to descend

gradually and at last disappears, the light dying away with her. The

storm has ceased, and the scene is faintly lit by the moon. Ad-

vancing close to the cavern, the Wanderer leans with his back
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against it, his face turned towards the stage, awaiting the coming
of Siegfried, whom he has seen in the distance.

The forest bird now flutters across the scene, and then, as if

alarmed, disappears hastily at the back. (It has caught sight of

Wotan,
"
the lord of the ravens," and fears for its life.) Siegfried

enters in the foreground. The bird, he says, has led him well so

far, but now it has flown away, and he must make his way alone

to the rock. He is going towards the back when the Wanderer, who

is still in the same position at the cave, accosts him, asking him

what is the way of which he speaks. Siegfried turns round to him,

and coming closer, tells him that he is seeking a rock, surrounded

by flaming fire, where sleeps a woman who must waken to him.

Quietly the Wanderer interrogates him, and Siegfried tells him

how he slew the Dragon, by the taste of its blood learned to under-

stand the song of the birds, and then followed one of them hither.

The Wanderer's questions take him further and further back in

his story: he tells first of all of how he followed Mime, who had

undertaken to teach him fear, then how he forged his own sword.

Siegfried becomes a little impatient when the Wanderer asks him

who made the mighty splinters from which the sword was forged

He replies that he does not know; he knows only that the frag-

ments would not have availed him had not the sword been shaped
anew.

The Wanderer breaks into a good-humoured, approving laugh,

and says,
" That can I well believe!

" The puzzled boy, becoming
still more impatient, asks the old man to plague him no more with

his questions, but if he knows the way to the rock, to show it to

him, and if not, to talk no more.

Placidly the Wanderer advises him to be patient:
"

If I am old,"

he says,
"
that is a reason why thou shouldst honour me." Siegfried

breaks out in scorn at this: all his life long his path has been

barred by one old fellow whom lately he swept away; if the

Wanderer holds him much longer with his chatter, let him have a

care lest he share Mime's fate. Then going closer to the Wanderer

he asks why he looks so strange why he wears that great hat,

and why it hangs so low over his face.
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Still immovable, the Wanderer replies,
" That is the wont of

Wanderer when against the wind he goes." Inspecting him more

closely, Siegfried finds that one eye is lacking, and hints that it

may have been struck out by someone whose way the garrulous

old man had barred
;
let him now take himself off, or soon he may

find himself short of the other. The tranquil Wanderer answers

him in words that the boy cannot understand: " With the one

eye that for long I have lost, thou lookest thyself on the other

that still is left me for sight."

The seeming foolishness of this reply moves Siegfried to loud

laughter; then, once more becoming impatient, he orders the Wan-
derer to cease his chatter and show him the way. Softly and

tenderly the Wanderer tells him not to scoff at and threaten one

who loved his race of old, though once he scourged it in his wrath:
" Thou whom I love so, all too fair one, wake not wrath in me now,
to the ruin of thee and me! " The raging boy bids him move out

of his path, for that way, he now knows, leads to the slumbering

Brynhilde.

It has now become quite dark again. Wrathfully and command-

ingly the Wanderer bids Siegfried stand back, for he shall not

find the way pointed out to him by the bird; it is his might that

has bound the maid in slumber in the midst of the fire, and he who
wakes her and wins her will make the Wanderer mightless for

ever. The fire motive flames out in the orchestra as he points out

to Siegfried the light on the rocky heights in the distance; this

fire shall seize and consume the foolhardy boy if he persists in his

quest.

Siegfried advancing farther, the Wanderer bars his way with his

spear:
" Hast thou no fear of the fire," he says,

"
at least shall

my spear bar the path. Still holdeth my hand the haft of power;
the sword thou dost bear was shattered once on this shaft; now
once again be it broken on the everlasting spear'

"
Siegfried draws

his sword: he has found then, he cries, his father's foe! Glorious

vengeance is in his grasp; thus he shatters the spear with his sword!

With one blow he hews the Wanderer's spear in two; there is a

flash of lightning and a rumble of thunder, that quickly dies

away. The fragments of the spear have fallen at the Wanderer's
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feet; quietly picking them up and falling back he says,
" Advance!

I no more can stop thee!
" and disappears in complete darkness.

Siegfried's attention is attracted by the increasing brightness

of the fire-clouds. "Through fire will I fare to the bride!
" he

cries;
" now at last shall I win me a dear comrade!

"
Placing his

horn to his lips and sounding his call he plunged into the sea of

fire, which has now swept down from the height of the foreground,

and soon he becomes invisible.

While the scene is being changed the orchestra pours out a molten

flood of tone, in which the themes of the Fire and of Siegfried's

the Magic Ban and the Slumber motive (Valkyrie, No. 30), fol-

lowed by that of Siegfried (Valkyrie, No. 25).

The setting of the final scene is precisely the same as that at

the end of The Valkyrie, with Brynhilde lying asleep in her

armour. Siegfried, coming from the back, appears on the summit

of the cliff. He looks around him for some time in astonishment

while the orchestra plays softly with the Sleep and other motives,

the music giving a curious impression of clear air on a great height.

Looking into the wood at the side Siegfried sees a horse standing

in deep sleep. Then his eye catches the glint of the bright sunlight

on Brynhilde's armour, and coming forward and raising her shield

he sees what he takes to be the figure of a warrior, Brynhilde's face

being still mostly concealed by the helmet. He carefully loosens

and removes this, and a mass of hair falls down
;
but he still be-

lieves that the sleeper is simply a man of great beauty. Unable to

loosen the breastplate he cuts with his sword through the rings of

mail on both sides, raises the breastplate and the greaves, and starts

back in amazement and alarm with a cry of
" That is no man! "

A new emotion flames through him; greatly distressed at this

apparition of something that has never yet come within his experi-

ence, he cries,
" On whom shall I call that he may help me?

Mother! Mother! Remember me 1 " and then sinks, as if fainting,

on Brynhilde's bosom. After a long silence he rises with a sigh,

and, to the accompaniment of the ardent No. 23, he resolves to

venture to waken the maiden, even though her eyes should blind

him. " Can this be fear?
"
he asks as he listens to the unaccustomed
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beating of his heart. From a sleeping woman he has at last learned

fear, and to conquer it he must waken her.

More and more enchanted with her beauty he gives a despairing

cry of
" Awaken! Awaken! Holiest maid' "

Then, as she seem-

ingly does not hear him, he sinks, as if dying, on the sleeping figure,

and with closed eyes presses his lips to hers.

The kiss awakens Brynhilde. Slowly rising to a sitting position,

she raises her arms and gives a solemn greeting to the sky and

earth that she sees once more:

Then, to music that seems to be quivering with light and warm
with the pulsing of a long-restrained energy, she hails the glorious

sun. Who is the hero who has wakened her? she asks; and when

she learns that it is Siegfried who has fought his way through the

fire she pours out a new song of thankfulness to the gods.

A long duet follows between the pair, in which she tells him how

he had been her care before he was born, for she divined the secret

of Wotan that the god himself dared neither speak nor shape

to thought, and how what possessed her then was love for the un-

born Siegfried. Various new motives make their appearance from

time to time, among the most important of which are that of Love's

Greeting:

and that of Love's Rapture:

(ts)
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Sadness comes over Brynhilde as she gazes on her horse and her

shield and helmet, and realises that she has lost her godhood and

is now only a sorrowful woman awakened by a mortal man.

When Siegfried in his ardour tries to embrace her she springs

up, repulses him with the strength of terror, and flies to the other

side: "No god's touch have I known! "
she cries.

"
Before the

maiden low bent the heroes, holy came she from Valhalla. Woe's

me' Woe for the shame, the pain, and the disgrace! For he who
wakes me deals me this wound! He has broken byrnie and helm;

Brynhilde am I no more' " At the mention of Valhalla the orches-

tra softly intones a phrase:

that, in The Rhtnegold, figured at the end of the representative

Valhalla motive, but that later will have a significance of its own.

Gradually, with loving words, Siegfried soothes her, and at last

her expression shows that a sweet vision has arisen in her mind. As

she turns a gentle gaze on him the strings give out very softly a

new motive, that of Peace:

(so)

Another new motive appears immediately afterwards as Bryn-

hilde hails Siegfried as the Treasure of the World, the Life of

the Earth.
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She implores him to leave her as untroubled as the reflection of his

own face in the crystal brook to love himself and leave her in

peace, not strike his own one into the dust. But in the end his

passion fires her too, and laughing wildly in her joy she cries that

she loves him and if need be will go laughing down to death

with him.

The horns gn^e out a new motive, that of Love's Resolution:

(82)

as the voices blend in a rapturous final duet, in which Brynhilde
bids farewell to the glitter of Valhalla, that may now crumble

to dust along with the glory and pomp of the gods, for henceforth

over her head shines Siegfried's star. Siegfried hails the day that

has brought him Brynhilde, laughter, and love, and at the end their

voices unite in a cry of
"
Light of loving, laughing death!

"
Bryn-

hilde throws herself into Siegfried's arms while the orchestra

thunders out the theme of Love's Rapture (No. 28), followed by
that of Siegfried in the trombones.



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS

AS
the first act alone of The Twilight of the Gods lasts two

hours, and the whole opera runs to close on five hours of

actual performance without reckoning the intervals, it is obviously

necessary for cuts to be made on most occasions. Generally the

opening scene is sacrificed, greatly to the damage of the inner

dramatic idea

Fate broods over the whole of this last evening of The Ring,

and it is the weaving of the fates of gods and men that we witness

in the opening scene The weavers of Fate in the Scandinavian

mythology are the Norns, who pass to each other the cord of Fate,

which is made fast to a fir tree.

A brief orchestral prelude presents us first of all with the short

motive to which Brynhilde, when awakened on her rock at the

end of Siegfried, had greeted the world.

This is followed by a motive typical of the Norns, that is merely
a slightly altered rhythmical version of the now familiar theme

of Erda. The solemn motive of the Annunciation of Fate is next

heard in the brass, to be succeeded by a new motive, that of the

Weaving of Fate:
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(*)

The scene is once more Brynhilde's rock, as at the close of The

Valkyrie and Siegfried, but as the stage is almost completely dark

we do not recognise any of the familiar objects. From the valley

at the back comes the gleam of the fire

We dimly descry the three Norns tall women in long, veil-like,

sombre draperies. The first, who is the oldest, lies in the fore-

ground on the right, under a wide-spreading fir tree; the second,

who is younger, is stretched out on a rock in front of the cave;

while the third, who is the youngest, sits in the centre of the back-

ground on a rock at the edge of the peak.

During the conversation of the Norns a golden rope is passed

at intervals from one to the other, and fastened in turn to the fir

tree and the rock.

The first Norn tells how she once wove at the world ash tree,

when a dauntless god came to drink at the spring near by, and

left an eye in payment for a draught from the waters of wisdom,

how Wotan then broke a great branch from the world ash tree

and made a spear-shaft out of it; how, as time went on, the wound

cankered the tree, that languished and died, while the water dried

up in the spring. (Here we hear a new motive, that of the Twilight

of the Gods):

(3)

The second Norn takes up the tale, telling how Wotan engraved

runes of treaties on the shaft of the spear, and with it ruled the

world, how a hero shattered the spear, and how Wotan then bade

Valhalla's heroes cut in pieces the withered trunk and branches of

the world ash tree.
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From the third Norn we learn how Wotan now sits in state in

Valhalla with the gods and the heroes: round the mighty castle

is heaped up a great wall of the riven boughs of the world ash

tree; and when fire shall seize upon the wood and ravage the

glittering hall, then the doom of the gods is nigh, and they shall

all go down into the dusk.

The tale goes on that Wotan, by the magic of his spear, found the

wandering Loge and fixed him as a fire about the rock.
" Knowest

thou what now shalt be?
"
asks the second Norn, and the third

Norn replies prophetically,
" The broken spear-shaft's piercing

splinters Wotan strikes to the depths of the burning one's breast:

furious fire flares from the glow, this Wotan hurls at the world

ash tree's wall of boughs about Valhalla."

The Norns would fain know when this shall come about, but

the night wanes, and they can no more see or feel the strands of

the rope. A terrible sight mocks and maddens them, the Rhinegold,

that was once robbed by Alberich what came from that? The

second Norn cries out that the jagged edge of the rock is cutting

through the rope:
"
the web wavers and tears; from grief and greed

rises the Nibelung's Ring, a vengeful curse gnaws at the sundering

strands." Further in the Book of Fate the Norns cannot read,

For the rope breaks. Starting up in terror they take hold of the

broken pieces, and, going to the centre of the stage, bind

heir bodies together with them, crying,
" The end this of our

wisdom' The world hears us wise ones no more' Descend to

Erda'
"

They vanish, to the accompaniment of a last reminiscence of

he theme of the Annunciation of Fate in the orchestra Day
iawns, and as the red g!ow increases the fire in the valley at the

>ack grows fainter. Softly the horns give out the theme of

Siegfried as hero:

ollowed by the Brynhilde motive in the clarinet:
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This last is developed and carried up higher and higher in the

orchestral registers, till at last it bursts forth in glory as full

daylight comes upon the scene.

Immediately afterwards the Siegfried theme thunders out in all

the power of the brass, followed by that of the Valkyries ( Valkyrie,

No. 17), as Siegfried, fully armed, enters from the cave, accom-

panied by Brynhilde, who is leading her horse Grane by the bridle

She is about to send her hero forth to deeds of glory, after having

endowed him with all the wisdom the gods had taught her. He

is now her master, having overcome the Valkyrie she once was

and wakened her as a woman, she is weak in wisdom, she says,

but strong in will and rich m love.

The motive of Heroic Love.

which appears at this point, is heard again when Siegfried assures

her that if he has learned no other wisdom he has at least laid

to heart eternal love for, and remembrance of, Brynhilde The

theme of Love's Greeting, to which, m the duet at the end of the

preceding opera, Siegfried and Brynhilde poured out their ecstasy:

(7)

reappears as she speaks of the hero who wakened her and became

the lord of her life
,
and various other motives with which we are

already familiar are heard again as she exhorts him never to forget

her and the pledges of love they have exchanged.

If Siegfried must now leave her. he says, in the ward of the

watchful fire, he will give her, in return for all her runes of wisdom,
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a Ring, which he now draws from his finger and places on hers. In

this Ring lies the whole virtue of the deeds of valour he has wrought
from the time when he dealt out death to the Dragon; now it shall

be the token of his love, and its strength be Brynhilde's guard.

In exchange she gives him Grane, who, like her, has lost his

former supernatural quality, and can no longer ride over the

clouds through thunder and lightning, but will carry him anywhere
on earth, even through fire itself. To the accompaniment of the

Freedom motive:

()
^

he vows that with Brynhilde's horse and Brynhilde's shield he is

no longer Siegfried, but Brynhilde 's arm, endowed with her spirit,

he is Siegfried and Brynhilde in one. To a last rapturous outpour-

ing of No 8 the pair hail each other in a final ecstasy, after which

Siegfried quickly leads the horse down the rocks, Brynhilde

following him.

A long orchestral interlude follows, to allow of a change of scene ,

this is the excerpt known in the concert-room as
"

Siegfried's

Rhine Journey
''

Siegfried, of course, is from this point onwards

invisible to the spectator, but from the gestures and the expression

of Brynhilde, who stands on the slope following him down the

valley with her eyes, we can trace his course in our imagination.

After various soundings of his horn-call, which she answers with

a joyous smile, we hear the motive of Love's Resolution

WrfiO-rrn n
r f i r

given out in the full strength of the orchestra. At this point the

curtain falls, but the music continues. The horn-call is combined
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with a variant of the Loge motive- then comes the great upward

surging theme of the Rhine (Rhinegold, No. i), followed in turr

by the Song of the Rhinemaidens and the motive of the Ring, tc

which succeed the motives of Renunciation, the Rhinegold, and

Servitude.

Towards the end the music, by a transition so gradual as tc

be almost imperceptible, has lost in pace, slackened in vitality, and

darkened in colour, the youthful joyousness and morning fresh-

ness of the preceding scene have died out of it, and Fate seems

to be brooding over the drama once more.

By the most natural means imaginable the music at last merges

into a fresh motive, that of Hagen:

as the curtain rises, showing us the hall of the Gibichungs on the

Rhine. The hall is entirely open at the back, where we see an

open shore extending to the river.

(The Gibichungs are the children of Gibich, their king is

Gunther, who has a sister, Gutrune. and a half-brother, Hagen,

the last-named being the product of a loveless union between

Alberich and Grimhilde, the mother of Gunther and Gutrune.

Hagen, in keeping with his Nibelung origin, is dark-complexioned,

gloomy, and sinister.)
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When we first catch sight of the three new characters, they

are seated at a table with drinking utensils on it. A new motive,

that of the Gibichungs:

is heard as Gunther asks his half-brother how it stands with the

fame of Gibich on the Rhine He puts aside Hagen's assurance

that all are filled with envy at the king's fame and fortune. Not

at all is he to be envied, he says; rather should he envy Hagen,
for though Gunther was the first-born, Hagen is the possessor of

wisdom.

Hagen, being importuned again, tells him the truth: Gunther's

fame is not so glorious as it might be, for there are great things

he has not yet won him. he is still without a wife, and Gutrune

without a husband For the increase of his fame he should win a

woman of whom Hagen knows, the noblest in the world, whose

home is on a rock surrounded by fire. But Gunther may not fight

through that fire
,
that deed has been reserved for a stronger man,

Siegfried the Walsung, whom Hagen would like to see wedded to

Gutrune Hagen tells the others of the great deeds of Siegfried

how he slew the Dragon and made himself possessor of the Hoard,
and with it the lordship of the world, only he can win through
the fire to Brynhilde.

Gunther rises angrily at this, and striding agitatedly about the

hall asks Hagen \\hy he thus spurs him to vain desire. Without

moving from his seat, Hagen stops Gunther with a mysterious

sign: and we hear the Tarnhelm motive in the orchestra as he

asks,
" But if Siegfried bring home the bride to thee, then were not

Brynhilde thine ? " He unfolds his plan to the still restless and

fretted Gunther. Siegfried would win Brynhilde for Gunther

were he himself in love with Gutrune, and that could be brought

about by means of a magic potion that would make the hero forget

that he had seen any woman before her. Gunther praises Grimhilde
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for having given him such a brother, while the gentle Gutrune

murmurs,
" Would that Siegfried I might see!

"

Gunther is just asking how the hero may be found when a horn

is heard from the background; a little later this develops into

the characteristic horn-call of Siegfried (Siegfried, No. 3), and

Hagen, who has gone to the shore and is looking down the stream,

calls back that he sees a vessel approaching carrying a man and a

horse; and none but Siegfried, the vanquisher of the Dragon, could

with so easy a stroke drive the boat against the stream Hagen
hails the hero through his hollowed hands, and soon Siegfried ap-

pears in the boat. He fastens it to the shore and springs on land

with his horse, where he is greeted by Gunther and Hagen, Gutrune,

from her seat at the table, gazing on him in wonder and admira-

tion As Siegfried sets foot on the land the trombones give out,

with the maximum of their power, the terrific theme of the Curse.

Siegfried, standing calmly by the boat, leaning on his horse,

greets Gunther courteously, says he has heard his praises sung

beyond the Rhine, and bids him fight him or be his friend.

Gunther, to the accompaniment of the Friendship theme.

(is)

gives him a fair welcome, and Hagen leads Grane away to the

back of the hall, Siegfried gazing thoughtfully after them. At a

gesture from Hagen, Gutrune retires, unobserved by Siegfried,

through a door on the left into her chamber, Gunther then brings

Siegfried forward into the hall, where, in the ancient fashion, he

places himself and all he has at the service of his guest. For himself,

says Siegfried, he has neither field nor folk nor father's house

to offer in return; his whole birthright is his body, but he has a

sword, shaped by himself, and that shall be the witness to his

oath of friendship.

Hearing Siegfried's disclaimer of wealth, Hagen, who has now

returned and is standing behind Siegfried, remarks that rumour

names him as the lord of the Nibelung's Hoard. The unsophisti-



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS 26l

cated hero, it seems, has forgotten this; so little does he prize

the booty that he has left it, he says, in the cavern with the body
of the Dragon who once watched over it. One thing alone he took

away with him here he points to the woven metal work that

is hanging at his belt and of that he does not know the worth.

Hagen, however, declares this to be the Tarnhelm, that will dis-

guise its wearer as he wills, or take him in the twinkling of an

eye wherever he may wish to be

Was there anything else Siegfried took from the Hoard ? " A

Ring," Siegfried replies,
" and that is now worn by a woman '

"
Brynhilde'

"
ejaculates Hagen aside. He opens Gutrune's door,

and the maiden enters to the gentle motive that is so descriptive

of her tender, yielding, love-desiring nature:

She bears a filled drinking-horn, which she offers to Siegfried, wel-

coming him as guest in Gibich's house.

He takes it from her courteously, and, with his thoughts evi-

dently turned inwards, pledges Brynhilde in undying love and re-

membrance. But the draught has had mixed with it the subtle

essences of which Hagen spoke ,
the Magic Deceit that lies in it is

symbolised in one of Wagner's most subtly expressive motives:

<M>

Some transformations of the Gutrune motive, growing in ardour

from bar to bar, give us a hint of the working of the potion on

Siegfried; he returns the horn to Gutrune, who, shamed and con-

fused, lowers her eyes before him. His blood already fired with

love for her, he asks Gunther, in a trembling voice, the name oi
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his sister, seizes her hands impetuously, and asks her if she like

her proud brother, would disdain the offer of himself were he to

make it. Gutrune encounters Hagen's look; she humbly bows her

head, then, with a gesture indicating her feeling of her own un-

worthiness, leaves the hall with unsteady steps, Siegfried, closely

watched by Hagen and Gunther, following her with his eyes as if

bewitched.

Has Gunther a wife? he asks.
" Not yet," replies the Gibichung:

he has set his heart on one whom he can never make his own; her

home is on a towering rock, surrounded by fire, and only he who

breaks through the wall of flame shall win Brynhilde for wife.

Siegfried, in astonishment, repeats each' of Gunther's sentences

after him, as if trying, by an intense effort, to recapture some-

thing that should be familiar to him, but at the mention of Bryn-

hilde 's name he shows by a final gesture that the memory quite

evades him.

Coming to himself out of his dreamlike state he turns gaily to

Gunther and declares that he, who does not fear the fire, will win

the bride for the King if he himself may have Gutrune, he will

gain access to the rock by means of the Tarnhelm, changing his

form into that of Gunther.

The theme of the Curse has already been heard in the horns

during the scene in which Siegfried followed Gutrune with his

eyes, and now it is heard again in the tuba as the two men prepare

to take the oath of Blood-brotherhood. Hagen having filled a

drinking-horn with fresh wine, he holds it out to Siegfried and

Gunther, each of whom cuts his arm with his sword and lets the

blood fall into the mouth of the horn. Then each lays two fingers

on the horn, which is still held by Hagen between them, and swears

Blood-brotherhood to the other.

Voices $va higher
tea

Ho/tjiftttP* Treu - e trink' ich dem Freund!
Troth- I drink to my friend/

There follows upon this a solemn passage:
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Gunther

Bncht em Bru - der den Bund,
Breaks a bro - ther the bond,

Siegfried

Triigt den Treu - en der Freund,

False if friend be to friend,

in which each speaks of the Atonement that shall be due if either

fails to keep the oath:
" Breaks a brother the bond, false if friend

be to friend, what in drops today we two have drunken, in streams

unceasing shall flow, so shall the traitor atone'
"

Gunther and Siegfried drink from the horn in turns, the orches-

tra giving out the motive of the Oath of Fidelity, which is best

quoted here in the expanded form it assumes later:

Its salient characteristics are the fall of an octave and the clinching

effect of the second note of each bar.

Siegfried having drunk, he holds out the horn to Hagen, who

smites it into pieces with his sword as Gunther and Siegfried clasp

hands Siegfried demands why Hagen has not shared in the oath,

and the sinister one explains that his blood, being stubborn and

cold and not as noble as theirs, would only poison their drink.

Gunther bids Siegfried take no heed of the gloomy creature, and

the hero, turning to Gunther again, unfolds his plans. They two

will go down the Rhine together in the boat, and in this, when

they reach the mountain, Gunther will hide while Siegfried con-

quers Brynhilde and brings her to him.

They place their weapons in the boat, and just as Siegfried

pushes off into the middle of the stream Gutrune appears at the

door of her chamber and, learning from Hagen the destination of
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the pair, sighs out the desire of her heart that Siegfried may be

hers, and returns within in great agitation.

The boat is soon lost to view. Hagen, who has taken up his spear

and shield, sits down with his back against a post at the entrance

to the hall, and there, quite motionless, sings that he will watch

and ward the hall while the others, unknown to themselves, go to

perform his secret will and bring him, perhaps, the Ring.
" Ye

sons of freedom/' he cries,
"
lusty companions, laugh as ye sail

on your way! Base though ye deem him, ye both shall serve the

Nibelung's son'
"

The curtain falls, and during the change of scene the orchestra

reviews a number of the motives with which we are already ac-

quainted, including the Ring, Siegfried's horn-call, the typical

Siegfried motive, the Servitude motive, and various motives asso-

ciated with Brynhilde and Siegfried Wagner's musical and

dramatic genius was at this time at its height, and we find him now

hitting off his characters with the minimum of notes sometimes

in a single stroke as well as giving the subtlest new meanings
to the old motives by slight changes in the harmony, and combining
themes in such a way that of themselves they tell a story or paint

a scene.

For example, in the early part of this orchestral interlude, we
have the following.
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The upper melody is the motive of the Ring; the syncopated

rhythm in the lower stave is that of the Annihilation motive asso-

ciated with Albench (Rhinegold, No. 24) ;
while in the first two

notes in the lower stave we have the sinister motive of Hagen
given out by the double basses and tuba.

When the curtain rises again we see Brynhilde's rock once

more; Brynhilde is sitting at the entrance to the cave, thought-

fully contemplating Siegfried's ring, which, as if lost in blissful

memories, she covers with kisses.

While she is absorbed in her happiness, thunder is heard, ac-

companied by a lightning flash, and a dark thunder-cloud is seen

approaching the rock; Brynhilde recognises the old familiar sound

of a steed sweeping like a storm through the air. Outside is heard

Waltraute's voice calling her from a distance, and soon Waltraute

enters, with anxiety written on her face. Brynhilde, in delight, asks

her for news of Valhalla- does Wotan 's heart turn to his child

again ? With no thought for anything but her own happiness she

runs over the story of her wakening by Siegfried, and only gradu-

ally does she become aware of Waltraute 's gloom and agitation.

In a long and magnificent monologue known as Waltraute 's

Narration the Valkyrie tells her sister what it is that has brought
her hither. Since Brynhilde was lost to Wotan, she says, Wotan
has sent the Valkyries out no more to the battlefield to bring him

heroes. He joumeyed through the world as Wanderer, and one

day returned home holding in his hand the broken fragments of his

spear, shattered by a hero's sword.

With a silent sign he sent the warriors out to hew the world

ash tree in pieces, which he bade them build into a great rampart
about Valhalla. Then he assembled the gods and heroes, and there

he now sits, mute and grave, the spear's fragments in his grasp,

while the gods gaze at him awestruck and spellbound. Round his

knees the trembling Valkyries entwine themselves (here we hear

in the orchestra a motive expressive of the Calamity that is to fall

upon the gods) :
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Then, to music of the most soul-searching beauty, Waltraute de-

scribes how Wotan's looks grew soft as he remembered Brynhilde,

and sighing in his dream he whispered,
"
If ever the river-maidens

win back the Ring from Brynhilde again, from the Curse's load

released were gods and world!
"

The words sank deep into Waltraute, who stole forth alone,

mounted her horse, and flew to Brynhilde, to implore her to take

pity upon them all and end the grief of the gods by returning the

Ring to the Rhmemaidens again. The outraged Brynhilde, when

at last she understands, refuses to part with the Ring, the seal of

Siegfried's love for her; it is more to her than Valhalla's rapture,

more than the fame of the eternal gods, for out of the gleam of the

gold there sings perpetually to her the ecstatic refrain,
"
Siegfried

loves me! Siegfried loves me! "

She dismisses Waltraute with a message to the council of the

gods:
" While life doth last will I love, from love they never will

win me: fall first in ruins Valhalla's splendour and pride'
" Wal-

traute, after trying to shake her resolution, gives a terrible cry of

despair and rushes away, storm-clouds and tempest rising from the

wood as she departs.

Evening has fallen, and the light of the fire below the rock

gradually becomes brighter. At first Brynhilde is happy in the

thought of its guardianship; then she becomes aware that the

flames are leaping and seething more madly than usual. Through
the swirling mass of the fire music a horn behind the scenes gives

out the theme of Siegfried (Valkyrie, No 25), followed by Sieg-

fried's horn-call, and Brynhilde starts up in delight to welcome

the returning hero.

The flames flare up and then immediately draw back, hence-

forth being visible only in the depths below. Siegfried has come

through the fire, but as he steps upon the rock he wears the

form of Gunther; on his head is the Tarnhelm, which conceals the

upper part of his face, leaving only the eyes free. Verbal descrip-

tion can convey no sense of the horror of the moment in the

theatre; it is the most blood-curdling scene in the whole range of

opera.
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The dazed Brynhilde asks who it is that has thus forced a way
through the fire. To the accompaniment first of all of the motive

of Magic Deceit (No. 14), then of the Gibichungs (No. n) y

then of the Tarnhelm, Siegfried, in a feigned voice that is deeper

than his own, tells her that a wooer has come whom the fire could

not affright; he has won her for wife, and she must follow him

where he leads He is a Gibichung, he says, in answer to her ques-

tions, and his name is Gunther. The trapped woman gives a

despairing cry of
" Wotan! Thou vengeful, pitiless god! Now my

sentence its meaning shows: all shame and sorrow thou sendest

to me! "

The sombre motive of Hagen dominates the music as Siegfried,

springing down from the rock and drawing nearer to Brynhilde,

tells her that that night she must be wedded to him in her cave.

She summons up her last strength to stretch out threateningly

towards him the finger that bears the Ring, bidding him stand

back from her, for this is her sure guard. It is Gunther's, as hus-

band's right, replies Siegfried, and seizes her; she wrenches herself

free, flies, is caught again, and after a violent struggle he grasps

her by the hand and tears the Ring from her finger. With a violent

shriek she collapses into his arms as if broken, and her unconscious

look meets Siegfried's eyes. He lets her fainting body sink down on

to the stone bench at the entrance to the cave, and orders her,

as Gunther's bride, to point him the way.
With an imperious gesture he drives the exhausted woman be-

fore him, and as she totters into the cave he draws his sword and,

in his natural voice, cries,
"
Now, Nothung, witness thou that pure

my wooing was' That troth I may keep with my brother, bar thou

me from Gunther's bride!
" He follows Brynhilde into the cave,

and the curtain falls.

In the last page or two of the long act Wagner's genius for con-

centration is seen at its finest. There is an especially tremendous

passage at the point where Siegfried draws the sword that is to

separate him in honour from the bride of Gunther: first we hear

the incisive motive of the Oath of Fidelity (No. 17); then comes

this:
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in which we have in the trumpet a changed version of the Sword

motive, in the upper part of the lower stave the Treaty motive in

the horns and trombones, and in the bass the threatening two-notes

theme of Hagen

Throughout the brief orchestral introduction to the second act

and the whole of the first scene there runs the syncopated rhythm
characteristic of the Annihilation motive, in the introduction we

hear also from time to time the gloomy motive of Hagen
When the curtain rises we see the hall of the Gibichungs from

another angle. The open entrance is now on the right, on the left

is the bank of the Rhine, with rocky heights in the distance. It is

night; Hagen, his arm round his spear and his shield by his side,

sits asleep, leaning against a post of the hall. A sudden flood of

moonlight reveals to us not only Hagen but the head and shoulders

of Alberich, who is crouching before his son with his arms on the

latter 's knees

In the dialogue that ensues, Hagen speaks softly and always

without moving, so that although his eyes are open he appears

all the while to be sleeping. The Nibelung appeals feverishly to his

son to work for him against their enemies; the power of the gods

is broken, he says; soon they will sink to ruin, and then the world

shall be Alberich 's. The Ring has passed into the possession of the
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Walsung boy, over whom the Curse has no power, for he does

not know the worth of the Ring, and so makes no use of it for his

own ends; he lives only for love. Hagen must get the Ring, for if,

at Brynhilde's advice, Siegfried should restore it to the Rhine-

maidens, the gold and the power which it can confer will be for

ever lost to the Nibelungs. It is to achieve this vengeance that

Alberich has bred Hagen and instilled hatred in him.

Hagen's reply is that from his mother he indeed got his stout

heart, yet may he not thank her that she was caught by Alberich's

craft, for being the Nibelung's son he is old too soon, pale and

wan, ever joyless, hating the happy. But he bids his father remain

in peace, for he will win him the Ring, and Alberich disappears

slowly in a gradually deepening shadow, reiterating anxiously,
" Be true, Hagen, my son' Trusty hero' Be true' Be true!

''

Like the great dramatist he is, Wagner lets us see the two char-

acters not as they appear to us not as the villains of the piece,

that is to say but as they appear to themselves. Alberich is

wholly justified in his own eyes, especially after the injury that

Wotan did him
, and his hunger for the Ring is as vital an expres-

sion of his own being as Siegfried's longing for love is of his. In

the course of the dialogue a new motive has made its appearance,

that of Murder:

(21)

We shall meet with it again later, when the tragedy is working up
to the climactic point of Siegfried's death

Day dawns, and Hagen gives a slight start, as if awakening

Siegfried enters suddenly from behind a bush on the shore
,
he is

in his own form again, but the Tarnhelm is still on his head; he

takes it off and hangs it at his belt as he comes forward. The others,

he tells Hagen, are following in the boat. He asks if Gutrune is

awake, and Hagen calls her from the hall From this point onward

the Gutrune motive undergoes several modifications, one of the

most typical of which may be quoted here:
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although it does not appear till later in the scene.

Siegfried and Gutrune give each other gracious greeting, and

he tells her how he has mastered Brynhilde for her brother, and

so won Gutrune for himself. He assures her that though Brynhilde

submitted to her lord till the morn,
"
Siegfried was here by Gu-

trune'
"

for though Brynhilde lay beside him,
" between east and

west is north," he says, pointing to his sword; "so near was

Brynhilde, and so far." In the morning he had taken her through

the dying fire to the valley below, where, by the magic of the

Tarnhelm, Gunther was wafted to them and swift as thought

stood there in Siegfried's stead.

Far away down the river Hagen sees a sail, and Gutrune tells

him to call the vassals together to the hall for the wedding With

the wedding is associated a new variation upon the Gutrune mo-

tive

Siegfried gives Gutrune his hand and goes with her into the hall,

while Hagen, ascending a rock in the background, blows lustily on

his discordant cow-horn and hoarsely summons the vassals

His sinister joviality is expressed in a theme that first of all

appears in the bassoons-

llj

First singly, then in pairs, the armed vassals come hurrying along
the various paths across the rocks and gather on the shore in front

of the hall. Then, for the first and only time in The Ring, we have

a chorus, and however much it may savour, as is sometimes com-
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plained, of
"
opera

"
rather than of

"
musical drama," it is un-

deniably welcome not only as a relief from the constant succession

of single voices, but for itself, for it is a superb expression of bar-

baric gaiety. Orchestrally it has (if the adjectives may be per-

mitted) a peculiarly rough, hoarse colouring that is thoroughly

appropriate to the scene and the singers.

The first thought of the vassals is that they have been sum-

moned to guard the hall against a foe, but Hagen explains to them

that they have been brought there to welcome the king and his

bride. They are to slaughter steers on Wotan's altar, a boar for

Froh, a goat for Donner, and sheep for Fricka, that she may smile

on the marriage. Then from their women they are to take the

drinking-horns filled with mead and wine, and carouse till they

fall like logs all to win the favour of the gods for the marriage.

The savage vassals burst into ringing laughter, and, to the strain

of No. 24, sing the praises of
"
Hagen, the grim one," who has now

become a bridal herald 1

Becoming serious again, Hagen sends the vassals to greet the

arriving pair, and tells them to serve their lady royally;
"

if she be

wronged, swift be your vengeance'
" Gunther and Brynhilde arrive

amid great excitement and step ashore from the boat, the vassals

arranging themselves respectfully to greet them. Gunther leads

Brynhilde ceremoniously by the hand and presents her to the

vassals, who shout and clash their weapons together; she is very

pale and her eyes are lowered

As Gunther and Brynhilde near the hall, from which Sieg-

fried and Gutrune have come forth accompanied by women, we

hear in the bassoons a new motive, that of the Covenant of

Vengeance-

which will become of great significance later. The Gutrune motive

takes on another and still more exquisite form:
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as Gunther greets the other pair.
" two happy bridals bless we

together/' he says,
"
Brynhilde and Gunther, Gutrune and Sieg-

fried'
"

At the last of these names Brynhilde raises her eyes and per-

ceives Siegfried ,
her gaze remains fixed on him in stunned amaze-

ment All, including Gunther, from whom Brynhilde has torn

her violently trembling hand, look -at her in blank perplexity,

and the vassals softly ask themselves what the meaning of this

can be.

Siegfried, who, we have to remember, has had the memory of his

own association with Brynhilde taken from him by Hagen's potion,

calmly advances a few steps towards her and presents to her Gu-

trune, "Gunther's gentle sister, won by me, as thou by him*
"

"
I? Gunther?

"
cries Brynhilde vehemently,

" thou best!
"
She

staggers and seems about to fall, and is supported by Siegfried, who

is next to her. She looks up to him feebly, unable to understand why
he does not know her. Siegfried calls Gunther to tend his wife, and

just then Brynhilde, seeing the Ring on his outstretched finger,

gives a terrible cry. Hagen, knowing that the crisis is at hand, comes

from the background and tells the vassals to listen intently to this

woman's words.

Trying to master her agitation, Brynhilde, pointing to the Ring,

tells Siegfried that it should be worn of rights by Gunther, and

bids the latter take it from Siegfried Gunther does not understand

this, nor Brynhilde's later question,
" Where hidest thou the Ring

that from my hand thou torest?
"

Greatly perplexed, he takes

refuge in silence, and Brynhilde, breaking out into a violent rage,

proclaims the truth to all: it was Siegfried, the treacherous thief,

who wrenched the Ring from her! All look at Siegfried, who, as if
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bemused, is contemplating the Ring, which he says no woman gave

him, for he won it with his own sword in combat at Neidhohle.

Stepping between them, Hagen asks her if she knows the Ring
in truth, for if it is the one that Gunther wrested from her then

it is his, and Siegfried must have won it by craft, and the traitor

must now atone.

The bewildered and maddened Brynhilde cries out shame and

deceit and betrayal upon Siegfried, and bitterly asks the gods if

this sorrow that has come upon her was part of their punishing
decree She cries out to them to grant her a vengeance greater

than any the world has yet known Gunther implores her to calm

herself, but the angry woman waves him aside, declaring that

he as well as she has been betrayed.
" Hearken to me all," she

cries,
u
not his, but this man's wife" pointing to Siegfried

a am I'
"

Siegfried still does not understand. The memory of his union

with Brynhilde having vanished, he takes her charge of betrayal

to refer only to the night he spent with her in the cave in the

guise of Gunther, and of that he is guiltless, he says, for had he not

sworn Blood-brotherhood with the king? Did not his sword lie

between him and Brynhilde then?

The episode immediately following has been the subject of a

good deal of misunderstanding, that cannot be said to have been

cleared up quite satisfactorily. Brynhilde gives Siegfried the lie:

well she knows the sword, she says, and well she knows

the sheath also, and in its sheath on the wall the sword rested

when its master conquered her love. One's first assumption on

hearing this is that she is deliberately lying in order to arouse

the others' vengeance against Siegfried, and one cannot help

experiencing a slight alienation of sympathy from her.

The explanation seems to be, however, that she is referring to

her first meeting with Siegfried, for she does not associate him

with the second one, in which he bore the semblance of Gunther.

The men, of course, take her words in their literal sense, both

they and Gunther believing that Siegfried has played the king

false. Even Gntrune for a moment doubts her hero, and calk upon
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him to bear witness that Brynhilde is speaking falsely. Siegfried

declares himself willing to answer on oath.

The vassals form a ring round Siegfried and Hagen, the latter

holds out his spear, upon the point of which Siegfried lays two

fingers of his right hand as he offers up his life to the spear if

Brynhilde 's words be true and he betrayed his brother:

27

Hel -

* ^
le Welir, hei - h-ge Waf- fe!

Shin - ing spear! hal - low-ed weap-on!

He has no sooner finished than Brynhilde, striding furiously into

the midst of them, wrenches Siegfried's hand from the spear and

seizes the point with her own hand. Siegfried's oath is false, she

swears, and may the spear point deal him death t

Siegfried, unable to stand her frenzy, puts it down to the work-

ing of some demon within her, and advises Gunther to give her

time to rest and compose herself. The Tarnhelm, he thinks, may
have hidden only half of his face, but anyhow he has won her for

Gunther, and her woman's spite will soon be at an end Turning

again to the vassals and the women he urges them to give them-

selves up to the joys of the wedding Throwing his arm gaily round

Gutrune he draws her away with him to the hall, and the women
and the vassals follow him, slaves to his charm and infected by his

gaiety

On the stage only Brynhilde, Gunther, and Hagen remain.

Gunther, in deep shame and dejection, sits on one side and covers

his face; Brynhilde, standing in the foreground, looks sadly for

some time after Siegfried and Gutrune, and then lets her head

droop.

The long silence of the characters, that is filled expressively by
the orchestra, is broken at last by Brynhilde, who, as if to herself,
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asks what evil power it can be that has woven this misfortune about

them
, then, her rage mastering her again, she cries wildly,

" Who
will bring me now the sword wherewith I may sever my bond? "

Hagen comes close to her and tells her that he will wreak vengeance

for her on Siegfried. She turns on him with a bitter laugh, one

flash from the hero's eyes, she says, one glance such as gleamed

through the helm, shedding its glory on her, and fear would strike

through Hagen 's heart; his spear will be impotent unless he can

back it by something stronger than its own strength

Well he knows Siegfried's unconquerable might, replies Hagen;
but cannot she, out of her wisdom, whisper to him how he may
overcome him? Alasi she replies, in her love for him she wove her

magic so closely about him that nothing can wound him in

battle, that is to say, for knowing that he would never turn his

back upon a foe, she has set no spell there.
" And there," says

Hagen in triumph,
"
there striketh my spear!

"

He turns quickly to Gunther and exhorts him to master himself,

but the king, starting up passionately, crie? shame and woe upon
himself as the most wretched of all living. Brynhilde taunts the

weakling with hiding cravenly behind the hero, and the maddened

king cries to Hagen to help him save his honour.
" No help from

brain, no help from hand," answers Hagen;
"
there helps but

Siegfrieds death
"

Gunther recoils with horror a' ,>_ words, and the solemn No. 15

is heard in the orchestra as he cr*es in his anguish,
" Blood-brother-

hood I swore with him! " The bond, urges Hagen, has been

broken by Siegfried, and only his blood can atone. Brynhilde cries

out in her intolerable pain that while Siegfried betrayed only

Gunther, she has been betrayed by them all All the blood of

the world could not wash out their guilt to her, but as to her

vengeance, one man's death alone can glut that: Siegfried must

die!

Insidiously Hagen reminds his brother that Siegfried's death

will bring him the Ring, that coveted Ring that was once the

Nibelung's; and Gunther, sighing deeply, consents to the deed,

though he is sorry for the gentle Gutrune, who so truly loves
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Siegfried;
" What were we worth in her eyes," he asks,

" with her

husband's blood on our hands ? "

The mention of Gutrune's name converts Brynhilde into a fury

again ,
it is for Gutrune and her magic that Siegfried has betrayed

her! Once more Hagen has a plan; if her hero's death will grieve

Gutrune, let her not know how it came about
;
on the morrow they

will go hunting, and a boar's tusk can let out Siegfried's life. So

shall it be, the others decide, Brynhilde thinking only of her ven-

geance upon Siegfried and Gutrune, Gunther welcoming the oppor-

tunity to wipe out his shame, Hagen gloating over the prospect of

gaining possession of the Ring and the Hoard.

Once more we hear the Gutrune motive in the orchestra as Gun-

ther and Brynhilde, turning towards the hall, are met by the out-

coming bridal procession. Siegfried is carried by the men on a

shield, Gutrune on a chair, boys and maidens, strewing flowers,

run in front of them, while in the background the vassals and the

women bring sacrificial beasts and instruments to the altar. The

women invite Brynhilde to accompany them, Gutrune also beckons

to her with a friendly smile, but Brynhilde only stares blankly

at her. Hagen urges her on to Gunther, who takes her hand

The king himself is lifted by the men on to a shield, and as the

procession moves towards the heights the curtain falls, the or-

chestra giving out in the hi.a bars the darkly suggestive Hagen
theme once more, followed by the motive of the Covenant of

Vengeance.

The opening scene of the last act of the great drama is set in

a wild, wooded valley on the Rhine, which is seen flowing in the

background past a steep cliff. Siegfried is out hunting with Gunther

and Hagen and the others, and apparently the Rhinemaidens

are awaiting his coming. Before the curtain rises we hear, behind

the scenes, Siegfried's horn-call, followed by the sound of other

horns, some in the far distance, some nearer. Interspersed with

these hunting sounds are the theme of the Rhine (Rhinegold,

No. 2), and hints of the melody of the Rhinemaidens that will be

heard a little later from the maidens themselves.

When the curtain rises, Woglinde, Wellgunde, and Flosshilde are
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swimming in the water, circling as if in a dance. Wagner gives

them an enchanting new melody to sing:

Er'r rir n

as they greet the sunlight and once more lament the loss of the

shining, innocent gold Horns and their echoes are heard again

in the distance, and the Rhinemaidens, splashing about joyously

in the water, call upon the sunlight to send them soon the hero who

shall restore the gold to them.

Once more Siegfried's horn is heard, and the three Rhinemaidens

dive swiftly to take counsel together. While they are away, Sieg-

fried appears on the cliff, fully armed he has lost both his quarry

and his way The Rhinemaidens rise to the surface again, and, re-

suming their dance, accost him teasingly. He looks at them with a

smile perhaps it was they, he asks, who lured away from him the

shaggy brute he was hunting; if he is their lover, he leaves him to

them.

The maidens, laughing merrily, ask what he will give them if

they should restore his quarry His hands are empty today, he an-

swers, but let them say what they would have of him They demand

the Ring that gleams on his finger, but this he refuses them, to win

it he slew a mighty Dragon, and shall he now part with it for a

paltry bearskin? They call him mean; he should be freer with his

gifts to maidens' Were he to part with his goods in this way
he says smilingly, his wife would scold him

; whereupon the Rhine-

maidens laugh immoderately at this hero who is so afraid of M'>
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wife: perhaps she beats him, they suggest. With a parting sarcasm

at his miserliness they dive beneath the waters again.

Siegfried has apparently been a little nettled by their gibes.

Coming lower down he calls on them to return, saying that he will

give them the Ring, which he has drawn from his finger and now
holds aloft. When the Rhinemaidens come to the surface again

they are grave and solemn They bid him keep the Ring and ward

it well till he learns the ill fate that lies in it
;
then will he fain be

saved by them from the curse that lies upon it.

Quietly replacing the Ring on his finger, he asks them to tell

him all they know. In gravely warning tones:

Sieg - fried! Sieg - fried!

Schlim-mes wis-sen wir dir
E - vil wait- eth for thee

they tell him that the Ring is made from gold ravished from the

Rhine, and that he who shaped it by cunning and lost it in shame

laid a curse upon it, so that everyone who possesses it is doomed

to death; as Siegfried slew the Dragon so shall he himself be slam,

and that this very day, unless he returns the Ring to them, to be

hidden in the depths of the Rhine, whose waters alone can wash

out the curse.

The blind young hero replies that as he was not deceived by their

fawning he will not be moved by their threats. Still more urgently,

the harmonies shown in the first two bars of No. 29 taking on a yet

more anxious tinge, as it were, they exhort him to reflect while it is

yet time; but he only answers that he had already been warned

of the curse by the Dragon, and still could not learn what fear is;

through the magic of the Ring, he has been told, he could win him
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the inheritance of the world, but that he despises ;
he would barter

it for the grace of love, but never under a threat, for life

and limb he counts of no more worth than this picking up a

clod of earth, holding it over his head, and throwing it behind

him.

The Rhinemaidens can do no more with the infatuated young
man

; they call upon each other to leave to his doom this madman
who thinks himself so valiant and wise and strong and yet is so

bound and blind. He does not even know that he has been false

that a glorious gift was once in his hands and that he spurned it.

But this very day a woman shall inherit the Ring one who will

work their will better than he

They resume their dance, and, singing once more their liquid

song, swim away to the background and are lost to sight. Looking
after them, in smiling thoughtfulness, Siegfried muses upon the

ways of women- they fawn upon a man, and when he is deaf

to them, they try to frighten him with threats; then, when he

smiles at these, they give him the edge of their tongue t And yet,

he says, had not Gutrune his troth, he would have won for himself

one of these delightful maidens.

When the last echo of the Rhinemaidens' song has died away
in the orchestra, the trombones give out softly a fateful reminder of

the Curse motive; then horns are heard from the background

again, and the voices of Hagen and the vassals hailing Siegfried.

These, accompanied by Gunther, soon appear, and descend the

height to rest and prepare a meal on the level ground, where the

game is piled up in a heap All lie down, wine-skins and drinking-

horns are produced, and Hagen calls upon Siegfried to tell them

of the wonders of his hunting.

Siegfried laughingly declares that he has had no success; he

went out after wild beast and found only wildfowl! three young
water-birds who, from the Rhine, sang a warning to him that he

should be slain that day At this, Gunther starts violently and looks

darkly at Hagen.

Lying down between Hagen and Gunther, Siegfried, who is

thirsty, asks for wine, and Hagen hands him a drinking-horn.
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Siegfried drinks and offers the horn to Gunther, who, looking

sadly and thoughtfully into it, mutters in choked tones,
" The

draught is dull and blanched: thy blood alone is there!
" " Then

thine with mine will I mingle," says Siegfried with a laugh, and he

pours the contents of Gunther 's horn into his own The wine

overflows, and Siegfried draws Gunther 's attention to their blended

blood flowing over and sinking into the earth an unconscious

forecast of what is to happen later

Hagen now remarks that he has heard that Siegfried understands

the song of birds. The hero answers lightly that since he has

heard the sweet singing of women he cares no more for the birds,

but if it will ease the heart of the gloomy Gunther he will sing them

the story of his boyhood and its wonders All lie down around him.

he remaining upright.

To the accompaniment of motives all of which are by now very

familiar to us he tells them how Mime brought him up to work

the dwarf's will upon a fierce Dragon that brooded like a brute

over a hoard, how he forged his father's sword and slew Fafner,

how after tasting the Dragon's blood he was able to understand

the song of the wood-bird, how he took from the cavern the Ring
and the Tarnhelm, and, on the advice of the bird, swept the

treacherous Mime away.

Hagen breaks out into hoarse laughter:
" The sword he could

forge not," he says,
"
yet did Mime feel it'

" He has had another

horn filled, into which he drops the juice of an herb, he hands the

draught to Siegfried, who drains it slowly while the motive of

Magic Deceit (No 14) is heard again in the orchestra

Siegfried's memory is restored by the potion, and he proceeds

to tell how, guided by the bird, he found the rock, fought his way

through the flames, and won Brynhilde for his wife His ecstasy

grows with the remembrance. "
Sleeping I found the fairest of

maids," he says,
"
the helm I loosed from the glittering maid; my

kiss awoke her to life, to her burning breast was I folded, fast in

Brynhilde 's arms'
"

Gunther, who has been listening intently and in amazement,
now springs up in the utmost horror. Two ravens fly up out of the
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bush, circle over Siegfried, and then take their course towards the

Rhine. " Can you read me/' Hagen asks Siegfried,
"
the runes

of those ravens also?
"

Siegfried, starting to his feet and gazing

after the ravens, turns his back to Hagen, who at once thrusts

his spear into the hero's back. Gunther strikes Hagen on the

arm, but it is too late; Siegfried swings his shield on high with

both hands and tries to crush Hagen, but his strength fails

him, the shield drops behind him, and he himself falls on it with

a crash.

The horrified vassals ask Hagen what deed is this that he has

done, pointing to the prostrate body he merely answers,
" Death

for a broken oath!
"
turns quietly away and slowly strides out of

sight over the heights, in the twilight that has begun to fall at the

appearance of the ravens.

The solemn rhythm shown in the next quotation is heard in the

orchestra, followed by the motive of the Annunciation of Fate.

Gunther, grieved and stricken, bends down at Siegfrieds side;

the vassals, also filled with sympathy, stand round the dying man,

who, supported by two of them in a sitting position, opens his eyes,

and, to the music to which Brynhilde greeted the world on her

awakening on the rock, gives a last greeting to Brynhilde. Then he

sinks back and dies.

Night has now fallen. At a signal from Gunther the vassals raise

Siegfried's body and carry it in a solemn procession over the rocky

heights, Gunther following, while the orchestra pours out the

solemn Death March

Strings
Brass

(30)

dim.

To us who have followed the course of the drama, the March

is a musical epitome of the story of the Walsungs and of Siegfried.

We hear, in succession, the motives of the Walsungs, Sieglinde's
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Pity, the Love of Sieglinde, the Sword, Siegfried, Siegfried as Hero

(in a magnificently glorified form) :

(30

and Brynhilde

During the playing of the March, mists are supposed to come

up from the Rhine and gradually envelop the stage, making the

funeral train invisible. In practice, however, the curtain is dropped

shortly after the March commences, and when it rises again we see

the hall of the Gibichungs, as in the first act. It is night, and the

Rhine is bathed in moonlight. Gutrune comes from her chamber

into the hall, she has been unable to sleep for evil dreams, and

she fancies she has heard the sound of Siegfried's horn and the

neigh of his horse. She has heard Brynhilde 's laughter, and seen

a woman steal silently towards the Rhine, and looking into Bryn-
hilde's room she finds it empty. In the distance is heard Hagen's
hoarse voice calling

" Hoiho Hoiho* Awake! Awake' Torches!

Fine booty home do we bring
*
" and Gutrune stands motionless,

paralysed by terror.

The glow of torches is seen outside, and Hagen enters, grimly

bidding Gutrune come forward and greet her Siegfried, for
"
the

mighty hero comes home again!
" The procession enters with

Siegfried's body, Gunther accompanying it, while men and women
with lights enter in great confusion. The body is set down in the

middle of the hall, and Hagen tells the horrified Gutrune that

Siegfried's bloodless mouth will blow his horn no more, no more

will he hunt or fight or woo winsome women to love him
,
a wild

boar has slain him, and Siegfried, Gutrune's husband, is dead. She

falls on the body with a shriek and is gently tended by Gunther,
whom she pushes back violently, accusing him of treachery and

murder.
"
Reproach not me," he says;

"
keep thy curses for Hagen; he

was the accursed boar that dealt the hero his death'
" Then the
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agonised king breaks forth into a passionate reproach of Hagen,

who, stepping forward and throwing off the mask, admits that he

slew Siegfried, and glories in the deed. And now, he cries, the Ring
is mine 1 Gunther claims it, and Hagen throws himself upon him;

the vassals try to come between them, but Gunther falls dead

from a stroke from Hagen's sword. Hagen grasps at Siegfried's

hand, which raises itself threateningly, so that the women shriek

with horror and all stand motionless, frozen with fear.

At this point Brynhilde comes forward from the background

slowly and solemnly, and bids them make an end of their wailing;

the woman they all have betrayed has come for vengeance: their

cries are like those of children crying to their mother because

sweet milk has been spilled, but no knell has she heard befitting

so great a hero as Siegfried.

In deep pity she puts aside Gutrune and her lamenting, and

Gutrune, realising that she, like Brynhilde, has been betrayed by

Hagen, turns away from Siegfried in shame, and, dissolved in

grief, bends over Gunther 's body, remaining in that attitude to the

end of the scene Hagen leans defiantly on his spear and shield,

sunk in gloomy brooding. Brynhilde, alone in the centre of the

stage, gazes for a long time at the body of Siegfried, at first deeply

agitated, then overwhelmed with grief, finally she turns to the

men, and in tones of solemn exaltation bids them erect a great

funeral pyre by the river-side and kindle a fire to consume the

body of the greatest of heroes. His horse they are to bring to her,

that he and she may follow their lord.

Her commands are carried out. For a time Brynhilde is lost in

contemplation of the face of the dead Siegfried; then her expression

becomes transfigured, and she sings a long and noble elegy upon
him. She knows the whole truth now; no one was truer than Sieg-

fried, yet, the victim and the dupe of fate, he broke his troth. She

and he have been the instruments for the working out of Wotan's

plans, and both have been broken by them.

Signing to the vassals to lift the body on to the pyre, she takes

the Ring from Siegfried's finger and gazes at it thoughtfully. Once

more the fatal symbol has come into her possession, and now it
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shall go back to the Rhine, and the fire that burns her with Sieg-

fried shall cleanse the Ring from its curse, while the maidens shall

keep the gold for ever innocent and pure in the depths of the

waters.

Putting the Ring on her own ringer, she turns to the pile of logs

on which Siegfried's body lies stretched, and taking a firebrand

from one of the men she swings it and points to the background
"
Fly home, ye ravens'

"
she cries;

"
tell this tale to Wotan, that

here on the Rhine ye have heard' Wend your way to Brynhilde's

rock, and bid Loge hasten to Valhalla, for the gods' twilight comes

at last! So cast I the brand on Valhalla's glittering towers'
" She

throws the brand upon the pyre, which instantly breaks into flame,

two ravens fly up from the rock by the shore and disappear in the

background. The men bring forward her horse, she goes to it, un-

bridles it, speaks loving, confidential words to it, and gives herself

up to the rapture of the thought of a fiery death for both of them

with their hero.

Mounting the horse, she urges him towards the pyre, into which

he leaps with her. The pyre blazes up, filling the stage in front of

the hall, and appearing to seize on this also. The men and women,
in horror, press towards the extreme foreground.

A cloud of smoke floats towards the background; at the same

time the Rhine swells mightily and pours its flood over the fire

On its waves the three Rhinedaughters are seen swimming forward.

At the sight of them, Hagen, who has been watching Brynhilde

with increasing anxiety, hastily rids himself of shield, spear, and

helmet, and plunges madly into the flood. Two of the Rhine-

maidens throw their arms about his neck and draw him down into

the depths with them, while Flosshilde exultantly holds the re-

covered Ring on high.

Through the cloudbank on the horizon there comes a bright red

glow, in which the three Rhinemaidens are seen swimming in

circles and sporting with the Ring in the calmer waves of the

river, which has gradually subsided into its bed. The hall crashes

in ruins, and in the fiery glow in the distance we see the interior

of Valhalla, in which the gods and heroes sit assembled, as dc-
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scribed by Waltraute to Brynhilde in the first act. Flames seize

upon the hall as the curtain falls

The orchestra all this while has been pouring out a mighty
flood of tone, and the gloom and the power of it and the extremity
of the catastrophe become oppressive. But for the final bars of all

Wagner reserves an exquisite stroke: the last strain to greet our

ears is a new version of the motive of Redemption by Love:

i

given out in soft consolatory tones by the strings.



THE FLYING DUTCHMAN

THE
LEGEND of the Flying Dutchman is an old one. It tells

of a certain sea-captain who, finding himself prevented by

contrary winds from rounding the Cape, swore he would get past

though Hell itself should prevail.

The bold resolution apparently gave great offence to Satan,

who punished the audacious mariner by condemning him to sail

the seas for ever, the only mitigation of the sentence being that he

might land once in every seven years in the hope of finding a

woman who would love him and be faithful to him; the Devil

seems to have been cynically confident that the original sentence

would begin to run again after each break between the periods of

seven years.

The subject must have been treated in dramatic or novel form

on many occasions, and two stories based on it one by the

German novelist Wilhelm Hauff, the other by our own Captain

Marryat in The Phantom Ship are fairly well known It is

extremely unlikely that Wagner ever heard of Marryat, though
he may possibly have read Hauff's story.

Wagner seems to have first become seriously interested in the

story during his Riga period (1837-1839), where he came across

it in Heine's Memoirs of Herr von Schnabelewopski. Heine there

gives an account of a play on the subject which he alleges he saw
at Amsterdam. It has been said that he probably had in mind a

play on the Flying Dutchman theme by the English dramatist

Fitzball, which was staged at the Adelphi Theatre during Heine's

visit to London in 1827; but some learned men have thrown doubt
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upon this theory, which, in any case, is hardly of the first

importance.

Heine characteristically treats the saving clause, as we may
perhaps call it, of the Dutchman's sentence as a joke; he assumes

that the Devil, knowing women as well as he did, had no objection

to the harried mariner wasting his time looking for a faithful one,

while the Dutchman, according to Heine, after each brief experi-

ence of married life was glad to escape to the sea again. Heine

drew a double moral from the story for women, not to marry

Flying Dutchmen; for men, to beware of women.

As usual with Wagner, the legend, having once thrust its roots

into him, had to be left to work its way upwards to the light in

virtue of the laws of its own unconscious growth. Wagner was

always very sorry for himself, regarding himself as a man particu-

larly ill-used by fate; and in these early days of his he was mainly

possessed by two great longings for rest and comfort and for

an ideal woman's love.

The story of the Flying Dutchman seemed to him to describe

his own case exactly. In A Communication to my Friends, an

account of his spiritual and artistic development which he pub-
lished at the end of 1851 as preface to three of his libretti, he

describes the legend of the Flying Dutchman as a blend of that

of Ulysses and that of the Wandering Jew.

Wagner does not regard the Devil of the story as being merely
the somewhat crude Satan of theology, but a symbolisation of the

unresting element of Flood and Storm. Like Ahasuerus, he says,

the mariner yearned for death to end his sufferings. The redemp-
tion that is denied to the Wandering Jew, however, he is given

the chance of finding at the hands of
" a woman who of very love,

shall sacrifice herself for him." " The yearning for death thus

drives him on to seek this woman
;
but she is no longer the house-

wifely Penelope of Ulysses, as courted of old, but the quintessence

of womankind; and yet the still unrevealed, the longed-for, the

dreamed-of
,
the infinitely womanly woman let me say it in one

word: the Woman oj the Future."

Partly because his creditors were pressing him hard, partly
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because he thought Rienzi would bring him fame and fortune in

Paris, Wagner, in July 1839, resolved to go to the French capital

He somehow or other managed to smuggle himself across the

Russo-Prussian frontier, and, making his way to the port of Pillau,

sailed thence for London in a small sailing-vessel named the Thetis,

accompanied by his wife Minna and a huge Newfoundland dog

named Robber.

The voyage, which usually took about eight days, lasted on this

occasion some three and a half weeks. The most violent storms

were encountered; more than once the ship was in danger of

running aground; Wagner and Minna, who were the sole passen-

gers, suffered incredible hardships; and to make matters worse,

the superstitious sailors regarded them as the cause of the excep-

tionally bad weather. The sea brought, up before him the legend

of the Flying Dutchman again, and no doubt during the voyage he

began to cast the story into some sort of dramatic shape.

The ship put in for safety in one of the Norwegian fjords at a

little fishing-village called Sandwike. Here he was struck by the

call of the crew as they cast anchor and furled the sails, this call,

which fascinated Wagner by the way it echoed from the cliffs of

the fjord, gave him the germ of the theme of the Sailors' Song

(see musical example No. 8).

Wagner arrived in London early in August, spent a week or so

there, then sailed to Boulogne, where he stayed a month, and

finally arrived in Paris on the 1 8th September. He remained there

for two and a half years, he and Minna suffering incredible hard-

ships and privations.

He soon found that there was very little chance of an unknown

>oung German composer having a work of his produced at the

Paris Opera. He drafted the scenario of The Flying Dutchman,
which came to the notice of Leon Pillet, the manager of the Opera.
Pillet took a fancy to it and asked Wagner to sell him the plot, as

he was under contract to supply various composers with operatic

libretti. Wagner pointed out to him that it had been his idea to

set the subject to music himself, but Pillet assured him that there

was not a ghost of a chance of his having anything accepted at the
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Paris Opera for at least seven years, as the already existing con-

tracts extended that far.

Wagner took the advice of friends on the matter and was ad-

vised to sell the draft, as there was nothing to prevent another

librettist setting to work on the same subject, and, in fact, the

brother-in-law of Victor Hugo had already thought of doing so.

At a further interview with Fillet, Wagner was offered five hundred

francs for his draft, and, five hundred francs being five hundred

francs, he very wisely took them A libretto based on Wagner's
scenario was prepared and set to music by Dietsch, one of the

conductors at the Opera. The work was actually performed in 1842,

but apparently has not been heard of since. It would be very

interesting to see the score of it now.

Meanwhile, with five hundred francs to relieve his more immedi-

ate necessities, Wagner set to work at his own Flying Dutchman.

To get fresh air and freedom from the noise and the feverish haste

of Paris he had taken rooms at Meudon, then a little country

place near the capital He hired a piano, a thing he had not

possessed for months, and found, to his relief, that, as he said, he

was still a composer. The poem of The Flying Dutchman was

written between the i8th and the 28th May, 1841.

On the 2gth June came the good news that Rienzi had been

accepted at Dresden and would be produced there in the course

of the following winter. The news both put new heart into him

and awakened the desire to see his native country again. The music

to The Flying Dutchman was composed in July and August, in

the short space of seven weeks ,
the orchestration was completed

during the winter in Paris, whither he had returned at the end of

October.

Wagner promptly offered The Flying Dutchman to Munich and

Leipzig, but each of these towns declined it; the answer given in

one of the cases was that the opera was u
not suitable for Ger-

many
"

;

u and I, poor fool," he wrote some time afterwards,
" had thought that it was suitable only for Germany, since there

was something in it that could strike responsive chords only from

German hearts."
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The opera was accepted by Berlin, but apparently only out of

complaisance for Meyerbeer, there was a change of directorship

about this time, and the new director, Kustner, who had declined

the opera when he was at Munich, was not particularly pleased

about carrying out an arrangement made by his predecessor For

the time being, however, Wagner believed that the opera would be

produced in Berlin, and with the certain prospect of the produc-

tion of Rienzi at Dresden he left Paris for his native land in the

April of 1842.

Rienzi was produced with great success at Dresden on the 2oth

October, and the first performance of The Flymg Dutchman took

place in the same theatre on the 2nd January, 1843. It was not

given in Berlin till a year and five days later.

After the enthusiasm that Rienzi had 'created in Dresden, Wag-
ner was astonished at the comparatively cool reception of its

successor. Apart from the quality of the music, Rienzi had

pleased because, with its stirnng theme and its brilliant ballets,

it made a lively and fascinating entertainment. The setting of

The Flying Dutchman must have looked drab in comparison;

the subject seemed a gloomy one to the good Dresdeners, nor

did they realise all at once that what they were expected to

be interested in was not a stage spectacle but a problem in

psychology.

The staging seems to have offered more difficulties than the

Dresden machinists could cope with, and the third act missed a

good deal of its effect because the sea and the ship both remained

almost unmoved in spite of the terrible wind that howled through

the orchestra. The singer of the Dutchman's part, Michael Wach-

ter, had a face, a figure, and a manner, to say nothing of an

intelligence, that even at the rehearsals, made Wagner realise that

the part had been miscast; he was excessively fat, and never knew

what to do with his stumpy arms and legs The Senta was the

great Schroeder-Devrient. Her also Wachter drove to despair at

the rehearsals; when, in the climactic moment of the second act,

she had to proclaim herself as the Dutchman's heaven-sent angel

and bring him the message of salvation, she broke off and whis-
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pered despairingly to Wagner,
" How can I say it when I look

into those beady eyes? Good God, Wagner, what a mess you have

made! "

Schroeder-Devrient, who from the first was conscious of Wag-
ner's exceptional genius, seems to have put her own heart into

the work, and, in spite of the fact that she was physically no longer

a romantic young figure, she seems to have been satisfactory even

to the exacting Wagner She was at the time in the thick of one of

the many crises in her love-affairs
;
she was secretly conscious that

her new lover was a bad substitute for his immediate predecessor

and that her friends disapproved of her incomprehensible infatua-

tion, and she was living at the time in a stage of perpetual nerves,

hardly eating or sleeping. But curiously enough, as Wagner noted

to his satisfaction, her emotional upset gave her Senta a quality

it might not otherwise have had.

Wagner \yas probably right when, some thirty years later, he

said,
" So far as my knowledge goes, I can find in the life of no

artist so striking a transformation, in so short a time, as is evident

between Rienzi and The Flying Dutchman, the first of which was

hardly finished when the second also was almost ready."

As he himself put it, in Rienzi his sole aim had been to write

an "
opera "; in The Flying Dutchman he made his first tentative

step towards the musical drama. In the older opera the music was

the first consideration, the libretto being constructed in such a

way as to provide the composer with the conventional opportunities

for aria, duet, trio, ensemble, and so on. In the musical drama as

Wagner came to conceive it the drama is the first consideration,

and it is from the drama that the music must take its expression,

its colour, and its form.

It is true, as Wagner himself admitted, that to all intents and

purposes the old divisions of aria, duet, etc
,

still exist in The

Flying Dutchman, but they are not there for their own sakes,

merely as so many
" numbers "

, they are not imposed arbitrarily

upon the dramatic subject, but grow naturally out of it. In Tann-

hauser he got further away than in The Flying Dutchman from

the opera of
"
numbers," and in Lohengrin further still; while in



2Q2 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

the works of his prime all traces of the old arbitrary divisions for

their own sakes disappear.

In planning The Flying Dutchman he did not begin, as was

customary before that time, from the circumference, as it were,

and work towards the centre, but from the centre itself He tells

us that the opera evolved spontaneously from a single dramatic

germ the ballad of Senta m the second act. This was the
' num-

ber
"
he actually wrote first; dramatically the whole conception

of the opera is contained in essence in this cry of sympathy of

Senta for the unhappy sailor uhom she has never seen, while

musically, as he said later, the dramatic germ of the ballad spread

itself in all directions over the remaining tissue of the opera.

Xext after the Senta ballad he appears to have written the song
of the Norwegian sailors and the

"
Phantom Song

"
of the crew

of the Dutchman's ship. These sections were written when he was

still hoping to have the future opera produced in Paris, he had

the German words, indeed, translated into French, for a sort of

trial demonstration before the Opera authorities, which, however,
never took place. When, after the arri\al of the piano at Meudon,
he set to work upon the text again, wondering half doubtingly
whether he was still a composer, the first things he wrote were

the Helmsman's Song and the Spinning Chorus; and he was so

pleased with these when he tried them on the piano that he

plunged forthwith into the body of the work, and, as \\e have seen,

completed the music within seven weeks.

The overture, which was written last, is the finest piece of

work in its genre that the world had known since the great overtures

of Beethoven; it is a worthy forerunner of the overtures to Tann-

hauser and The Mastersingers.

Wagner himself has left us an explanatory analysis of the

overture, from which we see that he intended it as a summary of

the action of the opera. Through a harmony of bare fifths and

octaves we hear in the horns and bassoons the striking motive

typical of the Dutchman:

Allegro con brio
<i

ft > > > ^
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It has recently been claimed that this motive is identical with a

phrase in one of the folksongs of the Hebrides, but too much im-

portance need not be attached to the resemblance, the notes

composing the theme are the leading ones of the natural scale

the octave, the fourth, and the fifth and many a primitive mel-

ody or call must have been based upon them.

After this curt statement of it the Dutchman's theme is thun-

dered out by the trombones and tuba and runs into a tearing dis-

cord, at the end of which a new motive appears in the wood-w.nd :

To this motive (seen in bars two and three of the above quotation) ,

it is difficult to give a precise name; it may be regarded as part

of the curse laid on the Dutchman.

From Wagner's analysis it is clear that at the commencement

of the overture we are to imagine the Flying Dutchman's ship

scudding before the storm; it puts to land, where the captain has

so often been promised rest and redemption. The motive of the

Dutchman grows fainter and fainter in the orchestra, till finallv
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kettle-drums; then, after a pause, the motive of Redemption comes

out in the wind alone, the English horn having the melody:

Andante

This part of the melody is at once repeated an octave higher, the

oboe taking the tune, and it is followed by the second strain, the

melody reverting to the English horn again:

This is instantly followed by a motive to which again it is difficult

to attach a name, for in the opera it is vsed in connection with

both the Dutchman and the Norwegian sailors; the melody plays

upon two notes only, while the harmonic basis keeps slipping

down chromatically:

Once more we hear the Dutchman's theme in the horns, and then

a fresh motive, suggestive of the Dutchman's weary wanderings

on the sea:
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Allegro con brio

that has already been hinted at a little earlier, is taken up and

handled at rather greater length, in conjunction with the motive

of the Dutchman's Longing for Death:

and the main Dutchman motive (No. i).

From Wagner's explanation we see that what he had in his

mind was the Dutchman, even after he is safe on land, running

over in imagination the endless sufferings brought upon him by the

Curse.

Suddenly we hear in the wood-wind a song that does not appear

in the opera until the second act, when it is sung by the crew of

the Norwegian ship:

From Wagner's analysis we gather that we are here to picture to

ourselves a stately ship sweeping past the anchoring-place of

the Dutchman; he hears the sailors on the ship singing in glad

anticipation of home. The joyous sound fills the Dutchman with

rage; he sets sail again and rides madly through the storm, fright-

ening and silencing the happy singers. All this is represented to
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us in the overture by further handlings of the motives alread

quoted.

Gradually the motive of Redemption takes possession of th

orchestra; the Dutchman, as he crashes through the tempest, ha

now one thought only in his mind that of the woman whos

love is to bring him salvation and peace.

Suddenly, says Wagner, a ray of light pierces the gloom of th<

night like a lightning flash, no doubt this is the point at whicl

the hitherto predominantly minor tonality changes definitely t(

the major, and the tempo to vivace, the Redemption motive (No

3 ) coming out in the bright key of D major. The light comes anc

goes; the mariner drives steadfastly towards it;
"

it is a woman's

look, which, full of sublime sorrow and godlike sympathy, thrusts

towards him. A heart has opened its fathomless depths to the

monstrous sorrows of the damned
;
this heart must sacrifice itself

for him, break with sympathy for him, and in destroying his

sorrows destroy also itself.

" At this divine sight the unhappy man breaks down as his ship

also is shattered to atoms , but from the waves he rises hallowed

and whole, led by the victorious redeemer's rescuing hand to the

day-dawn of sublimest love
"

This final section of the overture

is, for the most part, a joyous rhapsody upon the theme of Re-

demption, towards the finish of which the Dutchman's theme

thunders out triumphantly in the heavy brass.

Wagner subjected The Flying Dutchman to a slight revision

in later years, when both his spiritual and musical development

dictated to him a change for the better both in the ending of the

opera and in the ending of the overture. In the original score
, pub-

lished in 1844, both the opera and the overture end with a trans-

formed statement of the Redemption motive:
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followed by the theme of the Dutchman in the brass. It was in

later years that he added the ten bars that give its magical quality

to the present ending both of the overture and of the opera.

Just as we think the overture is about to end in the now firmly

established key of D major, Wagner suddenly switches into G
major, tones the orchestra down in a moment from ff to p, and lets

the \\ood-wmd, accompanied by the harp, give out softly and gently

the Redemption motive in its original form (No. 3). In another

half-dozen bars the key of D major is re-established, and the over-

ture, instead of finishing jorttsstwo, as it had done in the first

version, ends softly and slowly in a sort of spiritualised transfigura-

tion. More will be said on this point when we come to consider the

final page of the opera itself.

It will be seen how strictly Wagner has kept to the central dra-

matic purpose of the opera in his overture. Had he been writing a

mere potpourti of the melodies of the opera, in the style of so

many of his predecessors and contemporaries, we should certainly

have had some reference to the other main characters of the opera
Erik and Daland and it is safe to say that no other com-

poser of the time would have neglected the easy opportunity to

ingratiate himself with the audience by including the charming

Spinning Chorus in his overture. Wagner keeps strictly to the

Curse on the Dutchman and his redemption from it by Senta; the

only apparently extraneous musical matter introduced is the Sail-

ors
1

Song, and this, as we have shown, is really justified in terms

of Wagner's programme for the overture.

The setting of the first scene shows us a sea-coast with steep,

rocky cliffs The greater part of the stage is occupied by the sea,

which stretches far back
,
the rocks in the foreground form gorges

on each side, that give back the many echoes heard during the

scene. On the sea a violent storm is raging, but it is calmer between

the rocks The ship of a Norwegian captain, Daland, has just cast

anchor near the shore, and the sailors are busily furling the sails,

throwing ropes, and so on. Daland himself has gone on shore; he

has climbed a cliff and is looking landwards, trying to recognise

the locality.
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In 1852 Wagner wrote an article intended for the German

theatres, giving minute instructions as to the proper way of pro-

ducing The Flying Dutchman. He insisted that the orchestra and

the stage should be in perfect accord that when there was an

audible storm in the orchestra, for instance, there should be a

visible storm on the stage. We are, as it were, to be put in tune

with the Dutchman's psychology before he actually appears; we

are to be shown such a storm that we shall be in anticipatory

sympathy with him.

The sea, said Wagner, should be shown as boisterous as possible,

while the treatment of the ship cannot be too realistic; for instance,

when, between the two stanzas of the Steersman's Song that comes

later, there is a wild upward surge in the orchestra, we should have

it made quite clear to us that here -the ship has been violently

shaken by an unusually large wave.

The sailors, at their work, give cries of
"
Hoyohe! Halloho'

"

and so on, to fragments of the motives always associated with the

sailors in this case the first three notes of No. 8 and the figure

of two notes characteristic of No. 5. Their cries are echoed from

the gorges

Daland, descending from the cliff, announces that the storm has

blown them seven miles out of their way just when they were near-

ing home. He knows the bay; it is Sandwike the bay in which,

it will be remembered, the Thetis put it on the voyage from Pillau.

He has actually seen the shore on which stands his own house.

He had thought that soon he would have his daughter Senta in his

arms; then all the winds of hell blew, and drove them where they

are now. But the storm is at last abating, and going on board he

tells the crew they can now sleep, as the danger is over The
sailors go below; Daland also goes into his cabin, telling the

Steersman to take the watch for him that night, but to be careful

not to sleep

The Steersman alone remains on deck. The storm has died away,

except for an occasional roughness out on the open sea. The horns

and bassoons give out softly a theme:
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X^>- -

m
associated with the jollification of the sailors. The Steersman

yawns, pulls himself together, and, by way of fighting against

sleep, bursts into a little song to his love:

^ ?=
Mit Ge - wit - ter und Sturm aus

thun-der and storm
, from

r

p ^ >

r
i r F r

frr-nem Meer, mem Ma - del bin dir nah!

dis-tar.t seas, My maid -en, come I near!

He exhorts the soft south wind to fill their sails and blow them

home:

(12)

r r r ir r r n
Mem Ma-del, wenn HIcht Siid-windwar', ich

My maid-en, if the south windfoils, no

J r-ii~
nim-merwohl kam1 zo dir:

more can I come to thee;

and finishes up with a vigorous
"
Hoyoho! ":

Ho - ho - jo! Hal-lo-ho -

p r r
-ho' hol-lo ho ho ho!
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At this point the ship is shaken by a great wave, the Steersmai

starts up and looks round him apprehensively; then, convince

that everything is right, he sits down again and sings a secon<

stanza of his song, but, overcome with weariness, falls asleej

before he can finish it.

The storm increases and the stage grows darker. In the distance

appears the Flying Dutchman's ship, with black masts and blood

red sails; it rapidly approaches the shore, on the opposite sid<

to the Norwegian ship. The storm-music of the overture break'

out again, the Dutchman's theme (No i) is heard first of all ir

the horns, then in the trumpets and tropibones, and at the heighi

of the orchestral turmoil the Dutchman's ship Casts anchor wit!

a tremendous crash.

The Steersman starts at the noise', the Sailors' Dance (No 10]

comes out softly in the bassoons, and the Steersman, after a ha>t\

glance at the helm, is reassured and makes yet another efforl

to complete his song; after only a couple of bars of it, however, ru

falls asleep again. To the strain of No. 5, heavily phrased anc

darkly coloured, the spectral crew of the Dutchman's ship fur

the sails in dead silence The Dutchman's theme is given out lov\

down in the trumpets, then again in the horn, as he steps ashore

dressed in black Spanish costume

Wagner tells us that the slowness of his gait should be in marked

contrast with the supernatural swiftness of the incoming of tht

ship. A stumbling sort of figure

(14)

*?= frrfr

comes out in the violas and 'cellos, and we have Warner's o\\n

authority for regarding this as descriptive of the rolling walk

characteristic of the sailor when he first steps on land after a Ions;

voyage.

During the recitative and aria that follow, the actor, according

to Wagner, is not to indulge in exaggerated stridings to and fro ,

outwardly he is to preserve a certain
"
terrible repose

"
even in
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the most passionate expression of his anguish and despair.
" The

term is past," he says,
" and once again behind me lie seven long

years, the weary sea throws me once more on land."

Half wearily, half defiantly, he apostrophises the
"
haughty

ocean," that is for ever changing, while his pain is eternal Never,

he knows, will he find on land the salvation he seeks there; to the

ocean he will be true until its last billow shall have rolled and itself

be swallowed up To the accompaniment of the swaying figure

that already, in the overture, has symbolised his endless wander-

ings, he tells us how he has often sought death on the sea, but

always in vain

r<5) Allegro molto agitato

nun r r ni * nr E
Wie oft in Mee - res tief-stenSchlund
Sow oft tn o - cearis seething deep

=i
sturzt'ich voll Sehn-sucht michhin - ab,
Death have I sought, e - ter-nal sleep.

He has flung himself on pirates and offered his ship, filled as it is

with treasure, as rare booty; he has driven the ship straight on to

the cliffs, but nowhere and nohow can he find the death he desires,

for his curse is eternal.

Turning his gaze towards heaven he sends up a poignant prayer

to
"
the heaven-appointed angel

"
to say whether the promise given

to him was not simply a ghastly mockery:

Dich fra- ge tch, ge-pries-ner En- &el

Tell me, I fray. O an - gel sentfrom

Got - tcs, der mei - nes Hols Be -

hca- ven, Bevr-\ng me hope of
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-din-gung mir

par-don and
ge-wann:
of peace:

Then, with a cry of
u Vain hope'

" he gives full vent to his fury

and despair:
" Cursed am I for aye f For love and faith unchanging

in vain I pray
1
" The passion of the orchestra dies down to an

exhausted quivering in the basses and kettle-drums as he falls to

the ground as if undone, then he permits himself one last hope:

Molto passionato

Nur ei -

One hope

ne Hoff-
a - lone

nung soil

my heart
mir
SttS-

;fe

blei - ben, nur ei -

- tain - eihj One ray

ne un - er -

a - lone doth

^Jqdfc

-schut - tert steh'n:

light my gloom:

that some day the earth itself will crash to ruin and he, perishing

with it, at last find peace. With the last remains of his energy he

cries a mad curse upon the world, then he leans gloomily, with

folded arms, against a cliff in the foreground, while from the hold

of the ship there comes from the invisible crew a sombre echo of

his last words,
"
Endless destruction on us fall'

"

As the Dutchman's motive comes out in th? dark colour of the

horns, Daland steps on deck to see the direc" on of the wind, and

perceives, to his astonishment, a strange vessel He wakens the

Steersman, who makes another attempt to get on with his ditt;

and the Steersman hails the Dutch ship through a speaking-

trumpet. His "
Ahoys'

"
are echoed by the cliffs, but no answering

sound comes from the other ship.

At last Daland, noticing the Dutchman on shore, hails him and

asks him his name and his country. There is a long silence, and
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then the violas and 'cellos, with the trombones and tuba coming

in on the final chord, give out a motive that we may call that of

Brokenness:

(18) f if" {r *cn*r"

it is expressive of the exhaustion and despair of the Dutchman,
and is a curious anticipation of the motive of Wotan's Dejection in

The Ring.

Daland goes on shore and engages in conversation with the

stranger. He learns that the newcomer is Dutch, that his ship has

been unharmed by the storm, that for years he has wandered on

the face of the waters, and that his heart longs for haven and home.

Hearing that Daland 's cottage is within a few miles of their

anchorage, the Dutchman asks the Norwegian to make him for

a while his guest, for which he will pay him with the treasures that

are piled up in his ship. To prove the truth of his words he makes

a sign to the watch, and some of the sailors bring on shore a chest;

opening this, the Dutchman shows the astonished Daland pearls

and jewels and riches of all kinds; all these he will give Daland

for a single night's shelter, for what is wealth to him, who has

neither wife nor child, and seeks his native land in vain? Has

Daland a daughter? he asks.
"
I have a loving child/

7

answers

Daland, whereupon the Dutchman cries,
"
May she be my wife!

"

The simple Daland is delighted with the proposition:

fa yia CO-g-r^g F if c t C

Wie! Hor'ichrecht^Mefcae TochterseinWeib?!

Bflfltf 7sV a dream?Mikemydaughterhisbridettor

selbst spricht aus dem Ge - dan - ken!
her all this wealth doth he prof -

fcrt

The bargain is soon concluded; Daland is rejoiced at the prospect

of so rich a son-in-law, while the Dutchman believes that one who
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is so faithful a daughter as Daland describes his Senta to be will

be an equally faithful wife.
" Will she my angel be?

"
asks the

Dutchman aside
;
and once again the old hope of salvation revives

in him.

During the duet between the two men the wind has changed and

the weather cleared up. The Norwegian Steersman and the sailors

jointly greet the south wind, and to the strain of No. 10 Daland

points out to the Dutchman how good the omens are. While the

mariners hoist the sails, the Dutchman bids Daland put out to sea

first; he must rest his own crew awhile, he says, but he will follow

soon, and as his ship is swift it will soon overtake the other.

Daland pipes the crew and the ship is cast loose, the sailors joining

in the Steersman's Song (No. u, etc.). The Norwegian ship sails

away, the Dutchman goes on board His own ship, and the curtain

falls.

The part of Daland is one that it is difficult for the actor to make

credible to us today. Wagner seems to have realised this, and he

earnestly beseeches the player of the part not to drag it down to

the obviously comic. Daland, he says, is just a rough, everyday sort

of sailor, who is used to braving storms and dangers for the sake

of gain, and to whom there can be nothing disgraceful in the

apparent sale of his daughter to a rich man,
" he thinks and acts,

like a hundred thousand others, without the least suspicion that he

is doing anything wrong."

Wagner originally planned The Flying Dutchman in one act,

partly because of the desire for concentration in the action and the

psychological motives, partly because he thought that in this form

it would stand a better chance of acceptance as a curtain-raiser

before a ballet at the Paris Opera. It was divided into three acts

later to suit the convenience of the theatres and the public.

When the opera is given in three acts, as is done practically

everywhere but at Bayreuth, the second act commences with an

orchestral Introduction in which we hear first of all the Steers-

man's Song, then the Sailors' Dance, then other motives associated

with the sea, such as the first bar of No. 2 and No. 5.

When the curtain rises we see the interior of Daland's house
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a large room on the walls of which are sea-pictures, charts, and so

on. Prominent on the wall at the back is the portrait of a pale man

with a dark beard, in a black Spanish costume. Senta, Daland's

daughter, is leaning back in a large chair, her arms crossed, her

eyes fixed dreamily on the portrait. Senta's nurse, Mary, and a

number of maidens are sitting round the fireplace spinning. A

humming that has already been heard in the strings before the

curtain rose now becomes fully definite, and over it the orchestra

hints for a few bars at the melody of the Spinning Chorus, which

is then sun^ by the maidens in harmony:

(20) -_.

Sunun uxid brumnVdu pu-tes Had
ffum, hum,hurn tgoodn'htel,go uhirl

mun-ter, mun-ter
Gat -

ly, gat -
ly

dich urn 1

thee round!

The lovers of all the maidens are on the seas, and the maidens,

while they spin, pray for a favourable wind to send the men home

to them.

Mary interrupts the chorus for a moment, and after it has been

resumed and concluded she turns to Senta, who is neither spinning

nor singing with the others: if she does not spin, she reminds Senta,

she will get no gift from her lover. The other maidens laughingly

remark that Senta has no need to work at spinning like them, for

her lover does not sail the sea; he is a hunter, and brings her game

instead of gold.

Too much absorbed in her own thoughts to notice their badinage,

Senta, without moving, softly sings to herself a verse of the ballad

that will follow later; the melody, which is here given out only by

the orchestra, is that shown as No. 3. Why, Mary asks her, will she
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lose her young years dreaming before that picture? Senta, still

motionless, sighs deeply, and asks why Mary ever filled her with

sadness by telling her the fate of that hapless man. The others

again indulge their wit at her expense; they hope no blood may
be shed, for

" Erik is a fiery lad
'' and may shoot the rival who is

hanging on the wall.

Aroused at last by their laughter, Senta starts up passionately

and bids them cease their jesting. The maidens turn their spinning-

wheels rapidly and noisily, as if to drown Senta's scoldings and

sing their Spinning Chorus more loudly than before. At last Senta

asks for a respite from this eternal humming Will no one sing a

better song^ Will not Alary sing the old ballad? Mary holds up

her hands in horror at the suggestion, better leave this terrible

Flying Dutchman in peace' Thereupon Senta, in spite of Mary's

protests, declares that she will sing the ballad herself, and awaken

their pity for the unfortunate victim of fate.

The maidens stop their wheels to listen, but Mary peevishly de-

clares that she will go on with her spinning This she continues to

do, staying by the fire, while the others put their spinning-wheels

aside and gather round Senta.

Then follows the ballad that Wagner declared to be the central

psychological and musical point of the opera The Dutchman mo-

tive thunders out in the lower strings, bassoons, and tuba; Senta,

still sitting in the armchair, repeats it to the words "Yohoho'

Hohoho!
"
then plunges into the melody of the ballad itself*

(21)

Traft ihr dasSchiff im Mee - re an, blut

Saw ye the ship that rides the storm }

Se - el f scnwarzder Mast^
the satis and black the mast?

The words are a description of the Dutchman's ship, with black

masts and blood-red sails, riding the storm, with the pale captain
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striding up and down the deck unrestingly. In only one way can

he find salvation, says Senta to the melody of No. 3 by a wife

who will be faithful to him unto death; may Heaven soon grant

the unfortunate man this boon' At the end of the ballad Senta leaps

up from the chair in exaltation, and, to the melody of No. 9,

prays that she may be the one appointed to save him: u
O, may

God's angel hither speed thee, my love to grace again shall lead

thee'
"

During the singing of the ballad Senta's auditors have become

more and more interested, even Mary ceasing her spinning to

listen; but at this last wild cry of Senta's the maidens start to their

feet in terror. At the climax of the excitement the door opens and

Erik, Senta's lover, is seen standing in the doorway. He has heard

Senta's cry The maidens appeal to him to help them, for Senta

is out of her senses, while Mary vows that the horrible picture

that is the cause of all this trouble shall be burnt as soon as the

father returns.

Erik gloomily announces that Daland's ship is already in sight,

and Senta, who has so far seemed oblivious to her surroundings,

starts up joyfully. The delighted maidens are for hurrying on at

once to the shore, but Mary insists on their staying to prepare

wine and food for the sailors. She drives the excited girls out of the

room, Senta would go with them, but Erik holds her back. He

implores her to set him free from his torment: her father will soon

be here, and before he sails again will no doubt accomplish his

purpose to marry her to another.

In a smoothly running aria of a somewhat Italian type:

(22)
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Gut, mem Ja - ger - pluck-

gold, a hunt - ers lot 1

Erik pleads with Senta to accept him as her husband, although

he is only a humble hunter and cannot bring her such wealth as

seamen can.

He grows more desperate as Senta tries to break away from

him to go to greet her father He knows, he says, where her heart

is set on the portrait ;
the ballad she has just sung is only another

proof of her infatuation Senta confesses that one thought alone

possesses her that of redeeming the Dutchman from his endless

pain; and Erik, to some wild discords in the orchestra

cries out despairingly that she has been caught in Satan's toils

She falls exhausted into a chair, and Erik, in a subdued voice,

tells her of a vision he has had in a dream; Senta appears to fall

into a '

magnetic sleep
" and to dream the episode herself as Erik,

leaning over the side of the chair, tells it to her. In his dream,

says Erik he saw, from the cliffs, a strange ship put in to shore;

from it came two men, one of whom he knew to be her father,

while the other, clothed in black, pale and ghostly, was the Dutch-

man of the portrait, Senta flew to give her father greeting, but sud-

denly turned to the stranger, fell at his feet, and clasped his knees

the seaman raised her up, she fell on his breast and ki:.sed him,

and then both sailed away.
The story kindles Senta 's enthusiasm afresh: waking from her

hypnotic steep she cries,
" He seeks for me f His fate I go with him

to share 1
"
Erik, with a cry of

" She is lost to me f My dream wa-

true
1 ''

rushes off in horror and dismay But Senta's exaltation

dies away as quickly as it had come Sinking into a brooding si-

lence again, she remains motionless, her gaze riveted on the por-

trait; then, very softly but with deep feeling, she sings the con-
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eluding words of the ballad, praying once more that Heaven may

grant the stricken one redemption from his curse by the discovery

of the woman who will be faithful to him.

Almost before the phrase has finished, the door opens, and the

Dutchman and Daland appear. The latter remains for a while in

the doorway, as if waiting for Senta to welcome him; the Dutch-

man enters at once, and, with his eyes fixed on Senta, moves slowly

to the foreground. Senta's eyes shift from the picture to him; she

gives a startled cry and then stands as if spellbound.

For a while there is one of those stage silences the most

famous of them is that in the first act of Tristan and Isolde

m which Wagner so delighted; and he makes the silence more tense

by very much the same methods as in his later works, the kettle-

drums throb fatefully, \\hile the strings softly give out a phrase:

that has some curious affinities with the music heard in the orches-

tra when Brynhilde opens her eyes at the coming of Siegfried

Daland, after a word of reproach to Senta for not greeting him

more warmly, approaches her and draws her to him.
" Who is this

stranger?
''
she asks. The orchestra breaks out into a joyous melody

of the somewhat Italian type that obsessed Wagner at this stage

of his career

and the bluff Daland smilingly tells her he has brought with him

a seaman like himself, who has long wandered over the restless

waters, has bi ought back great wealth with him, and would now

be their guest:
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(26)

Mbgst du, mein Kind den frem-den
Wilt thou, my child ac- cord this

^
Mann will-kom-men hei - ssen9

stran -ger friend-ly greet
- ing?

Senta nods assent, and, turning to the Dutchman, Daland asks

triumphantly if his praise of his daughter's beauty was justified.

The Dutchman makes a gesture of agreement, and Daland, turning

again to his daughter, suggests that on the morrow she shall

give the stranger her hand. He produces some jewels and pearls,

which, he assures her, are a mere trifle to what shall afterwards

be hers.

Senta and the Dutchman all this while keep their eyes fixed on

each other without paying any attention to Daland, who, at last

noticing their absorption in each other, thinks it \\ell to leave

them alone He goes out slowly, a trifle perplexed, wondering to the

last why neither of them makes any attempt to approach the other.

There is another fateful silence, and then, after we have heard

No. i in the orchestra once more, followed by Wagner's favourite

kettle-drum effect, the Dutchman, deeply moved, muses upon this

apparition that seems to be the realisation at last of his eternal

dream. The duet proper commences with an expressive melody:

(27)
r r'rri

Wohi hub auch ich voll Sehn-sucht mei-ne

Oft in the night my sighs to heavnas-

Bilk - ke aus tie - fer Nacht em
cend - ed, Long- ing for feace up -

^
-por zu ei-nem Weib:
on a woman's breast.
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to which the Dutchman tells of his eternal longing for release

through a woman's love: would that it might be through such an

angel as this! Taking up the strain, Senta, in the same subdued

voice, asks herself if this is all a dream :

(28)

dft'-jj JU i jlj. jj. ;l
Ver-sank ich jetzt in wun-der-ba - res

Was all a dream, a vis -ionfair and

Then her melody takes a great upward movement:

(29)
_ m \f^* & \r ^ *

r* c ii r I' r r
!r steht vor mir mil lei-den-vol-len

See, there he standst
with sor-row wan and

PPP
es spricht sein un-er-hor -ter

ffis grief hefours in-to my

dram zu mir*

will . ing ear:

She will bring him love and peace, she says, while the Dutchman's

voice blends with hers in a passionate cry for rest and release.

The music goes into the minor key as the Dutchman, drawing

nearer to Senta, asks her if she is willing to give herself to him for

ever in love and faith
,
then the key of E major establishes itself

again as Senta enthusiastically declares that whoever he may be

and whatever may be the curse upon him, whatever horrors fate
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may have in store for her through him, she will obey her father's

will. He warns her of the doom that will fall upon her if she should

break her troth, for her word, once given, will be without recall,

but she bids him have no fear, for well she knows her woman's

sacred duty, and to him whom she chooses she will be faithful unto

death:

(30)

Wohl
Well

kenn\_
know

r r rr
ich Wei - bes

/ mo - man's

heil
1

- ge Pfhch - ten;
sa cred du - ty;

Their voices blend in ecstasy, and a new melody is launched by
Senta:

(31)

Was ist
1

*, das m'ach

What forfr is thts-.

^^ ^m
tiff

that

^
in mir-_ le - bet,

thro 9 and thro
1 doth thnll me,

and taken up by the Dutchman after her.

While Senta is appealing fervently to Heaven for help in her

trial, and the Dutchman is seconding the prayer, a more earthly

strain makes its appearance in the orchestra:

and Daland, entering hurriedly, tells them that the seamen and

their mates are hastening to celebrate the end of the voyage. Can
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he announce to them that Senta and the Dutchman are plighted?

Senta, with solemn determination, gives the Dutchman her hand,

vowing to be true unto death, and the act ends with a joyous trio.

The third act commences with a vigorous orchestral introduction

in which we hear first of all the motive of Senta 's Ecstasy (No. 31 ),

then a phrase from the ballad (No. 4) ;
this is followed by the theme

of the Sailors' Jollity (No. io) 3
and this in turn by No 5. Finally

the music settles down into the Sailors' Song (No. 8), to the rol-

licking strains of which the curtain rises.

We see a creek with a rocky strand, in the foreground, to the

side, stands Daland's house, in the background, fairly close to

each other, the ships of the Dutchman and Daland are seen at

anchor. It is a clear, bright night; the Norwegian ship is lit up,

and on the deck the sailors are merrymaking, but the Dutchman's

ship is enveloped in an unnatural gloom and a deathlike silence.

The Norwegian sailors begin with the now familiar melody of

No. 8, which is soon followed by another merry tune*

^
Furch-ten we-der Windnoch bo - sen Strand,
Fear-ing neitherwind nor rock - y strand ,

wol-len heu-te 'mal recht lust - ig sein!

We will all the day right tner - ry be!

They dance on the deck to the strain of No. 10, stamping their

feet heavily at the commencement of each down beat of the music.

The maidens come out of the house, carrying baskets of food and

drink, with which they go up to the Dutch ship:
u A nice sort of

dance there" they say,
"
the fellows do not seem to have need

of maidens'
''

The Norwegian sailors hail them, and are told that the maidens

are taking part of the wine to their neighbours, who need it as much
as they.

"
Full sure!

"
replies the Steersman;

kl

they are tired and

dumb with thirst "; and he and his mates comment on the
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darkness and the ghostly silence of the other ship. The maidens

stop as they are on the point of going on the Dutchman's ship ; they

can still see and hear no one, nor are there any lights to guide them.

Going close to the water they call to the crew of the ship, but no

reply breaks the sinister silence.
"
They must be dead," say the

sailors mockingly, with affected sadness;
" no need have they of

wine or bread'
"

In a sequence of rousing choruses the maidens and Norwegian
sailors keep calling upon the Dutchmen to rouse themselves and

come and dance with them on the strand.
"
They're old and grey,

their hearts are lead/' say the sailors,
" and all their sweethearts

long time dead f
" More and more urgently they call on the Dutch-

men, but without effect; there is another long silence, followed by

gloomy, nervous runs in the 'cellos.

The terrified and perplexed maidens cannot be pacified by the

rough jokes of the Norwegians ,
and at last they run away in terror

from the Dutch ship and hand their baskets to the sailors on board

the Norwegian vessel Then they go away, promising to return

at dawn, but exhorting the Norwegians meanwhile to let their

weary neighbours rest.

The Norwegians open the baskets, treat themselves freely to

the wine, and burst out in more boisterous merriment than before

As they break out into No. 8 again, signs of life begin to be no-

ticeable on the Dutch ship, the sea around which gradually begins

to move, though the waters elsewhere are perfectly calm On the

ship appears a blue flame a watch fire, a violent wind whistles

through the rigging, the crew seems to have been called into life

by the flame They are still invisible, but their
" Yohoho'

"
to the

melody of No i, comes booming hoarsely through speaking

trumpets. The storm-music of the overture breaks out again, No.

2 being particularly prominent.

The Dutch sailors' song is divided between savage defiances of

the storm wind for their sails are stout, Satan having blessed

them ages ago and ironic appeals to their gloomy captain to go

on land again to seek for the faithful maiden's hand, for seven

more weary years have gone by. During this chorus the wind howls
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about the Dutch ship and the sea is in commotion round it, although
elsewhere sea and air are calm as before. The Norwegian sailors,

who have listened to the Dutchmen's chorus first in astonishment,
then in horror, try to keep up their courage by singing their own

song again, but this is ultimately swept aside by the Dutchmen's

chorus, which ends in an outburst of uncanny laughter.

The Norwegian sailors, awed to silence by the supernatural
storm and the unearthly shouting of the crew of the other ship,

leave the deck in terror, making the sign of the Cross, it is this

action of theirs that provokes the harsh laughter of the Dutchmen
There is a fortissimo crash in the orchestra

;
then the former death-

like silence and darkness settle on the Dutch ship again, and sea

and air become everywhere calm, as at the commencement of the

scene, the horns give out softly the Dutchman's theme (No. i),

which is answered by the motive of Redemption, and after a long
kettle-drum roll a sombre chord in the bassoons and horns prolongs
itself for a time and then dies into silence.

After a brief pause an agitated figure appears in the orchestra

terminating in a phrase that will be associated afterwards with

Erik's denunciation of Senta.

Senta comes hurriedly out of the house, followed by Erik, who
is in a state of wild excitement. Is what she has just told him true,

he asks her, or is he dreaming^ To the accompaniment of a figure

expressive of her agitation:

Senta, painfully moved, turns away, saying,
<k Oh, ask me not!

"

Upon a restless orchestral basis compounded of Nos. 34 and

35 Erik breaks out in despair: what evil power, he asks, is it

that has led her astray, what spell is it that blinds her? Scarcely
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had the stranger crossed the threshold, he says, when she gave
him her hand. She implores him to leave her, swearing that

she is driven onward by powers within her stronger than herself
;

but the self-pitying Erik will not be denied. He reminds her of

something she has apparently forgotten she had once plighted

her troth to himself and promised him eternal love.

Wagner lays it down that Erik must not be made " a sentimental

whiner,'
1

but "stormy, impulsive, and sombre, like every man
who lives alone, particularly in the highlands of the North

"
;
his

cavatina in the third act should not be sung in a "
sugary

"
style,

but ought rather to express
"
the very depths of affliction and

melancholy."

It is perhaps a little difficult for the actor to carry out these

instructions to the full, for the cavatina*

Willst Je-nes Tags du nicht dich mehr ent~
7s thatsweet day so soon by thee for-

p*r C'f ir^C C

sin-nen, ais du zn dir mich rie-fest in das

-got -ten, When thoudidst call me to yon valley

Tal?

fair?

in which Erik reminds Senta of their days of simple happiness

together, melodious as it is, has, for our modern ears, a touch of

Italian softness in it.

During the course of the cavatina the Dutchman has appeared.

Overhearing Erik's final words asking if, when Senta laid her

hand in his, she did not promise to be true to him, he rushes for-

ward with a terrible cry of
"
All is lost! My hope has fled for

ever!
" Erik recoils horror-struck; Senta places herself before

the Dutchman, who frenziedly reproaches her with having broken
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her troth and bids her farewell; he will to sea again, but she shall

not perish with him. He pipes shrilly on his whistle to his crew,

bidding them hoist the sails. The voices unite in a trio based on
Nos. 34 and 35, the Dutchman upbraiding Senta with her faithless-

ness and mockery of him, Senta protesting that she is still faithful,

and Erik asking himself in horror if he is dreaming.

Moving apart from them, the Dutchman tells Senta that there

lies upon him a grievous curse, from which he can be ransomed only

by the love of a woman faithful unto death itself, though she gave
him her promise, she did not swear it before God, this has saved

her, for the fate of those who break their troth to him is eternal

damnation, the curse has already claimed victims unnumbered,
but Senta at least shall escape it.

Bidding her farewell he turns to go, but Senta holds him back.

Well does she know him, she says, and well she knows his doom:

the end of all his woes has come, for her love and faithfulness

shall take his curse away. Erik gives a despairing cry for help, and

Daland, Mary, and the maidens come out hurriedly from the

house, and the sailors from the ship. She knows him not, replies

the Dutchman to Senta, and pointing to his ship, the blood-red

sails of which are now spread, he cries that he is the Flying Dutch-

man, whose ship is known to all who sail the sea. He rushes on

board the ship, which immediately leaves the shore for the open

sea, the Dutch crew singing No. i in wild chorus.

Senta attempts to follow the Dutchman, but is held back by

Daland, Erik, and Mary. She tears herself free and, rushing to a

rock that overhangs the water, cries after the departing Dutchman,
with all her strength, the last assurance of her love and faithful-

ness:

rri^r nir ri
Preis' del - nen En - gel und sein Ge
Praise thou thine an*- gel with thy last

^^
- bot! Hicr stehMch, treu
breath!. Here stand I, Jaith.
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Then she leaps into the sea The Dutchman's ship instantly
sinks with all the crew and quickly disappears, the sea throws up
a huge wave and then falls back in a whirlpool. The orchestra,
as at the end of the overture, breaks into the two motives of Re-

demption (No 3 and No 9), which are followed by a thundering
response of the Dutchman's motive in the heavy brass The stage
directions in the original score at this point run thus: " In the

glow of the setting sun the glorified forms of the Dutchman and
Senta are seen rising above the wreck, clasped in each other's

arms, soaring upwards."
As we have already said, the opera, like the overture, originally

ended in a strain of high exultation. At some later date Wagner
conceived the happy idea of ending both of them with the soft

effect, as of transfiguration, to which we have drawn attention in

our analysis of the overture. It was presumably when he made this

magical change in the ending of the opera that he added some
final stage directions that appear in only one of the man}' editions
of the Flying Dutchman: " A dazzling glory illumines the group
in the background, Senta raises the Dutchman, presses him to her

breast, and points him towards heaven with hand and glance
"

Rienzi was too much of a "
grand opera

''
to be pure Wagner;

but The Flying Dutchman was a work that no one but himself
could have written at that time.
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KCHARD WAGNER was born at Leipzig on the 22nd May,

1813. He was ostensibly the son of Karl Friedrich Wagner,
a police-court clerk in the town, and his wife (nee Johanna Bertz),

but there is reason to suppose that his true father was a friend of

the family, the gifted actor, painter, and dramatist, Ludwig Geyer.

Karl Friedrich Wagner died on the 22nd November of the same

year, and on the 28th August, 1814, Geyer married the widow and

undertook the charge of her seven children, the eldest of whom was

fourteen and a half. The new household removed at the same time

to Dresden, returning to Leipzig thirteen years later. Geyer mean-

while had died in 1821.

Wagner's musical studies were casual
;
the only systematised in-

struction he had was from a Leipzig teacher, Weinlig, and even

this lasted only some six months (in 1831). In all essentials Wag-
ner may be regarded as a self-taught musician, like Hugo Wolf

and Elgar.

The family had extensive theatrical connections, owing to Geyer,

and more than one member of it adopted the stage as a profession.

At the age of twenty Wagner took up, at Wurzburg, the first of a

number of engagements as conductor and trainer with small op-

eratic companies; the others were at Magdeburg (July 1834),

Konigsberg (August- 1836), and Riga (August 1837). *n these

wretched surroundings he learned his theatrical and musical

technique at first hand. At Konigsberg, on the 24th November,

1836, he married Minna Planer, an actress connected with the

troupe.
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His earliest operas were The Fairies (1833) and The Ban upon

Love, founded on Shakespeare's Measure for Measure (1834-6).

Rienzi was written between 1838 and 1840. In the hope of

getting this produced in Paris he went there, via London, in Sep-

tember 1839. After two years and a half of bitter disappointments

and cruel privations he returned to Germany in April 1842, Rienzi

having been accepted by Dresden, where it was performed on the

20th October In February 1843 ne became one of the conductors

at the Dresden Opera. The Flying Dutchman was produced there

on the 2nd January, 1843, and Tannhauser on the ipth October,

1845. He finished Lohengrin in March 1848, but this opera was

not produced till the 26th August, 1856, when Liszt gave it at

Weimar.

Meanwhile, owing to his having become mixed up with the po-

litical agitations of 1848 and 1849, Wagner had had to flee the

country in May of the latter year, a warrant having been issued

for his arrest. His exile lasted till 1860, when he was given permis-

sion to return to any part of Germany but Saxony, this last re-

striction also was removed in 1862. During all these years his chief

headquarters were Switzerland. His time was mainly occupied in

thinking out his new theories of the musical drama, working at the

Ring, Tristan, and the Mastersingers, and trying to get his operas

given in Paris and elsewhere. In Paris, in 1861, he produced Tann-

hauser in a revised version.

He was practically ruined financially when, in 1864, the

eighteen-year-old King Ludwig II, who had just succeeded to the

throne of Bavaria, took him under his protection and invited him

to Munich, where Tristan was first produced on the icth June,

1865, followed by the Mastersingers on the 2ist June, 1868, the

Rhinegold on the 22nd September, 1869, and the Valkyrie on the

26th June, 1870 It was not long before he was virtually driven out

of Munich Various political parties and persons tried to make him

their cat's-paw, his influence with the King being enormous; and

his refusal to mix himself up with politics only brought on his head

the enmity of all the intriguers. There were other reasons for his

unpopularity his notorious association with Cosima von Biilow
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(the daughter of Liszt), the jealousy aroused in professional cir-

cles in the town by his bringing in proteges of his own, such as

Bulow and Peter Cornelius, and, above all, the expense he was prov-

ing to the State, owing to the King's infatuation for him. A great

scheme drawn up by him for a model Music School in Munich

came to nothing A project for a splendid Wagner theatre in the

town, the architectural plans for which were actually drawn up,

met with the same fate

In December 1865 the feeling in the Bavarian capital was so

strong against him that the King had to request him to leave it

for a time, though the royal favour was not withdrawn, and an

annuity was settled on him After a little wandering in Switzer-

land, Wagner settled IP the spring of 1866 in a villa at Triebschen,

near Lucerne, which remained his home for some years, though he

occasionally visited Munich

His first marriage had never been happy. Minna died in Dresden

on the 25th January, 1866; and on the 25th August, 1870, Wagner
married Cosima, their son, Siegfried, had been born on the 6th

June, 1869
The last years of Wagner's life were mainly occupied with the

completion of the Ring and the founding of his own theatre at

Bayreuth This, after the overcoming of incredible difficulties of

all kinds, was opened in August 1876 with the first complete per-

formance of the Ring, under Hans Richter.

The years immediately following 1876 were largely devoted to

efforts to raise funds for the Bayreuth theatre Friends and ad-

mirers came to his help, and he himself set out to raise money

by giving concerts In May 1877 he conducted six concerts m the

Albert Hall, Queen Victoria, being unable to attend the concerts

in person, invited Wagner to Windsor. The six concerts were so

great a -uccess that a further two had to be given.

The Rw was popularised by an enterprising German impre-

sario, AngeJo Neumann, of Leipzig, who, while most of the other

theatres were hesitating before its difficulties, took the work on

tour through several countries in 1881, London being among the

towns visited.
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Parsifal, which had been written between January 1877 and

April 1879, was given at Bayreuth on the 26th July, 1882, under

Hermann Levi. Wagner died suddenly in Venice, of heart disease,

on the 13th February, 1883; ^ve days later he was buried in the

garden of his stately house Wahnfried at Bayreuth.
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THE LIFE OF MOZART

composer whom we know to-day as Wolfgang Amadeus

JL Mdzart was baptised under the name of Johannes Chrysos-

tomus Wolfgangus Theophilus. In the home circle he was always

called by the name of Wolfgang, or one of its diminutives. In later

years the composer retranslated the Gottlieb (the German equiva-

lent, favoured by his father, of Theophilus) into the Latin Ama-

deus; and his usual signature to his letters was Wolfgang Amade.

Occasionally, in his youthful letters, he would add to his signature

his confirmation name, Sigismundus.

Mozart came of a line of respectable small-business people and

mechanics in Augsburg. In October 1708 one Johann Georg

Mozart, a bookbinder (1679-1736) took as his second wife Anna

Maria Sulzer ( 1 696-1 766?); their eldest son, Johann Georg Leo-

pold, born i4th November, 1719, became the father of the great

composer.

Leopold was apparently destined first of all for the Church (he

sang as a boy in the choir), then for the law, his education being

seen to by the Benedictines of the Convent of St. Ulrich in his

native town. This convent was affiliated to the University of Salz-

burg, and it was no doubt with a recommendation and a certain

amount of assistance from the Benedictines of St. Ulrich that

Leopold entered upon his legal studies at Salzburg in his eighteenth

year (1737). He had already had some musical education, how-

ever, and music soon declared itself as his master passion.

In 1740 he joined the household of Count Johann von Thurn as

a combination of musical and house servant. This mode of service
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was common in Germany during the eighteenth century; almost

every rich man's household had a number of servants who could

also, when required, make music. In an age when public concerts

were few, and when a composer could make little by the sale of his

music, there were, roughly speaking, only three ways by which

musicians could live, apart from teaching by incessantly turn-

ing out commissioned operas, by occupying some public post (such

as that of church or town organist), or by taking service at a Court

or in the house of some rich patron of music. Haydn spent more

than forty years of his life in the service of the Esterhazy family.

An interesting picture of the conditions under which these do-

mestic musicians lived is given in the autobiography of Mozart's

contemporary and rival, Dittersdorf . If the musician resided in the

great man's house, as Haydn and Dittersdorf did, he wore his

master's livery. Technically he was one of the house servants, and

might have to take his meals with the others; but conditions in

this as in other respects varied with the artistic standing of the

musician and the courtesy, intelligence, and good feeling of the

master.

The system seems to us now a degrading one, but it was not so

regarded in the eighteenth century. In most cases the composers
were better off under it than if they had had to throw themselves

into the rough-and-tumble of the world. Their position was secure,

the duties were not heavy, and, as some of the domestic orchestras

were quite large ones for that time, men of talent had exceptional

opportunities for mastering every detail of their art.

The Esterhazys, who were great Hungarian landowners, main-

tained an excellent orchestra in their country mansion, for which

Haydn wrote a large number of symphonies, quartets, and other

works.

Three years later (1743) Leopold's gifts as instrumentalist and

composer obtained for him the post of fourth violinist in the

Kapelle (i.e. the musical establishment) of the then ruler of

Salzburg, the Archbishop Sigismund, Count von Schrattenbach.

By I 75^ he had risen to be second violinist, and in 1763 he became

Vice-Kapellmeister. This was the highest rank he ever reached in
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Salzburg, though he received also (in 1757) the title, and fulfilled

the duties of, Court composer. He ended his days in 1787 in the

service of the Court, and though during those forty-three years

the post of head Kapellmeister became vacant four times, it was

never given to Leopold. Among his other duties he had to teach

the violin and the clavier,
1 and he was allowed to take private

pupils.

Salzburg was a small provincial town with a rather low standard

of culture
,
the inhabitants were notorious for their rough humour,

and the official music was of poor quality.

In 1756, the year of his son's birth, Leopold wrote an excellent

Violin School, which went through many editions during his life-

time and was still being reprinted in the early nineteenth century.

He composed industriously, especially during his early manhood,
but none of his music has now any except a historical interest.

On the aist November, 1747, he married Maria Anna Pertl (or

Bertel), a sensible, level-headed, humorous woman of twenty-

seven, whose portrait shows that it was from her that Wolfgang
inherited his inordinately large nose. There were seven children

of the marriage, but five died; the survivors were Maria Anna

(known in the family circle by the diminutive
" Nannerl "), born

3Oth July, 1751, and Wolfgang, who was born on the 27th

January, 1756; his birth almost cost his mother her life.

Nannerl became an excellent clavier player, and not only ac-

companied Wolfgang on his first tours as an infant prodigy but

afterwards, by her teaching, helped to maintain the household.

After two abortive love-affairs she married on the 23rd August,

1784, a Baron von Berchtold, of Sonnenberg, a man of forty-eight

who had essayed matrimony twice already. Left a widow in 1801,

she returned to Salzburg and supplemented by teaching the mod-

est annuity her husband had left her. She died on the 2Qth Octo-

ber, 1829, nearly forty years after her brother; during the last

1 This is a convenient general term for the keyboard instruments of that

time other than the organ It covers both the harpsichord and the piano-

forte In the second half of the eighteenth century the former instrument

was gradually being superseded by the latter.
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three years of her life she was quite blind. In character she is

said to have taken after the father rather than the mother.

Leopold has been somewhat harshly dealt with by the majority

of Mozart's biographers. He is accused of having exploited his

gifted children for commercial purposes, and of having ruined

Wolfgang's constitution by dragging him all over Europe as an

infant prodigy, therefore depriving him of any chance of getting

proper physical exercise indeed, of anything that could be

called a real childhood. The probability is, however, that Leopold

honestly believed he was doing the best for his children.

His nature was narrow, but solid; he.was rather bigotedly re-

ligious, and methodical in all his ways. In some ways he was a

man decidedly superior to his surroundings. He had considerable

native intelligence and a certain amount of culture, and it is

evident from his letters that he was incessantly galled by the

disagreeableness of his position as a Court musician in so un-

musical a town as Salzburg.

He was the servant of people to whom he felt himself to be

intellectually superior. Some of his associates in the Kapelle were

coarse, illiterate, hard-drinking people, with whom he could not

feel that he had anything in common. It was his sense of the

unpleasantness and precariousness of his own position that made

him anxious to secure a well-paid post for his son
;
and the only

way in which this could be done was by letting the gifted child

display his talents, both as executant and composer, in the larger

European cities.

Leopold was of the nervous, hypochondriac type that, in face

of continuous misfortune, runs easily to a fretful pessimism, his

portrait shows us the face of a highly strung, worried, disap-

pointed man. His view of his fellow-creatures generally was a

disparaging one; he was always ready to attribute the worst

motives to them, and was irrationally suspicious of, and unfair to,

everybody who stood, or seemed to him to stand, in Wolfgang's

path.
"
Men," he wrote to his son in 1777,

"
are all bad. The older

you get, the more experience you have of them, the more you will

realise this sad truth. Think of all the promises, all the fine talk,
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and all the events that have come our way, and you will see for

yourself how little human help is to be relied upon."

It soon became evident to Leopold that his little son had a most

remarkable gift for music. He quickly learned to play the clavier

and the violin, and while still a child began composing little pieces

that had all the instinctive shapeliness that was so characteristic

of his music in his maturity Whether it was from choice or neces-

sity it is difficult to say, but he took practically no part in the

ordinary games and recreations of childhood His absorbing pas-

sion from the first was music

The Court trumpeter at Salzburg, Andreas Schachtner, who
was an intimate friend of Wolfgang's father, furnished Nannerl,

a year or so after the composer's death, with some interesting

reminiscences of him as a child, they were perhaps slightly

idealised here and there by the lapse of time, but must be sub-

stantially true. The child had an abnormally fine ear; Schachtner

tells us that at the age of seven he declared, quite accurately, that

there was a difference of one eighth of a tone between the tuning

of his own violin and that of one he had heard a day or two before.

From the first he was completely wrapped up in his father; the

child's favourite saying was <k After God comes papa."
He was barely six years old when his father took him and

Xannerl on the first of their tours. This was to Munich, where

they stayed three weeks (from the i2th January, 1762, to early

in February), the children playing before the Elector. The second

tour lasted from the ipth September, 1762, to January 1763; the

mam objective was Vienna, but calls were made at Passau, Linz,

and Pressburg. The mother was of the party. The third tour of

the family lasted three and a half years from the gth June,

1763, to the end of November 1766, the first part of it included,

among other places, Munich, Augsburg, Stuttgart, Ludwigsburg,

Schwetzingen, Heidelberg, Mainz, Frankfort, Coblenz, Bonn,

Cologne, Aix-la-Chapelle, Brussels, and Paris.

They arrived in the French capital on the i8th November,

1763, and remained there until the loth April, 1764, when they
left for London by way of Calais, arriving in London on the 23rd



STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

April. There they stayed until the 24th July, 1765, living first in

Cecil Court, St. Martin's Lane, then in Chelsea, then in Five

Fields (now Lower Ebury Street), then in what is now Frith

Street, Soho. They were back in Calais on the ist August, and

made their way by slow stages through Lille, Ghent, the Hague,

Amsterdam, Mechlin, and other places to Paris once more, where

they arrived on the loth May, 1766.

Two months later, on the gth July, they left the capital again

and made their way home via Dijon, Lyons, Geneva, Lausanne,

Berne, Zurich, Donaueschingen, Biebrach, Ulm, and Munich ( 8th

November), arriving in Salzburg towards the end of the same

month.

Everywhere the children, and especially the precocious little

Wolfgang, won the greatest admiration by their talents. Most

of the performances were given before Courts or at great houses,

but occasionally a public concert was ventured upon. Leopold, of

course, was furnished with letters of introduction to influential

people in most of the towns they visited.

Wolfgang showed himself to be a natural and very lovable

child, behaving towards the great ones of the earth, from the

Emperor of Austria downwards, with delightful unconcern. In

addition to playing pieces from his studied repertory he impro-

vised whenever requested to do so, and played or accompanied at

sight. The Emperor having humorously suggested that he could

not play the harpsichord with a cloth covering the keys, the boy
did so without hesitation and without fault. Wherever he went he

heard as much as he could of the music of other composers, and

then and later showed the most surprising facility for entering

into the spirit of the various national and personal styles, each of

which left its mark for a time upon his own compositions; until

his last years he was extraordinarily susceptible to influences, and

did not disdain to learn from anyone who had anything to teach

him.

Physically it was hardly the best life imaginable for a growing

child, and when we take into consideration not only his exclusion

from exercise and games and from the society of children of his
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own age but the hardships and discomforts of travel in those days,

it is no wonder that he occasionally had a serious illness. In

Vienna, for instance, during his second tour, he was laid up for a

fortnight with scarlet fever

Leopold had been censured for compelling, or at any rate per-

mitting, him to give a concert the day after his recovery; but it

was probably a matter of sheer necessity for the children to

earn money to cover the heavy travelling and lodging expenses

of the family. Frequently, instead of receiving money from the

master of the house at which they had played, the children would

be rewarded with a watch, a piece of jewellery, or some similar

present beautiful in itself, no doubt, and very gratifying, but

not of much use for the immediate payment of bills.

Leopold's advertisement in a Frankfort paper of 3Oth August,

1763, will give an idea of the nature of the tours as a whole:
" The general amazement aroused in all hearers by the clever-

ness, never before seen or heard to such a degree, of the two

children of the Salzburg Court Kapellmeister, Herr Leopold

Mozart, has led to the threefold repetition of what was at first

meant to be only a solitary concert. It is owing to this general

amazement and at the desire of various great connoisseurs and

amateurs that another concert positively the last will be

given this evening, the 3oth August, in the Scharf Hall on the

Liebfrauenberg, at 6 o'clock; not only will the little girl, who is

twelve years of age, and the boy, who is in his seventh year [he

was really in his eighth], play concertos on the harpsichord or

the piano, and the most difficult pieces of the greatest masters,

but the boy will also play a concerto on the violin, accompany
on the clavier in symphonies, and, with the keys covered by a

cloth, will play as well as if he had the keyboard under his eyes.

Further, from a distance he will name exactly any note that may
be sounded either separately or in chords on the clavier or on

any other instrument, or on bells, glasses, clocks, etc. Finally

he will improvise as long as he is desired to not only on the clavier

but on the organ, and in any key, even the most difficult, that

may be stipulated, in order to show that he understands also the
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art of organ playing, which is quite different from the art of play-

ing the clavier. Admission one small thaler per person. Tickets

may be had at the Golden Lion.''

During this Frankfort visit, by the way, Goethe, then a boy of

fourteen, heard the youthful Mozart. Thirty-seven years later

Goethe had a distinct recollection of the smartly dressed little

fellow.

In each town, as we have said, Wolfgang eagerly studied the

leading composers of the time and place, and m London he was

particularly influenced by Handel and by Johann Christian Bach,

one of the sons of the great Sebastian. We have an interesting;

contemporary account of him from the pen of the Hon Daines

Barrington, which appeared in the sixtieth volume of The Philo-

sophical Transactions oj the Royal Society (1770), it relates to

the exhibition performances of Wolfgang in London in 1765

"ACCOUNT OF A VERY REMARKABLE YOUNG
MUSICIAN

" In a Letter to Mathew Maty, M D
,
Sec. R S.

"
SIR,

"
If I was to send you a well-attested account of a boy who

measured seven feet in height, when he was not more than eight

years of age, it might be considered as not undeserving the notice

of the Royal Society.
" The instance which I now desire you will communicate to

that learned body, of as early an exertion of most extraordinary

musical talents, seems perhaps equally to claim their attention

"Joannes Chrysostomus Wolfgangus Theophilus Mozart was

born at Saltzbourg, in Bavaria, on the i7th of January, 1756.
"
I have been informed, by a most able musician and composer,

that he frequently saw the boy at Vienna, when he was little

more than four years old.

"
By this time he not only was capable of executing lessons on

his favourite instrument the Harpsichord, but composed some in
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an easy stile and taste, which were much approved of. His ex

traordinary musical talents soon reached the ears of the presen

empress dowager, who used to place him upon her knees whils

he played on the harpsichord. This notice taken of him by s<

great a personage, together with certain consciousnesss of his mosi

singular abilities, had much emboldened the little musician. Being

therefore the next year at one of the German courts, where the

elector encouraged him, by saying, that he had nothing to fear

from his august presence, little Mozart immediately sat down

with great confidence to his harpsichord, informing his highness,

that he had played before the empress.
" At seven years of age his father carried him to Paris, where

he so distinguished himself by his compositions that an engraving

was made of him. . . .

"
Upon leaving Paris, he came over to England, where he con-

tinued more than a year. As during this time I was witness of his

most extraordinary abilities as a musician, both at some public

concerts, and likewise by having been alone with him for a con-

siderable time at his father's house; I send you the following

account, amazing and incredible as it may appear.
"
I carried to him a manuscript duet, which was composed by

an English gentleman to some favourite words in Metastasio's

opera of Demofoonte. The whole score was in five parts, viz.

accompanyments for a first and second violin, the two vocal parts,

and a base. I shall here likewise mention, that the parts for the

first and second voice were written in the counter tenor cleff;

the reason for taking notice of which particular will appear

hereafter.
" My intention in carrying with me this manuscript composi-

tion, was to have an irrefragable proof of his abilities as a player

at sight, it being absolutely impossible that he could have ever

seen the music before.
" The score was no sooner put upon his desk, than he began to

play the symphony
2 in a most masterly manner, as well as in the

time and stile which corresponded with the intention of the

3
I.e, the instrumental introduction.
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composer. I mention this circumstance, because the greatest mas-

ters often fail in these particulars on the first trial. The symphony

ended, he took the upper part, leaving the under one to his father.

" His voice, in the tone of it, was thin and infantine, but nothing

could exceed the masterly manner in which he sung.
" His father, who performed the under part in this duet, was

once or twice out, though the passages were not more difficult

than those in the upper one; on which occasions the son looked

back with some anger, pointing out to him some mistakes, and

setting him right.
" He not only however did complete justice to the duet, by

fingering his own part in the truest taste, and with the greatest

precision; he also threw in the accompanyments of the two violins,

wherever they were most necessary, and produced the best effects.

It is well known that none but the most capital musicians are

capable of accompanying in this superior stile. . . .

" When he had finished the duet, he expressed himself highly

in its approbation, asking, with some eagerness, whether I had

brought any more such music.
"
Having been informed, however, that he was often visited

with musical ideas, to which, even in the midst of the night, he

would give utterance on his harpsichord, I told his father that I

should be glad to hear some of his extemporary flights.
" The father shook his head at this, saying, that it depended

entirely upon his being as it were musically inspired, but that I

might ask him whether he was in humour for such a composition.
"
Happening to know that little Mozart was much taken notice

of by Manzoli, the famous singer, who came over to England in

1764, 1 said to the boy, that I should be glad to hear an extempo-

rary Love Song, such as his friend Manzoli might choose in an

opera.

"The boy on this (who continued to sit at his harpsichord)
looked back with much archness, and immediately began five or

six lines of a jargon recitative proper to introduce a love song.
"He then played a symphony [instrumental piece] which

might correspond with an air composed to the single word, Affeto.
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"
It had a first and a second part, which, together with the

symphonies, was of the length that opera songs generally last;

if this extemporary composition was not amazingly capital, yet

it was really above mediocrity, and showed most extraordinary

readiness of invention.
"
Finding that he was in humour, and as it were inspired, I

then desired him to compose a Song of Rage, such as might be

proper for the opera stage
" The boy again looked back with much archness, and began

five or six lines of a jargon recitative proper to precede a Song of

Anger. This lasted also about the same time with the Song of

Love; and in the middle of it he had worked himself up to such

a pitch, that he beat his harpsichord like a person possessed, ris-

ing sometimes in his chair. The word he pitched upon for this

second extemporary composition was, Perfido"
"
After this he played a difficult lesson, which he had finished

a day or two before
;
his execution was amazing, considering that

his little fingers could scarcely reach a sixth on the harpsichord.
" His astonishing readiness, however, did not arise merely from

great practice; he had a thorough knowledge of the fundamental

principles of composition, as, upon producing a treble, he imme-

diately wrote a base under it, which, when tried, had a very

good effect.

" He was also a great master of modulation, and his transitions

from one key to another were excessively natural and judicious;

he practised in this manner for a considerable time with an hand-

kerchief over the keys of the harpsichord.
11 The facts which I have been mentioning I was myself an

eyewitness of; to which I must add, that I have been informed by
two or three able musicians, when Bach the celebrated composer

3

had begun a fugue and left off abruptly, that little Mozart hath

immediately taken it up, and worked it after a most masterly

manner.
"
Witness as I was myself of most of these extraordinary facts,

I must own that I could not help suspecting his father imposed
8 I.e. Johann Christian the

" London Bach."
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with regard to the real age of the boy, though he had not only

a most childish appearance, but likewise had all the actions of that

stage of life.

" For example, whilst he was playing to me, a favourite cat

came in, upon which he immediately left his harpsichord, nor

could we bring him back for a considerable time.
" He would also sometimes run about the room with a stick

between his legs by way of horse. . . ."

"Jan. 21, 1780.

" On this republication of what appeared in the LXth volume

of The Philosophical Transactions, it may be right to add, that

Mozart (though a German) hath been honoured by the pope with

an order of merit called the Golden Spur, and hath composed

operas in several parts of Italy. I have also been favoured by
Dr. Burney with the following account of one of his latest com-

positions.

"'Mozart being at Paris, in 1778, composed for Tenducci a

scene in 14 parts, chiefly obligati; viz. two violins, two tenors,

one chromatic horn, one oboe, two clarinets, a Piano forte, a

Soprano voice part, with two horns, and a base di rinforza.
" *

It is a very elaborate and masterly composition, discovering

a great practice and facility of writing in many parts. The modu-

lation is likewise learned and recherchee; however, though it is

a composition which none but a great master of harmony, and

possessed of a consummate knowledge of the genius of different

instruments, could produce; yet neither the melody of the voice

part, nor any one of the instruments, discovers much invention,

though the effects of the whole, if well executed, would, doubtless,

be masterly and pleasing.
7 "

On the whole the financial results of the first three tours were

gratifying, Leopold found himself with a net profit of about 7,000

gulden, in addition to numerous watches, rings, snuff-boxes, and

so on. The majority of these presents were sold in the later years
of the family's need, but a few of them were retained and have
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survived to our own day: a ring that was given to Wolfgang by the

Empress Maria Theresa and another presented to him in Augs-

burg by the Prince Archbishop are now in the Mozart Museum
in Salzburg.

With such a capital in hand, Leopold was willing, indeed anx-

ious, to embark upon another tour as soon as opportunity arose.

He thought he saw his chance in the summer of 1767, when he

heard of the marriage, to be celebrated in Vienna towards the

end of the year, of the Archduchess Maria Josepha and King
Ferdinand of Naples.

The Mozart family left Salzburg on the nth September, and

arrived in Vienna on the isth. Leopold's plans, however, were

defeated by the death of the Archduchess, who fell a victim to

smallpox on the i5th October. Leopold fled with his children to

Olmutz to escape the dread disease, but both the boy and the

girl were attacked by it, and Wolfgang was blind for eight or

nine days.

It was not until the loth January, 1768, that the family reached

Vienna again. There they stayed for the remainder of the year,

but the results of the sojourn did not come up to Leopold's ex-

pectation. The Viennese were more interested in pleasure and

sensation than in music, and Wolfgang, being now of the age of

twelve, was no longer a youthful prodigy and not yet a mature

and established artist. Still he was of sufficient importance to be

the object of anxious suspicion on the part of some of the pro-

fessional musicians at Court and at the opera-house, and though
we must never swallow whole everything that Leopold says about

his son's colleagues and rivals, it is not improbable that intrigues

were set on foot to keep the boy out.

At the desire of the Emperor, Wolfgang wrote an opera buffa,

La Ffnta Semplice; but the impresario, Affligio, managed to post-

pone production week after week, and the work did not come to

performance. A German comic opera, Bastien and Bastienne,

had better luck; it was performed with great success in the

private theatre of a Dr. Mesmer. Wolfgang met many musicians

during this Vienna visit and heard a great deal of music, and was
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particularly impressed by Gluck's Alceste and Piccini's La Buona

Figliuola.

The family was back in Salzburg at the end of December, and

on the ist May, 1769, La Finta Semplice was performed by per-

mission of the Archbishop in the theatre of the palace. The Arch-

bishop also gave the boy the status of Konzertmeister, but with-

out salary The year was mostly spent by Wolfgang in study and

composition

The father's eyes now turned towards Italy, which was then

held to be the land of music par excellence; a success there would

launch the boy in Germany. Leaving the mother and Nannerl at

home, Leopold and Wolfgang set out at the end of December

1769 upon the first of their three Italian journeys

They visited, among other towns, Ver'ona, Mantua, Milan, Lodi,

Parma, Bologna, Florence, Rome, Turin, Venice, and Padua, re-

turning to Salzburg on the 28th March, 1771 Wolfgang repeated

his triumphs of the Paris and London visits; he played in public

and in private, improvised, wrote music, was painted by the artists,

was elected member of the renowned Accademia Filarmonica of

Bologna, and received from the Pope the order of the Golden Spur,

which entitled him to call himself
"
Cavaliere."

In Milan he had the powerful support of Count Firmian, the

Austrian Governor-General (this part of Italy was at that time

under the dominion of Austria). Thanks largely, no doubt, to

Count Firmian's patronage, the boy received a commission to write

an opera for the next season. The libretto chosen was Metastasio's

Mitridate Re di Ponto (Mithridates, King of Pontus). The opera
was produced on the 26th December, 1771, with gratifying suc-

cess, and was repeated some twenty times. On the strength of this

triumph he received a new commission for an opera for the Milan

Carnival of 1773, while the Empress Maria Theresa also com-

missioned from him a serenata for the marriage of her son the

Archduke and the Princess Beatrice of Modena, which was to take

place in October in Milan.

Father and son started on their second Italian tour on the i3th

August, 1771, arriving in Milan eight days later. The libretto
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of the serenata, Ascanio in Alba, was not ready until the end of

August, so that Mozart had to compose the music in a fortnight.

The wedding took place on the 1 5th October, and the serenata was

performed on the iyth with great success.

Hasse, one of the most admired opera composers of the day,

had had an opera performed on the i6th; the old man (he was

seventy-two at that time) showed Wolfgang great friendliness dur-

ing his stay in the town, and prophesied that
"

this boy will cause

us all to be forgotten." Wolfgang and his father returned to

Salzburg on the i6th December.

On the same day the Archbishop Sigismund died, to be suc-

ceeded on the 24th March, 1772, by the Archbishop Hieronymus,
who rejoiced in the further name and title of Count von Colloredo-

Wallsee-Mels
;
he was a man of about forty years of age. The dis-

paraging portrait of him painted in the ordinary Mozart biography
is not to be relied upon. He and the Mozarts came into violent

collision during the succeeding years, and the sentimental tendency
of the nineteenth century was to assume that Hieronymus was an

ignorant and malignant tyrant who did all he could to make the

life of Wolfgang a misery to him.

Modern German historians who are not the victims of musical

prepossessions assure us, on the contrary, that he was a man of

culture and character, who did indeed earn the dislike of his sub-

jects, but only because of the energy with which he set himself

to effect some much-needed reforms in the town.

The musical historians have taken their cue regarding him from

Leopold's and Wolfgang's letters; but, as we have already hinted,

Leopold's judgments upon men who did not serve his and his son's

ends as he would have liked are not to be taken as gospel. The

Archbishop soon made an enemy of him by placing first Fischietti

and then Lolli above him as Kapellmeisters. Leopold thought his

age and the length of his service entitled him to the chief post;

but it seems probable that what stood in his way was his well-

known misanthropic discontent with everything and everybody,

and his complete inability to make himself agreeable to his col-

leagues, or to his superiors unless they were doing him favours.
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Moreover, he was continually away on leave or asking for leave,

and it must have been evident to the Archbishop and everyone

else that his heart was not in his Salzburg work that the one

thing he lived for was the advancement of his son.

For the moment, however, matters seemed to go fairly well, and

Wolfgang was commissioned to write an opera for the Allegiance

Festival of the Archbishop. This work, // Sogno di Sapwne

(Scipto's Dream), shows every sign of having been written to or-

der. It was performed at the end of April 1772. On the gth August

Wolfgang, as Konzertmeister to the Archbishop, was granted the

small salary of 150 gulden a year.

He and his father set out on their third Italian tour on the 24th

October, 1772. They arrived at Milan on the 4th November, and

on the 26th December his new opera, Lucio Stlla, was produced.

Leopold, in his letters home, speaks of the enormous success of the

work, it was always his habit to paint Wolfgang's successes in

glowing colours in order to impress the Salzburg Court and the

local musicians But the plain fact seems to have been that it was

not to the Italian taste, certain it is that Mozart never again re-

ceived a commission to write an opera for any Italian theatre.

The father and son returned to Salzburg on the i3th March,

1773, and apart from two absences, one for ten weeks, the other for

three months Wolfgang remained in his native town until 1777,

producing an enormous amount of music in all genres Leopold
had heard that Gassmann, the Court Kapellmeister at Vienna, was

seriously ill, and with an eye on the post for his son he took him

to Vienna on the i7th July, 1773, remaining there till the 3oth

September. Gassmann died in the January following, but the

vacant post was given to a Viennese musician, Joseph Bonno.

Once more Wolfgang seems to have fallen into a hotbed of in-

trigue. Vienna at that time was teeming with musicians, German
and Italian, those who had good positions holding on strenuously

to them, those whose positions were less good doing all they could

to oust the possessors of the better ones. Dr. Burney visited Vienna

in 1772, and his journal of his tour through Germany gives us an

interesting picture of the town, that was then swarming with
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composers, poets, librettists, singers, players, actors, and their

hangers-on. Except that Wolfgang heard a great amount of new

music, instrumental and operatic, the visit was of no practical use

to him.

In the winter of 1774 he received from the Elector of Bavaria,

Maximilian III, a commission for a comic opera for the Munich

Carnival of 1775. Father and son left Salzburg on the 6th Decem-

ber, 1774, arriving at Munich the next day. The opera, La Finta

Gtardiniera (The Feigned Gardener), was produced on the i3th

January with the greatest success. Leopold and Wolfgang were

back in Salzburg in March. In April 1775 the Austrian Archduke

Maximilian was being entertained in Salzburg, and on the 23rd

Wolfgang's cantata // Rl Pastore was performed as part of the

festivities.

Between September and the end of the year Wolfgang wrote

only three Masses a very small output for a composer of his

fertility. It is conjectured that his health was bad at this time;

the so-called Bologna portrait of him, in which he is painted wear-

ing the decoration of the Golden Spur, is very suggestive of illness.

It may have been some spiritual as well as physical crisis through
which he was passing that caused him to concentrate, in the latter

part of 1776, on religious works.

At the beginning of 1777 Leopold seems to have felt more

strongly fhan ever the necessity for establishing his now twenty-

one-year-old son in some safe post or other. He applied to the

Archbishop for long leave of absence, but this was refused him; it

was no doubt felt that he had sufficiently neglected his Court

duties during the last fifteen years.

The tour Leopold now had in mind for his son was a long one,

and as the boy seems always to have been singularly incapable of

taking care of himself, the father had to decide to let his mother

accompany him. The pair left Salzburg on the 23rd September,

1777. It was with a heavy heart that Leopold said good-bye to

them; it was the first time his son had been out of his keeping,

and he had a foreboding of evil. As it happened, he was never to

see his wife again.
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This ninth of the Mozart tours is known as the Grand Tour.

It lasted until January 1779, and was to prove rich both in ex-

perience and in disappointments for the young man. The route lay

through Munich, Augsburg, and Mannheim to Paris, where they

arrived on the 23rd March, 1778. There his mother died, after a

short illness, on the 3rd July; Wolfgang considerately wrote to a

friend in Salzburg asking him to prepare his father for the news

that would reach him in a later letter He left Paris on the 26th

September, making his way home by way of Nancy, Strassburg,

Mannheim, and Munich, arriving in Salzburg about the 8th

January, 1779.

On his first passage through Augsburg he was greatly smitten

by a young girl-cousin (known as the
"
Basle"), to whom he

wrote some curious letters that have only recently been published

in unexpurgated form.

In Mannheim, on his way to Paris, he stayed four months and

a half. Mannheim at that time was a very small town, but it had

the most remarkably efficient orchestra in Germany which the

boy had already heard in July 1763 and it was the centre of a

new school of instrumental composition.

Wolfgang learned a great deal from the Mannheimers, but was

disappointed in his hopes for an official appointment in the town.

It was here that he had his first real love-affair. Attached to the

theatre in the dual capacity of bass singer and prompter was a

certain Fridolin Weber, a man of forty-five years of age He was

living in exceedingly poor circumstances with a wife and four

daughters Josepha, Aloysia, Konstanze, and Sophie. (A brother

of Fridolin, Frantz Anton, was the father of Karl Maria von

Weber (1786-1826), the composer of Der Fretschutz, who was

thus the cousin of the Konstanze Weber who later became Mozart's

wife.)

Aloysia in 1777 was seventeen years old, and already showing

great promise as an operatic singer. Mozart fell in love with her,

and it is to his passion for her that we owe one of the most re-

markable of his detached arias,
" Non so d'onde viene," the words

of which are by Metastasio. From the correspondence between
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Wolfgang and his father it is evident that the latter viewed the

new situation with considerable anxiety; Wolfgang was plainly los-

ing valuable time on Aloysia's account, and even planning an ar-

tistic tour with her in Italy The distracted father told him per-

emptorily to be off to Paris at once.

In Paris Wolfgang profited as usual by the new music he heard,

but materially had comparatively little success. He was no longer

an interesting prodigy, and so had not the same vogue in fashion-

able drawing-rooms as he had had ten years before. He was re-

ceived politely enough in fashionable circles, but the politeness

rarely led to anything more substantial.
"

It is true," he says in a letter to his father,
"
that people say

all kinds of civil things, but there it ends, as they appoint me to

come on such and such a day, when I play, and hear them exclaim,

'Oh 1

c'est un prodige, c'est inconcevable, c'est etonnant'
' and

then, Adieu. . . . Besides, Paris is much changed; the French

are far from being as polite as they were fifteen years ago; their

manners now border on rudeness, and they are odiously self-

sufficient."

He had some pupils, and no doubt could easily have had more;

but he found it rather expensive taking coaches about Paris, and

in any case he never had much liking for giving lessons to ama-

teurs with no particular aptitude for music. He was offered an

organistship at Versailles, but declined it; Versailles was so far

away from Paris that he would have been out of the great

world there, and thus liable to miss a better chance if it should

come his way. He received no commission for an opera, and,

all in all, could hardly with reason expect one. He was com-

pletely unknown in Pans as an operatic composer, his little local

successes in Italy and Munich were unknown to the greater mu-

sical world of Europe. He wrote a little ballet Lcs Petits Riens,

which was produced on the nth June; the great Vestris and La
Guimard danced in it.

For one of the Concerts Spirituels he composed his so-called
"
Paris

"
symphony in D major. As usual with him in his early

years, he wrote in the taste of the town in which he happened to be
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living, and on this occasion he hit off the French taste so well that

the symphony was a great success.

A letter to his father describing the reception of the work shows

us that the audiences of those days must have had the curious

habit of applauding in the course of an orchestral work if a par-

ticular passage took their fancy.
"
Just in the middle of the Allegro

a passage occurred which I felt sure must please, and there was a

burst of applause; but as I knew at the time I wrote what effect

it was sure to produce I brought it in once more at the close, and

then rose shouts of
' da capo!

' The Andante was also liked, but

the last Allegro still more. Having observed that all last as well as

first Allegros here begin together with all the other instruments,

and generally unisono, mine commenced with only two violins,

piano for the first eight bars, followed instantly by a forte. The

audience, as I expected, called out
c Hush '

at the soft beginning,

and the instant the forte was heard began to clap their hands."

Durng his stay in Paris the town was torn in two by the quarrel

between the partisans of Gluck and those of Piccinni. Mozart

must have heard operas of each of these composers, and he profited

in his own way by their example, without attaching himself slav-

ishly to the school of either.

What Wolfgang's father wanted was to get his son back in

Salzburg and fix him profitably there. But the one thing Wolfgang
did not want was to return to Salzburg. He had hoped that the

Elector of Mannheim would offer him a post; but no doubt the

prudent Elector, though he knew Wolfgang's value as a composer,

hesitated, as other rulers did, to place so young and physically in-

significant a man in a position of responsibility. The Elector hav-

ing become ruler of Munich, the Mannheim Court was trans-

ferred there, and with it, of course, the musical personnel. The

presence of the Webers in Munich was another reason for Wolf-

gang's wishing to settle there.

In Salzburg, however, there had been changes during his ab-

sence. One of the Court musicians, Adlgasser, had died, and Leo-

pold had managed to get the offer of a vacant post of Kapellmeister
for Wolfgang. The latter hoped that the Archbishop would refuse;
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but everything was arranged to the satisfaction of Leopold, who

again and again pointed out in his letters to his son the solid ad-

vantages of the post. The united incomes of the family would

enable them to live in comfort, while the central situation of Salz-

burg within easy reach of Munich, Italy, and Vienna made

it an ideal centre of operations.

There was nothing for it but for Wolfgang to accept, and he

made his way home in great discontent, taking, as we have seen,

as long as possible over it. At Munich another disappointment

awaited him. When he again met Aloysia, who by this time was

laying the foundations of her great reputation as a singer, she

plainly showed him that if ever she had had any real affection for

him, nothing of it survived now. The Weber family was never

noted for its refinement, and Aloysia especially wounded Mozart

by laughing at his red coat, which was part of the Archbishop's

livery.

He found a little consolation in a visit from his Augsburg
"
Basle," who accompanied him back to Salzburg. The future of

this young lady may be told here. Born less than three years after

Mozart, she survived him half a century, dying in 1841, at the age

of eighty-three, in Bayreuth, in a household in which, apparently,

she had been a servant of some kind. She had in 1793 an illegiti-

mate daughter, named Marianne Victoria Mozart, who died in

1857. Descendants of the latter are said to be still living in Vienna.

Wolfgang arrived in Salzburg on the i7th January, 1779. He
remained there until the autumn of 1780, producing a great num-

ber of works of all descriptions, including the choruses and en-

tr'actes for a drama entitled King Thames, and part of the music

for a German opera, which was not performed, and to which the

title of Zaide was given after his death.

He had received a commission for an opera for the Munich

carnival of 1781, and to that town he repaired in November 1780.

The opera, Idomeneo, was produced on the 29th January, 1781,

with the usual success; it did much to establish his reputation as

an opera composer in Germany, but had no enduring popularity.

Mozart altered parts of it a few years later, apparently in view of
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a revival that did not eventuate. It was put upon the stage in

Dresden in 1854, but again failed to establish itself. It is rather

curious that Mozart should never have been able to make an en-

during success of an opera that was serious throughout; his great-

est music was written for works, such as the Seraglw, Figaro, Don

Giovanni, and The Magic Flute, in which the expression is by
turns serious and humorous.

Leopold and Nannerl had been able to attend the production

of Idomeneo owing to the absence of the Archbishop in Vienna,

whither, seemingly, he had been called on political business. From

Vienna there came in March a summons to Mozart to take his

place there in the Archbishop's Kapelle The stage was now set

for the decisive scene in the drama of Mozart's life, within the

next couple of months he was to break away from his father's con-

trol, throw from him the livery of a Salzburg Court musician, and

enter upon that last decade of his life that was to be so glorious

to him as an artist, and so full of disappointments and miseries to

him as a man.

The Archbishop has been painted in the blackest colours by the

older Mozart biographers for his share in these events of the spring

of 1781. It was apparently overlooked that the only account we
have of the affair is that of Mozart himself, in his letters to his

father, and neither Leopold nor Mozart can be accepted as per-

fectly unbiassed witnesses where Salzburg and the Archbishop are

concerned.

The later Mozart biographers try to do the Archbishop justice.

His musical sympathies, it is true, were mainly Italian, but there

is evidence enough that he really appreciated Mozart as a com-

poser. From the Court point of view, however, both Leopold and

Wolfgang were unsatisfactory servants. Both were notoriously dis-

contented with the town and with their service.

During Mozart's later tours the father and son adopted, for

safety's sake, a cypher for such passages in their letters as related

to the Archbishop and to Salzburg; but their opinions on both

subjects must have been perfectly well known in the town. Ever

since Wolfgang had been of the age of six the Court had been
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granting his father or himself leaves of absence, some of them of

very long duration, and it was obvious to everybody that the

object of these tours was to place Wolfgang advantageously in

some other Court, both father and son using Salzburg only as a

stop-gap.

During the Idomeneo period in Munich Wolfgang had once

more overstayed his leave, and it seems likely also that the Arch-

bishop had heard unfavourable reports of his conduct in the town,

where he was enjoying himself as young men will who are just be-

ginning to realise their manhood The Archbishop and his officials

would probably have put the matter in this way that either

Wolfgang should leave the Archbishop's employment, or, if he

chose to remain in it, he should perform the duties of it in a proper

way. Wolfgang, on his side, was conscious only of his expanding

genius, of his cramped life in provincial Salzburg, of the social

and financial attractions offered by larger cities such as Munich

and Vienna, and of a vague desire for freedom that was not un-

natural in a young man who had spent the first twenty-five years

of his life in complete subjection to his father's will. The spirit of

revolt was in him, and it needed very little to bring it to a head.

He arrived in Vienna on the i6th March, and took up his resi-

dence in the same house as the Archbishop. The latter's estab-

lishment consisted of his Chamberlain (Count Arco), a private

secretary, a Comptroller, two valets, a Court Messenger, other

household officials and servants, and a few of the Salzburg

musicians.

The company dined at two tables, the place of the musicians

being among the ordinary servants. At the top of this table sat the

two valets, Mozart was at least placed above the cooks, but his

pride was hurt at having to sit with the servants at all; it cer-

tainly must have been galling to a young man who had been feted

as he had been in great houses in so many cities.

He admits that he made no attempt to popularise himself; he

took no part in the rough joking that went on at the table, spoke

only when spoken to, and left the moment he had finished his

meal. He saw opportunities of making money by playing at other
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houses in the town, and was angry at having to miss them owing

to his enforced attendance on the Archbishop. His letters to his

father show that he rather prided himself on making 4t perfectly

clear to everybody around him, from the Archbishop and Count

Arco downwards, that he thoroughly disliked them and performed

unwillingly such duties as he could not escape. He was beginning

to be very conscious of his musical powers, and was convinced that

if only he could win the favour of the Emperor his fortune would

soon be made.

Early in April the Chamberlain told Brunetti, one of the house-

hold musicians, who passed the information on to Mozart, that the

musicians were to return to Salzburg, for which travelling expenses

by the diligence would be allowed them, but that those who wished

to remain might do so at their own expense.

That the proposition was not an unreasonable one is shown by
Brunetti's delight at the prospect of remaining in Vienna on these

terms. Another musician, Ceccarelli, was less happy about it, as

he was not so much in demand in Vienna as either Mozart or

Brunetti; he was not anxious to leave the town, but he would

try, he said, to get a living allowance from the Archbishop.

Wolfgang had no desire at all to leave Vienna; he was popular

there, and was asked out so frequently that his expenses in the

matter of food would not be great were he to remain. He took a

deliberately provocative line. He told Brunetti that he would

ignore the communication made to the Kapelle until he received

a similar one from Count Arco personally, and when that hap-

pened,
"
I will then let him know my intentions."

" Not a bad

hint?
" he writes to his father. ..." Oh! I certainly mean to

play the Archbishop a nice little trick, to my great delight, and

with the utmost politeness, for it seems he does not know me yet."

When a servant and after all, that was what Wolfgang was

in the Archbishop's household goes looking for trouble like this,

he can hardly complain if he finds it. From his own point of view

Mozart was perfectly right in cursing a state of affairs in which

he found himself tied to an ill-paid post while he saw opportunities

of making more money slip by him. From the officials' point of
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view he was an undesirable servant who would neither leave his

employment nor perform amiably the duties connected with it.

On the 28th April, writing to his father to announce his ap-

proaching return to Salzburg, he says,
"
I do entreat you, dearest

father, to allow me to return to Vienna next winter, towards the

end of carnival; this depends on you alone, and not on the Arch-

bishop, for whether he thinks fit to grant me permission or not, I

shall certainly go; no fear of its doing me any injury assuredly.

Oh! if he could only read this, it would be just what I should

like!
"

Before the next letter could be sent home the crisis had come.

On the gth May he writes to his father,
"
I am still filled with the

gall of bitterness; and I feel sure that you, my good kind father,

will sympathise with me. My patience has been so long tried that

it has at last given way. I have no longer the misfortune to be

in the Salzburg service, and to-day is a happy day for me."

Three times already, he goes on to say, the Archbishop had said

the most insulting and impertinent things to his face;
" he called

me a knave and a dissolute fellow, and told me to take myself

off." It seems that Mozart had originally fixed his journey for that

very day, the gth (Wednesday). In order to collect some money
due to him, however, he had postponed the journey till the follow-

ing Saturday.

When he went to see the Archbishop on the Qth, the valet told

him that the Prince wanted him to take charge of a packet for

Salzburg. Wolfgang asked if it was pressing, and was told that it

was of great importance.
" Then I regret that I cannot have the

honour of being of use to His Highness on this occasion," he said,
"

for, owing to particular reasons (which I mentioned) I am not

to leave here till Saturday."

The Archbishop lost his temper.
" Then came all in a breath

that I was the most dissipated fellow he knew, no man served

him so badly as I did, and he recommended me to set off the same

day, or else he would write home to stop my salary. It was im-

possible to get in a syllable, for his words blazed away like fire.

I heard it all with calmness; he actually told me to my face the
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deliberate falsehood that I had a salary of five hundred florins,

called me a ragamuffin, a scamp, a rogue Oh! I really cannot write

all he said. Then my blood began to boil and I said,
c Your Grace

does not appear to be satisfied with me.'
c How' Do you dare to

threaten me, you rascal? There is the door, and I tell you I will

have nothing more to do with such a low fellow.' At last I said,
' Nor I with you.'

'

Begone'
'

said he, while I replied, as I left

the room,
' The thing is settled, and you shall have it to-morrow

in writing.'
'' The Archbishop naturally could not be expected to

see in the young man before him the future composer of Figaro,

Don Giovanni, and Ike Magic Flute. All he saw was a very un-

satisfactory member of his household, who, as we have said, would

neither leave his service nor perform with a good grace the duties

he was paid to perform.

For a few weeks matters drifted on indecisively; apparently

Mozart had not been formally dismissed, and, the fit of temper

over, the Archbishop seems to have been willing to let bygones be

bygones. Mozart, however, was determined to cut himself loose

from Salzburg. There were plentiful signs now of his popularity

in Vienna; he had received a commission to write an opera, he

had several pupils, and could have had more had he wished to

spend more of his time in teaching. The financial prospects were

rosy. No one who reads his letters impartially can escape the con-

clusion that the young man was beginning to feel his strength, and

was not too tactful in the way he let his detested employer see it.

His worried father again and again implored him to reconsider

his decision, but in vain
; Wolfgang was certain not only that he

could maintain himself but that, if the Archbishop were to go to

the improbable length of dismissing his father, he could main-

tain him also in Vienna. Leopold, with a wider knowledge of the

world than his son, and knowing the latter's many weaknesses in

the affairs of daily life, could not share this optimistic view.

Meanwhile Wolfgang missed no opportunity of making his in-

tentions clear to the household He prepared three memorials to

the Archbishop, setting forth his desire to leave the service,, but

difficulties were put in the way of his presenting them; it seems
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probable that Count Arco still thought that oil might be poured

on the troubled waters. When at last Wolfgang pressed him a little

too far, the Count, who, in his position as intermediary, had to

stand the fire of both parties, lost his temper; from the indignant

letter of Wolfgang to his father of pth June, 1781, we learn that

he not only refused to give the young man access to the Arch-

bishop but helped him through the door with a kick.

Wolfgang showed a commendable anger over the affair, and for

a few days kept threatening to his father that at the first

favourable opportunity he would return Count Arco's kick with

interest, even were it in the public street; but his rage, as usual

with him, soon died down.

The breach with the Archbishop was this time, of course, final.

Mozart would now have to face the world for himself, without

even his father at hand to advise him. He is at pains to rebut the

latter 's suspicions that he is neglecting his work and pursuing a

round of pleasures in Vienna; it is true, he says, that for a time he

did surrender himself to the many distractions of the place, but

that was because he was depressed at the thought of returning to

Salzburg. He will now work hard, and everything will be for the

best in the best of all possible worlds.

Perhaps even at this time he had another reason, which he did

not disclose to his father, for wishing to leave the Archbishop's

service and settle on his own account in Vienna. Fridolin Weber

had died in October 1779, and the family had left Munich for

Vienna, where Aloysia had obtained a good engagement at the

National Theatre. The family was left poorly provided for, and in

spite of the assistance received from the Court the mother had

to let rooms

Aloysia, in 1780, married Josef Lange, an actor and painter of

considerable all-round culture; Frau Weber, who was an excellent

business woman, made first-class terms of purchase with the hus-

band. She was a vulgar, cunning, calculating, and not particularly

sober woman, always with an eye to the main chance; and her

next victim after Lange was Mozart.

From the 2nd May, 1781, Wolfgang had been living with the
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Webers; he remained with them till September of that year, when

his father insisted on his finding other lodgings. About the latter

time he received a commission to write the Seraglio; his future

seemed to be assured, he was one of the most talked-of young men

in Vienna, he had an evident liking for the daughter Konstanze,

and Frau Weber soon had the simple, easy-going young man in

her toils.

The father got wind of the affair, and naturally thought it his

duty to warn his son against possible complications; Leopold un-

derstood him better than any other human being did, and knew

how unfitted he was to steer the ship of his life through difficult

waters.

Wolfgang for a time keeps as many of the vital facts from his

father as he can, but in December rySi he makes a clean breast

of the whole affair. He means, he says, to get married. His natural

feelings are as strong as those of any other man, perhaps stronger

than those of seemingly sturdier fellows than himself. He has re-

mained ignorant of women so far because, in the first place, he has

too great a sense of religion and too much honour to seduce any
innocent girl, in the second place because, for prudential reasons,

he has never resorted, as other young men did, to the women of the

town. His inclination has always been towards domestic life; as

his father knows, he is so little capable of looking after himself

that from his youth upwards he has never been accustomed even

to take charge of his own clothes or linen. He wants to marry not

only from love but from a desire for domestic comfort.
" But now who is the object of my love? Do not be startled, I

entreat. Not one of the Webers, surely? [Leopold never had a

high opinion of the family.] Yes, one of the Webers not Jose-

pha, not Sophie, but the third daughter, Konstanze. I never met

with such diversity of disposition in any family. The eldest is

idle, coarse, and deceitful crafty and cunning as a fox; Frau

Lange [Aloysia] is false and unprincipled and a coquette; the

youngest is still too childish to have her character defined she

is merely a good-humoured, frivolous girl; may God guard her

from temptation! The third, however, namely, my good and be-
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loved Konstanze, is the taartyr of the family, and probably on this

very account the kindest-hearted, the cleverest, and, in short, the

best of them all
;
she takes charge of the whole house, and yet does

nothing right in their eyes.
" She is not pretty rather plain in fact, but has bright black

eyes and a nice figure. She is not witty, but has plenty of sound

sense. She is not extravagant; on the contrary, she has to dress very

plainly, because when the mother has any money to spare she

spends it on the two other girls. At the same time, though her

clothes may be simple they are always neat and nice, and she is

clever enough to make most of her things for herself. She dresses

her own hair, understands housekeeping, and has the best heart in

the world."

The news created consternation in the Salzburg household.

Neither Leopold nor Nannerl was in favour of the marriage, and

it is to be presumed that the father, in his letters, expressed him-

self in the most uncompromisingly unflattering terms about the

Weber family, for no letters from him to his son after the 22nd

January, 1781, have survived; Konstanze destroyed them all in

later years. In deference to his father's wishes, however, Wolf-

gang left the Webers' house in the autumn of 1781 and took

lodgings elsewhere.

Konstanze, of whom we shall have more to say later, was seven

years younger than Wolfgang, having been born on the 6th Janu-

ary, 1763 , she was thus in her nineteenth year at the time of the

engagement. She survived her husband more than half a century,

dying on the 6th March, 1842, having made a second marriage in

1809. The historians in general have treated her none too kindly.

She seems to have been a simple, ordinary kind of young woman,

reasonably intelligent and moderately musical; Mozart, who loved

her greatly, dedicated a number of his works to her, though it is

curious that he did not finish one of them.

The affairs of the Weber girls had been left in the hands of a

guardian, who insisted on Wolfgang's binding himself by contract

either to marry Konstanze in the course of three years, or, if he

changed his mind, to pay her 300 florins a year for life. As soon as
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the guardian had left the room, Konstanze took the paper from

her mother and tore it up, saying she required no written con-

tract from Wolfgang.

One gathers that Konstanze, like others of her family, was a

little given to flightiness. Before the marriage we find Wolfgang

writing to her in gentle protest against the familiarities she had

permitted herself with a young dandy at a party, and during the

later years, when she was taking a
u
cure

"
in Baden, his letters

show that he was a little anxious about the company she was

keeping She was evidently somewhat inclined to flirtation. The

wedding took place on the 4th August,s 1782; Leopold Mozart's

consent arrived the day after, together with a message of good

wishes from Nannerl. There was never any love lost, however,

between the two women.

For the remaining years of Mozart's life Vienna was his home,

though he still made an occasional tour During these nine years

he occupied one after the other no less than twelve lodgings.

The Seraglio was produced on the i6th July, 1782, and with

this he made his first real operatic success a success, that is to

say, extending beyond the first few weeks of the production The

text was by Gottlieb Stephan (" Stephanie the Younger"), the

Vienna Opera Inspector.

As was the pleasant habit in those days of unprotected copy-

right, he had taken his subject from a libretto, Belmont and Kon-

stanze, or the Seraglio Seduction, by one Christoph Fnedrich

Bretzner. who himself, seemingly, had stolen it from certain pred-

ecessors. This gentleman was so annoyed that he inserted an ad-

vertisement in a Leipzig paper in 1782, to the effect that
"
a cer-

tain person named Mozart in Vienna has had the audacity to

misuse my drama Belmont and Konstanze for an opera text. I

hereby protest most solemnly
" The good man could not be ex-

pected to know that the "
misuse," and this alone, would preserve

his name for all time.

There were the usual theatrical cabals against the Seraglio, but

they were powerless against the public enthusiasm. The opera was

given fourteen times in 1782, and remained in the bill till 1783,
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when the German opera venture (the Seraglio was written to a

German text) came to an end in Vienna. It was highly popular in

other towns also, and made a sensation in Prague that had the

happiest results for Mozart, for it brought him later the com-

missions first for Figaro, then for Don Giovanni. Prague remained

the town in which his genius was most fully appreciated, and he

was never happier than when spending a few weeks there.

With his usual slackness in matters of business he would not

put himself to the trouble of arranging a vocal score of the

Seraglio for publication, though his father urged him to do so It

would certainly have been a commercial success. As it was, he let

his opportunity go by, and one fine day in 1785 an unauthorised

edition was brought out by an Augsburg publisher. The easy-going

literary law of the time made piracy of this kind easy. Nor did a

composer, except in Paris, receive royalties on his operas. The

general rule was a lump sum down for the first performance, after

which the work became the property of any theatre that bought a

manuscript copy of the score for performance.

With the undoubted success of the Seraglio the ball seemed to

be at Wolfgang's feet, and he looked forward to the future op-

timistically. In the late summer and autumn of 1783 he and his

wife stayed some three months with Leopold in Salzburg, and the

father visited them in Vienna in the spring of 1785; this was the

last occasion on which he and Wolfgang saw each other. A child,

Raimund Leopold, had been born on the i7th June, 1784, but it

died on the iQth of the following August.

No further opera commission came to Wolfgang for more than

three years after the production of the Seraglio. He was in great

demand, however, in social and musical circles in Vienna, and in

the absence of any work to do for the theatre he turned out a vast

amount of music in various genres suitable to private or concert

performance concertos and chamber music of various kinds, in-

cluding the six great quartets dedicated to Haydn (1785). In

1786 came a little play with music The Impresario, the text of

which was by Stephanie and Mozart's best-known song, The

Violet, set to words by Goethe.
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In the autumn of 1784 he had become a Freemason, and for the

funeral of a brother-mason he wrote, in the summer of 1785, his

Freemasons' Funeral Music. His mind, which will probably ever

remain, in its secret workings, a mystery to us, was running much

on death at this time. Cheerful as he always seemed externally, he

probably had a prevision of his own early death. A letter to his

father of the 4th April, 1787 the last he ever wrote to him, for

the old man died on the 28th of the next month shows us a

Mozart we should hardly have suspected from his music.
"
Since death," he says,

"
is, strictly speaking, the true end and

aim of our life, I have during the last few years made myself so

intimate with this true and best friend of man that his image not

only no longer terrifies me but is something tranquillising and

consoling for me. And I thank my God that He has granted me
the happiness to recognise death as the key to this true felicity. I

never lay myself down in my bed without reflecting that perhaps

I, young as I am, shall not see another day; and no one who

knows me can say that he ever saw me morose or melancholy."

His later sufferings and disappointments were to break down, how-

ever, this serene philosophy of his.

The Austrian Emperor of the time, Joseph II, was an unusually

enlightened man, but his taste in music, like that of the majority

of the Viennese, was almost wholly Italian. His heart was not

really in the growing movement towards a national opera, of

which, with better luck, the Seraglio might have been the founda-

tion-stone.

As we have seen, the short-lived official German opera in Vienna

came to an end in 1783, and five years later the Italian opera that

succeeded it also perished, owing mainly, no doubt, to political

complications, war, and financial necessity. Mozart, though he

would have preferred to write German operas, was not in a position

to refuse the text of an Italian opera that was offered to him about

July 1785.

The libretto was based on Beaumarchais's sparkling comedy
The Marriage of Figaro, that had been first produced in Paris in

April 1784, and had made such a sensation in Europe that no less
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than twelve German translations of it appeared in 1785, the year

in which it was first printed.

Mozart's librettist was Lorenzo da Ponte, an Italian adventurer

(of Jewish origin) who after various wanderings had drifted to

Vienna and made some sort of success as an opera poet. After

many more wanderings he died in poverty in New York in 1838,

at the age of eighty-nine, leaving little behind him but his memoirs,
in which he chatters far too much about Lorenzo da Ponte and

tells us far too little about Mozart. The new opera was produced
on the ist May, 1786. It had eight more performances during that

year, and then disappeared from the bill until August 1789. An

interesting account of the production has been left by the Irish-

man Michael Kelly, who sang the part of the lawyer Curzio at the

first production.

In 1777 Mozart had made the acquaintance of a young singer,

Josefa Duschek, who, though married, seems to have been gener-

ous in her favours to other men than her husband. In 1784 she had

settled in Prague, where, as the consequence of the protection of a

rich Bohemian nobleman, Count Christian Clam, she had been

able to buy a charming little estate in the country near by.

The house the Villa Bertramka is for ever associated with

the name of Mozart: it still stands in very much its original

condition.

In January 1787 Wolfgang and his wife went to Prague to see

the local production of Figaro by a troupe under the direction of

the impresario Bondini
; they stayed with Count Thurn, a music

lover with whom Wolfgang was already intimate. He found the

town Figaro-mad, and he received a great ovation when he was

recognised in the theatre. Early in February he left with a coixi-

mission for a new opera. In April he received the book of Don
Giovanni from Da Ponte, and in September he was back in Prague,

living in a state of ideal happiness, and working at his score in

a little house in the garden of Bertramka. It was in this house that,

according to the story, Frau Duschek locked him one day until he

had carried out a long-standing promise to write a dramatic scena

for her to sing.
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The old legend that the overture to Don Giovanni was written

on the eve of the performance, the orchestral parts arriving at the

theatre only just in time, is now discredited. The incident that

Konstanze described later, of her keeping her husband awake all

night with punch and stories, must have occurred on the night but

one before the performance, i.e the night before the final

rehearsal. Nor is Mozart's feat so remarkable as it looks at

first sight. He was in the habit of composing whole works in

his mind and retaining them in his marvellous memory till he

could no longer delay writing them out, and there can be

no doubt that everything in connexion with the Don Giovanni

overture but the mere clerical labour had been done long

before.

The first perfc -nance of the opera took place on the 2pth

October, 1787, with the usual success; and Mozart remained in

his beloved Prague some weeks longer before returning to Vienna.

On the 1 5th November Gluck died in Vienna, and Mozart re-

ceived the vacant appointment of
" chamber musician and Court

composer," but at a sakry of 800 gulden in place of Gluck's 2,000.

In the following May he received a visit from the seventeen-

year-old Beethoven, who had come from his native Bonn to pur-

sue his studies in Vienna, whence, however, he was recalled after

a few weeks by the death of his mother. He received a few lessons

from Mozart, and heard him play in public but not in private:

his verdict was that Mozart " had a fine but rather broken touch

no hgato."

On the 7th May, 1788, Don Giovanni was given in Vienna,

with sundry additions to the original score, made by Mozart out

of complaisance for the singers; these additions are generally

omitted in present-day performances. The opera was given fifteen

times before the end of the year, then dropped out of the Vienna

repertory; it was apparently too difficult for the easy-going

Italianised taste of the Court and the town. It was revived by
Schikaneder (the librettist of The Magic Flute) in November

1791 with a German translation; it is probably from these per-

formances that we must date the deplorable tendency, that en-
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dured until comparatively recently, to stress the comic element of

the opera at the expense of the serious.

Mozart continued to pour out other works besides operas in his

usual profusion, the three great symphonies the E flat, the

G minor, and the C major (the
"
Jupiter ") belong to the sum-

mer of 1788, and a number of concertos and chamber-music works

date from this time, as well as his additional accompaniments to

The Messiah and other Handel works.

In April 1789 he accompanied the young Prince Karl Lichnow-

sky in the latter 's carriage to Prague, Dresden, Leipzig, Potsdam,
and Berlin, being greeted everywhere with the customary admira-

tion and playing a great deal in public and private, but, as was the

way with him, being too careless and having too little knowledge
of men to make a financial success of his work, though he re-

ceived handsome presents from the Saxon and the Prussian Courts.

In Berlin the Seraglio was given twice in his honour. It used to be

said that the King of Prussia offered him a Kapellmeistership at

a salary of 3,000 thalers, and that Mozart, although moved and

grateful, refused it out of loyalty to his own Emperor; but the

story seems to be only one of the many legends associated with

Mozart.

He was back in Vienna again on the 4th June, 1789, and now
his epoch of greatest need and suffering began. With all his popu-

larity, with all his colossal output, he found it difficult to make

both ends meet. He always marketed his wares badly, and partly

through the jealousy of the intriguing Italians at the Court, partly,

we are compelled to believe, because in person he was insignificant

and did not impress people as a man, he received no Court post

sufficiently well paid to allow him to live on his salary.

Joseph II died on the 2Oth February, 1790. Mozart appealed to

his successor, Leopold II, for the second Kapellmeistership and

the post of music teacher to the young princesses, but in vain. His

money troubles accumulated, and he was forced not only to pawn
his valuables but to borrow from friends his chief creditor was

a certain Puchberg and not only from friends but from usurers.

Konstanze was away a great deal for reasons of health, and
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Mozart, pinch as he would, found it impossible to provide for her
" cure

" and her pleasures in Baden and for his own modest neces-

sities in Vienna.

Every now and then his native optimism reasserted itself he

would take more pupils, he wrote to Konstanze, or he would sell

some more works, or he would write another opera, and all would

be well with them again; but his health was now beginning to fail,

and the net of evil fortune was drawn too tight round him for him

ever to escape from it in his lifetime.

He went, on borrowed money, to Frankfort-on-the-Main in

September 1790, knowing that the town would be full of im-

portant people for the coronation of the new Austrian Emperor
in October, and hoping both for opportunities to make money by
concerts and to advance his claims to a permanent post some-

where; but the material results were again slight, though Don
Giovanni was staged as a compliment to him, and the musicians

and the social celebrities of the town made the customary fuss over

him. By the loth November he was in Vienna again, no better off

than before. In the same month he received an offer from Robert

May O'Reilly, the director of the Italian Opera in London, to go

there in December, stay six months, and contribute during that

time at least two operas, serious or comic, at a fee of 300- we can

account for his refusal of this offer only on the supposition of his

ill health.

In the winter of 1 789-90 he had received from Joseph II a com-

mission for an Italian opera, and he had no choice but to accept

the book of Cosi fan tutte from Da Ponte. The new work was given

in Vienna on the 26th January, 1790, and though it ran to ten

performances during the year it was more or less a failure. Con-

temporary criticism praised the music but was severe on the li-

bretto, and time has confirmed this first judgment; Cosi fan tutte

has never been able to keep the stage for very long, though when-

ever it is revived it gives the Mozart lover a special pleasure.

In March 1791 Emmanuel Schikaneder, a successful impresario

who had shown that he thoroughly understood the popular taste,

approached him with a suggestion for an opera on some "
magic

"
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subject: the idea pleased Mozart, especially as the text was to

be in German, and he accepted the commission for The Magic
Flute. The opera was mostly composed between May and July,

though the overture was not written out till the 28th September;

it had of course been complete in Mozart's head for long before

that. The first performance took place on the 3oth September,

1791.

Meanwhile, for the festivities in Prague in connection with the

coronation of Leopold II as King of Bohemia he wrote another

opera, La Clemenza di Tito. Konstanze joined him in the Villa

Bertramka, and the opera was produced on the 6th September.

The Empress called it a porcheria tedesca (a dirty German

mess), but even Mozartian well-wishers who did not share her

anti-German bias were constrained to admit that the new work

was a failure. Mozart's heart was probably never in the greater

part of the work; his favourite pupil Siissmayr, to save his harried

and ailing master's time, wrote the recitatives and perhaps other

portions of the score. Mozart left Prague in the middle of Septem-

ber, deeply hurt by his failure.

In the preceding July a mysterious visitor had called upon him

a tall, thin, cadaverous man, who refused to give his name, but

asked him to write a Requiem Mass, for which he would be well

paid; a proportion of the fee was given him in advance. The

strange messenger called on various occasions later to see how the

work was progressing. He was merely the servant of an eccentric

Count Walsegg, who had a mania for commissioning musical com-

positions and having them performed as his own; the Mozart

Requiem he proposed to give in honour of his recently deceased

wife.

These facts only came out later; Mozart never knew of the

Count's existence. Grievously ill and unhappy and despairing as

he was at the time, he became obsessed with the idea that the mys-
terious messenger was one sent by the Fates to announce to him
his own impending death. This morbid obsession of itself aggravated
the decline of his health ;

he wrote with difficulty, and the Requiem,
left unfinished at the time of his death, had to be completed by
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Siissmayr, who not only had a thorough knowledge of his master's

intentions but wrote a hand singularly like his own. Walsegg had

the work performed at Wiener-Neustadt on the i4th December,

1793, Mozart's authorship of it being acknowledged.

The Magic Flute was given for the first time at Schikaneder's

theatre on the soth September, 1791; the composer conducted

the first two performances. On the opening night the reception

was doubtful, perhaps owing to the incomprehensibility of the

story; but the opera soon established itself in public favour, and

had a run of more than a hundred performances. It was Mozart's

first indubitable popular success.

But success had been too long delayed, Mozart was already

marked out for death. His constitution must already have been

basically weakened by incessant mental labour from childhood

onwards and by the many serious illnesses he had had, and now

the combined strain and privations and money anxieties of the

last few months were to carry him past the resistance point. He
was visibly changing for the worse, both physically and mentally;

he, who had always been so cheerful in company, now seemed to

take less and less pleasure in the society of his friends. A spring

had snapped in him; he became nervous, moody, and self-

absorbed.

The thought of death was always with him. Konstanze tells us

that one fine autumn afternoon, after his return from Prague, she

was walking with him in the Prater and trying to distract him,

when he began to speak of death and of his conviction that he

was writing the Requiem for himself. Tears stood in his eyes; and

when Konstanze tried to turn him from these gloomy thoughts he

answered,
"
Xo, no, I feel it too surely. I shall not last much

longer."

Ill as he obviously was, Konstanze had no scruple in leaving

him once more while she took her " cure
" and her pleasure in

Baden. She was summoned thence about the middle of November;
Mozart was now confined to his bed, from which he never rose

again. His mind ran on The Magic Flute, which he longed to hear

again, and on the still unfinished Requiem.
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On the 2nd December, the day before his death, the score and

sketches were laid on his bed, and he and three of his friends made
an effort to sing the lovely

" Lacrimosa ": Schack took the soprano

part, Mozart himself the alto, his brother-in-law Hofer the tenor,

and Gerl (the first Sarastro in The Magic Flute) the bass. After

a few bars Mozart found himself too weak to proceed; and once

more the thought that the Requiem was his own death Mass

brought tears to his eyes. That evening his sister-in-law Sophie

Weber came to see him "
It is good that you have come, dear

Sophie," he said to her
;

"
you must stay to-night and see me die

" In

vain she tried to turn his mind from these thoughts.
"
Already," he

said,
"

I have the taste of death on my tongue, and who will then

be here to sustain my dear Konstanze if you do not stay?
"
Sophie

got his permission to go and tell her mother that she would not be

home that night, on her return she found Sussmayr with Mozart;
the dying man was giving his pupil instructions as to the finishing

of the
" Lacrimosa/ 7 He bade the two women keep his death a

secret until Albrechtsberger, his successor in the Kapellmeister-

ship he had held for some time in St. Stephen's Church, had been

told of it.

The doctor was sent for; he was in the theatre, and said he

would come at the conclusion of the performance. When he ar-

rived he saw that all was practically over, but he ordered cold

compresses on the burning head of the sick man. Mozart became

unconscious, but his gestures and his expression indicated that he

was still, in imagination, working at the Requiem. About midnight

he suddenly sat up and looked around him with dull, non-seeing

eyes; then he sank back, turned his face to the wall, and slept.

He died fifty-five minutes after midnight on the morning of the

4th/5th December, 1791.

The news soon spread in the town. Sussmayr stayed with the

dead man, and the proprietor of a gallery of wax figures came

and took a cast, which is now lost, of the face. A rich Dutch ama-

teur, Baron van Swieten, with whom Mozart had been very

friendly and for whom he had fulfilled several commissions, among
them the rescoring of The Messiah, called on Konstanze,
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recommended her to spend as little as possible on the funeral, and

took his leave.

On the 6th December the plain coffin was carried through the

streets on the shoulders of two men, followed by the faithful

Siissmayr. At St. Stephen's Church a few others joined the pro-

cession, including, it is thought, Albrechtsberger, Lange, Schika-

neder, Van Swieten, and Salieri; but the appalling weather

it was a day of storm and heavy snow soon drove them all

home.

The two bearers went on with the coffin to the cemetery that

lay a quarter of an hour's walk outside the town , there they left

it in the mortuary chapel. On the following day it was lowered

into a common grave. It was not until 1808 that Konstanze visited

the cemetery with the intention of erecting a cross over the grave;

but by that time all hope of identifying the place of burial had

long disappeared. It remains unknown to this day. The Mozart

museum in Salzburg exhibits a skull, alleged to be that of Mozart,

that was presented to it about 1842 ;
but there is not the slightest

reason to accept it as authentic.

Konstanze was granted by the Court a pension of 2663 gulden

a third of Wolfgang's salary; and she seems to have maintained

herself and her two children in fair comfort on this, by letting

rooms, by concerts of her husband's works, and by the sale of his

manuscripts. Only gradually, by all indications, did it dawn on

her that she had been married for nine years to a great man; it

needed the growing chorus of grief and admiration throughout

Europe to convince her of this. In 1799 she sold the remaining
Mozart manuscripts to the publisher Andre for 16,000 gulden.

Two years before that she had met Georg Nikolaus Nissen, the

Secretary to the Danish Legation at Vienna: he was then a man
about thirty-six years old. Apparently she lived with him for some
time without being married, but their union was legitimised when
he left in 1809 for Copenhagen, where the couple lived ten years.

When he retired from the service he settled with Konstanze in

Salzburg, about 1820, where he died in 1826.

The last few years of his life were spent in collecting the ma-
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terials for the first real Life of Mozart: this was published in

1828. Konstanze had him buried in Leopold Mozart's grave and

over this husband she placed a fine monument, removing Leo-

pold's tombstone for the purpose. Nannerl, who was now the

widowed Baroness Berchtold, was so angered at this that she

cancelled the clause in her will directing that she be buried in

her father's grave. Konstanze died at Salzburg on the 6th March,

1842, and the bones of Leopold, who could never endure her

when living, had to bear her forced companionship in the tomb

that was then Nissen's.

Two of Mozart's three children survived. The elder, Karl (lyth

September, 1784-3^ December, 1858) dabbled in music for a

time, but soon abandoned it for the career of an official. He lived

mostly in Italy, and died in Milan. The younger, Franz Xaver

Wolfgang (26th July, 1791-29^ July, 1844) had a less happy
life. His mother insisted on his being a musician, and he became

a good piano player and a moderate composer. He was never able

to emerge from his father's shadow, and seems to have been a dis-

appointed man during the last years of his life.

If it is asked, in wonder, why Mozart, whose genius was rec-

ognised wherever he went, remained all his life so poor, it can

only be suggested again that personally he was too unimpressive

for any Emperor or Prince or Grand Duke to feel that it would

be wise to appoint him to a post in which strength of character

and an ability to hold one's own with men were required.

He was small in stature, the head disproportionately developed,

and the nose excessively large. He had virtually no culture in the

broad sense of the term, and there are no traces of any real in-

terest on his part in painting, sculpture, or literature. His whole

being was musical, and his brain must have been engaged almost

without intermission in the production of music. He was very fond

of company, and in congenial society was cheerful and lovable.

There must have been a dark side to his soul, for he had suffered

much; but he seems to have concealed it from everyone until near

the end.

Perhaps he did not care to face unpleasant realities; it was one
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of his father's complaints against him, and one of his explanations

of his son's lack of worldly success, that he wanted to take every-

thing lightly, becoming impatient when difficulties arose and turn-

ing his back on them as soon as possible instead of meeting and

overcoming them.

Grimm, the experienced man of the world and shrewd judge of

character, wrote from Paris to Leopold in 1778.
"
Wolfgang n

too sincere, has too little energy, is all too easily deceived and too

inexperienced in the ways that might lead to success. If he had

half as much talent and twice as much adroitness I should not be

anxious about him." Knowledge of men and of the world he never

acquired. He was not the man to fight intriguers with their own

weapons, and intrigue there certainly was in Vienna, though the

amount of it has probably been exaggerated ; even Mozart himself

came to believe, in his last days, that he was being poisoned by
his rival Salieri, who was the favourite composer of Joseph II.

He was very fond of dancing, ninepins, and billiards, of good

cheer, and of the society of pretty women. The frail little body
seemed to be in need of constant motion; observers noted that

when he was talking his hands were always moving or playing

with some object such as his watch, or a ring, or part of his cloth-

ing. His tongue, on occasion, could be sharp, and we gather that

his frank criticisms of some of his contemporaries did not help

to endear him to them; he could be very satirical when he liked.

But the basis of his character was gentleness, cheerfulness, hon-

esty, and the desire both to love and to be loved.



THE MARRIAGE OF FIGARO
[WOLFGANG AMADEUS MOZART]

understand fully Mozart's Marriage of Figaro it is neces-

JL sary to have some acquaintance with the preceding drama,
The Barber of Seville, which has been described in full in Part II

of this work.

The action of The Marriage of Figaro takes place some years

later at the Count's chateau of Aguas-Frescas, in the country

near Seville. Figaro has been taken into the Count's service as

valet and confidential man, and at the time the play opens is in

love with the Countess's maid, Suzanna. The Count, however,

is no longer as passionately in love with Rosina as he was; he

has not given up his habits of gallantry, but he has turned his

attentions to the girls of the neighbourhood. In virtue of his posi-

tion as a feudal lord he possesses the mediaeval right of the droit

du seigneur i.e. the right to possess a female vassal before

she becomes the wife of another servant. Although he has relin-

quished this right, he would not be unwilling to exercise it in

the case of the pretty Suzanna, who is shortly to be married to

Figaro.

Political and social affairs in Paris at the time when Beau-

marchais produced his two comedies were, though no one had

yet realised it, already heading for a revolution. The Court was

held in contempt even by the nobles, while the people disliked both

impartially. The philosophers, headed by Voltaire and Rousseau,

had done a great deal to undermine the old ideas on which the

French State rested, and high society was largely liberal in opinion,

if not exactly democratic. The extraordinary vogue of Figaro was
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due to the fact that it summed up, in one brilliant work, all tha

was in the minds of those who felt it was time a new regim<

replaced the old.

As a recent French author has put it:
" There came a day whei

the whole of the feelings of every kind, moral, political, and social

that had been developed in men's hearts by the writings of th(

philosophers the joy of life, thirst for enjoyment, intense in

tellectual excitement, hatred and scorn of the present with its

abuses, its traditions, hope and need for something else found

vent in one unique explosion; this day of intellectual frenzy

when the society of the ancien regime-applauded the ideas that

were ultimately to bring it to ruin, was the day of the first per-

formance of The Marriage of Figaro (2yth April, 1784)." And

Figaro was the sequel to The Barber of Seville.

The second play would have followed the first one earlier, but

for three years the authorities refused permission to perform it,

so dangerous did the King, the censor, and the police judge it to

be. The news of the ban on the work only excited public curiosity

the more; and when at last Figaro was given, its success was

enormous. The witty insolence of Figaro to his aristocratic master

was a symbol of the coming upheaval. Figaro was one of the

most potent of the influences that led to the Revolution, as

Napoleon recognised some years afterwards.

ACT I

When the curtain rises, Figaro is seen measuring the floor and

walls of a partially furnished apartment, while Suzanna, before a

mirror, tries on a hat. Figaro is trying to discover the best place

for the bed that the Count has sent them as a wedding present.

But Suzanna, who is quicker-witted than Figaro, has divined the

intentions of their master. She will not have this room for their

bedroom, in spite of Figaro's demonstration of its convenience as

regards the fulfilment of their respective duties. The room lies

between that of the Count and that of the Countess. Does the

latter require Suzanna some night? All she has to do is to ring,
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and the maid is there in a moment. Does the Count require

Figaro? Good; another bell tinkles, and the valet is there in a

trice.

For a man of his experience, especially of the Count's love-affairs,

Figaro is singularly obtuse. Suzanna enlightens him. Suppose

some day the Count packs Figaro off miles away on some busi-

ness or other. If, as Figaro has said, it is only three steps from

their room to the Count's, does he not realise that it is also only

three steps from the Count's room to theirs?

Figaro is at first incredulous, but in the end Suzanna leaves

him in no doubt as to the Count's intentions, a hint of these having

already been thrown out to her through the Count's intermediary,

the same Basilio whom we have seen at work in The Barber of

Seville. The Count, Suzanna tells Figaro, has indeed been gener-

ous to her in the matter of a dower, but hardly disinterested; he

has his eye on the droit du seigneur.
"
But," says Figaro,

"
I

thought he had renounced this feudal right."
"
True," replies Su-

zanna,
"
but Figaro's bride-to-be has caused him to repent of the

renunciation."

The Countess's bell rings, and Suzanna flies to answer it. Figaro

turns the matter over in his mind; now he sees the Count's object

in taking him and his bride to London, where he has been ap-

pointed Spanish minister. Figaro has always regarded himself as

the Count's superior in intelligence, and now he will prove it to

him. This resolution he expresses in the aria
" Se vuol ballare,

signer contino
"

(" If you want to dance, my little Count, very

well, I will play the guitar for you. Come to my school, and I will

teach you how to caper. But I will be crafty until I have upset

your little scheme ").

As he leaves the stage Dr. Bartolo enters, accompanied by his

elderly housekeeper Marcellina. Bartolo has never forgiven Fi-

garo for helping the Count to cheat him of Rosina. Now a chance

for revenge has come. Marcellina is in love with Figaro, who
owes her money; and she has a plan by which Suzanna is to be

induced to reject the Count's attentions, whereupon, in his anger,

he will favour Marcellina's scheme for marrying Figaro. In an
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aria that is masterly in its characterisation, Bartolo declares his

resolve to use all his cunning to bring this about. When he has

left the stage, there follows a duet between Marcellina and Su-

zanna, in which the former, already tasting victory in imagina-

tion, tries to score off her young rival, but is badly worsted in the

duel of feminine malice.

As the discomfited old lady leaves in a huff, Cherubino enters.

He is the Count's page still hardly more than a child in years,

but in his precocious passion for the other sex a worthy follower

of his master. He is in trouble. The preceding night the Count

had found him alone with Barbarina,^ the gardener's daughter,

and dismissed him; for the Count is scrupulous enough where

other people's morals are concerned. Cherubmo's only hope is in

the intercession of his godmother, the Countess. The charming

young rascal appeals craftily to Suzanna, who has the ear of her

mistress; if he is sent away, he says, he will never see his dear

Suzanna again; but it soon becomes evident that he is in love

also with the Countess herself.

Learning that the ribbon in Suzanna's hand belongs to her mis-

tress's bed-cap, Cherubino snatches it from her, giving her in

place of it the latest canzonetta he has composed. Not only the

Countess and Suzanna and Barbarina but every woman in the

world ought to hear it, he says; and he pours out his views on love

in the charming aria
" Non so piu cosa son, cosa faccio." The mu-

sic paints enchantingly the amorous flutterings of this youth,

who is the prey of delightful emotions that he himself hardly

understands. He feels a desire, he says, he cannot express. At

the sight of a woman his heart palpitates; now he burns, now
he freezes. Asleep or awake it is all the same; in both states his

mind and his tongue are running upon love. He confides the

troubles of his soul to the lakes, the mountains, the shades, the

flowers, the fountains, the air, the winds, the echo; and if there

is no one and nothing to listen to him, he will talk to himself of

love. The exquisite music is a perfect expression of the vague
emotions of a heart too young as yet to know itself in matters

of sex.
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The Count is heard approaching, and Cherubino, who, after

the escapade of the night before, does not wish to be caught in

intimate conversation with another pretty girl, hastily hides be-

hind the big armchair. The Count, seating himself in the chair,

asks the cause of Suzanna's obvious confusion. He has come to

tell her his plans. Basilio, he supposes, has already hinted at his

intentions
,
now he wants her to meet him in the garden that same

evening. Before he has time to explain himself more clearly the

voice of Basilio is heard. Like Cherubino, the Count feels that

the situation may easily turn out an embarrassing one, so he in

turn makes to hide behind the armchair; Cherubino, seeing this

move, abandons his own place of refuge to the Count, and slips

into the big chair, where Suzanna covers him with one of her

mistress's dresses.

Basilio asks Suzanna if she has seen the Count, for whom

Figaro is looking.
"

If that be so," says Suzanna pointedly,
"
Fi-

garo is looking for one who, after yourself, hates him most." The
Count is curious to see how Basilio will do his work as procurer.

When Suzanna holds up her hands in horror at the suggestion

that she should meet the Count's advances half-way, Basilio

ventures on the sly surmise that he would have thought she would

prefer such a lover, a rich and powerful gentleman, to a mere

youngster like Cherubino. He maliciously hints that he has seen

the page prowling round this very room to-day. And was that lit-

tle song, he asks, intended for her or for the Countess? The young
man really ought to be careful to control his eyes when they
are all at table, for if the Count caught him looking at the

Countess as he sometimes does there would be trouble; he is, he

protests, only repeating what the whole neighbourhood is

saying. This is too much for the Count, who now reveals

himself.

The situation has thus worked up to one of those ensembles

that moved Mozart to put forth the whole power of his genius.

He defines psychologically each of the characters in an opening

phrase, and then proceeds to evolve from this material a master-

piece of easy, flowing expression. The phrase of the Count, with
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its angry strides in the strings, shows us the outraged grandee

determined to assert himself:

(i) Co sa sen-to I Tos - to an*

Allegro.^

i^iLllHLM-i

-da-te* scac - cia-te

wrr- '

etc.

(*' Now I see it I Go at once and turn the seducer away.")

Basilio answers him in a deprecating phrase that suggests to per-

fection the oily cunning of the man:

(a) In mal pun -to, son qul ginn-to;

m
'e.>n?r*r irr

Per do - na- te, O mio si gnor.S
etc.

("I arrived at an unfortunate moment ; pardon me, my lord.")
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Suzanna's phrase is all agitation:

(3)

me me - schi na I Son op?

* pres sa dal ter ror!

(" What a disaster 1 Poor wretched me ! I am overcome with terror1">

Suzanna is on the point of fainting. The two men attempt to

place her in the armchair, but the mere suggestion is enough to

cure her of her faintness.

The Count swears he will punish Cherubino, against whom he

has now a double grievance that little affair with Barbarina,

and his daring to cast sheep's eyes at the Countess. The Count

tells how he called at the gardener's house and found the door

bolted; when Barbarina opened it his suspicions were aroused;

he looked around the room, drew the cover from the table, and

there, underneath, was the page! Suiting the action to the word,
he lifts the dress from the chair, and of course exposes Cherubino,
to his own astonishment, to the horror of Suzanna, and to the

malicious delight of Basilio. It may be noted that when the

Count describes his own cleverness in discovering the boy, he

does so to phrases that are modelled upon the sly theme (quoted

above) that was formerly given to Basilio.

All this, however, has in one way played into the Count's

hands. Having, as he thinks, caught Suzanna out in an intrigue,

he means to use his knowledge for his own purposes. He orders

Basilio to bring the deceived Figaro to see for himself. Suzanna,

however, begs to be allowed to explain. She tells how the page
came to ask her to intercede for him with the Countess, and how,

frightened at the Count's coming, he hid behind the chair, and

from there slipped into the armchair. The explanation is not

wholly agreeable to the Count, who now realises that his own
advances to Suzanna must have been overheard; and he is not
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pacified by Cherubino's nai've assurance that he tried his very

hardest not to hear anything.

Peasants enter, followed by Figaro with a bridal veil in his

hand. The chorus sing the praises of their master, and Figaro

asks him to place the veil upon the bride's brow in token of his

gracious favour on this their wedding-day. Figaro's purpose is

a subtle one, he wants to involve his master in a public admis-

sion that he has renounced the droit du seigneur. The Count gra-

ciously promises them his protection, and says he will give the

bride the veil later, at a more imposing ceremony than this The

one person not partaking in the general jubilation is poor little

Cherubino. The Count begins once more to express his disapproval

of him, but a discreet little hint from the page as to his ability

to keep his mouth shut makes the .Count remember that to some

extent he is in the boy's power. He ostentatiously pardons him;

but he appoints him to an ensign's post that has just fallen vacant

in his regiment, and the boy must join at once. Figaro, on behalf

of the company, takes humorous leave of him in the aria
" Non

piii andrai "; his days of love-making, he says, are over; now he

will have to devote himself to the serious business of life among
his warlike companions. The whole aria is couched in a delightfully

mock-heroic vein.

ACT II

The first scene of the second act shows the Countess sitting in

her room musing upon her happy romantic past and unhappy
loveless present. Suzanna enters, followed by Figaro, and the three

discuss the situation. Figaro has had a bright idea; without con-

sulting anybody, he has sent to the Count an anonymous letter

warning him of an assignation the Countess is alleged to have

made with an admirer for that very night. The scheme rather

frightens the Countess, who knows how jealous her husband is,

but Figaro assures her that it is precisely his jealousy that will

make him walk into the trap.

Suzanna is to give the Count a rendezvous in the garden, but

her place will be taken by Cherubino dressed in girl's clothes.
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The Countess will surprise her husband there, and reduce him to

a condition in which he will be glad to promise anything she

asks. The Count is at present out hunting, and meanwhile

Cherubino must be rehearsed in his new role. Figaro goes to find

him; before he leaves he sings an ironic fragment from that

previous song of his in which he swore to make the Count dance

to his tune.

When Cherubino enters, he is first of all prevailed upon by the

Countess to sing his new canzonetta, the subject of which is, of

course, love (" Voi che sapete ") ;
the song is obliquely directed

to the Countess, who, on her side, has a tender feeling for the boy.

First taking the precaution to lock the door, Suzanna proceeds

to dress him in clothes of her own. He produces his ensign's

commission, and the Countess notices that it has not yet been

sealed. As Suzanna turns up his sleeves, the stolen ribbon is re-

vealed. The Countess feels it her duty to chide him for his pre-

sumption, but is moved, in spite of herself, at this little incident,

which gives her an insight into the page's feelings towards her.

The atmosphere grows more and more tender, and Cherubino

seems to be on the point of an avowal that may be rather awk-

ward, when a knock is heard at the outer door.

It is the Count. The terrified Cherubino runs into the inner

room, and the Countess opens the outer door. The Count's sus-

picions, that have already been aroused by the anonymous letter,

are heightened by the evident confusion of his wife. To make

matters worse, Cherubino overturns a chair, and the Count de-

mands to be told who is in the other room. The flurried Countess

replies that it is Suzanna, who, as a matter of fact, is hiding in an

alcove. In an expressive little trio the Count calls upon Suzanna

to answer him, the Countess bids the supposed Suzanna not to

reply, while Suzanna herself comments quietly upon the situation

and its possibilities of danger. The Count sees the wisdom of not

making a scene before the household by calling the servants to

break in the door, and goes out to get tools with which to do it

himself, first of all locking each of the inner doors, and, by way
of complete precaution, taking the Countess with him.
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Suzanna now emerges from her hiding-place and calls upon
Cherubino to unlock the door from the inside. The boy is thor-

oughly scared, and to avoid meeting the Count he jumps out of

the window into the garden; Suzanna takes his place in the

Countess's room. The Countess, of course, does not know what

has happened during her absence, and when she returns with the

Count she thinks it better to make a clean breast of the innocent

affair. There is no need, she tells him, to break open the room, the

only person in it being Cherubino, a mere boy, of whom it is ab-

surd for him to be jealous.

In a sense the Count is relieved, but his temper is not im-

proved by finding that once more he has been led into an absurd

and embarrassing situation by the page. Swearing vengeance

on Cherubino, he draws his sword and opens the door, only to be

confronted by Suzanna. The Count is flabbergasted; the Countess

is astonished but relieved; and Suzanna seizes the opportunity

to twit her master over his mistake. The desperate man goes into

the room to see if, after all, Cherubino is not concealed there; and

Suzanna seizes the opportunity to whisper to the Countess that

the boy has escaped.

The pair now hold the Count in the hollow of their hands. The

Countess assumes the role of the falsely suspected wife, and is

with seeming difficulty persuaded to take her reprobate husband

back into favour. As the two women think they are mistresses of

the situation, they do not mind telling the Count that the letter

about which he now enquires was written by Figaro. For a moment
he talks about revenging himself on his valet; but he is per-

suaded to forgive him, and everything seems set for an all-round

reconciliation, with the repentant Count once more anxious to

become the lover of his wife as in the old days.

With a dramatist less resourceful than Beaumarchais and a

musician of less genius than Mozart, the scene, that has already

been so rich in incident, would by now have attained its climax.

Both Beaumarchais and Mozart, however, are really only just

beginning. The dramatist gives several still more ingenious turns

to the intrigue, while Mozart enters upon a finale that is unsur-
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passed, even among his own ensembles, for appositeness and va-

riety of expression.

The new development begins when Figaro enters and asks the

Count to come to the wedding festivities, where his vassals arc

waiting to greet him. The Count, still sore at his rebuff, and still

with a lingering suspicion at the back of his mind, shows him

the anonymous letter and asks him if he knows who wrote it

Figaro, who is of course ignorant of what has gone on during the

preceding scene, denies all knowledge of it. For a moment the

Countess and Suzanna save the situation once more; they give

him a dexterous hint that they have already told the Count the

truth, and advise him not to be so silly as to deny it. Again the

Count feels himself to be worsted; his one desire now is to delay

the marriage proceedings, and his only hope, he sees, is Marcellina.

Just then a new complication arises. The gardener Antonio

enters, half tipsy, and holding a damaged pot of carnations in his

hand. He is very angry ; people are always annoying him, it seems,

by throwing things out of the windows on to his flower-beds, but

now the limit has been reached they have thrown out a man.

Again the Count dimly begins to suspect that there is more in

all this than he has been told, while Suzanna and the Countess,

scenting danger, surreptitiously exhort Figaro to be on the alert.

As the gardener tells his story of the man who alighted on the

flowers and then ran away, Suzanna manages to whisper to Figaro

that it was the page.

When Antonio confesses to the Count that he cannot describe

the appearance of the runaway, Figaro boldly asserts that it was

he who jumped out of the window. Even Suzanna and the Countess

are staggered by the fertility and the impudence of his invention.

The Count has his doubts, however, and these are increased when

Antonio naively asks Figaro how it is he has grown so tali since

his jump, for the person he saw seemed to him more of a boy. The

Count ejaculates "Cherubino! "
"Oh," says Figaro, "as for

Cherubino, no doubt he has returned on horseback from the town."

The bucolic mind of Antonio takes this quite literally, and explains

that he saw no horse when the man jumped from the balcony.
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Through all this cross-talk and muddle the Count adheres to

his resolve to have an explanation. He fastens upon Figaro and

asks him why he jumped out of the window. " For fear of you,"

replies the valet; he was in the room, he says, with his Suzanna,

when he heard the Count outside, and his conscience having

smitten him in the matter of the anonymous letter, out he jumped,

twisting his ankle in doing so, the Count can see for himself

that he now limps. But there is yet another hurdle to be got over.

Just as Figaro is pluming himself on having wriggled out of this

little difficulty, Antonio produces a paper which he had picked

up in the garden, and asks if this is his. sThe Count takes it before

Figaro can get hold of it, and finds it to be the page's commission.

The cornered Figaro has to play for time; he rummages in his

pockets and pretends to be trying to remember what papers

should be there. But the Countess has recognised the paper, and

she passes the word on to Suzanna, who in turn whispers it to

Figaro. He remembers now that it is Cherubino's commission,

which the boy had left with him. But once more he is thrown into

confusion by the Count's asking him why. He manages to stam-

mer out
"

It needed . . . ," and is very grateful for the whisper

from Suzanna that it needed sealing. Again the Count has to

admit that he has been checkmated. He tears up the paper in a

rage. Marcellina, Bartolo, and Basilio enter and claim justice in

the matter of Figaro's promise to marry the lady. The distracted

Count again and again bids them all be silent: he will try the case

in quiet and see that justice is done. The act ends with a septet in

which each of the characters comments on the situation from

his own point of view.

ACT III

In the third act the intrigue becomes so rapid and so involved

that it can be carried on only by a liberal use of recitative, there

being hardly time every now and then for music to spread its

wings. The first scene shows a hall decorated for the wedding
festivities. The Count is turning over in his mind the puzzling

incidents of the second act; he feels that he has been duped, and
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yet can hardly believe it, for he is sure of the discretion of the

Countess, while he can hardly conceive that any of his vassals

would dare to take such liberties with so great a lord as he. Su-

zanna and the Countess enter in the background, and it is ar-

ranged between them that the latter will impersonate Suzanna at

the rendezvous in the garden.

The Countess having retired, the Count accosts Suzanna; he is

unable to rid himself of the suspicion that she has told his wife

of his droit du seigneur designs; if she has, he will have his revenge

by making Figaro marry Marcellina. The pair fence with jeach

other
;
but in the end Suzanna promises to meet him in the garden

that night, and they sing the exquisite duet "Crudel! perche

finora farmi languir cosi?
"

Sure of victory now, Suzanna makes the mistake of saying

softly to Figaro, when he enters,
" You have won your case with-

out a lawyer." The Count overhears her, and realises once more

that he is being played with. He expresses his anger in a vigorous

aria,
"
Vedro, mentr'io sospiro." It is the business at this point

of the actor who is playing Almaviva to lift the opera out of the

light comedy vein in which the bulk of it has been played so far.

This aria is the counterpoise to Figaro's
"
Se vuol ballare

"
in

the first act. In that, the servant who knows himself to be intel-

lectually the superior of his master looks forward half gleefully,

half resentfully to a contest of wits between them; in this aria of

the Count's the grandee's pride revolts at the thought that his

servants should have dared to think so lightly of him as to try

to play with him. He is now fully decided that Figaro shall marry
old Marcellina.

The next scene shows the trial of Figaro's case before the Count,

who, in virtue of his station, is the decider of causes upon his do-

main. Figaro has borrowed a thousand silver pieces from Mar-

cellina; and the lawyer Curzio, who now enters with Marcellina,

Figaro, and Bartolo, claims that he must either marry her or pay
her. Figaro says he is of gentle birth, and therefore cannot marry
without the consent of his parents. The Count, with humorous

incredulity, asks who and where these noble parents are. Figaro
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replies that he has been looking for them for the last ten years.

He was stolen as a child; does he not bear on his arm a mys-
terious hieroglyphic? Marcellina pricks up her ears at this. Is the

mysterious sign, by any chance, a spatula on the right arm? It

proves to be so, and Marcellina discovers that Figaro is the long-

lost child of herself and Bartolo their little Rafaello, who

was stolen from them.

The family reconciliation is very affecting, but it does not

appeal to Suzanna, who, entering with a purse (she has some-

how raised the money with which to buy off Figaro), sees her

bridegroom in the arms of Marcellina.
v
She boxes his ears, and

it takes a little time to convince her of the real state of affairs.

The charming sextet in which this situation is developed was

Mozart's favourite among the Figaro numbers.

The actors having left the scene, Cherubmo enters with Bar-

barina. He has slipped back from Seville, and Barbarina invites

him to her father's cottage, where he will find all the prettiest

girls of the estate. So that the Count shall not recognize him,

she will dress him up in clothes of her own. When they have left,

the Countess enters. She is a little disturbed at the course the

intrigue has now taken; she fears the jealousy and wounded

pride of the Count, whom she still loves, and whose love for her

she hopes to win back again. Her emotions are expressed in the

exquisite air
" Dove sono."

In a short recitative Antonio tells the Count that he is certain

Cherubino has returned
;
and later Suzanna and the Countess, also

in recitative, work out the details of the coming meeting in the

garden. Suzafina, to the Countess's dictation, writes the crucial

letter to the Count, confirming, in the guise of a song to the

Zephyr, the assignation in the garden. This is the charming little

"
Letter Duet," that has a curious old-world simplicity and fra-

grance. The letter is sealed with a pin, and on the back is written,
" Send back the seal."

Barbarina and other peasant girls enter, bringing roses for their

mistress; among the girls is Cherubino in female clothes. His good
looks attract the attention of the Countess; she asks for the
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flowers he is carrying, and he blushes as he hands them to her.

Barbarina assures the Countess that the girl is her cousin, who

has just arrived for the wedding. When the Count and Antonio

enter, however, the latter pulls off Cherubino's headdress and

substitutes for it his ensign's cap. Once more the Count is sus-

picious of his wife and angry with Cherubino; he threatens to

punish him again, but Barbarina puts him to confusion by saying,
" Your Excellency, you often used to say when you were embrac-

ing and kissing me,
'

Barbarina, if you will only love me I will

give you anything you ask for/
" She now asks to be allowed to

marry Cherubino, but the Count is too confused to give the child

a direct answer; all he can do is to mutter that the gods, the

devil, and men seem to be conspiring to put him in the wrong.

When Figaro, who now enters, suggests that they should get

on with the dancing, he is of course ignorant of the fact that the

Count knows that it was Cherubino who jumped from the win-

dow and has now returned. Once more the Count tries to trap

him with his questions, and once more Figaro escapes by his

consummate assurance; if Cherubino says it was he who jumped
on to the flower-bed, well, perhaps so, but if one man can jump
out of a win'dow, surely another can '

A bridal march is played, and the stage fills with people who
have come to celebrate the wedding. A fandango is danced, and

while Suzanna is kneeling before the Count to receive the bridal

veil she quietly gives him the letter; when he secretly opens it he

pricks his finger with the pin. Figaro, who is dancing, observes

this, and remarks to Suzanna ironically that he presumes some

lady has been sending a love-letter to the Count. The latter now
breaks up the gathering, bidding them all depart to meet again

at nightfall, when the nuptials shall be celebrated in proper style,

with dancing, songs, feasting, and fireworks.

ACT IV

So far Figaro has been occupied in weaving a net round the

Count
;
now he himself is to be caught in a net. The scene is the
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garden at night, with arbours at right and left. Barbarina enters

with a lantern; she has lost the pin which the Count has given

her for Suzanna along with a message as to the meeting. Figaro

enters with Marcellina, and the little girl innocently lets out the

secret. It is now Figaro's turn to be jealous and suspicious, he is

convinced that Suzanna has been deceiving him. Now it is his

turn to swear vengeance, not only for himself but for the whole

race of injured husbands. Marcellina, who sees the trouble he is

in, good-naturedly goes off to warn Suzanna.

In the eighteenth-century opera every chief character had to

have an aria, and it is for this reason alone that Marcellina and

Basilio are at this point given arias to sing that are of no great

musical value, and so inessential to the dramatic action that they

are usually omitted. The movement* of the drama is resumed in

a recitative and aria of Figaro, in which he pours out his com-

plaint against Suzanna and against women in general. In Beau-

marchais, Figaro's long monologue has a very bitter taste, Mo-

zart, as was his wont, softens the expression considerably.

Figaro conceals himself as the Countess and Suzanna enter

disguised in each other's clothes. Figaro knows, and Suzanna

knows that he knows, that the assignation with the Count is among
the pines. She loudly asks the Countess's permission to retire there

a little while. Then she sings her exquisite aria
" Deh vieni non

tardar," in which she pours out all the love of her heart for

Figaro, who, however, naturally assumes that the Count is the

object of this ardent longing.

Cherubino enters in search of Barbarina. Seeing the Countess,

whom he takes to be Suzanna, he thinks a little preliminary flirta-

tion will be agreeable, one woman being very much the same as

another to him. In the middle of his courtship, which greatly

embarrasses the Countess, the Count enters just in time to inter-

cept a kiss that Cherubino is trying to give the supposed Suzanna
;

he aims a box on the ear at Cherubino, but it is received by

Figaro, who has drawn near to get a better understanding of what

is going on.

From this point on the intrigue works itself out along the lines
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that might be expected. The Count makes love to the supposed

Suzanna, giving her a ring as a pledge of his affection. The

Countess goes into the pavilion on the right-hand side of the

stage, where the Count means to join her. Figaro, prowling about,

comes upon Suzanna, and, taking her to be the Countess, tells her

how they can catch the Count with Suzanna in the pavilion. At

first Suzanna disguises her voice, but when she forgets to do so

for a moment Figaro realises who it is. He keeps his knowledge

from her, meaning to pay her out for the trick she has practised

upon him, while Suzanna's intention is to punish him for having

doubted her. He pretends to make passionate love to the Countess,

until Suzanna, unable to endure it any longer, bursts out in her

natural voice and boxes his ears. He is delighted with this sign of

her affection, and all is now well.

The pair act a comedy for the benefit of the Count, who has

wandered back, having been unable to find the supposed Suzanna.

Figaro falls at his bride's feet, and, after having staged a little

love-scene, they make off towards the pavilion on the left side.

The Count seizes Figaro, calls for his servants, and Basilio, Cur-

zio, Antonio, and Bartolo come upon the scene. The Count goes

to the pavilion on the left and brings out Cherubino and Barbarina

(who have concealed themselves there for a little entertainment

of their own), Marcellina and Suzanna; everybody of course

takes the maid to be the Countess. She, still in the character of the

Countess, implores the Count's forgiveness, but he is adamant.

The situation is cleared up by the entry of the real Countess and

the momentary humiliation of the Count; he pleads for pardon,

which is granted him
;
and the opera ends with a joyous ensemble.

It may be added that in the delightful overture Mozart does

not draw for his material on the themes of the opera itself, and

makes no attempt, as later opera composers used to do, to tell the

whole story in summarised form, but just writes a sprightly or-

chestral piece that is intended to tune the hearer in to the

general mood of the coming comedy.
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[WOLFGANG AMADEUS MOZART]

HE world indirectly owes Don Giovanni to a young lady who

was probably no better than she ought to have been one

Josefa Duschek.

Originally a Josefa Hambacher, she had been born in Prague in

1753, and consequently was about three years older than Mozart.

She became the pupil of Franz Duschek, a Prague musician some

seventeen years older than herself, who fell in love with her and

married her in 1773. She seems to have been a good pianist and a

fair all-round musician, but it was more particularly as a singer

that she distinguished herself; she must have had a considerable

coloratura technique, if we may judge from an aria that Mozart

wrote specially for her.

In her career as an opera singer she seems to have used her

charms freely to advance her material interests. She had the good
fortune to win the affection of a rich Bohemian nobleman, Count

Christian Clam, and it was presumably out of the money he

lavished on her that she bought in April 1784 a charming littk

estate near Prague, with a fine house on it known as the Villa

Bertramka.

The property came, in 1838, into the possession of a family that

took pains to preserve it in memory of Mozart; and to-day the

house, which, owing to the growth of Prague, is no longer in the

country but in a suburb, is virtually as it was when Josefa owned

it and Mozart visited her there. In the garden there is still the

little summer-house in which he used to work, and in which Don
Giovanni was completed. A German writer justly maintains that
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the Villa Bertramka has more title to be known as "
the Mozart

House " than either the place shown under that name at Salzburg,

in which he was born, or that in Vienna, in which he lived.

Mozart first met Josefa in Salzburg in the summer of 1777, and

the merry young people soon became very fond of each other.

Later he met her again in Vienna. She was an enthusiastic admirer

of his music, and did all she could to make it known in Prague;

it was owing to her that the Seraglio was produced in that town

soon after its first success in Vienna. In the capital, how-

ever, Mozart had never made much headway as an operatic

composer.

The chief reason for this was probably the strong Italian pro-

clivities of the reigning emperior, Joseph II, and of the Court

generally. The theatre-going Viennese, too, were mostly a gay
and somewhat superficial people, who preferred Italian music or

the lighter productions of German composers to what they re-

garded as the almost too solid fare that Mozart gave them.

In 1786 there was an enterprising Italian impresario in Prague

by the name of Pasquale Bondmi, who ran a very capable opera

company; he made a tremendous success with Figaro, which

proved to be much more to the taste of the Prague public than

it had been to that of Vienna. In December 1786, no doubt

through the instrumentality of Josefa Duschek, Mozart was in-

vited to Prague to see the production. He arrived there, with his

wife Konstanze, on the nth January, 1787, and found the town,

as he wrote to his father and sister, Figaro-mad.
He went to see the opera on the i7th January, and was received

with tumultuous applause when recognised by the audience. On
the 2oth he directed the performance himself. Mozart was as

pleased with the Prague public as it was with him, and when he

left for Vienna again in February it was with a commission from

Bondini to write a new opera for his Prague troupe.

The librettist chosen for the new opera was Lorenzo da Ponte,

a gifted but erratic Italian Jew who had settled in Vienna some

years before and had made some success as a theatrical poet; the

libretto of Figaro had been by him. The new text was in Mozart's
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hands by the beginning of April, and by the summer he had writ-

ten a good deal of the score. At the beginning of September he

went to Prague, and the remainder of the opera was finished, under

the happiest circumstances, at the Villa Bertramka.

The first performance should have taken place on the i4th

October, in connection with the festivities in honour of Prince

Anton of Saxony and his young wife the Archduchess Maria

Theresa, a sister of the Austrian Emperor. The rehearsals for the

new opera not being sufficiently advanced, however, Figaro was

substituted for it on the i4th October, and it was not until the

29th that Don Giovanm was produced. ,

The Don was Luigi Bassi, a young baritone of twenty-two

years of age, and it is merely from the accident that the first

representative of the part was so young a man that the tradition

began of making Don Giovanni rather younger in appearance than

is quite consistent with the length of his amorous record at the

time the opera commences.

The Zerlina was Katerina Bondmi, the wife of the impresario.

The story goes that in the scene in which Don Giovanni takes

Zerlma into a private room and makes impetuous advances to

her, nothing would induce Katerina Bondini to shriek as loudly as

the situation seemed to demand, until one day at rehearsal Mozart

accompanied her off the stage, and at the critical moment pinched

her so hard that she let out a shriek with which no fault whatever

could be found on the score of realism.

The older versions of the story that used to pass from mouth

to mouth were quite explicit as to where the pinch was admin-

istered; but as a modern German writer piously remarks,
" Honi

soit qui mal y pense!
" There was the usual trouble with the

singers, Bassi in particular complaining that he " had no big aria

to sing "; and it is said that the duet " La ci darem " was worked

over five times before he condescended to approve of it.

Even in Prague, where Mozart was so beloved, Don Giovanni,

enthusiastically as it was received, did not make the enduring

success that Figaro did; like Vienna, the taste of the town was too

predominantly Italian. In Vienna the work was first performed on
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the yth May, 1788, when, in order to satisfy the singers,

Mozart had to make sundry alterations and write some new
numbers.

As might have been expected, the work did not appeal to the

Emperor and his Italianised subjects, and it disappeared from

the bills after its fifteenth performance, on the i5th December.

It was revived on the 5th November, 1791, after Mozart's death,

this time in a German translation, and with a good deal of coarse

exaggeration of the comic element. The opera spread gradually

to other towns, but it was not until fairly well on into the nine-

teenth century that it can be said to have established itself firmly.

It has to be remembered that Don Giovanni is both a difficult and

an expensive opera to produce; it demands, for one thing, three

women singers of the first quality.

The ultimate origin of the story of Don Giovanni is a moral

play entitled El Burlador de Sevilla, y Combidado de Pietra (The
Mocker of Seville and the Stone Guest), by a Spanish monk,
Gabriel Tellez, who wrote under the pseudonym of Tirso de

Molina. The play was printed in 1630. It is probable that the

monkish author only blended for the first time in literary form

certain old legends, on the one hand, of a young man of unbridled

sensuality, and on the other, of a statue that interrupted a

festivity.

Don Juan (to give him his Spanish name) is obviously, like

Faust, the concentration of a universal type into a single person-

ality. The theme, once reduced to writing, became immensely

popular, and we find it being treated in one form or another by
dramatists all over Europe. A drama on the subject, by one Gili-

berti, was acted in Naples in 1652, and another, about the same

time, by Andrea Cigogni. Other Italian versions followed and

various French dramatists took up the theme, including Moliere,

whose Don Juan ou le Festin de Pierre was acted in Paris in 1665.

In England we have Thomas Shadwell's play The Libertine

(1676). There are several other dramatic and operatic versions

of the story, in Germany, Spain, and elsewhere; and Gluck

made a ballet of it in Vienna in 1761. The Russian composer
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Dargomijski left an unfinished opera on the subject (The Stone

Guest).

The immediate predecessor of Mozart's work was an opera

entitled // Convttato di Ptetra (The Stone Guest), the text by

Bertati, the music by Gazzaniga, that was produced in Venice in

1787. This had a great popular success. That Da Ponte was

familiar with it is shown by the numerous points of resemblance

between his text and that of Bertati.

There is a romantic story told in all the Mozart biographies of

how the overture was still unwritten on the day before the per-

formance; how all that night Mozart's wife plied him with punch
and kept him awake by telling him fairy-stories, while he wrote

the overture; how the theatre copyist received the score at seven

o'clock in the morning; and how the overture was played at sight

in the evening.

Like so many other musical legends, however, this will not bear

investigation. The evidence indicates that this incident took place

not on the night before the performance but on the night before

that that is to say, on the night before the final rehearsal;

Mozart's own dating of his score makes this a matter of certainty.

Nor is the feat of writing the overture in a single night quite so

remarkable as it sounds. Mozart had not only extraordinary

facility in composition; he had a marvellous memory.
"
Composi-

tion," for him, meant developing a work in his head
;
he found the

business of writing it out rather tiresome, and he would often

postpone this as long as he could.

There can be little doubt that the overture to Don Giovanni had

been worked out in his head long before the final rehearsal, and

that all he had to do on that historic night was to put the notes

on paper.

In the nineteenth century it became the fashion of writers upon
music to read into the overture of Don Giovanni a number of pro-

grammatic intentions that were probably not in the mind of the

:omposer. Mozart's usual practice was not to construct an over-

ure out of themes taken from the opera, as was the way with the

lineteenth-century opera composers, but to write an independent
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orchestral piece that should be broadly suggestive of what was

to come.

In the case of Don Giovanni, however, the andante introduction

undoubtedly has a programmatic significance, for it is based on

the themes that, later on, accompany the supper to which the

Commandant has invited his murderer.

Death may be said to brood over this slow introduction It com-

mences with a loud chord of the tonic of D minor, followed by a

chord of the dominant; then come the solemn chords:

(i) -*a

P

J_. J'|.IT7

to which the Statue makes his terrifying entry in the supper scene.

This is followed by the syncopated melody, so admirably expres-

sive of uncertainty, to which Don Giovanni greets his visitor:

(2)
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and this, after a brief transitional passage, by the harmonies that

express the agitation of Leporello at the sight of the Statue:

(3)

To this succeed the ghostly runs in the flutes and violins, with

their sinister crescendi and diminuendi, that accompany the

Statue's solemn warning to Don Giovanni:

(4)

etc.

With a modulation into D major the molto allegro begins.

This may be taken, as has been said above, to represent in general

terms the swirl of life that accompanies Don Giovanni wherever

he goes, though there are passages here and there that tempt us

to believe that Mozart had some idea of a programme in his mind.

The main theme is that with which the D major section begins:
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A later passage, based on an alternation of an impressive octave

figure and a chattering one in the violins:

(6)

may or may not be intended to point the moral of the contrast

between morality and the sternness of Fate, as represented by
the Commandant, and the irreligion and levity of Don Giovanni.

A fair proportion of the overture is devoted to this antithesis, and

the striding figure shown in the first part of No. 6 plays so large

a part in the development that we may be pardoned for believing

it to have had some special dramatic association in Mozart's mind.

Though the overture is in D minor and D major, it ends, curi-

ously enough, in C major, from which an easy transition is made
into F major, in which key the opera begins.

ACT I

The setting of the story is in Seville. The first scene shows us

the garden of the Commandant's house. A flight of steps leads up
to the house; in the background is a small door leading into the

street. It is getting on towards night.

Leporello, the servant of Don Giovanni, is seen striding up and

down in front of the house, wrapped in a black cloak. To a melody
that has become famous:

(7)
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he tells us what he has to go through on account of his pleasure-

seeking master; he has no rest day or night. He himself feels like

playing the gentleman now and then, so he means to quit the

service of Don Giovanni. It is all very well for his master, he

says; he has a good time within doors, while Leporello has to

hang about outside and play the sentinel. Hearing someone coming,

he thinks it prudent to hide himself.

Out of the house comes Don Giovanni hurriedly, struggling

with Donna Anna and trying to conceal his face from her. What
has been going on inside we can only conjecture, but we realise

that the lady is extremely agitated, and that she is as determined

to discover the identity of the young man as he is to conceal it.

She calls loudly on the servants for assistance against the betrayer;

Don Giovanni bids her be quiet on pain of his anger, while the

hidden Leporello joins in the trio half in amusement, half in fright.

Through the door in the background the Commandant, Donna

Anna's father, enters, sword in hand; at the sight of him Donna

Anna rushes back into the house. The Commandant bids the

seducer prepare to fight him, but Don Giovanni brushes the pro-

posal aside with scorn. His unwillingness to attack the older man
is indicated in a short ejaculation of

"
Misero'

"
Then, brushing

pity aside, he repeats the
"
Misero!

"
in louder tones, and bids

his adversary approach if he wishes to die.

They fight, and the Commandant falls mortally wounded, crying

out for assistance; Don Giovanni, sotto voce, lets us see that at

the bottom of his heart he is sorry for the crime that has been

forced upon him, for murder is not one of his amusements. The

action is once more carried on by way of a trio, Leporello insert-

ing his terrified comments. The Commandant dies to the accom-

paniment of a wailing phrase in the violins and oboe, and Don
Giovanni in subdued tones (in recitative) calls for his servant.

The frightened Leporello, disclosing himself and coming for-

ward, naively, asks his master whether it is he or the old man
who has been killed. Don Giovanni reassures him on this point,

and Leporello congratulates him ironically on his double achieve-

ment to have seduced the daughter and killed the father is
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quite a good evening's work. "
It was his own will," says Don

Giovanni. "And Donna Anna," asks Leporello with sly malice,
" was it her will too?

" Don Giovanni cuts his familiarity short

with a threat of a beating, and the two hasten away.

Donna Anna returns, accompanied by her betrothed, Don

Ottavio, and servants carrying weapons and lights. To the ac-

companiment of an anguished phrase in the orchestra Donna
Anna bends over the body of her father and, realizing that he is

dead, gives full vent to her grief. Ottavio tries to console her, and

the body having been removed by the servants, Donna Anna

breaks out again into a passionate lament over her father. Ottavio

again offers consolation, in a phrase that is like a caress:

/' Lascia,

oh
o

dear - est,

ca - ra fc

Breathe not the word thou
U rimembran - za a-

fa - the

pa - dr<

hus - band and fa - ther in me.

spo - so e pa - dre in _me ?

g=

She makes him swear to avenge the murder, and after a duet

on this theme they leave the stage.
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The next scene shows us a street in the early morning. Don
Giovanni and Leporello enter and carry on a conversation in

recitative. Leporello, as usual, is disturbed about his master's

little indiscretions. He asks if he may speak freely to him. Don
Giovanni gives him permission, but Leporello first makes him

promise that whatever he says he will not lose his temper with

him. His master swears this on his honour, so long as the Com-
mandant is not mentioned; Don Giovanni is already tired of that

subject.

Taking precautions to see that nobody is within sight or hear-

ing, and again anxiously reminding his master of his promise,

Leporello says,
"
Well, my dear master, what I have to tell you

is that the life you are living is that of a rascal." Don Giovanni's

anger breaks out at this, and in spite of his promise he threatens

Leporello with a thrashing if he does not behave himself better.

He has, he tells his servant, some news for him. " Why do you
think I am here?

" he asks. Leporello does not know, but he has

half an idea that it must be some new conquest; if that is so,

will Don Giovanni kindly give him the lady's name, so that he

may add it to the list p

Don Giovanni gaily and ironically compliments him on his

business-like methods, and informs him that he is in love with a

beautiful lady, who, he is certain, also loves him. He has seen her

and spoken to her, and is to meet her that evening.
" But softly,"

he says, in a phrase that has become famous;
"

I seem to catch the

odour of femininity
"
(Mi pare sentir odor di jcmmina)

" Good
Lord! "

exclaims the admiring Leporello; "that's what I call a

perfect sense of smell t
" " She seems handsome," continues Don

Giovanni.
u What eyesight also!

" adds Leporello.
" Let us take

cover and observe," says Don Giovanni, and the pair hide them-

selves as Elvira enters.

She is a lady with whom Don Giovanni has had a hectic affair

elsewhere, and she has come in search of the fickle one who has

first captured her heart and then deserted her. The mistake is

sometimes made of playing this part too tragically. The tragic

female character of the opera is Donna Anna, whose mind is en-

tirely filled with the thought of vengeance on her own seducer and
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the murderer of her father. Elvira, for all her passion and her

capacity to feel resentment, represents a gentler, more affectionate,

and more yielding type.

She breaks out into an aria in which she expresses her desire to

find the lover who has left her; the orchestral accompaniment

paints the agitation of her heart:

(9)

etc.

At the moment she is full of rage against the man who has jilted

her, if she could find him, she assures us, she would tear out his

heart.

Don Giovanni, who has had so many little affairs of this kind

on his hands that he cannot reasonably be expected to remember

them all, for a little while does not recognise Elvira; he tells

Leporello she is probably some pretty girl who has been neglected

by her lover, and as Elvira continues with her denunciation of the

absent one he comments ironically,
" Poor little girl !

"

The opportunity for a new adventure seems to him too good to

be thrown away, so he proposes to go to her and offer consola-

tion; to which Leporello slyly adds,
" No doubt, in the way you

have consoled the other one thousand eight hundred v The orches-

tra comments slyly on their words:

do)
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^3
'

just to con
- re il suo tor

sole her.
men - to*

p
This phrase, that is like a quiet smile with a chuckle accompany-

ing it, runs through the remainder of the scene.

Donna Elvira having brought her aria to an end, Don Giovanni

steps forward, to the accompaniment of the ironical No. 10, with

a polite
"
Signorina!

"
Leporello remains completely in the back-

ground, listening to all that is said, and occasionally giving us his

own humorous comments on it.

Elvira and Don Giovanni recognise each other simultaneously.

The latter is for a moment taken aback; the lady, being the first

to find her tongue, overwhelms him with reproaches. It appears

that he has made a conquest of her in Burgos and left her after

three romantic days She reels off the story of her wrongs with

such fluency that Leporello is moved to remark, sotto voce,
"
She's

just like a printed book! " Don Giovanni assures Elvira that there

were important reasons why he had to leave her so suddenly, and

he appeals to Leporello to confirm him in this He leaves his

servant to explain to the lady, and slips away quietly. Leporello

is for the moment so flabbergasted that he can only stammer out

some nonsense about a square not being round The lady turns in-

dignantly to Don Giovanni to upbraid him for putting this further

insult on her, but finds that he has fled.

She breaks out into fresh lamentations, and Leporello feels that

the time has come to administer consolation. This he does by

asking her not to take her betrayal and desertion too much to

heart, as she was not the first and will not be the last of his

master's amorous episodes. He shows her a little volume which, he
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says, contains the names of the ladies he has loved, with the

country, the town, and the village in each case; and he launches

into his famous aria
" Madamina! " In this he reels off in sprightly

fashion the long list of Don Giovanni's lady-loves in Italy,

six hundred and forty; in Germany, two hundred and thirty-one;

in France, a hundred, in Turkey, ninety-one; but in Spain here,

he concludes, already a thousand and three, an almost astronom-

ical figure which he repeats again and again, rolling it over his

tongue with great gusto.

The list includes ladies of all social spheres peasants, cham-

bermaids, citizenesses, Countesses, Baronesses, Marchionesses,

Princesses, in fact, every station, every age, and every shape.

Then he describes the different kinds of technique adopted by his

expert master; if the lady is a blonde, he praises her delicacy;

if a brunette, her constancy, and so on. In winter he likes them

plump, in summer rather on the slender side. The little debutante

and the seasoned duenna both find a place on the list.

Having finished his aria, Leporello slips away, leaving Elvira

to declaim indignantly against this lover of hers who -first of all

deserts her and then leaves her to his servant to be derided. Hell

knowing no fury like a woman scorned, she swears she will track

the wicked man down and have revenge.

The scene now changes to the country, where we see a village

feast in progress. The local beauty, Zerlina, is about to be married

to a sturdy swain of the village, Masetto. Led by Zerlina, the

company join in a song in praise of the enjoyment of life. Don

Giovanni, congratulating himself on his clever escape from Donna

Elvira, comes upon the scene, accompanied by Leporello.

There are so many pretty girls there that Don Giovanni at once

begins to take a kindly interest in the proceedings. He accosts the

company condescendingly, and is told by Masetto and Zerlina,

with all the respect due to his station, that they are respectively

the bride and bridegroom of the day. Masetto is an honest bump-
kin

; Zerlina, who has ten times his brains, is a born coquette, and

she and Don Giovanni very quickly come to a mutual understand-

ing without anything definite being said on either side. Don
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Giovanni bids Leporello invite the villagers to his palace, where

they are to be provided with chocolate, coffee, and other refresh-

ments. He is to do all he can to amuse them, show them the

gardens, the gallery, the rooms,
"
in fact, do all you can to keep

my friend Masetto contented; you understand me? " "
I under-

stand you/' replies Leporello.

Zerlina, Don Giovanni has already intimated, will meanwhile

remain under his own protection. Masetto jibs a little at this, but

Leporello assures him that his master will be able to take quite

as good care of Zerlina as he could do, and the minx assures her

bridegroom that he need have no fear for her, for is she not in

the hands of a cavalier? Masetto still grumbles a little, but

Giovanni ends the dispute by touching his sword and giving

Masetto a hint that if he does not mean to behave himself he will

regret it. Masetto gives vent to his feelings in an aria in which

he alternately reproaches Zerlina for having been his ruin, and

declares himself to be ready, as a good vassal, to do what the

master tells him.

Leporello having taken Masetto away, Don Giovanni proceeds

to lay siege to Zerlina. He assures her that she is much too pretty

to throw herself away on a peasant. Zerlina professes to be not

quite sure of the honourableness of the intentions of the gentry as

regards country maidens, but Giovanni assures her that the breed

has been greatly calumniated. His intentions are so honourable, in

fact, that he is willing to make her his wife there and then. He
asks her to come with him into this little country house that be-

longs to him, and the pair break out into the enchanting duet
" La ci darem la mano "

(" There we will give each other our

hands, there you will say
' Yes '

to me "). Zerlina is still a little

coy, or pretends to be so; she would and yet she would not, she

assures him. But at length her scruples are overcome, and the

two are about to enter the house when Donna Elvira enters, calls

Don Giovanni a scoundrel once more, and declares that Heaven

has sent her to be the means of rescuing this poor innocent girl

from his clutches.

Giovanni manages the pair of them very artfully; to Elvira he
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whispers that the affair with the village girl is just a little harmless

diversion on his part, while he assures Zerlina that the great lady

is crazy about him and, being the tender-hearted man he is, he

has to humour her. Elvira warns Zerlina against him in an aria in

the Handelian style that is often omitted in performance. At the

end of it she goes away, taking Zerlina with her.

Don Giovanni is musing ruefully upon the scurvy way Fate has

treated him when Donna Anna enters with Ottavio. The lovers are

still discussing their plans of vengeance upon the murderer of the

Commandant. Evidently what happened in the house in the first

scene of the opera took place in the dark, for though Anna is ac-

quainted with Don Giovanni, she does not as yet associate him
with her misfortunes. She appeals to his friendship to assist her,

and he gallantly protests that he is completely at her service. He is

hypocritically asking the cause of her troubles when Elvira enters

once more. Full of her own woes, as usual, she warns Anna against

Giovanni, and the latter gets out of his difficulty for the moment

by whispering to Anna and Ottavio that the poor girl is not quite

in her right mind. Anna and Ottavio are not altogether convinced

by him; and the expression of the varying thoughts of the four

people is woven into a fine ensemble.

Elvira having left the stage, Don Giovanni follows her, pro-

fessing to be anxious about her. When he has gone, Anna, almost

collapsing, turns to Ottavio; she has recognised in this young man
the murderer of her father; his voice and his manner have be-

trayed him. She tells her lover what happened on that fateful

night; she was sitting alone in the darkness of her room when
there entered a man in a mantle, whom for the moment she took

for Ottavio; recognising, from the unaccustomed ardour of his

embraces, that it was not her somewhat lymphatic lover, she strug-

gled with the stranger, called on the servants, and followed the

seducer into the street, where her father challenged him and was
slain. Once more, in a long aria, she adjures Ottavio to take venge-
ance on the murderer. Then she goes out, leaving the stage free

for Ottavio to sing his aria
"
Dalla sua pace," one of the interpo-

lated numbers that is frequently omitted in performance.
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He also having left the stage, Leporello enters, followed im-

mediately by Don Giovanni. Leporello is once more resolved to

leave this troublesome master of his. He tells the latter what has

happened how, as he had been told to do, he took the peasants

away, gave them plenty of wine, and set them amusing themselves,

but had a good deal of trouble with Masetto. Just when every-

thing seemed to be going well, it seems, Zerlina had come in with

Elvira, the latter, as usual, full of denunciations of Giovanni.

Leporello had got out of the difficulty by escorting Elvira outside

the house and then locking the door.

He is complimented on his presence of mind by Don Giovanni,

who now thinks it time to return to the villagers. In what is known
in Germany as the

"
Champagne Aria

"
he tells Leporello to invite

all the villagers to his palace and set them enjoying themselves;

while they are doing this he himself, with the co-operation of the

prettiest of the girls, will have added by the morning, he hopes,

another ten to the list. The ana, which commences thus:

is irresistible in its vivacity, its expression of the joy of life. It is

marked presto, and the singer should take it as fast as he possibly

can, and then a little faster.

The next scene is in the garden. While the other villagers are

enjoying themselves, Masetto reproaches Zerlina for her incon-
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stancy on the eve of their wedding. She protests her essential inno-

cence; it was simply, she says, that for the moment she had

succumbed to the flattery of this very engaging young man. She

sets herself to the re-conquest of her rustic swain in the delicious

aria
"

Batti, batti ":

(12),

bat -
ti, o bel Ma - set - to la

po - ve - ra Zer - h - na

in which she protests her love for Masetto, and invites him to

beat her if he feels angry with her, she will take her thrashing

like a lamb! Her wiles and her charm are altogether too much
for simple, honest Masetto, who forgives her.

Just then Don Giovanni's voice is heard within. It revives

Masetto
J

s suspicions. He will watch his lordship, he tells Zerlina;

and for this purpose he hides in an alcove as Giovanni enters with

some servants, whom he orders to do everything possible for the

entertainment of his guests. All gradually leave the stage except

Zerlina, to whom Giovanni once more makes love. The coquettish

Zerlina allows him to lead her towards the alcove, where Giovanni,

to his astonishment, sees Masetto. For the moment he is a trifle

confused, then, recovering himself, he tells Masetto that the

fair Zerlina was unhappy at being parted from her swain.

Masetto thanks him ironically, and the three go off to join the

others.

Ottavio, Anna, and Elvira now enter, masked; they are still

in search of Giovanni. In the distance a minuet is heard; Leporello

having drawn his master's attention to the masks below, Giovanni,
at the window, tells him to invite them in to the dance. Again

they recognise his voice. They accept the invitation, but before

entering indulge in a trio in which they solemnly appeal for the

protection of Heaven in their undertaking.
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Once more the scene changes, this time to a ballroom, in which

Don Giovanni and Leporello are making themselves agreeable

to the peasants. Trouble, we feel, is brewing; Masetto is still

watching both Don Giovanni and Zerlina suspiciously. The

three masks enter and are courteously welcomed by Don
Giovanni. Elvira recognises Zerlina and points her out to Anna

and Ottavio as the brand she had plucked from the burning.

Leporello forces Masetto to dance with him while Don Gio-

vanni attends to Zerlina, whom finally he leads into an inner

room.

Soon a wild cry for help is heard from her. Anna, Elvira,

Ottavio, and Masetto break open the door, and are met by the

ever-resourceful Giovanni, who comes out holding Leporello by
the arm; he pretends to be angry with him, and makes as if to

stab him with his sword. It is Leporello, Giovanni would have the

company believe, who has been misbehaving himself with Zerlina.

Anna, Elvira, and Ottavio unmask, and join with Zerlina and

Masetto in a denunciation of Don Giovanni, who, they say, they

now recognise for the villain he is. Don Giovanni's courage does

not desert him; defying their wrath, he makes his escape sword

in hand.

ACT II

The second acts opens with a scene in a street. Giovanni and

Leporello are seen in lively conversation. Leporello has once more

resolved to leave this master whose service is so full of embarrass-

ments for him; but Giovanni overcomes his scruples with money.

Leporello promises to stay with him on one condition that Gio-

vanni gives up the women. Giovanni can hardly believe his ears;
" Give up the women? Never! They are more necessary to me
than the bread I eat or the air I breathe 1

"

His infidelities, he assures Leporello, are really a superior fidel-

ity to the sex; how can an affectionate heart like his be true to one

without being untrue to all the others? He has a new adventure

on hand. He has been smitten with the pretty serving-maid of

Elvira, and intends that evening to try his fortune with her; but
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as the difference between their stations might cause a little trou-

ble, he means to dress himself in Leporello's cloak. Leporello pro-

tests, but in vain. (In some modern productions of the opera it is

made to appear that Zerlina has entered Elvira's service, and that

it is she whom Giovanni is still pursuing. For this there is not the

slightest warrant in the libretto.)

Evening comes on, and Elvira appears at her window, where she

sings a sad little song; her heart has been broken by the traitor.

Don Giovanni's present problem is how to get rid of her in order

to make the way clear for him with the maid. To this end he hides

behind Leporello (who, of course, now wears the appearance of

his master), and protests his undying love for Elvira; and once

more she is weak enough to believe him. The trio that constitutes

this scene is full of the finest musical touches Don Giovanni's

artfulness and Leporello 's amusement are suggested in a little

figure that keeps winding in and out in the orchestra:

(13)

Bassoon. ^ ^-s 0-

Don Giovanni's love-making, that is ostensibly addressed to El-

vira, is really intended for the maid, one of his phrases:

(14)

Di - scend -
i, o gio - ja bel - la, o

Oh, come in beau -
ty beam -

ing, in

z ^
- - - ja bel la.

ty beam -
ing.

seems to be an anticipation of the serenade he sings to the maid

later.
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This comedy having achieved its end, and Elvira having dis-

appeared from the window, Don Giovanni hurriedly gives the

protesting Leporello his instructions. When Elvira appears he is

to make love to her in the guise of his master, and as soon as

possible to get her out of the way. Don Giovanni stands aside and

watches the burlesque that ensues; Elvira, when she appears in

the street, pours out all her affection on the supposed Giovanni,

and Leporello plays his new part of the gallant with great satis-

faction to himself. Giovanni suddenly makes his appearance and

pretends to attack them, and they make their escape, leaving him

free to serenade the maid, which he does in the celebrated
"
Deh,

vieni alia finestra," with its charming accompaniment of plucked

strings and mandoline:

Deh vie - ni alia fi - nes - tra, o
From out thy case -men t glanc- ing, oh.

The resemblance between this and No. 14 is obvious. Mozart

makes Giovanni address each of his victims in a style appropriate
to her. The serenade of the serving-maid is in the popular vein

she might be supposed to be familiar with and to appreciate; and

as the melody of No 14 is in the same vein, it is a fair assump-
tion that Giovanni intends this to go over Elvira's head to the

ears of her servant.

Just as Don Giovanni catches sight of the maid at the window,
Masetto and several villagers enter armed with guns, pistols, and
other weapons. Don Giovanni's genius at once rises to the occa-

sion. Pretending to be Leporello, he accosts Masetto and runs

down his master, of whose wickedness he professes himself to be

weary; he is even willing to help them to find and punish him.
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He describes Giovanni's dress, and sends the villagers out in vari-

ous directions to look for him, keeping Masetto with himself.

When the two are left alone he pumps Masetto, and learns that

the latter intends to kill the young nobleman if he finds him. By a

ruse Giovanni gets the simple fellow's weapons from him, then

beats him with the flat of his sword, and makes his escape.

Masetto's cries bring Zerlina to him. She consoles him for his

injuries in the aria
"
Vedrai carino," in which she tells him of

the one sovereign remedy love for all hurts, whether of

the body or the soul.

After she has taken the bruised swain away, still feeling very

sorry for himself, Leporello, re-enters with Elvira. The scene is

now a courtyard in front of the house of Donna Anna. While

Elvira is indulging herself in the luxury of another little aria,

Leporello is seeking a door by which he may escape. Meanwhile

Ottavio and Anna enter in mourning, to the accompaniment of

a solemn strain in the orchestra. Ottavio is at his eternal business

of consolation.

As Leporello is trying to escape he is caught by Masetto and

Zerlina, who enter at that moment. Elvira claims him as her

husband, and Ottavio and the others recognise her. In spite of her

appeals for him the others seize upon the supposed Giovanni and

are about to deal with him as he deserves; but Leporello 's whin-

ings for mercy soon set them right as to his identity. All are for

punishing him, partly for his own misdeeds, partly for those of

his master; but by artfully rambling on and professing to be as

much the victim of his master's wickedness as any of them, he

manages to stay their avenging hands till an opportunity comes

for him to slip away from them.

It has now become clear to all that the murderer of the Com-

mandant was Don Giovanni Commending Anna to the care of

the others, Ottavio declares his intention of going to the authori-

ties to invoke the law against Don Giovanni a quite incredible

proceeding on the part of a Spanish gentleman of the period, who

would, of course, be expected to avenge a wrong of this kind by
his own sword. Ottavio, however, is peculiarly ineffective all
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through the opera. Before leaving the stage he sings one of the

star tenor arias, "II mio tesoro intanto
" one of the loveliest

of Mozart's creations.

In the score there follows at this point a scene of low comedy
(an interpolation for the Vienna production) between Zerlina

and Leporello, in which she first of all threatens him with a razor,

then drags him about by the hair, and then, with the assistance

of the peasants, ties him up in a chair. After volubly upbraiding
him for his crimes, she and the peasants leave him, and he man-

ages to make his escape. This scene is generally omitted in per-

formance, while the magnificent aria of Donna Elvira that fol-

lows,
" Mi tradi quell' alma ingrata

"
also written for Vienna

is as a rule transferred to an earlier scene.

The next scene shows us a churchyard, with a newly erected

equestrian statue of the Commandant. Don Giovanni enters, leap-

ing over the wall. During the course of his nocturnal adventures

he has met another pretty girl, who happens to have been a flame

of Leporello 's. After a little love-making on his part she had recog-

nised Don Giovanni, taken fright, cried out, and brought a crowd

about him, from which he escaped only by running away and

leaping the churchyard wall. All this he tells to Leporello in a

long recitative.

Giovanni's laughter over the amusing incident is abruptly

broken in upon by a solemn warning from the Statue that before

the dawn his laughter will be over. This short utterance of the

Statue is accompanied only by oboes, clarinets, bassoons, bass

strings, and three trombones, the latter instruments entering, with

an effect of tremendous solemnity, for the first time in the opera:

(16)
Di ri - der fi - m - rai

Your jest will turn to woe
pria dell' ail -
ere it is
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" Who spoke?

"
asks the startled Don Giovanni. Leporello re-

plies,
"
Oh, some spirit from the other world, who knows you

through and through." Bidding him be silent, Giovanni puts his

hand to his sword and cries,
" Who goes there?

" The bass voice

of the Statue strikes in again with a warning to him to leave the

dead in peace.

Believing, or affecting to believe, that it is only someone on

the other side of the wall who is sporting with them, Giovanni

draws his companion's attention to the Statue of the Commandant.
He would like to know what that inscription on it says. Leporello

pretends not to be able to make it out by moonlight, but under

the imperious command of his master he at last reads out:
" Here

I await vengeance upon the impious one who slew me." Leporello

is scared out of his wits at this; but the reckless Giovanni orders

him to tell the old man that his master invites him to sup with

him that evening. After a terrified protest Leporello does so, and

the Statue slowly inclines its head in assent. This is not enough
for Don Giovanni, who arrogantly orders the Statue to answer.

Will it or will it not come to supper with him? The Statue utters

the one word "
Yes," and Don Giovanni drags Leporello away

with him to make the necessary preparations for the supper.

The scene changes to a room in a house in which Ottavio is

once more seen consoling Anna and assuring her that the murderer

of her father will soon be brought to justice. His suggestion of

marriage is turned aside by Anna, who cannot permit herself any

happiness till her father has been avenged. Ottavio having taken

this to mean that she no longer loves him, Anna, in the superb

aria
" Non mi dir," seizes the opportunity to assure him that her

affection is unchanged.
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The final scene shows us a brilliantly lit room in Don Giovanni's

house, where he is entertaining a numerous and gay company to

supper. In the gallery is a band of musicians who play snatches

from some of the most popular operas of the time, including

Martini's La Cosa Kara, and the melody of Figaro's aria
" Non

pitu andrai." Giovanni, as usual, is full of the hectic joy of life,

while Leporello, whose appetites are more material, is indulging

liberally in food and drink in the intervals of attending upon
his master.

A last chance is offered Giovanni to save himself; Elvira rushes

in, flings herself at his feet, and implores him, in the name of her

love, to mend his ways and make his peace with God. His

only reply is to deride her. Finding it impossible to penetrate

his armour of egoism and sensuality, Elvira rushes away, but

returns instantly, gives a great shriek, and makes another exit

on the opposite side. Don Giovanni sends Leporello to discover

the cause of her perturbation. Leporello has no sooner left the

stage than he also gives a great cry, then he returns, shuts the

door, and in accents of terror tells his master that outside

is the Statue. While he is giving a graphic description of the

apparition, a loud knocking is heard at the door. Giovanni

orders Leporello to open, but this time the servant positively

refuses.

Giovanni strides to the door himself, flings it open, and the

Statue enters, to the solemn chords heard at the commencement

of the overture. As already mentioned, the music to this part of

the scene is virtually identical with that of the slow preamble to

the overture. The Statue has come, it says, in fulfilment of its

promise. Don Giovanni, whom, from the agitated orchestral ac-

companiment to his words (see No. 2), we may assume to be

secretly perturbed, defiantly welcomes his guest and bids Leporello

lay another cover for him. Leporello, who has hidden under the

table, can only stammer out in his fright,
"
Ah, master, master!

We are all lost!
" The Statue waves aside the proffered hospitality

with the intimation that those who have tasted of the celestial

food have no need of mortal aliment:
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food hath par - ta -. ken.
ci - bo ce - les - te !

In spite of the bravado of Don Giovanni and the comic terrors of

Leporello under the table, the horror of the scene steadily accumu-

lates. The Commandant ends by returning Giovanni's invitation

to supper:

(18)

r I

Then
Ri

an
spon

swer
di

m.

me,
mi,

then an
ri spon

swer me,
di - mi,

j
'
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and the vainglorious young man, who scorns to show any sign

of fear, accepts.
" Give me your hand in pledge," says the Statue.

Giovanni places his hand in that of the Commandant, and at

once a deadly chill strikes through him.

Holding him in a marble grip from which there is no escape, the

Statue exhorts him to repent, but Giovanni heroically refuses

Releasing him at last, the Statue stalks out. Flames appear, the

earth trembles, and an invisible chorus from below sings of the

torments that are awaiting Giovanni, \\ho is at last swallowed up
in the flames.

Just then Elvira, Anna, Zerlina, Ottavio, and Masetto enter,

accompanied by the ministers of justice
" Where is the mis-

creant?
"
they ask. Leporello, his teeth still chattering, tells them

of the awful fate that has overtaken his master, and the opera

ends in an ensemble that is a curious mixture of moods.

Ottavio begs Anna, now that her wrongs have been righted, to

fulfil her vows to him, but she asks him to grant her a year's

delay. Elvira announces her intention of going into a convent to

end her days. Masetto and Zerlina, who are made of more ordinary

clay, look forward happily to their speedy marriage. Leporello

tells them all that he will look out for another and a better master.

Finally all join in an ensemble in which they point the moral of

the story.



THE MAGIC FLUTE

IT
was apparently in 1779, when Mozart was twenty-three years

old, that he met in Salzburg the touring theatrical impresario

Emanuel Schikaneder, who was at that time performing in

Mozart's native town.

This Schikaneder, who was born in 1748 and died mad in 1812,

was a remarkable character in his way; he may, indeed, be re-

garded as an anticipation of certain theatrical managers and specu-

lators who are very much in the public eye at the present time.

He was a bit of everything, singer, actor, producer, poet, theatre

proprietor, and what not; and in most of these capacities he

seems to have done quite well

Perhaps he was born before his due time; had he lived in the

America or the Germany or the England of the present day he

would probably have been a combination of P. T. Barnum, C. B.

Cochran, and Max Reinhardt, running anything from a rodeo to

a musical comedy or a miracle play, and making a commercial

success of them all. He was one of the first public entertainers to

know what the public really wants; and having discovered what

his public wanted he was always ready to supply it. Finding that

his compatriots had a great liking for spectacular shows, with

animals and plenty of clowning in them, he gave them these on

a large scale; at Graz, for example, he produced before some three

thousand spectators a spectacular soldier play in the realistic

surroundings of a military camp, the cavalry officers playing ap-

propriate parts.

During his stay in Salzburg Schikaneder produced a play by
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one Gebler, Thamos, King of Egypt, for which Mozart had written

some instrumental music six years or so before; this he now

revised and added to for the purpose of Schikaneder's production.

After that, Schikaneder, so far as we are concerned, disappears

from the scene for about ten years. In the spring of 1789, after

many wanderings, he settled in Vienna. There he found that his

wife, with whom he had not been living for some years, was

running the Theater auf der Wieden which was a wooden erec-

tion in a courtyard in a big block of buildings outside the fortifi-

cations. Frau Schikaneder was doing none too well, mainly by
reason of the competition of the theatre of a certain Marmelli, a

busy producer of fairy-plays, comic operas, and so on, who had the

light-hearted and light-headed Viennese public at his feet.

Schikaneder saw the possibilities of the situation, had himself

made director of the Theater auf der Wieden, and then laid him-

self out to beat Marinelli at his own game. A favourite Viennese

comic stage type, Kasperl, had been a roaring success in several

of Marinelli's productions. Schikaneder invented, or found, an

Anton as a counterpoise to Kasperl, and this Anton appeared
with great success in no less than seven of Schikaneder's farces. In

addition to these he produced a number of good serious plays and

high-class operas, and in a very little while was a leading figure

in the amusement life of Vienna.

Mozart, who was living in Vienna at the time, would in any
case have had no difficulty in renewing his Salzburg acquaintance

with Schikaneder, but matters were no doubt made easier for

him by the fact that his sister-in-law Josefa Hofer, a brilliant

coloratura singer, was a member of Schikaneder's theatrical com-

pany. In 1790 Schikaneder planned a magic opera, Der Stein der

Weisen, the music for which was made up from various sources.

Mozart is supposed to have contributed an aria, but his author-

ship of the piece printed under his name in the complete edition

of his works is denied in some quarters.

Schikaneder's proposal to Mozart that he should write a Ger-

man opera was received enthusiastically by the composer, for two

reasons. In the first place, his financial affairs at this time were
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in so desperate a condition that he jumped at the prospect of

making a little money by an opera. In the second place, it had

long been his desire to write an opera to German words. His last

work in this line had been the Seraglio, which was produced in

1782. But the tastes of the Emperor, the Court, and a great part

of the public were immovably Italian, and the wave of national

enthusiasm that cast up the Seraglio soon exhausted itself. Mo-
zart's later operas, Figaro, Don Giovanni, and Cost fan tutte, had

all been written to Italian words.

Schikaneder probably did not very much care what the subject

of the new opera was so long as it fulfilled two conditions; it

must be in the prevailing taste of the moment, which was all for

magic, spectacle, and the Oriental, and it must contain a good

part for himself, for he was a comic actor of decided ability. He
was a big person, and fond of the pleasures of the table; and

after success came to him he lived freely.

There was a tradition in Vienna in the earlier part of the nine-

teenth century that during the last year or so of his life Mozart

drank heavily. There is no direct evidence on the point, but it is

by no means improbable that, miserable and ill and worried as he

was, he found a good deal of pleasure in Schikaneder's gay parties,

for Mozart always appreciated the simpler joys of life.

Schikaneder seems to have known his man. He had probably

heard that along with Mozart's incredible facility for composing
in his head there went a strange reluctance to put his music on

paper until he was compelled to do so
;
he therefore took the wise

precaution of lodging Mozart in a little summer-house in the

courtyard in which the theatre stood, where, no doubt, he could

see to it that some progress was made each day. This summer-

house was fortunately preserved through the nineteenth century,

and in 1877 it was removed to Salzburg, where it now stands.

Mozart would be all the more glad to have this residence for

economic reasons. His wife Konstanze was away, as she so often

was, in Baden, for however short of money her husband might

be, and whatever difficulty he had in earning it, Konstanze seems

to have seen no reason why she should give up her "
cure

" and
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the dancing and other amusements that accompanied it. Mozart,

left alone for Konstanze had with her the little Karl, then aged

seven and without a servant, would be glad to be comfortably

housed in the immediate neighbourhood of Schikaneder and other

laughter-loving theatrical friends.

The bulk of the music to The Magic Flute was written between

May and July 1791. Konstanze returned to Vienna on the nth

July, and on the 26th a son, Franz Xaver Wolfgang, was born.

In the late summer and early autumn Mozart orchestrated what

he had written and completed the little that had been left over,

the overture, as so often happened with him, being all ready in

his head for some time, but not written down till the 28th Septem-

ber, two days before the performance.

The origins of the book of The Magic Flute are wrapped in

mystery. For some reason or other the plan of the opera seems

to have been altered shortly after practical work had been begun

upon it for apparently Mozart had not a complete libretto

before him to begin with, but composed the music to this or that

scene as it was handed him.

It is conjectured, probably with reason, that Schikaneder's

original intention was simply to provide the Viennese public with

another specimen of the sort of entertainment for which it had

already shown so marked a liking an Oriental tale of magic and

mystery, with vice vanquished and virtue triumphant at the end,

plenty of brilliant spectacle, live animals, and so on, and, above

all, a prominent comic part for Schikaneder himself.

Schikaneder already had in rehearsal (it was produced on the

23rd July) an opera named Oberon, the music by Wranitzky, the

plot being taken from a collection of pseudo-Oriental tales by
Wieland and others. From one of these tales, Lulu, Schikaneder

got the idea of The Magic Flute. The first conception seems to

have been to work out the story along the conventional lines a

wicked magician has captured the daughter of the fairy queen,

who sends a portrait of her daughter to the hero, who, by the

help of a magic flute, rescues the maiden from captivity. Although
Oberon was not publicly produced until the composition of The
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Magic Flute was well advanced, Mozart must have made the

acquaintance of it either at rehearsal or at Schikaneder's house, for

the resemblances between Wranitzky's score and Mozart's are

too many and too close to be explained by mere coincidence.

Why the plot was changed will probably never be known for cer-

tain. It has been said that it was because Marinelli, in June,

brought out a comic opera at his own theatre founded on the

same story, entitled Kaspar der Fagottist, oder die Zauberzither

(Kaspar the Bassoonist, or the Magic Zither), the music of which

was by Wendel Muller. Against this theory it has been urged that

it was quite a common practice of that time for dramatists and

librettists to treat the same subject. It is possible, however, that

Schikaneder, like the smart impresario he was, suddenly saw that

the immediate road to a big success lay in the direction of doing

not what the public was already used to but something just a

little different.

Accordingly the basis of the new opera was changed; it now
dealt with the mysteries of Freemasonry, which were very much
in the air at that time. The wicked magician was changed into a

good one, and the fairy queen from a good fairy queen into a

bad one, whose daughter had been taken from her by the magician

for the girl's own benefit.

Without being a Freemason oneself, but with an elementary

knowledge of the principles and the history of the order, it is easy

to see, from a mere reading of the libretto, that a masonic inten-

tion and significance runs through the whole of the opera after

the first scene or two.

During the eighteenth century Freemasonry had a political as

well as a benevolent side. It attracted a great many men of high

character whose ideal was the regeneration of humanity by moral

means; but, rightly or wrongly, it was held by the Catholic

Church and the political authorities to be dangerous both tc

religion and to the well-being of the State. At the same time it

drew within its ranks, curiously enough, a fair number of highly

placed politicians and ecclesiastics; and although some of these

may have joined the lodges merely in the capacity of spies, the
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majority of them were no doubt sincere philanthropists and

idealists.

The Emperor Franz I was a a member of a Viennese lodge, and

in 1743 Vienna was treated to the piquant situation of the lodge's

being raided by order of the Empress Maria Theresa, and her

august husband's having to escape by the back stairs. Joseph II

(1780-90) looked with a lenient eye on Freemasonry, and so,

seemingly, did his successor Leopold II, though in the latter's

reign the clergy did their best to get the lodges suppressed. Under

Francis II, who came to the throne in 1792, an active campaign

against Freemasonry was begun.

It has generally been held that the Queen of Night in The

Magic Flute is the Masonic view of the Empress Maria Theresa,

that the good Sarastro is Ignaz von Born, an eminent Austrian

scientist and Freemason of Mozart's circle, the hero Tamino is the

Emperor Joseph II, Pamina is the Austrian people, while the

wicked Moor Monostatos represents the clerics in general and

the Jesuits in particular.

The mystery in connection with the treatment of the subject

of The Magic Flute extends also to its authorship. For more than

half a century the libretto was supposed to be the work of Schi-

kaneder, whose name appeared on the title-page. But in 1849 one

Julius Cornet, who had begun his career as a tenor singer but

afterwards became an opera director in Hamburg and Vienna,

published a book in which he told how, in Vienna in 1818 (it was

really in 1819), he met a venerable gentleman named Giesecke,

who informed him and the other diners at the restaurant table that

he was the real author of the libretto of The Magic Flute,

Schikaneder having contributed only the figures of Papageno and

Papagena.

This Giesecke, whose real name was Johann Georg Metzler,

had a very extraordinary career. Born in 1761, he first studied law

and then went on the stage. He became the friend of Goethe,

Schiller, and other leading literary Germans of the day, translated

Hamlet, studied mineralogy, dabbled in musical composition, and

is said to have been the original of Goethe's Wilhelm Meister.



THE MAGIC FLUTE 95

During the period of the putting together of The Magic Flute

he was a member of Schikaneder's theatrical company in Vienna

Towards the end of the century he forsook the stage for science

particularly mineralogy. After he had lived for some time in Den-

mark and Sweden, King Christian VII sent him on a scientific

mission to Greenland, where he remained over seven years. He
returned to civilisation in 1813 by way of Hull, and in Decem-

ber of that year settled down in Dublin as occupant of the

newly founded Chair of Mineralogy. He died in Dublin in

1833-

The only other evidence in favour of Giesecke's authorship oi

the libretto of The Magic Flute is that of the pianist and com-

poser Sigismund Neukomm (1778-1858). Neukomm, who hac

known Giesecke in Vienna in 1798, assured Otto Jahn, the great

biographer of Mozart, of Giesecke's authorship of the libretto, the

information being presumably derived from Giesecke himself.

This is all we really know on the subject, and it is not much.

It has been held that the more serious portions of the libretto

could not have been written by Schikaneder, and must therefore

have been written by Giesecke. The argument is hardly conclusive

especially when it is remembered that the greater part of the text

of the opera is miserable hack work that would be within the

powers of anyone who could handle a pen.

All that has been written on the subject, apart from the twc

statements of Cornet and Neukomm, is pure conjecture. There ii

not the slightest direct evidence as to what part Giesecke had ii

the libretto, or even that he had any considerable part at all; anc

it certainly seems odd that, if he were the true author of the book

he should have allowed it to come out with Schikaneder's name

upon it. To this it has been replied that as Freemasonry was in il

odour with the Court and the Church just then, Giesecke ma]

have thought it imprudent to avow publicly his connection witl

this Masonic opera; but that argument, one thinks, would apph

equally to Schikaneder.

No doubt Giesecke, who, as we have seen, was a member o

Schikaneder's troupe (he played the part of the First Slave in th
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opera), had something to do with the putting together of the

book, along with Schikaneder and Mozart and, quite possibly,

others; but the precise contribution of each of them it is now

quite impossible to determine.

The ultimate source of the many plays, novels, and operas of

the time that dealt with more or less imaginary Egyptian mys-

teries seems to have been the book of a certain French Abbe Ter-

rasson (1670-1750) entitled Sethos, which the author pretended

to be
"
translated from a Greek manuscript

" The book may still

be occasionally picked up in the sixpenny box on the bookstalls,

and is worth reading by anyone who is interested in The Magic

Flute, for whoever wrote the book of the latter certainly knew

Sethos, two passages in the opera being taken almost word for

word from the novel

Terrasson's book was in great vogue among the Freemasons of

the day, being regarded, indeed, as an authoritative exposition of

the ancient mysteries; and it is not improbable that one element

in the success of the opera may have been the Freemasons' ap-

proval of the general Masonic intention of the work.

While still engaged upon The Magic Flute, Mozart accepted

that commission for a Requiem Mass that constitutes one of the

strangest chapters in his life. A certain Count Walsegg, who had

a mania for commissioning works from well-known composers and

having them performed as his own, conceived in 1791 the idea

of laying Mozart's genius under contribution. Keeping in the

background himself, he ordered the Requiem anonymously through

a servant of his, by all accounts a somewhat sinister-looking per-

son. The peculiar appearance of this man and the mystery

enveloping the commission so worked upon Mozart, who was

already ill at the time, that he came to regard the strange emis-

sary as one sent by Heaven to warn him of his own approaching
death.

The Requiem, which was ultimately left unfinished, was inter-

rupted in August and September by the composition of a new
Italian opera La Clemenza di Tito (The Clemency of Titus),

which Mozart wrote for the coronation of Leopold II at Prague.
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The opera was a failure, and Mozart returned to Vienna, in the

middle of September, more depressed than ever.

The first performance of The Magic Flute took place on the

30th of the same month; Mozart, from the piano, conducted the

first two performances, his pupil Sussmayer (who completed

the Requiem) turning over for him; Schikaneder, of course, was

the Papageno, and Josefa Hofer the Queen of Night. After a

doubtful reception on the first night the opera quickly became a

tremendous success; it ran for more than a hundred consecutive

nights in Vienna, was taken up by Prague in the following year

and by Frankfurt-on-the-Main m 1793, and after that by many
of the other German theatres. So popular was it, and so deep the

impression made by it, that Goethe, in 1798, planned to write a

second part to the opera.

Years of privation and overwork had undermined Mozart's

constitution, and in November 1791 he had to take to his bed.

There, watch in hand, he would follow in imagination the per-

formance of The Magic Flute in the theatre. He died of malignant

typhus fever at one o'clock in the morning of the 5th Decem-

ber, 1791.

The overture to The Magic Flute begins with an adagio pream-
ble in which we hear first of all three solemn chords in the brass

that are said to have a Masonic significance. The allegro begins

with a theme in the second violins:

CO Allegro

that is developed fugally, the first violins taking it up in the fifth

bar of our quotation. When it is later given out in the orginal key
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by the violas and 'cellos, an octave lower than at first, it is com-

bined with a counter-theme:

These two main themes are worked out together for a while and

are succeeded by a fresh theme that commences in the oboe and

is echoed in the flute:

The accompaniment to this is a slightly modified version of the

main theme (No. i). The form of the overture is a combination

of the fugue form and sonata form. The first section comes to a

pause on the dominant of the main key (B flat), and once more

we hear the three Masonic chords, this time, of course, in the

key of B flat, the dominant of E flat. Nos. i, 2, and 3 are then

developed, as before, in a fascinating blend of the sonata and

the fugue.

ACT I

One of the evidences of a change of plan in the book of The

Magic Flute is that in the stage directions for the opening scene

Tamino is described as wearing the costume of a Japanese prince.

This direction is of course disregarded in modern productions,

where Tamino is usually shown in a kind of Greek costume. There

are so many changes of scene in the opera that the method of pro-

duction varies greatly from theatre to theatre
;
we shall therefore,

in the following analysis, deal with the settings only in the most

general way.
We are to understand that the action takes place in Egypt, in

the neighbourhood of a temple of Isis. The first scene is in the

open country. After an agitated orchestral introduction, in which

the hurry and breathlessness of Tamino are realistically sug-
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rested, the hero enters, pursued by a great serpent; Tamino has

i bow, but no arrows. He cries out in terror to the gods for

Drotection, and falls exhausted upon a rock. Thereupon three

/eiled Ladies appear, each carrying a silver spear. They slay the

serpent, congratulate themselves on their achievement, and then

Degin to sing the praises of the comeliness of the youth whom they

rave rescued from death. Were their hearts susceptible to love,

hey declare, it is to this fair youth that they would succumb.

They will carry the news of his coming to their Queen; perhaps

le will be able to bring back to her the peace that, it seems, has

led her.

Each suggests that the others shall be the bearer of the news,

ind each in turn politely but firmly declines to leave her sus-

:eptible sisters with so attractive a young man. Unable to agree

3n the matter, they at last decide to leave together, which

hey do after singing a charming trio, in which each of them

ooks forward to renewing the agreeable acquaintance as soon as

x>ssible.

When they have left the stage Tamino awakes, looks round

lim apprehensively and asks,
" Where am I?

" He is relieved to

>ee the serpent dead at his feet, but cannot understand how the

nonster died. Hearing a man approaching the valley he hides

limself. The merry strain of No. 5 is heard in the orchestra, inter-

upted occasionally by a flourish on the Pan-pipe.

it first in the distance, then drawing nearer; and at last Papageno

:omes upon the scene. He is in a costume mostly composed of

'eathers; on his back is a large bird-cage containing birds; he
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holds his Pan-pipe in both hands and now and then gives a flourish

on it by way of accompaniment to his song, in which, for all the

world as if he were presenting us with his business card, he tells

us that he is a birdcatcher by profession, a man of mirth, known

to old and young throughout the land, but there is an even finer

trade than his, he continues he would capture pretty girls if

he could.

00 ^ _
r crr?ic f r r?i

A fowl-er bold in_ me you see, a
Der tb - gel -

ffin
- ger ^ btn'ich ja, stels

m̂an of mirth and *mn-strel-sy
lu - sti&hei - sa! hop -sa -sal

He is just going off! with a final flourish when Tamino stops

him, and a dialogue in prose ensues. Each asks the other who he is.

When Tamino tells Papageno that he is of royal blood, the simple

birdcatcher confesses that that is beyond him; whereupon Tamino

explains that his father is a prince who rules over many lands

and tribes.
cc Lands? Tribes? Prince?

"
asks the innocent Papa-

geno;
"
are there then other lands and tribes beyond these moun-

tains?
" When he hears that there are many thousands of them,

his first simple thought is of the glorious opportunities there must

be to sell birds there.

He can give the stranger no useful information as to his own

country. He does not know who rules over it, or how he himself

came into it; he knows only that he has a little thatched cottage

to shelter him from the cold and the rain, that he lives, like other

people, by eating and drinking, and that he earns his food and

drink by catching birds for the Queen of Night and her Ladies.

The Queen of Night! ejaculates Tamino aside; this must be the

great person of whom he has already heard Has Papageno seen

her? No mortal has seen her, Papageno replies
"
This then must

be the Queen of Night of whom my father so often told me; but I

cannot understand how I lost my way and came to these parts.
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This man is evidently no ordinary person; perhaps he is one of hei

attendant spirits!
"

Papageno, who is a timorous fellow at heart, does not like th<

way the stranger stares at him; and when Tamino says that h

looks more like a bird than a man and tries to approach him

Papageno, his heart in his mouth, bids him stand back, for wher

he is roused he has the strength of a giant; adding under his

breath,
"

If I don't manage to frighten him soon I shall cut anc

run'
"

If he has the strength of a giant, Tamino continues, nc

doubt it was he who killed the serpent and saved his life. Papagenc
starts in terror at the mention and the sight of the serpent, but find

ing that it is dead, and that the stranger is crediting him wit!

the killing of it, he takes full credit for the deed, and boast;

that he did it without weapons, by the mere strength of his

arm.

He is interrupted by the re-entry of the Three Ladies, who greet

him with a warning
"
Papageno!

" He explains to Tamino thai

these are the Ladies who take his birds every day and give hiir

wine, bread, and fruit in exchange for them.
"
They must b<

very beautiful," says the unsophisticated Tamino. If they were

Papageno replies, they would not veil their faces; but as anothei

warning
u
Papageno!

" comes from the Ladies he diplomaticall)

adds that he never say anything so beautiful in all his life.

But the Ladies are not to be placated by this flattery. Papagenc

is to be punished by order of the Queen for his lies and boasting:

no wine for him to-day only cold water; no bread only B

stone, no sweet figs but a golden padlock for his mendacious

mouth, perhaps this will teach him not to tell lies to strangers

They ask him if now he sticks to it that he killed the serpent

Papageno, to whose mouth one of the Ladies has fastened the

padlock, can only shake his head and mumble. He does not ever

know who did kill the serpent; and the First Lady informs

Tamino that it was she and her companions who saved him. Sht

hands him a portrait sent him by the Queen of Night; it is thai

of her daughter; if the features do not find him indifferent, then

happiness, honour, and fame await him. Assuring him that they
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shall meet again, they go off with a parting sarcasm or two for

Papageno, who, greatly embarrassed, also makes his exit.

Tamino, who has been absorbed in contemplation of the por-

trait, sings an ardent aria in praise of the maiden's beauty:

Larghetto

I ( I. C f t i

Oh won - drous beau-ty past com -

Dies JBild - mss ist be- zau-bernd

J
-pare! Hath inor- tal seen, a face so fair!

schon, w%e noch ketn Au-ge je ge - -seh'n!

Could he only find her, he cries, clasp her to his breast and make

her his for ever!

The lovely aria over, the Three Ladies enter once more Their

royal mistress, it seems, has heard every word he said and has been

favourably impressed by his appearance; if he has as much cour-

age as tenderness he will be able to rescue the unhappy Pamina

from the evil magician who one day seized her among her favourite

cypress trees and carried her off.

Tamino is horrified at the information, and is drawing upon his

imagination as to what may have happened to the girl when the

Three Ladies reprovingly bid him not to be so doubtful of virtue,

whatever miseries Pamina may have suffered, her virtue is still

intact, for it is proof against both compulsion and flattery

In some English versions the Ladies inform Tamino that the

wicked magician is Sarastro, the High Priest of the Sun, but in

the original libretto there is no mention of the name at this point

)r any hint that the captor of Pamina is the High Priest of the

Sun. The malefactor so far is evidently the conventional evil

nagician of the popular stories; according to the Ladies, he has

he power to assume any shape at will, and it was by disguising

limself that he managed to decoy Pamina away.
The ardent Tamino is just imploring to be taken where he may

escue the maiden when there is a clap of thunder and the scene

FOWS dark. These are the presages of the coming of the Queen of
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Night, who now appears in the moonlight, standing in front of he]

throne among the stars. In a majestic recitative she exhorts th(

youth not to be afraid, for he is pious, gentle, and good the sor

of youth, indeed, fitted to bring consolation to a sorrowing moth

er's heart.

In a mournful aria:

Larghetto - r~L
.

fr n I

a - las, are spent in
den btn tch aus - er -

for I have lost my daughter
dennmei-ne Toch-tcr feh -let

she tells him how all happiness departed from her on the daj

when the miscreant carried off her daughter in spite of the an

guished cries of the victim. Even the Queen's might was insuf

ficient to rescue her; but the desired deed can be accomplishe<

by the Prince, and when he returns victorious, she assures bin

in a brilliant piece of coloratura .

ft) Allegro moderate

HE

Pamina shall be his.

There is another clap of thunder, and the Queen disappears

followed by her Ladies. It grows light again, and Tamino ask

himself whether what he has seen and heard is reality or a dream

With a prayer to the gods to strengthen his arm and uphold hi

courage he is about to leave the stage when Papageno enters. H
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points sadly to the padlock as excuse for the mumbling of which

alone he is now capable:

(9) Allegrow it r r r

~

Hm, hm, hm, hm
r r r r
, hm, hm, hm,

r* cjr r r i[>
hm, hm, hm, hm, hm, hm, hm, hml

Tamino assures him that he is sorry for him but is unable to help

him. The Three Ladies return, and after a few aphorisms on the

wickedness of lying they remove the padlock from Papageno 's

mouth, leaving him free to join with them and Tamino in a quintet.

The First Lady gives Tamino a golden flute, a gift from the

Queen, the magic of which, she assures him, will protect him in

emergencies; it can master the passions of men, bring happiness

to the sad, and even turn the bachelor's thoughts in the direction

of love; it is a flute worth more than crowns and gold, for it can

bring the whole world peace and contentment.

Papageno asks if he may now retire from the company, and is

a little taken aback when the Ladies tell him that the Queen has

appointed him to accompany the Prince on his rescue expedition.

Papageno protests energetically: have not the Ladies themselves

told him what a wild beast Sarastro is? The magician will have

him plucked and roasted and thrown to his dogs' The Ladies try

to persuade him that the Prince will protect him, but Papageno

bluntly consigns the Prince to the devil; he knows what will

happen as soon as danger comes the Prince will slip away
and leave him in the lurch 1 The Ladies give him a chime of bells

which, they tell him, will protect him and the Prince
" How shall

we find the way to the mountain?" asks Tamino, and in a

charming trio the Ladies tell him that three Boys, young, beauti-

ful, and wise, will direct and accompany them, giving them coun-

sel when necessary; and bidding the pair farewell, the Ladies

depart.



THEMAGICFLUTE 105

The scene changes to a room, splendidly furnished in the Egyp-

tian style, in Sarastro's palace.

In the original libretto there is an opening scene that is now

omitted in performance. In this, three slaves are seen bearing

carpets, cushions, and a Turkish table. They are rejoicing over

the latest piece of news; it seems that Monostatos, the wicked

Moorish slave of Sarastro, had designs on the virtue of Pamina,

but at the critical moment the maiden called on Sarastro; this

scared the Moor, and while he was standing motionless with

fright Pamina made her escape to the canal, jumped into a boat,

and made for the palm woods. The slaves rejoiced to think of the

punishment the hated Monostatos will receive from Sarastro, but

just then the Moor's voice is heard behind the scenes, roughl}

ordering them to bring chains, and looking out they see, to their

regret, that he has Pamina captive once more

In performance the scene opens with Monostatos dragging

Pamina in. At his orders the slaves fetter her, and she falls sense-

less on a couch. Monostatos sends the slaves away, after having

rejected Pamina 's appeal to give her death in preference to any
other fate he may have in contemplation for her.

One of Mozart's charming little phrases now trips out in the

violins, and Papageno appears in the doorway; it appears that he

has strayed there by accident, and, having heard voices, thought

he might as well enter. He is just addressing the beautiful maiden

whom he sees before him when he and Monostatos catch sight of

each other. Each is scared out of his wits, taking the other for the

devil himself, and in an amusing passage each implores the other

to spare him. Backing away from each other they run off in

different directions.

Pamina awakes with a cry of
Ck Mother' Mother'

" and is again

bewailing her fate when Papageno re-enters, calling himself a fool

for having been so frightened: there are plenty of black birds in

the world, so why should there not be black men? he asks. Is the

maiden by any chance the daughter of the Queen of Night? If so,

he has news for her. He introduces himself as Papageno, her

Majesty's birdcatcher, of whom Pamina remembers that she has
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heard, though she has never seen him. Papageno, taking out the

portrait that Tamino has given him and comparing it with Pamina,

runs over the points of resemblance and difference:
" Blue eyes

(black) really blue (black red lips really red blond

hair (brown) everything seems correct except the hands and

the feet. According to the picture you have neither hands nor feet ,

anyhow none are shown here." (We can imagine the guffaws

that Schikaneder would draw from his audience in passages like

these.)

This, indeed, is Papageno's scene throughout. With a great

wealth of words, most of which are omitted in modern perform-

ances, he tells Pamina of the events of the morning how the

Ladies gave the Prince her portrait, how he fell in love with the

original at first Sight, and how he- has been appointed by her

mother to rescue her.

Pamina is gratified by this intelligence, but cannot refrain from

asking why, if the Prince is so madly in love with her, he is so

long in coming to rescue her. Papageno has to expla'm that the

three beautiful Boys whom the Ladies promised as guides having

failed to appear, the Prince sent him on in advance to announce his

coming. Pamina compliments him on his courage, but warns him

that if Sarastro finds him there he will die a painful death.
" In

that case," says Papageno,
"
the sooner we go the better "; and

Pamina agrees with him, for according to the position of the sun

it must be near midday, and at midday Sarastro is in the habit

of returning from the hunt.

Pamina for a moment has her doubts: what if Papageno were

merely a decoy another of Sarastro's wicked spirits? Papageno
assures her that there is nothing wicked about him; he is as good
a spirit as was ever on the earth

; and, convinced by the evidence

of the portrait that her mother has really a hand in the affair, she

puts her fears aside again.

Papageno accepts her compliments on his good-heartedness, but

confides to her his secret sorrow Papageno has no Papagena,
no little wife, not even a sweetheart, and there are times when he

would be glad of a bit of pleasant company. Pamina exhorts him
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to have patience, for heaven will surely send him a little friend

of his own sort one of these days; and this gives the cue for an

exquisite little duet on the universality of love and the depth of

its joys:

Andantino

The man - ly heart that claims our
Eei Mann-em, wel - che Lie - be

du-ty, most glowwith feel -ings high and
fuMen,fehlt auch em gu - tes

brave.
mchi!

They go out singing, and the scene changes.

We see a grove, with three Temples. The centre one, which is

the largest, bears the inscription,
"
Temple of Wisdom." The right-

hand one is inscribed,
"
Temple of Reason," and that on the left

u
Temple of Nature." The Temples are joined by colonnades. The

three Boys (Genii), each with a silver palm-branch in his hand,

enter, leading Tamino, from whose neck hangs the magic flute.

From this point onward, in spite of an occasional touch of com-

edy, the opera is filled with a high seriousness. It is henceforth

dominated by Sarastro and the moral ideas of which he is the

embodiment.

In a solemn trio:

hi ii M
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the Genii, having conducted Tamino to his goal, take leave of

him, exhorting him, through whatever dangers may beset him, to

be "
steadfast, silent, and obedient."

Left alone, Tamino muses upon their words, which have graven

themselves deeply on his heart, and surveys the three Temples,

which, he thinks, must surely be the abode of the gods Conscious

of the purity of his purpose and the nobility of his mission, he

goes to the right-hand entrance, but is sternly ordered to
k< Stand

back!
"
by a bass voice from within. He is similarly repulsed from

the left-hand entrance. Then he knocks at the central door An

aged priest (the Orator) appears on the threshold, and a lone;

dialogue in recitative ensues.

Tamino learns that he has come to the Temple of Sarastro,

whom he forthwith reviles as the master of cruelty and lies; the

proof, he says, is a woman's tears that he has seen. The Priest

assures him he has been deceived: "A woman does little, but

chatters much; and it is like a boy to believe her." It is true that

Sarastro has taken Pamina from her mother, but in time he will

set forth his reasons for that act.

Eagerly Tamino asks where Pamina is, but the Priest only

replies,
" Dear son, that I am not yet permitted to tell thee. my

tongue is bound by a solemn oath."
" When will the bond of

silence be broken? "
asks Tamino; and the Priest, to one of the

Most solemn musical phrases in the whole opera

replies,
" When thou art led by friendship's hand to join our

Temple's sacred band." Voices from an invisible chorus bid

Tamino have courage and seek for the light, and assures him that

Pamina still lives.
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Tamino takes up his flute, and to show his gratitude to the

mighty ones he plays a melody upon it, which he then makes

the main tune of the song that follows:

(ia) Andante

Thy map- ic tones shall speak for me and
Wie stark ist mcht dein Zau - ber-tonl well,

bear
hoi -

my mes-sage,
de Ho -

te,

The aria is interspersed throughout with flute obbligati, of which

the following is an example:

<*) K K

t EJj

and in the original Vienna production wild animals came out to

listen evidence of the power of the magic flute to charm all

created things.

At the end of this aria Tamino calls for Pamina. No reply comes

from the maiden, but he is answered behind the scenes by Papa-

geno's usual flourish (No. 4) on his Pan-pipe. Perhaps Papageno
has found Pamina, he surmises; and he hastens away to find him in

Dne direction just as Papageno and Pamina come on from the oppo-

site side. They are in flight, and searching anxiously for Tamino.

Papageno gives his usual whistle, which is answered from a dis-

tance by the flute, and the pair are just about to make off in quest

3f Tamino when they are intercepted by Monostatos and the

slaves.

The latter are about to put fetters on Papageno and Pamina,
md the situation begins td look desperate, when Papageno, as a

ast chance, plays a delightfully naive melody on the magic bells
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given him by the Three Ladies. The effect is magical; just as

Tamino's flute enchanted the animals, Papageno's Glockenspiel

sets Monostatos and the slaves dancing and singing in the most

absurd fashion. They finally dance themselves off the stage, and

Papageno and Pamina sing a charming little duet in praise of the

music of the bells, had everyone such a chime, they say, foes

would be turned to friends, and everyone would live in the most

beautiful harmony.

They are interrupted by the sound of voices behind the scenes,

crying,
"
Long life to Sarastro!

" The frightened Papageno wishes

he were a mouse, that he might creep into a cranny and hide,

but Pamina bravely swears that for her part she will face Sarastro

and tell him the truth.

In the original, Sarastro was supposed to come in on a tri-

umphal car drawn by lions; but modern theatres that lack a

menagerie have to be content with a more modest production

Sarastro enters in great pomp, accompanied by Priests, men-at-

arms, women, and slaves. He steps out of the car, and Pamina,

throwing herself at his feet, confesses that she had tried to escape,

but only to evade the unwelcome attentions of the Moor. In a

grave and tender melody Sarastro comforts her with the assurance

that he knows the secret of her heart, and that while he will

never compel her to love, it is too soon as yet to set her free. She

must put her mother from her thoughts, for restoration to her

would be the end of all her happiness.
" A man must guide your

steps, for woman alone can never find the path that leads to

wisdom "

Monostatos now runs in, dragging with him Tamino. Tamino

and Pamina fall into each other's arms with ecstatic cries, but are

parted by Monostatos, who, kneeling before Sarastro, tells how
the audacious youth, aided by this other fellow who is half bird,

half man, had tried to run off with the maiden. Modestly
Monostatos claims the reward for his watchfulness and devotion,

and gets it from the undeceived Sarastro in the form of a sound

bastinado.

The protesting Moor having been dragged off by the slaves,
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Sarastro orders his followers to lead the two young strangers to the

Temple of Probation, first veiling their heads. Tamino and Pamina

are veiled by the Priests, and while Tamino and Papageno are led

3ff to the right of the scene by two of the Priests, Sarastro, taking

Pamina by the hand, goes with her to the middle door of the

Temple, the chorus the while, to the accompaniment of the solemn

trumpets and trombones, singing in praise of Sarastro, virtue, and

lustice.

ACT II

The second act is mainly concerned with the initiation of

lamino and Pamina into the mysteries. The opening setting is a

Dalm grove. Sarastro and the Priests enter to the strain of a

>olemn march, at the conclusion of which Sarastro addresses the

Priests in speech.

The Prince Tamino, he tells them, is waiting at the northern

$ate of the Temple, desirous to have the veil removed from him

hat he may see the sacred light. He assures the Priests, in reply

o their questions, that Tamino is virtuous, that he can be silent,

ind that he is beneficent. The Priests blow their trumpets in sign

)f approval (the solemn brass chords with which the overture

>pens), and Sarastro, continuing, tells them that the gods have

lestined Pamina for this youth; it wras for that reason that he

emoved her from the keeping of her mother,
"
that woman who,

iwollen with her power, thinks to dazzle the people with super-

>titions and destroy our Temple; but this she shall not accom-

>lish." (Schikaneder's audience would no doubt take this as a

airly pointed reference to the anti-Masonic Empress Maria

Theresa )

Let Tamino, then, be initiated into the mysteries, continues

Sarastro, and united with Pamina, and so ensure the safety of the

Temple, the triumph of virtue, and the chastisement of evil-doers.

Dnce more Sarastro and the Priests blow the usual chords three

imes on their trumpets. The first Priest (the Orator) asks whether

Tamino will have strength to bear the ordeals that await him: " He
s a Prince," he objects.

" He is more," replies Sarastro;
" he is
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a man." If, unable to endure to the end, he should perish in his

youth, he will then be in the hands of Isis and Osiris,
" and will

know the joys of the gods sooner than we "; and again the three-

fold chord is sounded.

Sarastro orders the Priests to conduct Tamino and his com-

panion into the forecourt of the Temple, where the Orator will

instruct them in their duty to the gods Then Sarastro sings his

majestic aria, the invocation to the gods,
" O Isis and Osiris ":

<15> Adagio

m
O I - sis and * O - si - ris,

I - sts and O - si - ris,

lead ye in wis - donVs path this

schen-ket der Weis - heit Geist dem

faith - ful Pair?
neu - en Paarl

to which the trombones lend their usual solemn colour.

The scene changes to the forecourt of the Temple. It is night,

and distant thunder is heard as Tamino and Papageno are led

in by the Orator and the second Priest, who remove the probation-

ers' veils and then leave them. Papageno is horribly scared by the

darkness and the thunder, but will not admit it; he pretends that

if he feels shivers all down his back it is because a fever is coming
on.

" Be a man* "
exhorts Tamino, and we can imagine the laugh

Schikaneder would evoke with his reply,
"
I'd rather be a girlt

"

Two Priests enter with lights, and the strangers are catechised

Tamino declares that it is friendship and love that have brought
him within the Temple walls, and that for these he is ready to

lay down his life if need be. He seeks wisdom and Pamina's love

as his reward. Papageno, for his part, does not care a rap for

wisdom; he is a simple child of nature, he says, wanting nothing

more than food, drink, and sleep, and, if he could find it, a little

wife into the bargain.
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Hopes are held out to him of a wife, pretty, young, and feath-

ered like himself, and bearing the name of Papagena. He prudently
asks for a sight of the lady before he commits himself to matri-

mony, and is warned that though he may see her he must not

speak to her till the appointed time. The same law of silence is

imposed upon Tamino with regard to Pamina; this, indeed, is the

first stage of his probation. The two Priests sing a duet warning
lamino and Papageno in particular, and the world in general,

igainst the wiles of woman, and go out, taking the lights with

them.

Tamino is just exhorting the frightened Papageno to be patient,

for all this is the will of the gods, when the Three Ladies enter.

They have been sent by the Queen of Night to warn Tamino

igainst the trickery of the Priests, who will work his ruin, for

whoever joins their band is doomed to everlasting perdition.

Pamino sternly rejects their blandishments, while Papageno keeps

nterjecting naively comic remarks characteristic of his own
Sancho Panza-like point of view. Disturbed by a chorus of the

Priests behind the scenes, cursing these women who have pro-

faned the sanctuary, the Three Ladies sink down into the earth,

thereupon Papageno falls prostrate in terror. The Orator and the

Lwo Priests re-enter, congratulate Tamino on having been so stead-

fast, throw a veil over his head, and lead him away for further

'rials, Papageno following them in the company of the Priests.

The scene changes to a garden; Pamina is lying sleeping, and

Monostatos is gazing longingly at her; from his opening speech

ive realise that even a good bastinadoing has not been able to

iamp the fire of this irrepressible amorist. He thinks he might
/enture just one kiss at any rate, and in a lively song:

***> Allegro

frg r C?li: C?r Cr IF ^ f I

All con-fess theten-der pas-sion, bill and
Al - les fiihlt der lie-le

I II fir
coo, and sigh for love,
tandelt herztund kiisst

',



STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

he asks why, seeing that love is universal, he should be barred

from it merely because he is black. A kiss he means to have, and

if the moon is likely to be shocked at the sight, let it close its eye!

He is interrupted in his fell purpose by the Queen of Night,

who enters from the back and dramatically bids him begone.

Pamina's ejaculation of
" Mother! "

apprises him that the new-

comer is the Queen, and he sneaks off into safety.

Pamina, who still believes in her mother, suggests that they

shall fly together, but the Queen confesses that she can no longer

shield her daughter; when Pamina 's father died, it seems, he

handed over to Sarastro the sevenfold Shield of the Sun, and the

power that goes along with it. Only one chance remains
;
Pamina

is to take the dagger she now offers her, kill Sarastro, and bring

her mother the Shield of the Sun. The horrified Pamina protests,

but the Queen imperiously silences her and breaks out into the

celebrated coloratura aria.

Allegro assai

i r r L i i

The pangs of hell are ra-ging in my
Der Hoi - le Ma - che kocht in met-nem

r J - if ? cir i

r r i

bo-som,
Jfer-zen,

Death '

Tod
anddes-truc-tion,
und Ver-zweif-lung,

in which she casts all tender thoughts from her and calls for the

vengeance of hell upon Sarastro. For a soprano who has the F in

altissimc in her voice some of the coloratura passages present

magnificent opportunities for display:

(is)
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After a last vigorous cry for vengeance the Queen of Night

lisappears, and Pamina, left with the dagger in her hand, is once

nore protesting that she cannot shed blood when Monostatos,

ushmg in and snatching the dagger from her, tells her that he

low has both her and her mother in his power. There is only one

vay, continues the dusky blackmailer, by which Pamina can save

lerself she must love him.

Pamina J

s tremulous ejaculation,
" Ye gods'

" seems amply justi-

ied under the circumstances. She falls on her knees and implores

he Moor to spare her, but his only reply is to offer the stern

ilternative of love or death. Maddened at her refusal he is just

ibout to stab her, when Sarastro comes between them and hurls

lim back. Monostatos drops on his knees and tries to justify him-

elf by saying that Pamina intended to take Sarastro 's life, but

Jarastro, with the uncomplimentary remark that the Moor's soul

5 as black as his face, orders him away. But Monostatos, who in

lis way is as simple a child of nature as Papageno, manages to

aise a last laugh from the audience by saying as he goes out,
u If

can't have the daughter, I'll try my luck with the mother! "

Pamina begins to plead for her mother, but Sarastro gently in-

errupts her. He knows everything, he says; the Queen of Night
>lots vengeance against him in the subterranean chambers of the
n

emple, but if heaven grants Tamino courage and steadfastness

n his trials Pamina shall be his, and her mother will retire baffled

o her mountain. As for himself, he declares, in perhaps the

loblest of all the noble melodies in The Magic Flute:

(19) Larghetto

f

With -in this hal- low'd dwell-ing re -

In die -sen heil-gen ffal - lenkennt

-venge andsor-row cease,
man die Jia-che nicht>

ie knows no thought of vengeance, for the law of their commu-

lity is friendship and love.
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ACT III

The scene changes once more to a hall, into which Tamino and

Papageno, unveiled, are led by the two Priests. They are told to

remain there alone, and, as soon as they hear the trumpets sound,

to proceed in the direction of these. The Priests leave them with a

parting warning to them to remember their oath of silence, Papa-

geno being further told that whoever breaks the silence in that

sacred place is struck down by the gods with thunder and

lightning.

But nothing in heaven or earth or the waters under the earth

can keep Papageno's tongue quiet for long, and in spite of

Tamino 's attempts to hush him down he persists in chattering

away. An ugly old woman enters with a cup of water which she

offers to Papageno, and the birdcatcher welcomes the opportunity

for a little sprightly conversation after his own heart. He learns,

to his surprise, that the old woman is just eighteen years and two

minutes old, and has a sweetheart just a little older than herself,

by name Papageno. She is just about to tell him her own name

when there is a crash of thunder and she hobbles away as fast as

she can.

The three Genii now enter, carrying a table spread with food

and drink, the magic flute, and Papageno's chime of bells. They

greet the pair, they say, for the second time, now within Sarastro's

own domain
;
he sends them the flute and the bells that have been

taken from them, and food to refresh them; at their third meeting

their virtue shall find its reward. They go out with a parting ad-

monition to Tamino to be brave, for the goal is near, and to

Papageno to be silent.

While Tamino is playing upon his flute and Papageno is devot-

ing himself to the food and wine, Pamina enters and runs towards

Tamino, who, however, mindful of his vow of silence, motions to

her to depart She naturally does not understand his silence, and,

thinking he no longer loves her, bewails her vanished happiness
in a mournful aria:
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Andante

Hours of_ joy* for cv er_
^cA, icA fiihls* es tst ver -

yan-ishd, nought my_ hope can now re
schwunden, e - wig- hin der lie-to

- store,

Gluck,

Papageno, who has been feasting joyously, is just praising

5arastro's cook and cellar-master when the trombones are heard

Behind the scenes. Tamino motions to Papageno to go with him,

Dut the birdcatcher, according to the original libretto, refuses to

'eave his excellent meal " even if Sarastro were to let loose his

six lions on him." Thereupon six fearsome lions enter and threaten

Papageno, who cries out in terror to the gods and Tamino. The

icro blows a strain on his flute, and the lions, their angry passions

:almed by music, go out again. This little episode is of course

>mitted in modern performances.

The trombones ring out again, and Tamino drags his companion

)ut, Papageno protesting that there is no hurry, as they will get

here in quite time enough to be plucked and roasted.

In the next scene, which may be staged somewhere near the

pyramids, Sarastro and the Priests (with torches) enter to the

>train of a solemn invocation to Isis and Osiris, to whose service

he noble youth is about to dedicate himself. At Sarastro 's com-

nand Tamino, veiled, is brought in, followed by Pamina, also

veiled; she is told that Tamino is waiting to bid her a last fare-

veil. Sarastro removes Tamino's veil, and Pamina runs towards

lim, but he orders her back. There follows a short trio, Pamina

igain mourning her incomprehensible fate, Tamino strengthening

limself for the coming ordeal, and Sarastro bidding both be brave,
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for when the trial is over they shall see each other again. Sarastro

takes Tamino by the hand and leads him away, the two Priests

departing in the opposite direction with Pamina.

When the stage is empty Papageno enters, scared out of his wits

and vowing that if he can find Tamino he will never leave him

again. He goes first to a door on the left and then to one on the

right, and from each he is ordered back by a voice behind the

door. A flash of fire and a roll of thunder add to his terror. Thor-

oughly sorry for himself, he bursts into tears.

The Orator enters and tells him that he deserves to be sen-

tenced to wander for ever in the dark passages of the earth, but

the gods, it seems, have pardoned him, though he is too degraded

ever to know the heavenly joys of the initiated. The greatest joy

he can think of at the moment, says Papageno, is a glass of wine.

The Orator leaves him, the stage grows dark for a moment, and

a great cup filled with wine comes up out of the earth. Tossing the

wine down, Papageno feels so happy that he bursts into a song
in praise of love.

(a) Andante

. A maid -en fair and slen - der i<?

. Em Mad-chen o - der Weib - chen wUnscht

what I fain would own,
Pa - fa - ge - no stch,

Ah, if only he had a little turtle-dove of his own, how happy he

would be! (The melody is derived in part from the old German

chorale,
" Nun lob mein' Seel' den Herren.")

The Old Woman comes in again, dancing and supporting her-

self on a stick. She tells him that if he will swear to be true to

her she will love him very tenderly, but when he asks for time to

think it over she sternly warns him that if he delays giving her his

hand he will be imprisoned and put on bread and water for the

rest of his days. This is too much for Papageno: better an old

wife, he says, than none at all! Giving her his hand, he promises
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to be twie to her until, he adds under his breath, he meets with

someone prettier. Instantly the Old Woman is transformed into

a young one, covered with feathers. Papageno manages to stammer

out
"
Pa-pa-papagena !

" and is just about to embrace her when

the Orator comes in and, declaring that he is not yet worthy of her,

drags Papagena out, and, when poor Papageno attempts to follow,

pushes him back. Papageno runs out after them, crying piteously,
"
Papagena! Papagena!

"

The next scene shows us a palm garden. The Three Genii enter

and sing a trio in greeting to the rising sun-

Andante

They are interrupted by the entry of Pamina, in a state of great

distraction, and carrying the dagger she received from the Queen
of Night. They are in time to prevent her from stabbing herself;

they bid her not to despair, as Tamino still loves her, and offer

to conduct her to him.

In the next scene we see two Men in Armour standing at each

side of a door in a rock
;
on one side of the door, through a grating,

there is visible fire, on the other water. After a solemn orchestral

prelude, some of the material of which is used as accompaniment to

the vocal melody that follows, Tamino is brought in by the Priests,

and the two Men in Armour sing in octaves of the necessity of

ordeal by fire and water for him who would overcome the fear of

death. The broad, somewhat stiff melody is that of the old chorale,
" Ach Gott vom Himmel sieh darein," with a slight modification

of Mozart's own at the end.

Just as Tamino is swearing his readiness to bear any trial, the

voice of Pamina is heard outside. She is brought in, and the lovers

are now permitted to speak to each other. Lovingly and trustingly,

hand in hand, they enter the doors and are seen passing through
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the fire, Tamino playing on his flute. They reappear on the stage,

untouched by the flames, and pass through the next ordeal, that

of water, whereupon they are welcomed at the now open gate of

the Temple by Sarastro and the Priests and conducted inside.

The scene changes to a garden. We hear Papageno's Pan-pipe

flourish, and the now doleful birdcatcher enters, carrying a rope

with a noose; he has lost his Papagena, and means to hang him-

self. He prudently and hopefully takes as long as possible over the

preliminaries, and delays so long that there is time for the Three

Genii to enter and prevent him. At their command he performs on

his magic bells:

(fca) Allegro / -

Chim- ing sweet and clear - ly,
Klin - get, Glock-chen, kltn - get,

;* r r f r
i

r
;

let my maid - en heart

schofft mem Mad- chen her!

and the Genii, who have gone out for a moment, return with Papa-

gena. There is a delicious duet between Papageno and Papagena,

packed with the simple enchantment of which Mozart alone among
musicians has ever had the secret; they will pair now, they say,

and soon there will be a nest of little birds, first a little Papageno,
then a little Papagena, then another Papageno, then another

Papagena, and so, presumably, ad infinitum:

(24)

^'*"T f F T F C E E
I

the pret - ty dar- ling Pa- pa
venn vie - le Pa - fa - fa - fa -

- ge - nas, Fa - pa - pa - pa - pa pa -
- ge - na, Pa - fa

'r, r
i

r

-ge-nas,Pa-pa-pa-pa- pa-pa - ge - nas.

*ge-na,Pa-fa-fa-fa-fa-fa - ge - na.
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The happy couple go out arm-in-arm, and the scene changes for

the last time.

It is night, in a setting of rocky country. Monostatos enters,

beckoning forward the Queen of Night and the Three Ladies, who
have lighted torches in their hands. They are approaching the

Temple to wreak vengeance on Sarastro and the good Priests, the

promised reward for Monostatos's treachery being the hand of

Pamina. There is a crash of thunder, and with a cry that their

power is shattered the conspirators disappear. The Temple be-

comes visible, and in it Sarastro, Tamina, Pamina, the Genii,

Priests, and others. The deeply impressive opera ends with a

chorus of thanks to Isis and Osiris and congratulations to the

young couple who by their courage, fidelity, and virtue have won

through to beauty and wisdom:

(25) Andante

ris* r

Hail, ye true and faith - ful,
ffeil sei ettch Ge - weth - ten,

r r r i rr,
hail, ye true and faith - ful,
ffeil seieuch Oe weih - ten!



THE LIFE OF BEETHOVEN

Beethoven family, on its male side, was of Belgian ex-

J[ traction. We find it first near Louvain in the seventeenth

century, and later at Antwerp. The composer, by reason of his

thick black hair and his swarthy complexion, was often referred

to by his friends as "the Spaniard"; and when we take into

consideration the Spanish occupation of the Netherlands in the

seventeenth century it is not at all improbable that there was a

certain amount of Spanish blood in him.

Beethoven's grandfather, Louis van Beethoven, was born at Ant-

werp on the 23rd December, 1712, left home at about the age of

nineteen, and two years later was settled at Bonn, on the Rhine,

as a bass singer in the service of the Elector of Cologne, of whose

territories Bonn was part. He died there in 1773, after forty-two

years' service at the Court. He married in 1734, the son who sur-

vived him, Johann, was born in Bonn at the end of 1739 or

the beginning of 1740; he too a tenor was part of the Court

and theatrical establishment of the little town, which at the end

of the century had a population of about nine thousand. His

mother had been addicted to drink, and Johann inherited this

failing from her.

In 1767 he married Maria Magdalena Haym (nee Kewerich) a

young widow of less than nineteen years; her father was head

cook at the palace of Ehrenbreitstein. Three children survived

her Ludwig, the composer (probably born i6th December,

1770 *), Caspar Anton Carl (baptised 8th April, 1774), and
1 The exact date is not known for a certainty, as we have only the official

record of the date of baptism But as it was the custom of the country
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Nikolaus Johann (baptised 2nd October, 1776). We shall hear

more of both of these brothers in the sequel.

The mother was a serious woman, inclined to melancholia a

friend said she had never seen her laugh; the deaths of her father,

her mother, and her first husband almost before she had reached

the age of twenty may have predisposed her to gravity, and life

with Johann, on an insufficient salary and with three boys to bring

up, was not calculated to restore either her health or her spirits.

Three other children did not survive infancy: one of them lived

only six days, another only five, and the third two years and a

half. Frau Beethoven died of consumption in 1787, at the age

of forty.

The child Ludwig showed no such precocious gift for music as

Mozart had done, and would perhaps not have been forced into

the musical profession had his father not been in it himself; but

it was necessary for the boy to help to increase the scanty income

of the family as soon as possible, and the father gave him the

rudiments of a musical education with an eye to a future post in

the Elector's Kapelle. He received spasmodic instruction later

from others, including Van den Eeden, the Court organist (then a

very old man; he died in 1782), and from the latter 's successor

Neefe, a sound musician who gave the boy a good grounding in

organ and piano playing and composition.

Ludwig was expert enough on the piano to perform in public

when he was seven years old; and for a time he acted as assistant

to Neefe at the organ as cembalist in the theatre orchestra, though
without salary. It was not until the spring of 1784 that he was

appointed assistant Court organist. Just about that time Elector

Max Friedrich died; the theatrical company was dismissed with

four weeks' wages, and the new Elector Maximilian Franz, wish-

ing to economise at first, relied for some three years upon visiting

companies for his theatrical fare. Beethoven thus had no duties

at that time to baptise a child within twenty-four hours of its birth, and

the baptismal entry was made in the parish records on the i6th December,

we are fairly safe in taking the i6th as the birthday
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except as organist, and consequently could call a large amount of

time his own for study and other work.

In the spring of 1787 he spent a little while in Vienna how

he obtained the money is not known for certain and took a few

lessons from Mozart, who is said to have prophesied that
" one day

he will give the world something to talk about." The last illness

of his mother recalled him to Bonn, where he was visited by one

of those fits of melancholy to which he was always subject; he

suffered from asthma, and thought that he too was threatened with

consumption.

When the Elector reconstituted his theatre in 1788, Beethoven

entered the orchestra as violin player; in that capacity he served

some four years, making the acquaintance of a large number of

operas of all schools. By this time Ke was contributing materially

to the income of the family; his father was giving way more and

more to drink, and in 1789 he was pensioned off, half his salary

being paid to him henceforth, the other half going to Ludwig as

the new head of the family.

The young man's life must have been hard and cramped; even

at this time he felt his own power and originality, and Bonn must

have come to seem too small a field for the full development of

his talents. Already, however, he had made friends who were, in

various ways to be of the greatest service to him then and for

many years after.

One of the most respected residents of the town was Frau von

Breuning, who, at the age of twenty-eight, had been left a widow

by the death of her husband, the Court Councillor von Breuning,

who perished in a fire in the palace. She was well-to-do and lived

in a fine house with her four children. One of these, Stephan, who
was born in 1774, had been a pupil of Ries, the violinist, at the

same time as Beethoven; and the two boys soon became fast

friends. Beethoven was a constant visitor at the house, where he

was treated by Frau von Breuning a woman of high character,

sound sense, and great tact and forbearance as one of the chil-

dren of the family; she could generally manage the wayward,

moody, obstinate young genius when no one else could do any-

thing with him.
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Another friend and benefactor of these and later days was

Ferdinand Ernst Gabriel Count Waldstein, a young scion of one

of the noblest of the Austrian houses. He was born in 1762, and

was therefore eight years older than Beethoven, whose acquaint-

ance he seems to have made on a visit to Bonn in 1787. He not

only loved music but practised it very competently. He was one

of the first to sense the coming genius in Beethoven, and both

with his purse and by his influence he did much to ease his path

through these critical years of adolescence. The young musician

was already, in spite of the disadvantages of his humble birth and

the bad record of his father, a welcome guest of more than one

rich house. With two of his well-to-do pupils, Jeannette Honrath

and Maria van Westerhold, he fell deeply in love; the former,

however, married the later Field-Marshal Greth, while Maria be-

came the wife of Baron Friedrich von Elverfeldt.

Already Beethoven had become so outstanding a figure in the

local musical life that it was felt he ought to try to establish him-

self, at any rate for a time, in one of the greater musical centres.

He was known as a remarkable pianist, and his compositions,

which as yet, of course, circulated only in manuscript, had con-

vinced a good many thoughtful connoisseurs that he would prove
to be the successor of Mozart, who had died in 1791.

Perhaps it was in large part through the good offices of Count

IValdstein that Beethoven received permission from the Elector, in

the autumn of 1792, to betake himself to Vienna for the purpose

)f further study under Haydn. His letters of the time show that

ic contemplated a return to Bonn sooner or later, but as events

urned out he was never to see his native place again; Vienna re-

named his home for the rest of his days.

An indication of the esteem in which he was held is to be

bund in the inscription made by Waldstein in the album which,

n accordance with the practice of the time, was presented to him,

vith suitable messages, by his intimate friends on his leaving

3onn:
" Dear Beethoven! You are going to Vienna in fulfilment

>f your long-frustrated wishes. The Genius of Mozart is mourn-

ng and weeping over the death of her pupil. She found a refuge

>ut no occupation with the inexhaustible Haydn; through him
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she wishes to form a union with another. With the help of assidu-

ous labour you shall receive Mozart's spirit from Haydn's hands.

Your true friend, Waldstein. Bonn, October 29, I7Q2."
2

Beethoven arrived in Vienna about the nth November. At first

he was supported by the Elector, and when the composer's father

died, on the i8th December, the 100 thalers of the latter 's pen-

sion was granted as salary to the son. But evil days were dawning
for the Elector as for so many other German princes. The new

French Republic was at war with the German State, and when

the French armies crossed the Rhine in the autumn of 1794 the

Elector and his Court took to flight. The ultimate arrangement

come to as regards Beethoven seems to have been that he was

granted indefinite leave of absence from Bonn, but without salary

until he should be recalled.

He was now strong enough, however, to stand on his own feet.

His fame had preceded him, his social recommendations were val-

uable, his patrons were influential, and this protege of the Elector

was bound to be well received by the latter's nephew, the Em-

peror of Austria. For a long time he lived in the same house as

Prince Carl Lichnowsky, one of the numerous members of the

Austrian aristocracy who were passionately interested in music

Almost all these grandees maintained private musical establish-

ments of one kind or another. Sometimes, as in the case of Haydn's

patrons, the Esterhazys, it was a complete concert orchestra, to-

gether with soloists; in others, sufficient instrumentalists for the

accompaniments to the Mass in the private chapel ;
in others, an

ensemble of string or wind players for the
"
table music "; in

others, a quartet or sextet that met regularly for practice Vienna

at that time was rich in music of all sorts, operatic, church, and

instrumental; but it was the last-named that was rapidly coming
to be regarded as the specific Viennese contribution to the history

of the art, and it was destined to find its culmination in Beethoven,

though the tradition was still carried on, more than half a century

later, by Brahms and Bruckner.

2 The translation of this and other contemporary documents in the

present
"
Life

"
is that of Thayer
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Beethoven was in great demand as teacher, piano soloist, impro-

viser, and composer; in 1796 and 1797 a number of his works

appeared in print, including the song
"
Adelaide," the Three Trios

(op. i), the three early piano sonatas dedicated to Haydn, the

quintet for strings (op. 4), the two 'cello sonatas (op. 5), and the

E flat piano sonata (op. 7). The originality and audacity of his

early works were a great attraction to music lovers of the time.

A countryman of ours, William Gardiner, made the acquaint-

ance in Leicester, in 1793, of a manuscript trio in E flat (op. 3, not

published till 1797), Gardiner himself played the viola part in

it.
"
This composition," he afterwards wrote,

"
so different from

anything I had ever heard, awakened in me a new sense, a new

delight in the science of sounds. . . . When I went to town [Lon-

don] I enquired for the works of this author, but could learn

nothing more than that he was considered a madman and that his

music was like himself." Elsewhere he speaks of this first experi-

ence of Beethoven's music as
"
a new sense to me, an intellectual

pleasure which I had never received from sounds."

Beethoven was making a good income and living well, perhaps

by way of reaction against the privations of his early years; at

one time he permitted himself the luxuries of a horse and a per-

sonal servant. He still had, to some extent, his two younger broth-

ers on his hands, but as they grew older they became more able

to take care of themselves. In 1795 they both settled in Vienna.

The elder of the two, Carl Caspar, had been trained in music, and

was soon able to maintain himself fairly comfortably by teaching;

the younger, Johann, had been apprenticed to the Bonn Court

apothecary, and now became an assistant in an apothecary's shop

in Vienna. He prospered as the years went on, and ultimately

bought and carried on successfully a business of his own.

Beethoven at this time was a man of great bodily strength,

illimitable ambition, vast self-esteem, and a strength of charac-

ter that very often showed itself as immovable obstinacy. On his

first settling in Vienna he took lessons from old Haydn, but the

setting star and the rising one appear to have agreed none too well.

Beethoven, though he realised the need for more technical study,
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was already conscious of his gifts as a composer, and no doubt

chafed at being pegged back by his master and kept at dry con-

trapuntal exercises. Haydn, for his part, was probably too much

occupied just then to have much time to spare for close personal

attention to this fiery young pupil who was always straining at the

pedagogic leash.

In after-years Beethoven said that though he had had lessons

from Haydn he had learned nothing from him; and he seems to

have worked with a greater will under his next master, Albrechts-

berger; but it must have been difficult all along for him to live,

as it were, a double musical life during these years, a pupil in

private and a much-sought-after composer and piano virtuoso in

public. From the opera composer Salieri he also took lessons,

mostly in the art of writing for the voice.

His friend Ries wrote long afterwards concerning this period of

Beethoven's life:
"
I knew them all well [i.e. his three masters] ;

all three valued Beethoven highly, but were also of one mind

touching his habits of study. All of them said Beethoven was so

headstrong and self-sufficient that he had to learn much through

harsh experience which he had refused to accept when it was pre-

sented to him as a subject of study."

He made his first appearance in Vienna as composer and per-

former on the 29th March, 1795, when he played the solo part in

his piano concerto in B flat; while on the 3ist he played in a

Mozart concerto (probably the D minor) after the first part of a

performance of La Clemenza di Tito that had been got up by
Mozart's widow. In February 1 796 he went concertising in Prague

and Berlin; it is probable that the King of Prussia, Frederick

William II, offered him a Court appointment, which he refused.

During this period there was more than a touch of arrogance

about him: the rough giant had not yet been tamed by misfortune

and suffering. His manners were none of the best, and it was some-

times only by the exercise of the greatest tact that his friends,

who admired and loved him, could avoid a quarrel. Prince Lich-

nowsky cheerfully submitted to having his domestic arrangements

upset by the caprices of the erratic young composer, and even
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went so far as to tell his servant that if Beethoven's bell and his

own rang at the same time he was to attend to Beethoven first.

The huge explosive force of the young genius, bursting as he

generally was with the pride of his own strength, could with diffi-

culty be held in check by his will. He was careless of other people's

feelings, yet exceedingly prone to take offence himself; but his

repentance was usually as quick and as sincere as his anger.

An undated letter he wrote about this time to his friend Wegeler
is typical of his alternations between unreasoning rage and almost

incoherent remorse:
"
Dearest! Best! In what an odious light you have exhibited me

to myself! I acknowledge it, I do not deserve your friendship.

You are so noble, so considerate, and the first time that I ar-

ranged myself alongside of you I fell so far below you! . . . You
think that I have lost some of my goodness of heart, but, thank

heaven! it was no intentional or deliberate malice which induced

me to act as I did towards you; it was my inexcusable thought-

lessness which did not permit me to see the matter in its true light.

Oh, how ashamed I am, not only for your sake but also for my
own. . . . Oh, let me say for myself, I was always good, and

always strove to be upright and true in my actions otherwise

how could you have loved me? Could I have changed so fear-

fully for the worse in such a short time? Impossible; these feel-

ings of goodness and love of righteousness cannot have died for

ever in me in a moment. No, Wegeler, dearest, best, oh, venture

again to throw yourself entirely into the arms of your Beethoven;

trust in the good qualities you used to find in him; I will guar-

antee that the pure temple of sacred friendship which you erect

shall remain firm for ever, no accident, no storm shall ever shake

its foundations firm for ever our friendship pardon
oblivion a new upflaming of the dying, sinking friendship oh,

Wegeler, do not reject this hand of reconciliation. Place yourself

in mine oh God 1 but no more; I am coming to throw my-
self in your arms, to entreat you to restore to me my lost friend.

And you will give yourself to me, your penitent, loving, never-

forgetting Beethoven again."
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He was nearing his thirtieth year, and was superbly conscious

of his gifts and his growing importance; and it is interesting to

speculate as to what would ultimately have become of him had

the whole course of his outer life not been changed about that

time by the oncoming of deafness. He would certainly have made

virtuoso tours all over Europe ,
as he himself says in a later letter,

but for his deafness he would have travelled over half the earth

by now.

He found plentiful favour in Vienna, but also abundance of

opposition, for Vienna was the southern German Mecca of musi-

cians in those days, and new-comers of great ability were anything

but welcome to the people who had already attained to vested

interests there. Beethoven would be doubly unwelcome as a

stranger from the outside world, and as a performer and com-

poser of exceptional talent.

As was the custom in those days, he often measured himself, in

drawing-rooms, against this or that local or visiting pianist as per-

former and improviser; and the universal verdict was that though

others might surpass him in grace and style, he had no equal

for fire and power and the gift of moving the heart. But his man-

ners towards his rivals and his audiences were hardly calculated to

endear him to either.

A contemporary account in a musical journal (1799) shows

him in rivalry with a young pianist, Joseph Wolffl, two years

younger than himself, whose exquisite piano playing had won for

him a large number of admirers, so that the town was divided be-

tween his partisans and those of Beethoven. The writer praises

Wolffl's ease, precision, and clearness, and his graceful expression

in adagios, while Beethoven bears the palm for brilliance and in-

tellectual power. The article concludes thus:
" That Wolffl like-

wise enjoys an advantage because of his amiable bearing, con-

trasted with the somewhat haughty pose of Beethoven, is very

natural."

Ludwig, indeed, himself confesses that he had no use for certain

people except so far as they could be of service to him. "
I value

them," he says in one of his letters,
"
only by what they can do
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for me. ... I look upon them only as instruments upon which

I play when I feel so disposed." His self-esteem was a byword in

the town: old Haydn's humorous way of asking after him was,
"
Well, how goes it with our Great Mogul?

"

Beethoven was in great demand by the publishers, he was recog-

nised as, in some respects, the greatest pianist of the day, and

he felt a titanic force of creation within himself
,
so it is hardly to

be wondered at if, judged by ordinary social standards, he lost

his head occasionally. The most tolerant of all with him were his

aristocratic patrons; probably it was easier for them to smile at

his rudenesses, his gaucheries, and his fits of temper because, after

all, the social gulf between him and them was too great ever to

be completely bridged. It was people in the middle walk of life,

and still more his colleagues and rivals, who found his arrogance

and brusquerie most trying. He was, in fact, torn asunder by two

opposing elements of his nature. On the one hand he took as his

ideal a life of love and service to mankind
;
on the other he found

himself forced by the very strength of his body and spirit, neither

of which could tolerate even a hint of subjection, into exaggerated

expressions of independence.

He anticipated Nietzsche's doctrine of the Will-to-Power:
" The devil take you," he writes to one of his friends (Zmeskall),
"

I want none of your moral [precepts] ,
for Power is the morality

of men who loom above the others, and it is also mine." It must

have been in some such mood as this that he made his famous

answer to the lady who asked him if he went to hear Mozart's

operas:
"

I do not know them," he said,
" and I do not care to

hear the music of others lest I forfeit some of my originality."

The painters and the sculptors have gone on idealising more

and more, during the last hundred years, the portraits and busts

of Beethoven; they show him not as he really was, but as they

imagine the composer of the Ninth Symphony and the Mass in D
and the last quartets must have been. His contemporaries did

not see him like that, and especially the contemporaries of the

first half of his life, before any of his supreme masterpieces had

been written.
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He was plain and pock-marked, while his manners never lost

the roughness of his first upbringing. But plain as he was, he had,

for a time, aspirations to be a buck; he had hardly settled in

Vienna before he bought himself fashionable clothes and took

lessons in dancing, though the attempt to become a dancer was

soon given up. He was as susceptible to flattery as he was re-

sentful of an injury, or a supposed injury; and unfortunately he

more than once got into the hands of the wrong people who knew

how to work upon his vanity. But with all his obvious failings he

won the utmost devotion from the many friends who could not

help seeing the fundamental bigness not only of the musician but

of the man.

None of them had any doubt that out of this somewhat cubbish

young fellow was to come the greatest composer of the new day;
and Prince Lichnowsky's settlement upon him of an annuity of

600 florins until such time as he should obtain a worthy and

profitable official post was typical of the length to which his ad-

mirers were prepared to go in order to give his genius every

opportunity.

If ever there was sexless music in this world it is that of Beet-

hoven; nowhere does it play upon the merely sensuous side of

mankind, while at its best it soars into heights that are above and

beyond sex, heights upon which only the spirit at its purest can

breathe. But Beethoven himself, especially in his early manhood,
was of a notably amorous nature.

His life-long friend Wegeler said of him: " The truth as I

learned to know it, and also my brother-in-law Stephan von

Breuning, Ferdinand Ries, and Bernhard Romberg, is that there

was never a time when Beethoven was not in love, and that in

the highest degree. ... In Vienna, at all events so long as I

lived there, Beethoven was always in love, and occasionally made
a conquest which would have been very difficult if not impossible

for many an Adonis."

During the period we are now considering he made a proposal

of marriage to the beautiful Magdalena Willmann, a native of

Bonn who had made a reputation as a singer and was at the time

engaged at the Vienna Opera. Thayer, the biographer of Beetho-
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ven, met, in 1860, a daughter of Magdalena's brother Max, who
told him she had often heard her father speak of the affair. When

Thayer asked her why her aunt had refused the composer, she

burst out laughing and said,
" Because he was so ugly, and

half crazy!
"

During these years he was writing a great deal of music of all

genres, and a considerable portion of it was published. It is not

always possible to determine precisely when a particular work

of his was written, owing to his habit of dropping a work for a

time and taking it up again, and also owing to the fact that the

date of publication does not necessarily indicate the date of com-

position ;
but we know certainly that among the works of 17989

are the three trios for strings (op. 9), the five piano sonatas of

op. 10 and op. 14, the Sonata Pathetique (op. 13), the three violin

sonatas (op. 12), the first two piano concertos, the First Symphony
(which was performed on the 2nd June, 1800), and a number

of variations.

To the next year belong the ballet The Men of Prometheus, the

six quartets of op. 18, the septet (op. 30), the B flat piano sonata

(op. 22), the third (C minor) piano concerto, and the oratorio

The Mount of Olives; and to 1801 the violin sonatas op. 23 and

op. 24, the piano sonatas in A flat, E flat, C sharp minor, and

D major (op. 26, op. 27, Nos. i and 2, and op. 28), the C major

quintet (op. 29), and other works. The C sharp minor sonata is

the one that afterwards became known as the "
Moonlight," and

quite a number of people believe to this day that it was meant

as a sort of declaration of romantic love for Beethoven's pupil the

Countess Giulietta Guicciardi. The truth is that the title of the
"
Moonlight

" was not affixed to it till long after, and then not by

Beethoven; that the work was prompted by the reading of a

poem by Seume, in which a girl kneels at the altar and prays for

her sick father; and that although the sonata is certainly dedicated

to Giulietta it was not written for her. To Giulietta he had given

a rondo, but as he afterwards wanted this for another person he

begged it back from the former and gave her this sonata in

exchange.

The whole course of Beethoven's outer life and his spiritual
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development were changed by the deafness that, by the period to

which we have now arrived, had already become of the greatest

seriousness. Its inexorable progress made the career of a travelling

virtuoso henceforth impossible; he was thrown back more and

more upon composition as an outlet for his activity, and driven

further and further inwards upon himself.

Neither the precise date nor the precise cause of the malady
can now be determined. As to the latter, two legends may be dis-

posed of at the commencement. One is that in 1796 Beethoven,

coming indoors on a hot summer day, stripped to the skin and

stood by an open window to cool himself, thus bringing on a dan-

gerous illness that ended in deafness. The other came from Charles

Neate the English pianist, to whom Beethoven told, in 1815, a

strange story of how a tenor had given him a great deal of trouble

over an opera aria, which had had to be re-written three times to

suit him. Just when Beethoven was congratulating himself on hav-

ing got rid of him, the tenor returned. Beethoven sprang up in a

rage and threw himself at full length on the floor: when he arose

he found he was deaf. There can be no question of Neate's bona

fides; so we are simply left wondering at Beethoven's motives in

telling him so fantastic a story.

The trouble seems to have begun about 1799. The first symp-
toms he seems to have disregarded; but in a year or so he had

become thoroughly alarmed at his condition, and by 1801 he had

to give up the idea of touring as a pianist. For as long as he could

he concealed his misfortune from everyone, even his closest

friends, partly out of sensitiveness, partly because he was afraid

his Vienna enemies and rivals would use the knowledge to his

detriment.

We have the first full account of the matter from his own hand

in a letter of 29th June, 1801, to his friend Wegeler Worldly

matters, he says, are going well with him, Lichnowsky has settled

on him the annuity we have already mentioned
,

"
besides I have

six or seven publishers, and might have more if I chose; they no

longer bargain with me I ask, and they pay."
But his

"
evil demon," his

" bad health," is continually putting
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a spoke in his wheel. For three years his hearing has steadily been

getting worse, for which he blames his
" wretched bowels." (All

his life he suffered from a sort of dysentery.) He has tried vari-

ous doctors, some of them moderately sensible, others, in his

opinion, asses; under the latest of them the dysentery has im-

proved, but he still suffers from a continuous whistling and buz-

zing in the ears, day and night.
"
I can say I am living a wretched

life, for two years I have avoided almost all social gatherings

because it is impossible for me to say to people:
'

I am deaf.
7

If I

belonged to any other profession it would be easier, but in my
profession it is an awful state, the more since my enemies, who

are not few, what would they say?
"

At the theatre he has to sit near the stage to hear the actors;

at a little distance the high tones of instruments and singers

escape him, and at a further distance he does not hear at all. He
can hear the sounds of a conversation in low tones, but not the

words; and when people shout it is intolerable. His friends, who
do not know his real condition, put it down to absent-mindedness.
"
I have often cursed my existence: Plutarch taught me resigna-

tion. If possible I will bid defiance to my fate, although there will

be moments in my life when I shall be the unhappiest of God's

creatures." Wegeler is not to mention the secret to anyone, not

even to his wife (Eleanore von Breuning).

In 1802, walking in the country with his pupil Ries, the latter

drew his attention to a shepherd who was piping on a home-

made flute: Beethoven could hear nothing, and became silent

and morose.

He spent the summer of this year at Heiligenstadt, a village

close to Vienna, where he could be at once in the country and

within easy reach of Vienna and his physician. For a time his

courage seems to have failed him, and he penned an extraordinary

document that is known as the Heiligenstadt Testament. It was

addressed to his brothers, but was never sent to them, though it

is evident from the condition of the manuscript that he had made

a fair copy with the greatest care: it was found in a bundle of

papers bought, after his death, by the publisher Artaria. A curious
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and inexplicable feature of the document is that nowhere does he

mention his brother Johann by name. The Testament must be

given in full:

" For my brothers Carl and Beethoven.
" O ye men who think or say that I am malevolent, stubborn

or misanthropic, how greatly do ye wrong me, you do not know
the secret causes of my seeming, from childhood my heart and

mind were disposed to the gentle feeling of good will, I was even

eager to accomplish great deeds, but reflect now that for 6 years

I have been in a hopeless case, aggravated by senseless physicians,

cheated year after year in the hope of improvement, finally com-

pelled to face the prospect of a lasting malady (whose cure will

take years or, perhaps, be impossible), born with an ardent and

lively temperament, even susceptible to the diversions of society,

I was compelled early to isolate myself, to live in loneliness, when

I at times tried to forget all this, O how harshly was I repulsed

by the doubly sad experience of my bad hearing, and yet it was

impossible for me to say to men speak louder, shout, for I am deaf.
" Ah how could I possibly admit an infirmity in the one sense

which should have been more perfect in me than in others, a sense

which I once possessed in highest perfection, a perfection such

as few surely in my profession enjoy or ever have enjoyed O
I cannot do it, therefore forgive me when you see me draw back

when I would gladly mingle with you, my misfortune is doubly

painful because it must lead to my being misunderstood, for me
there can be no recreation in society of my fellows, refined inter-

course, mutual exchange of thought, only just as little as the

greatest needs command may I mix with society, I must live like

an exile, if I approach near to people a hot terror seizes upon me,

a fear that I may be subjected to the danger of letting my con-

dition be observed thus it has been during the last half year

which I spent in the country, commanded by my intelligent

physician to spare my hearing as much as possible, in this almost

meeting my present natural disposition, although I sometimes

ran counter to it yielding to my inclination for society, but what a
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humiliation when one stood beside me and heard a flute in the

distance and / heard nothing or someone heard the shepherd sing-

ing and again I heard nothing, such incidents brought me to the

verge of despair, but little more and I would have put an end to

my life only art it was that withheld me, ah, it seemed impossi-

ble to leave the world until I had produced all that I felt called

upon to produce, and so I endured this wretched existence truly

wretched, an excitable body which a sudden change can throw

from the best into the worst state Patience it is said I must

now choose for my guide, I have done so, I hope my determina-

tion will remain firm to endure until it pleases the inexorable

parcae to break the thread, perhaps I shall get better, perhaps

not, I am prepared.
" Forced already in my 28th year to become a philosopher,

O it is not easy, less easy for the artist than for anyone else

Divine One thou lookest into my inmost soul, thou knowest it,

thou knowest that love of man and desire to do good live therein.

O men, when some day you read these words, reflect that ye did

me wrong and let the unfortunate one comfort himself and find

one of his kind who despite all obstacles of nature yet did all that

was in his power to be accepted among worthy artists and men.
" You my brothers Carl and as soon as I am dead if

Dr. Schmid is still alive ask him in my name to describe my
malady and attach this document to the history of my illness so

that so far as is possible at least the world may become reconciled

with me after my death. At the same time I declare you two to

be the heirs of my small fortune (if so it can be called), divide it

fairly, bear with and help each other, what injury you have done

me you know was long ago forgiven.
" To you, brother Carl, I give special thanks for the attachment

you have displayed towards me of late. It is my wish that

your lives may be better and freer from care than I have had,

recommend virtue to your children, it alone can give happiness,

not money, I speak from experience, it was virtue that upheld me
in misery, to it next to my art I owe the fact that I did not end

my life by suicide Farewell and love each other I thank
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all my friends, particularly Prince Lichnowsky and Professor

Schmid I desire that the instruments from Prince L. be pre-

served by one of you but let no quarrel result from this, so soon

as they can serve you a better purpose sell them, how glad will

I be if I can still be helpful to you in my grave with joy I

hasten towards death if it comes before I shall have had an

opportunity to show all my artistic capacities it will still come too

early for me despite my hard fate and I shall probably wish that

it had come later but even then I am satisfied, will it not free

me from a state of endless suffering? Come when thou wilt I shall

meet thee bravely Farewell and do not wholly forget me when

I am dead, I deserve this of you in having often in life thought of

you how to make you happy, be so
" LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN.

(Seal.)
" HEIGLNSTADT (sic),

October 6th,

1802.
" For my brothers Carl and to be read and executed

after my death.

"
Heiglnstadt, October loth, 1802, thus do I take my farewell

of thee and indeed sadly yes that beloved hope which I

brought with me when I came here to be cured at least in a de-

gree I must wholly abandon, as the leaves of autumn fall and

are withered so hope has been blighted, almost as I came I go

away even the high courage which often inspired me in the

beautiful days of summer has disappeared O Providence

grant me at last but one day of pure joy it is so long since real

joy echoed in my heart O when O when, O Divine One

shall I feel it again in the temple of nature and of men Never ?

no O that would be too hard."

But the fit of despair seems to have been of short duration;

Plutarch perhaps helped him to win the mastery over himself and

to refrain, at the last moment, from sending the document to his



THE LIFE OF BEETHOVEN 139

brothers. That his strong spirit could not have dallied long with

these moods of self-pity is shown by the list of remarkable works

he wrote or completed in 1802: it includes the second symphony,
the three violin sonatas of op. 30, the first of the piano sonatas

numbered op. 31, the sets of Variations, op. 34 and 35, and the

Bagatelles, op. 33. He also saw a number of works through the

press.

It was known that Beethoven possessed certain bank shares

in his last years. After his death the certificates for these were

looked for everywhere in vain, until one of his associates and

confidants, Holz, told the searchers of a secret drawer in Beet-

hoven's desk. There they found not only the certificates but some

letters. One of these has caused more speculation than anything
else in connection with him. The document consists of a letter

with two postscripts, written in lead pencil on two pieces of note-

paper. They are here quoted in full.

"
July 6, in the morning.

" My angel, my all, my very self only a few words to-day

and at that with pencil (with yours) not till to-morrow will

my lodgings be definitely determined upon what a useless

waste of time. Why this deep sorrow where necessity speaks

can our love endure except through sacrifices except through
not demanding everything can you change it that you are not

wholly mine, I not wholly thine. Oh, God! look out into the beau-

ties of nature and comfort yourself with that which must be

love demands everything and that very justly thus it is with me
so jar as you are concerned, and you with me. If we were wholly

united you would feel the pain of it as little as I.

" My journey was a fearful one; I did not reach here until

4 o'clock yesterday morning; lacking horses the post-coach chose

another route but what an awful one. At the stage before the

last I was warned not to travel at night made fearful of a forest,

but that only made me the more eager and I was wrong; the

coach must needs break down on the wretched road, a bottomless

mud road without such postilions as I had with me I should
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have stuck in the road. Esterhazy, travelling the usual road hither-

ward, had the same fate with eight horses that I had with four

yet I got some pleasure out of it, as I always do when I success-

fully overcome difficulties.

" Now a quick change to things internal from things external!

We shall soon surely see each other; moreover, I cannot communi-

cate to you the observations I have made during the last few days

touching my own life if our hearts were always close together

I would make none of the kind. My heart is full of many things

to say to you Ah! there are moments when I feel that speech

is nothing after all cheer up remain my true, my only treas-

ure, my all as I am yours; the gods must send us the rest that

which shall be the best for us.

.

" Your faithful LUDWIG.

"
Evening, Monday, July 6.

"You are suffering, my dearest creature only now have I

learned that letters must be posted very early in the morning.

Mondays, Thursdays, the only days on which the mail-coach

goes from here to K. You are suffering Ah, wherever I am there

you are also. I shall arrange affairs between us so that I shall

live and live with you, what a life! ! ! ! thus! ! ! ! thus without you

pursued by the goodness of mankind hither and thither

which I as little try to deserve as I deserve it.

"Humility of man towards man it pains me and when

I consider myself in connection with the universe, what am I and

what is he whom we call the greatest and yet herein lies

the divine in man. I weep when I reflect that you will probably
not receive the first intelligence from me until Saturday much

as you love me, I love you more but do not ever conceal your

thoughts from me good-night as I am taking the baths I

must go to bed. Oh, God! so near, so far! Is our love not truly a

celestial edifice firm as Heaven's vault.

"
Good-morning, on July 7.

"
Though still in bed my thoughts go out to you, my Immortal
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Beloved, now and then joyfully, then sadly, waiting to learn

whether or not fate will hear us. I can live only wholly with you
or not at all yes, I am resolved to wander so long away from

you until I can fly to your arms and say that I am really at home,
send my soul enwrapped in you into the land of spirits. Yes,

unhappily it must be so you will be the more resolved since

you know my fidelity to you, no one can ever again possess my
heart none never Oh God, why is it necessary to part

from one whom one so loves and yet my life in W [Vienna] is

now a wretched life your love makes me at once the happiest

and the unhappiest of men at my age I need a steady, quiet

life can that be under our conditions?
" My angel, I have just been told that the mail-coach goes every

day and I must close at once so that you may receive the L.

at once. Be calm, only by a calm consideration of our existence

can we achieve our purpose to live together be calm, love me

to-day yesterday what tearful longings for you you

you my life my all farewell Oh continue to love me
never misjudge the most faithful heart of your beloved L.

ever thine

ever mine

ever for each other."

As will be seen, the letter bears no definite date and no indi-

cation of place; and the unravelling of the mystery has exercised

the wits of numberless investigators. The " Immortal Beloved
"

is held by some to have been the Countess Giulietta Guicciardi,

with whom Beethoven was undoubtedly in love when she was his

pupil (in 1801), at which time she would be about the age of

seventeen. In November 1801 he writes to Wegeler of his lonely

and sad life for the last two years, by reason of his bad hearing,

but says that now a change has been wrought
"
by a dear,

fascinating girl who loves me and whom I love." For the first

time he feels that marriage might bring him happiness, but "
alas,

she is not of my station and now it would be impossible for

me to marry."
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This girl was almost undoubtedly Giulietta. It is unlikely that

her family would have countenanced the marriage in any case,

and in 1803 she married a Count Gallenberg. Beethoven referred

to the affair nearly twenty years later, in a conversation with his

friend Schindler, who had called on Gallenberg in connection

with the score of Fidelia:
"
I was much loved by her, more than

ever her husband was. . . . She was born Guicciardi. She mar-

ried him before he went to Italy. When she came to Vienna she

sought me out in tears, but I scorned her."

It was natural to assume that this must have been the lady to

whom the
" Immortal Beloved

"
letter -was written, but the evi-

dence is now generally recognised to be against the theory. Other

names that have been suggested are those of Therese Malfatti,

who in 1806 or 1807 (the probable date of the letter) would be a

girl of only thirteen or fourteen, Amalie Sebald, and the Countess

Therese von Brunswick, a young cousin of Giulietta. The sole

clue to the year is that afforded by the
"
Monday, July 6." The

only years in which July 6th was a Monday were 1795, 1801,

1807, and 1812; and for various reasons none of these years can

come into the question except 1807. Thayer, however, believes

that Beethoven, as was not unusual with him, made a mistake of

a day in the heading of the postscript, and decides that the year

was 1806, in the summer of which year the composer was in

Hungary, and that the
" Immortal Beloved

" was Therese von

Brunswick, the daughter of a Hungarian nobleman. After the prob-

lem has been looked at from every possible angle, Thayer's solu-

tion of it remains the most credible.

In 1803 Beethoven left behind him his period of brilliant ap-

prenticeship and showed himself a master. Remarkable as the

second symphony was, it was far outdistanced by the third (the

Eroica) that was written in 1803, a year that saw also the pro-

duction of the Kreutzer violin sonata and other works.

The oratorio The Mount of Olives was given on the 5th April,

1803, at a concert the programme of which included also the first

and second symphonies and the C minor piano concerto; audiences

of that day thought nothing of monster programmes of this kind,
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though they generally tired towards the end of the concerts.

Beethoven's popularity was so great that he could charge double

prices for some seats, triple for others, and quadruple for the

boxes: his profits amounted to 1,800 florins. George Thomson, of

Edinburgh, the collector of Scots folk-melodies, entered into nego-

tiations with Beethoven for the composition of six sonatas on Scots

airs, but the composer's demand of 300 ducats was twice what

Thomson was prepared to pay. Some years later Beethoven made

arrangements for Thomson of various Scots and other songs.

In this same year Beethoven took to live with him his brother

Carl, who proved very useful as a negotiator and secretary in the

many dealings with publishers. Carl was rather a pompous ass,

but the absurd self-importance that breathes through some of his

letters to publishers may be partly accounted for by his sense of

his brother's high standing in the musical world. Carl, by the way,

married, on the 25th May, 1806, Theresia Reiss, the daughter of

a well-to-do upholsterer; on the following 4th September there

was born to the couple that son another Carl who was to be

so grievous a trouble to the composer in his last years.

The year 1805 saw the production in Vienna (on the 2oth

November) of Beethoven's solitary opera Fidelia, the success of

which was more than dubious; it was badly rehearsed, and

some of the singers were inefficient. The work ran to only three

performances.

It has been said that Beethoven's disgust at this reception of

his opera made him resolve never to touch the genre again, but

this is not true. He was continually searching, in the next few

years, for a suitable text
,
he coquetted for a time with a Macbetk,

and would have taken up Goethe's Faust had he been able to

find someone who could make a good libretto out of it. At various

times in later years he composed three overtures for Fidelia in

addition to the one that was played at the first performance. The

comparative failure of Fidelia was due mainly to the city's having
been emptied of a number of the more well-to-do families because

of the swift advance of the French upon it; it was entered by the

enemy on the i3th November.
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In the autumn of 1806 Beethoven suggested to the new man-

agement of the Court Theatre that he should be engaged, at a

fixed salary of 2,400 florin per annum plus certain gross receipts,

to supply at least one opera and an operetta each year. The offer

was not accepted; Beethoven's deafness must have been felt to be

too great a disability in an opera-house. To soften the blow of the

refusal, one of the directors, Prince Esterhazy, commissioned

from him the Mass in C, which was given at the Prince's house,

Eisenstadt, on the name-day of the Princess, i3th September
In the main, the record of the years 1806, 1807, and 1808, like

that of their immediate predecessors, is xme of incessant creation
,

among the works of this period are the fourth, fifth, and sixth

symphonies, the Rasoumovsky quartets, the Coriolan overture,

the fourth piano concerto, the 'cello sonata (op. 69), the two

trios of op. 70, and the Choral Fantasia. Count Rasoumovsky, the

Russian Ambassador at Vienna, was a man of great wealth and

decided musical gifts. Into the quartets that he commissioned of

Beethoven the composer introduced a couple of Russian folk-

tunes. The Count formed a first-rate quartet ensemble for prac-

tice in his palace: the great Schuppanzigh was the first violin, the

Count himself the second, Weiss the viola, and Linke the 'cello.

By this time Beethoven had become less sensitive about his

deafness, which could no longer be concealed from the world, but

his bad temper and his arrogance showed no signs of improvement.
In 1808 he quarrelled with his brother Johann, the apothecary,

because the latter dared to ask him for money he had lent him.

Johann wanted to buy a house and shop in Linz, the purchase-

money for which he had difficulty in scraping together. Beethoven

took offence and swore he would never write to his brother again.

As usual, it was utterly impossible for him to believe that when

a difference of opinion arose anyone could be in the right but

himself. Johann, by the way, did very well out of his shop the

next year, when he secured a contract for the supply of medicines

to the French army that was in the neighbourhood.

One of the tasks of recent biographers of Beethoven has been

to clear a number of people of the aspersions cast upon them by
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the composer. The earlier tendency was to assume sympathetically

that he was always right and the others always wrong; but a

sober study of the documents proves that in most cases it was

Beethoven who was in the wrong. His combination of almost com-

plete ignorance of the world, bad health, quick temper, touchiness,

and suspicion made it inevitable that he should again and again

take offence where none was intended, and give wounds that it

sometimes took years to heal.

His pupil Czerny, in later years, energetically combated the

legend that had got about that Vienna had behaved badly to

Beethoven. The truth is, say Czerny, that even as a youth he had

received extraordinary consideration and respect from the highest

aristocracy there. "Later, too, when he estranged many by his

hypochondria, nothing was charged against his often very strik-

ing peculiarities; hence his predilection for Vienna, and it is

doubtful if he would have been left so undisturbed in any other

country. It is true that as an artist he had to fight cabals, but

the public was innocent in this. He was always marvelled at and

respected as an extraordinary being, and his greatness was sus-

pected even by those who did not understand him."

He was indeed difficult to get on with, and his deafness and

self-absorption made him particularly difficult in practical matters,

especially conducting. In 1808 he had somehow or other so angered

the orchestra that the men, while willing enough to play his

works, would do so only on condition that he should not be

present at rehearsals. He could not hear everything distinctly, and

when he was conducting he was so lost in his dreams that he could

not be trusted to count correctly, or to give proper leads.

It was shortly after the affair just mentioned that the orchestra

broke down under him during a concert performance of the Choral

Fantasia: Beethoven stopped them and compelled them to begin

again. The men naturally felt humiliated and resentful; but

Beethoven had the grace afterwards to admit that his own absence

of mind was the cause of the disaster, and to apologise to the

orchestra. Yet in spite of his glaring faults of character and tem-

per there was a something about him that endeared him to his



146 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

friends. Ries tells us that he was a thoroughly good and kind man,
the victim of his own whims and impulsiveness; his anger with

anyone would vanish as soon as he found they were in trouble,

and he was always ready to assist any charitable undertaking, of

which there were necessarily many during the war. When he was

in a good humour people found him irresistible.

It has been remarked that while he poured out work after work

in the decade from 1800 to 1810, from 1810 to 1819 his output

was, for him, curiously small. It is true that during this period

he was much engaged in proof-reading and in business correspond-

ence concerning his music, but not notably more so than in the

earlier years. There may possibly have been a little physical and

intellectual fatigue after the great exertions of the previous decade;

but his comparative inactivity between 1810 and 1819 was no

doubt due largely to his mind being preoccupied with other things

than music, and especially love and finance.

In 1 810 we find him becoming very particular about his clothes

and his appearance once more: he seems to have proposed mar-

riage it is thought to Therese Malfatti, now of the age of about

seventeen and to have been considerably depressed by a re-

fusal. A little while later he is seen taking great pleasure in the

company of Marie Bigot, Amalie von Sebald, and other ladies;

and some investigators hold that the
" Immortal Beloved "

letter

really belongs to 1812, the object of his passion then being that

Therese von Brunswick of whom mention has already been made.

It was in 1810 that he met one of the most extraordinary young
women of the day, who, like most of the other women in Beet-

hoven's life-story, has been the cause of much research, still more

speculation, and yet more diversity of opinion. This was Eliza-

beth (Bettina) Brentano, the young sister of his friend Clemens

Brentano; she is generally referred to, however, by her married

name of von Arnim.

She was a young person of considerable intelligence and great

literary skill, who exercised a curious fascination upon Goethe, with

whom she was corresponding at this time. She made Beethoven's

acquaintance in the spring of 1810. By her own account he took
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to her so promptly as to have long talks with her in which he

expressed himself with a fluency and at a length that must have

been uncommon with him. She has been roundly accused of

inventing these conversations; but the probability is that in her

letters to Goethe she merely gave the dressing of her own vivacious

style to Beethoven's remarks. He certainly could never have

talked as she makes him talk; but he as certainly can be con-

ceived as giving utterance to the ideas that form the basis of her

dashing literary performances.

In 1839, twelve years after his death, there were printed in a

German journal
"
Three Letters from Beethoven to Bettina."

Over these a stormy controversy has raged. Their genuineness has

been denied, asserted, re-denied, and re-asserted ad infimtum;
but the general opinion is now that the second at least of which

the autograph is in existence is genuine, while the other two

may have been flights of fancy on Bettina's part, based, perhaps,

on actual conversations with the composer. Whatever be the truth

of the matter, there can be no question of the great interest that

Beethoven, like many other eminent men of the day, felt in this

remarkable young woman.

It was while Beethoven was taking a " cure "
at Teplitz in 1812

that he and Goethe were able to gratify their long-standing wish

to meet each other. The poet wrote to his wife, after their first

meeting:
" A more self-contained, energetic, sincere artist, I never

saw: I can understand right well how singular must be his attitude

to the world." In a later communication to his friend Zelter he

says* "His talent amazed me; unfortunately he is an utterly

untamed personality, and altogether in the wrong in holding the

world to be detestable, but who does not make it any the more

enjoyable for himself or others by his attitude."

During the visit to Teplitz there occurred the famous scene

that has so often been described. Teplitz was full of notabilities

that season. One day after Beethoven had been boasting to Goethe

of his high-handed dealings with monarchs and princes they met

the whole Court, including the Empress of Austria and the various

Archdukes. Beethoven said to the poet,
"
Keep hold of my arm;
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let them make room for us, not we for them." Goethe refused;

he stood on one side, and complied with the etiquette of the day

by standing with his hat off till the Empress had passed. Beet-

hoven walked through the party with his arms folded and his

hat "
only slightly tilted." The Archdukes, who had more native

good breeding than he had, and considerably more savoir faire,

merely smiled pleasantly and made way for the licensed eccentric.

The incident has been rather strangely supposed to illustrate

Beethoven's contempt for rank. On the contrary, his frequent

rudeness to rank was a sign of how much, in reality, it counted

with him. At an early stage of his career he had been greatly

angered by being put at another dining-table than that of the

highest ranks of the company; but his anger was soon appeased

when room was made for him at this very table. It never seemed

to occur to him that his deliberate rudeness to certain highly

placed people, such as the Archduke Rudolph, who became his

pupil, was made possible and safe for him only by a breeding and

good humour and kindly tolerance on their part that were lack-

ing on his.

Towards the end of 1808 he was offered the post of Kapell-

meister by Napoleon's younger brother Jerome, who had been

made King of Westphalia. The salary was 600 gold ducats; the

duties were light, and Beethoven was disposed to accept the offer.

When this became known in Vienna it was felt that it would be

discreditable to lose him merely because the city could not offer

him a permanent official post. Accordingly three of his chief pa-

trons, the Archduke Rudolph, Prince Lobkowitz, and Prince Fer-

dinand Kinsky, undertook to provide him with a yearly sum of

4,000 florins until he should receive an appointment of the same

value; should no such appointment be received, or should Beet-

hoven be incapacitated by old age or accident, the annuity was to

be for life.

The Archduke's share of the guarantee was 1,500 florins, Lob-

kowitz's 700, Kinsky's 1,800. In return Beethoven pledged himself

to make his domicile in Vienna or some other Austrian city, and

not to leave it except
"

for such times as may be called for by his
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business or the business or the interests of art, touching which,

however, the high contributors must be consulted, and to which

they must give their assent." The agreement was dated 26th

February, 1809.

Beethoven, during the negotiations, had shown himself anxious

to be appointed to a Kapellmeistership at the Austrian Court, and

it was understood that if at any time he should receive such an

appointment he should forgo as much of his claim on the 4,000

florins as his salary would amount to. It must have been evident

to everyone but himself that with his deafness and his faults of

temper and manner it was out of the question that he should be

given a position of authority in any opera-house; Jerome's desire

to have him at Cassel was merely the desire to have the acknowl-

edged greatest of living musicians to ornament his Court. He
would hardly have been of much practical use.

When it was understood that he was not going to accept the

Cassel appointment, it was offered to his pupil Ries at a smaller

salary. Ries sought Beethoven out to find out if he had really

refused the offer, and to ask his advice; but when, with great

difficulty and after a delay of some weeks during which even

his letters on the matter were not answered he at last found

Beethoven, the latter simply said, in a cutting tone,
" So do

you think that you can fill a position that was offered to me? "

He was cold and haughty.

The next morning, when Ries called for an explanation, he was

told by the servant that his master was not at home, though Ries

could hear him playing in the next room. Ries took the servant

by the throat and hurled him aside, and forced Beethoven to listen

to him. After he had explained the situation, Beethoven simply

said, "I did not understand that it was like that; I was told

you were trying to get the appointment behind my back." Ries

assured him that he had not yet even replied to the invitation, and

then Beethoven volunteered to put things right. It was now too

late, however; the appointment had been given to someone else.

In May 1809 the French armies were approaching Vienna (the

city surrendered on the i2th), and Beethoven's pupil and patron
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the Archduke Rudolph left Vienna with his mother the Empress;
Beethoven's grief at parting from him found expression in the

first movement (" Farewell ") of the sonata " Les Adieux, 1'Ab-

sence, et le Retour "
(op. 8ia) ;

the
"
return

"
of the Archduke

took place on the 3oth January, 1810.

One economic result of the war was a forced loan on all rentals,

that penalised Beethoven in common with other householders.

Another was that? in 1811 the Austrian Government had to issue

a
" Finance Patent

"
reducing money values to one fifth.

It used to be thought that Beethoven's annuity was thus auto-

matically reduced from 4,000 florins tg 800; but seemingly under

the scale that was established it was reduced only to 1,612^
florins. His patrons, being honourable men, would willingly have

made up the difference. Rudolph did so; but Kinsky first of all

fell into arrears with his payments, and then, in November 1812,

was thrown from his horse and killed. Beethoven's claim against

his estate for the full original annuity could not, of course, be

admitted by the executors till a court of law had sanctioned it
;

so that, with one thing and another, he received nothing at all

under the Kinsky part of the agreement from 3rd November,

1812, to 3ist March, 1815. Lobkowitz had almost ruined himself

in theatrical management, and from him nothing was received

from September 1811 until April 1815. Beethoven flew into his

usual temper, and, forgetting past benefits, spoke of his unfortu-

nate patron as
"
that rascal Lobkowitz."

An act of Beethoven's in the autumn of 1812 was destined to

have dire consequences for himself in the future. One of his curi-

ous little weaknesses was his passion for interfering in the private

lives of his brothers. Johann, the apothecary, was at this time a

man of thirty-five years, and no doubt thought himself fully com-

petent to look after himself in the ordinary affairs of life. Ludwig

thought differently.

Johann's new house in Linz being too large for him, he rented

part of it to a physician from Vienna, who brought with him his

wife's sister, Therese Obermayer, by all accounts a more than

ordinarily attractive woman. In Johann's case the attraction was
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so strong that from being his housekeeper, as she was at first, she

became his unmarried wife.

Most people would have said that this was nobody's affair but

his own. When Ludwig heard of it, however, he descended upon
Linz and on Johann, and with an air of authority demanded that

the liaison should end. Johann naturally resented this officious

interference on the part of his musical brother from Vienna. His

opposition only developed Ludwig's natural obstinacy. He first

saw the local Bishop about it, then the civil authorities, and actu-

ally obtained an order to the police to remove the girl to Vienna

by a certain date if she should not have left Linz of her own
accord by then. A quarrel ensued between the brothers, and the

result of it all was that Johann, to keep the girl with whom he

was in love, married her on the 8th November. There was nothing

for it but for the defeated Ludwig to return to his camp in mortifi-

cation. When the marriage turned out unhappily, as it did in

later years, Johann was able to hurl at his brother the reproach

that it was all his work.

Untaught by this lesson not to interfere with the private affairs

of his relations, Ludwig was to bring further trouble upon him-

self in the years to come by his attitude towards the wife of his

other brother, Carl. This latter, by the way, thought he was

dying of consumption in the spring of 1813, and made a written
"
declaration

"
asking the court to appoint Ludwig guardian of

his son. Carl recovered, however, perhaps as a result of an im-

provement that took place about that time in the state of his

finances; for he too, being a Government official, had suffered by
the war.

In 1813, and at intervals for some years afterwards, Beethoven

thought seriously of going to England, where he was highly

thought of, in quest of further fame and, what was still more

important, money. On the 2ist June, 1813, Wellington won the

battle of Vittoria, and a certain Maelzel thought he ought to turn

this resounding event to profit.

Maelzel, whose name is now remembered chiefly in connection

with his metronome, was a clever inventor. He had recently
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produced a "
Panharmonicon," a sort of military orchestra worked

by a bellows, the general principle of the thing being that of the

barrel-organ i.e. a revolving cylinder with pins. On this instru-

ment various works were played, to the great delight of the

simpler members of the public.

Maelzel wanted something from the greatest composer of the

day, and persuaded Beethoven to write for the Panharmonicon a

descriptive piece entitled Wellington's Victory, now more generally

known as The Battle of Vittoria; it was to have Rule, Brittania

and God Save the King in it. Maelzel soon saw the commercial

possibilities of the overture, and, with Jiis eye ultimately on Lon-

don, got Beethoven to arrange it for the orchestra, in which form

it was a huge success in Vienna. In the course of the next few

months The Battle of Vittoria was the cause of a quarrel with

Maelzel, whom Beethoven was imprudent enough to sue; the

matter ended, a few years later, in each of them agreeing to pay
half the expenses incurred by Beethoven's action. The project for

a visit to London with Maelzel naturally fell through.

In February 1815 Sir George Smart gave The Mount of Olives

in London, following it up with The Battle of Vittoria, which be-

came so popular that Smart netted 1,000 out of it. The final result

of some correspondence between Beethoven and his English friends

was that the Philharmonic Society ordered from him three concert

overtures, for which he was paid 75 guineas. Instead of sending

them, however, three new works, as they had expected, he sent

them three old ones, King Stephen, The Ruins of Athens, and the

Namensfeier (written for the name-day of the Emperor). These

were, for him, inferior works, and as they would have made a

poor impression on audiences that had learned to admire the Fifth

Symphony, it was impossible to perform them, and the Society

naturally felt somewhat aggrieved at Beethoven's conduct.

His dealings with England as a whole, indeed, though financially

profitable to him, hardly add to one's respect for him as a man.

In the spring of 1816 he had arranged with the London publisher

Birchall for the sale of the English rights of publication of the

trio in B flat, the G major violin sonata, and the piano arrange-
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ments of The Battle of Vittoria and the Seventh Symphony, for

the sum of 65. Before he would sign the agreement on these lines

that had been forwarded to him, Beethoven sprang on Birchall

a demand for an additional 5 2 IQS. extra for the trio, i 10$.

for copying, and i for postage. Birchall sent the 5, but the inci-

dent got Beethoven in bad odour in the London publishing world.

When Neate went round trying to sell on Beethoven's behalf the

three overtures, he was everywhere cold-shouldered, Birchall's

blunt answer to him was,
"

If you gave me them for nothing

I would not print them."

In the summer of 1817 the Philharmonic Society approached
him again through his old pupil Ries, who was then living in

London. The Society offered him 300 guineas (100 in advance

for travelling expenses) to go to London the next winter with two

new symphonies. Beethoven demanded an extra 100 guineas for

travelling expenses, and payment of 150 guineas at once. The

Society refused his terms and repeated its own, which he accepted;

but instead of getting on with the expected Ninth and Tenth Sym-

phonies, he settled down to the composition of the big B flat piano

sonata (op. 106).

He was always pleading poverty at this time, but was probably

not so poor as he made out. Matters with the Kinsky executors

were settled in March 1815 by the payment to him of 2,479

florins and the arrangement of an annuity on new terms; from

then to the end of his life he received 1,500 florins per annum
from the Archduke, 1,200 from the Kinsky estate, and 700 from

that of Lobkowitz. The latter's revenues were now out of his

control
,
in twenty years or so he had dissipated an enormous for-

tune in the patronage of art.
"
Although," he wrote generously in

1814 to the Archduke,
"

I have reason to be anything but satis-

fied with Beethoven's behaviour towards me, nevertheless ... I

am rejoiced that his truly great works are beginning to be appre-

ciated." He died in December 1816, in his forty-third year.

Another generous friend, Prince Carl Lichnowsky, had died in

April 1814.

Beethoven's anxiety about money during these and the later
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years was the result in large part of the new responsibilities that

had fallen upon him in connection with his nephew Carl. The

latter 's father had died on the i6th December, 1815: the cause

of death was consumption, but Beethoven, with his usual suspicion

of people he did not like and he probably never disliked any-

one so much as he did his brother's widow thought he had been

poisoned and insisted on a post-mortem !

The elder Carl, by his will made two days before his death,

appointed Ludwig guardian of his son; but he added a codicil

to the effect that as he had learned that Beethoven proposed to

take the boy entirely away from his ^mother and bring him up

himself,
" and inasmuch as the best of harmony does not exist

between my brother and my wife/' his wish was that the boy
should not be taken away from his mother but remain with her

as long as
"
his future career

"
permitted, the guardianship, there-

fore, to be a joint one;
"
wherefore," he ended up,

"
for the wel-

fare of my child, I recommend compliance to my wife and more

moderation to my brother. God permit them to be harmonious

for the sake of my child's welfare' This is the last wish of the

dying husband and brother."

One of the most unfortunate of Beethoven's little weaknesses

was his passion for adopting a high moral tone towards other

people. They were invariably in the wrong, while he, on his

own admission, was a model of uprightness, in his differences

with the London people, for instance, in which the faults,

as posterity is bound to recognise, were all on his side, they

were all rogues and liars, ^hile his own conduct seemed to him

impeccable.

The fact that the widow Beethoven was known to be not ex-

actly a model of chastity was enough to justify him, in his own

eyes, in ousting her from the half-share in the guardianship of

her child that the father had so earnestly desired. Within a few

days of his brother's death he applied to the courts for the full

guardianship alleging the widow's immorality and succeeded

in January in obtaining the necessary order. The boy was then

nine years old.
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Beethoven at first sent him to the school of one Giannatasio del

Rio, in Vienna, then to a parish priest in Modling, hard by, and

then took him into his own house. He placed every possible obsta-

cle in the way of the mother's seeing her son, and did all he could

to prejudice the child against her even encouraged him to speak
ill of her; his conduct in this respect led to the parish priest's dis-

missing the boy as an undesirable associate for the other children

at the school. In August the widow moved the court to give her

authority to care for the child and attend to his up-bringing;

after several hearings her appeal was rejected in October. In De-

cember, however, Carl ran away from his uncle to his mother, and

the whole affair came into court once more.

No one can doubt Beethoven's perfect honesty in the matter

from his own point of view. He had a high ideal of his duty towards

his dead brother and towards the young life that had been par-

tially entrusted to him. But neither can there be the slightest

doubt that he, a bachelor and by temperament a solitary, was

hopelessly unfitted, by nature and by circumstances, for the sole

care of a child. He was incapable of regulating his own domestic

affairs, his quarrels with his landlords and servants were notorious.

His way with the boy alternated between infinite tenderness and

a severity that sometimes approached brutality. It was said that

Carl's food was not all that a child of that age needed, and that

his person and his linen were neglected. The ageing musician,

almost quite deaf, morose, quarrelsome, and self-absorbed, was

hardly all that a spirited child wanted in the way of home

companionship.
At the trial he was asked whether he would rather live at his

uncle's or at his mother's His answer was that he would like to

live at his uncle's if he had but a companion, as his uncle was

hard of hearing and he could not talk to him. Was he often alone?

he was asked. His reply was, When his uncle was not at home

he was left wholly alone His uncle, he said, treated him well,

thrashing him only when he deserved it, but after his return from

his flight to his mother his uncle had " maltreated
" him and

threatened to throttle him. He had indulged in disrespectful
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remarks about his mother in the presence of his uncle because he

thought that was the way to please him.

The court hurt Beethoven's pride by sending the case down

to the magistracy. A certain deference seems to have been paid

to him in the belief that the Dutch " van " was the equivalent of

the German "
von," and therefore a title of nobility. This was

shown not to be so. A story has long been current that, when

asked for documentary proofs of his nobility, Beethoven pointed

in turn to his head and his heart, and said,
" My nobility is here

and here." It is always regrettable to have to destroy a romantic

legend, but it must be said that there is no warrant whatever for

this story in the court report of the case, the questions and an-

swers in which are given verbatim.

The wretched affair, with all its' dire consequences to Beet-

hoven's health and pocket and work, dragged on until the summer

of 1820. It came before the magistracy and the upper court again

and again. Beethoven's appeals and petitions, it must be con-

fessed, breathe a somewhat offensive self-righteousness. He harps

alternately upon the wickedness of everybody who is opposed to

him and on his own moral perfection. The Mddling priest, as we
have seen, had not approved of his way with Carl. This was suffi-

cient for Beethoven to write to the magistracy that this priest was
"
despised by his congregation

" and "
suspected of being guilty

of illicit intercourse."

At first the right to regulate the boy's education was left to

Beethoven, but in March 1819 he resigned his guardianship,
"
per-

suaded to take the step, it is fair to assume," says his impartial

biographer Thayer, who unearthed all the court records of the

affair,
"
by the magistrates, who, in the end, would have been

obliged to remove him." A certain Councillor Tuscher assumed

the responsibility at his request; when Tuscher resigned it a

couple of months later, ostensibly on the ground that he could

not spare the necessary time for it from his official duties, but

perhaps in reality because he saw that the magistracy was on the

widow's side, he came in for the suspicion and abuse that were

sure to be the lot of everyone who took a line that was unpleasing
to Beethoven.
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The latter now notified the magistracy that he would resume

his guardianship, but he was not allowed to do so. The court went

thoroughly into the history of the various educational experiments

that had been tried upon the boy, and found that he had suffered

by being
"
subject to the whims "

of his uncle, and "
tossed like a

ball from one institution to another." The mother was now to be

guardian, as she had all along had a legal right to be, but some

honest man was to be appointed co-guardian with her.

Once more Beethoven flung himself into the fray, making his

accustomed lurid charges against the moral character of the

widow, but objecting strenuously to
"
her false statements and

lies
"
about himself. His appeal was rejected, whereupon he took

the case to a higher court, which, of course, asked for a report from

the magistracy.

The latter gave its reasons for its decision Beethoven's deaf-

ness and notorious hatred of his sister-in-law made him an im-

possible guardian ;
the mother was by law entitled to the guardian-

ship; her marital infidelity in 1811 had nothing to do with the

present case; there was nothing in Beethoven's allegations of
"
injurious disturbances and interferences

" on her part, for it

was only natural that a mother should want to see her child once

a fortnight or once a month, and to be assured that his clothes

were good and clean; these and other things could only seem
"
injurious

"
in Beethoven's eyes, but the rest of the world would

expect a mother to enquire about her child more often than that.

The magistracy's report censured Beethoven for his habit of

making reckless and unproven charges; the one definite thing he

brought forward was the misconduct of 1811, all the rest being
"
unproven chatter

"
that was simply evidence of his passionate

hatred of the widow.

So it went on and on until the court decided in Beethoven's

favour, he and one Peters being appointed joint guardians. The

widow appealed to the Emperor, who confirmed the judgment of

the court in July 1820. That the widow was no better than she

ought to be was indicated by the fact that she gave birth to

another child while the case was being fought.

The magistracy seems to have taken the common-sense view
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that the mother had in any case a natural right to a say in the

management and the education of her child, that this natural

right had been made a legal right by the codicil to her husband's

will, and that however benevolent Beethoven's intentions might

be, he was in almost every way unfitted for the task he desired

to take upon himself.

Little else need be chronicled of these years. When the Congress

of Vienna met in 1814 to decide the affairs of Europe after the

first fall of Napoleon, Beethoven received from the monarchs and

notabilities assembled there such deference as had never previ-

ously been the lot of any musician:
"
he*was," we are told,

" the

object of general attention ",
"

all strove to do him homage/'
It was in this same year that Beethoven made the acquaintance

of Anton Schindler, a youth of eighteen years who was then study-

ing the violin with Beethoven's friend Schuppanzigh. Schindler,

as the years went on, fastened himself more and more on Beet-

hoven, and in the end became, in fact if not in name, a sort

of private secretary and factotum He was a good-hearted if not

particularly intelligent man; he made himself a little ridiculous,

after the composer's death, by having
"
Friend of Beethoven

"

printed on his visiting cards. He published a biography of the

master in which fancy so often takes the place of fact that it took

half a century of careful research on the part of other biographers

to get to the real truth of many things; some of his fictions are in

circulation in the ordinary Beethoven biographies even to this day.

Fidelia was revived in May 1814, with a new overture in E

major, which, however, was not ready until the second per-

formance.

The chief works written by Beethoven during the latter years
of the period we have just been considering were the E minor piano

sonata (op. 90), the cantata The Glorious Moment, and the over-

ture in C (op. 115) in 1814, the 'cello sonatas in C major and

D major (op. 102) and the choral and orchestral Calm Sea and

Prosperous Voyage in 1815, the piano sonata in A major (op.

101 ) and the song-cycle To the Distant Beloved in 1816, and

part of the great B flat piano sonata (op. 106) and of the Ninth
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Symphony in 1817, with further work on these two and on the

Mass in D in 1818 and 1819.

It will be seen from the above list that Beethoven's productive-

ness had slowed down considerably. There were various reasons

for this the disputes over his nephew, frequent ill-health, a new

feature of which was eye trouble, but above all a slackening of

the pace of composition, as his ideas grew more profound they

cost him far more labour in the shaping of them. This was

especially true of the Ninth Symphony and the Mass in D, each

of which occupied him, off and on, for some years.

In the summer of 1818 his friend and patron and pupil the

Archduke Rudolph had been appointed Archbishop of Olmutz, his

installation being fixed for the 2oth March, 1820. Of his own

prompting Beethoven began work upon a great Mass for the occa-

sion
;
but he took so long over it, almost sweating blood over some

parts of it, that the installation ceremony was over long before it

was finished; it was first performed (or rather portions of it) at

a concert in Vienna on the yth May, 1824.

For admirers of the master's genius the negotiations with pub-
lishers over this Mass constitute the saddest chapter of his whole

life. We have seen how his curious standard of honour in busi-

ness matters got him into trouble with the London publishers in

1816; Neate, who was then acting as his agent in London, re-

ceived a letter from a publisher that contained the sentence,
" For

God's sake, don't buy anything of Beethoven!
"
It has to be recog-

nised frankly that his dealings in the affair of the Mass are irrec-

oncilable with any ordinary standard of commercial probity, still

less with his constant bestowal of moral certificates on himself,

and still less again with the nature of the magnificent work on

which he was then engaged.

No fewer than four publishers had the promise of the Mass at

the same time, he took money in advance on the strength of some

of these promises, and in the end not one of these publishers re-

ceived the work. His letters are full of flat misstatements of fact.

It is only our love and reverence for the great artist that makes us.

when speaking of this affair, soften our language to an extent we
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should not dream of doing in the case of an ordinary business man
;

but there is no escaping and obscuring the evidence, and the ver-

dict of one of his German biographers
"
the conscientious re-

porter cannot ignore facts which lie notoriously before him, and

hard as it may be, cannot acquit Beethoven of the reproach that

his conduct was not in harmony with the principles of strict jus-

tice and uprightness
"

certainly does not err on the side of

immoderation.

Though not so short of money as he tried to make out for he

clung tenaciously to his seven bank shares for the future benefit

of his nephew his income had undoubtedly diminished of late.

He was, as we have seen, brooding a long time over his big works,

and he could no longer turn out smaller ones so rapidly as in his

younger days. He was becoming more and mqre eccentric, more

and more oblivious to the hard facts of the outer world.

In 1820 he was arrested as a vagrant, the police officer refusing to

credit the story that this crazy ragamuffin was the great Beethoven

He suffered a good deal from rheumatism and jaundice; the latter

was probably the first unmistakable hint of the malady of the

liver that was to carry him off six years later. The one thing that

never deserted him was his conviction that he had a sort of divine

mission to regulate the lives of his relations; and we find him

once more interfering in the domestic affairs of his brother Johann,

whose wife had proved to be as unchaste as Carl's.

Johann had prospered so exceedingly that he had bought a nice

property at Gneixendorf, where he spent his summers, coming to

live in Vienna in the winter. His naive vanity prompted him to

style himself
"
Johann van Beethoven, Land Proprietor," which

his brother countered ironically with "
Ludwig van Beethoven,

Brain Proprietor." In the summer of 1822 he sought a reconcilia-

tion with Johann, who could be helpful to him in business mat-

ters; but their relations were always being disturbed by his sus-

picions. His life at this time was a wretched one; in his world of

dreams no one could give him companionship, while in the outer

world he was in incessant conflict with landlords and servants

all of whom, of course, were
"
rascals

" and "
liars

" and
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"
swindlers

" and involved in endless correspondence with pub-
lishers.

I

In the spring of 1822 he met in Vienna Rossini, who was then

the idol of Europe. It was said at one time that Beethoven had

refused to see the young world-conqueror, but Rossini, years after,

said that this was not the case; they met, but conversation was

practically impossible by reason of Beethoven's deafness and

Rossini's ignorance of German. In the following April, Franz

Liszt, then a boy of eleven or so who was exciting wonder as a

piano prodigy, visited Vienna; whether, as the story used to run,

Beethoven attended his concert and afterwards kissed him cannot

now be definitely decided.

The Mass was finished in 1822. Instead of having it published,

Beethoven conceived the idea or let it be suggested to him of

offering it for subscription to the various Courts in manuscript

copies. He received in all ten orders for it; included in the list

were the King of France (Louis XVIII, who also sent him a gold

medal), the Czar of Russia, the Kings of Prussia, Saxony, and

Denmark, and Prince Galitzin.

The last-named was a young Russian enthusiast for music who
lived in St. Petersburg. He was a fanatical admirer of Beethoven,

and it is in large measure to him that we owe the last great quartets

of the master. In November 1822 he commissioned from him one,

two, or three string quartets, for which the composer was to fix his

own price; Beethoven named fifty ducats for each. In the early part

of 1824 he turned his attention once more to the question of the

publication of the Mass. He passed over all the publishers with

whom he had so compromised himself in the previous years, and

offered it simultaneously to Schott of Mainz and Probst of

Leipzig, it was ultimately issued by the former.

Towards the end of 1822 Fidelia was revived once more, and

was so successful that the theatre management commissioned from

him another opera. This was never written, the composer being

unable, in spite of all the trouble he took, to find a libretto that he

thought suitable. It was in November 1822 also that the Phil-

harmonic Society of London offered him 50 for a manuscript
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symphony, and though Beethoven protested he could get more

from other nations he accepted the commission. Anton Tayber, the

Imperial Chamber Composer, died at this time, and Beethoven

petitioned to be appointed his successor. The position, however,

was allowed to expire with its last occupant.

There is comparatively little to record either of his life or of his

works during his last three or four years. The Bagatelles (op. 126)

were written in 1823, and the three string quartets that were the

first-fruits of Prince Galitzin's commission (in E flat, op. 127, in

B flat, op. 130, in A minor, op. 132) belong to the years 1824-5;

to these have to be added the C sharp minor (op. 131) which

Beethoven thought his greatest quartet the F major (op. 135),

and the Grand Fugue, which was originally intended for the finale

of op. 130. The Ninth Symphony was finished in February, 1824;

it had occupied the composer's mind for ten years, while the idea

of a setting of Schiller's Ode to Joy (which forms the choral end-

ing) dates from 1793. His sketch-books and his letters show that

he had projected a tenth symphony.
As there was some talk of Berlin's getting the first performance

of the Ninth, thirty of his most influential admirers addressed to

him a public petition to let Vienna have that honour. After a

momentary outburst of rage at the publication of the letter he

consented; and the work was given on the 7th May, 1824, at the

same concert that saw the first performance of some portions of

the Mass in D. The performance was rather a poor one, but the

enthusiasm was immense.

Either at the end of the whole work or after the Scherzo there

occurred the incident that has been so often described the deaf

composer being turned round by the contralto soloist, Fraulein

Unger, to see the applauding crowd. After the fifth outburst of

applause the Police Commissioner shouted
"
Silence'

"
three

rounds of acclamation being all that the Emperor himself and his

family were supposed to have. Owing to the heavy expenses and

other circumstances the profit from the concert was only 420

florins, while a second concert a few days later resulted in a deficit
;

Beethoven promptly charged the management and his friend



THE LIFE OF BEETHOVEN 163

Schindler with having cheated him! The symphony was given in

London for the first time by the Philharmonic Society on the

2pth March.

The score he dedicated to the King of Prussia, from whom, in

spite of his professed contempt for rank, he was anxious to receive

a decoration. He wanted to wear, at the Vienna performance of

the Ninth Symphony, the gold medal given him by the King of

France, but was persuaded not to do so, as the weight of it would

have pulled his collar down. The King of Prussia sent, instead of

the expected decoration, a diamond ring or so it was stated in

his letter. What arrived, however, was a single-stone ring of a
"
reddish

"
colour that was worth only 300 florins, paper money.

There is reason to believe that at some point or other this had

been substituted for the ring actually sent.

The nephew Carl had been placed first at a school, then at the

Vienna University (1823-5). His uncle wanted him to be a

teacher of languages, but the young man's inclinations were

towards either the army or commerce a choice that distressed

the composer greatly. In 1825 Carl was placed at the Polytechnic

Institute for further study, and lodged with a government official

named Schlemmer. He was fond of pleasure, especially dancing

and billiards, and there seems no reason to doubt that he had

got into undesirable company and run up debts. His uncle had

no idea how to manage him; the young man, just beginning to

taste the delights of life, was especially irked by his small allow-

ance for pocket-money and by such restrictions as not being al-

lowed out at night without a written permission from Schlemmer.

On the 3oth July, 1826, as near as we can establish the date,

he tried to put an end to his miseries by blowing out his brains;

but though he fired with a pistol in each hand he inflicted only a

comparatively harmless skull wound. The event almost broke up
Beethoven completely; he loved the boy passionately in his own

way, and could not see as clearly as his friends could how unfitted

he was to play the role of guardian. Every possible attempt was

made to minimise the scandal and to mollify the police, and as

soon as Carl was convalescent he and his uncle went to stay with
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the latter 's brother Johann on his estate at Gneixendorf (28th

September).

It was curious that Beethoven should have been willing to stay

in the same house with the woman of whose moral character he

had so low an opinion, but bad as she was in some respects she

seems to have been normally sensible and broad-minded in others.

During his stay with Johann, Beethoven tried to induce him to

disinherit his wife and leave all his money to Carl.

A great deal of fiction has been written about these last months

of Beethoven's life, Schindler being answerable for much of it.

He was anxious, after the composer's death, to magnify his own

importance in the great man's life, and he was liberal in accusa-

tions against other people who were rather more in the picture

at that time than he liked. Johann has been accused, without any

evidence, of being niggardly with firewood, etc., during Ludwig's

stay with him, and of having sent him back to Vienna in an

open carriage and thereby caused him to catch the chill that was

to prove fatal.

The immediate cause of the journey was a letter that Johann
handed to his brother (conversation, of course, being almost im^

possible, by reason of the composer's deafness), at the end of

November 1826; in this he pointed out, quite sensibly, that the

sybaritic Carl was settling down lazily to a life of ease in the

country, and that the co-guardian Breuning had urged the neces-

sity of getting him back to town and making him settle down to

the serious business of a re-start in life; in the lad's own interests,

therefore, Johann urged that Ludwig ought to take him to Vienna

at once. There seems to have been a final quarrel over the question

of the will, and then Carl and his uncle set out on Friday, ist

December. Johann could not lend them his closed carriage, as his

wife had recently taken it with her to Vienna. The pair arrived

in town the next day.

Part of the journey had undoubtedly been done in an open con-

veyance in bad weather, and Beethoven slept on the Friday night

in an unwarmed bed in a wretched village inn. A fever seized him

in the night, and by the time he arrived home he was plainly very
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ill, though he does not seem to have taken his condition seriously

for another two or three days, when he sent for Holz, a young
man to whom he had become greatly attached a couple of years

before, and who had, in large part, taken Schindler's place as

factotum a circumstance which did not commend him to the

latter gentleman.

The story used to be that Carl, who had been told to bring a

physician, forgot to do so for several days, but thought of it at

last and turned the commission over to a marker in a billiard-

room he frequented, and that the marker, being himself taken to

a hospital some time later, happened to remember the matter and

spoke of it to the physician, Dr. Wawruch.

This is merely one of Schindler's many fictions concerning these

last days. Wawruch was called in on the 5th December. Beethoven

turned against him, as he always did sooner or later against his

doctors, and others were called in to help him from time to time.

There could have been little hope from the first of saving the

sick man. He probably weathered a pneumonia in the first week

or two, and then the old stomach and liver troubles asserted them-

selves. Jaundice came, and then dropsy, for which he was tapped
four times between the 2oth December, 1826, and the 27th Feb-

ruary, 1827. Johann had arrived on the loth December, and

thereafter was in constant attendance on his brother, together with

Holz, Schindler, and other friends.

Some two years before this, a German living in England, one

Stumpff, gathering from Beethoven's conversation that he admired

Handel above all other composers, had resolved to send him the

complete edition of the latter's works as soon as it became avail-

able. The forty volumes of Dr. Arnold's great edition arrived in

February, and gave the sick man much pleasure.

On the 8th February he wrote to thank Stumpff, reminded him

of the Philharmonic Society's desire to give a concert for his bene-

fit some years before, and suggested that such a concert now would

be very welcome to him. The Society's reply was to remit 100

to him, "to be applied to his comforts and necessities during

his illness," and further assistance was promised if necessary.
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(Beethoven was, as usual, concealing the real state of his finances;

he stubbornly refused to touch his bank stock, which he wanted

to go intact to Carl.)

The sick man, on the i8th, while expressing his deep gratitude for

the gift, asked the Society not to abandon the idea of a concert, from

the proceeds of which the 100 could be deducted, and promised

to compose for it a new symphony,
" which lies already sketched in

my desk," a new overture or whatever other work the Society

might desire.

About this time also he read through a number of Schu-

bert's songs, and recognised the remarkable genius they dis-

played. Schubert himself visited him a* week or so before his

death.

It had been decided to place Carl in the army, so that he might

acquire some of the discipline he so sorely needed; and the young
man left to join his regiment at Iglau on the 2nd January. He
never saw his uncle again. The day after his departure Beethoven

wrote a letter to Dr. Bach declaring Carl to be his sole legatee, but

the will proper was not signed till two days before his death. After

the fourth operation he seems to have been convinced that there

was no longer any hope for him.

The long death-struggle set in on the 24th March and lasted

two days: death took place at five o'clock in the afternoon of

the 26th. The powerful frame and the still undamaged lungs

fought to the last. Just before the end, a flash of lightning and a

violent thunder-clap seemed to rouse the unconscious man, in

whose throat the death-rattle had been heard since three o'clock;

he opened his eyes, lifted his right hand, and held his clenched

fist aloft for several seconds: it was an appropriately characteristic

gesture for a Beethoven to die to. There is a touch of pathetic

irony in the fact that the only person present at his death, with

the exception of Anselm Huttenbrenner, was his brother Johann's

wife.

The story has already been told in an earlier page of the tardy

discovery of the bank certificates in a secret drawer in his desk,

along with a portrait of Therese von Brunswick and the letter
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to the
" Immortal Beloved." His estate was valued at what, in

sterling values before the late war, would be about 3,000.

The funeral took place on the 2 9th. The schools were closed,

and a crowd of 20,000 people gathered in the square in front of

the house. One of the torch-bearers was Schubert. The body
was taken to the cemetery in the village of Wahring, close

by, over the grave was erected a pyramid with the one word

BEETHOVEN.
During the nineteenth century the grave became so neglected

that in 1863 the Vienna Society of the Friends of Music had the

body exhumed and re-buried. In 1888 Beethoven's remains and

those of Schubert were taken to the Central Cemetery in Vienna,
and laid in their final rest side by side.

Carl inherited not only Beethoven's estate but that of his uncle

Johann, who died in 1848, leaving him 42,000 florins; Johann's

wife had died twenty years before. Carl died in 1858, leaving a

widow and several children. The family sank lower and lower in

the social scale during the next couple of generations, and the

last of the Beethovens is said to have been enrolled during the

Great War in the Austrian Territorials, where he served as a

butt and a drudge for his comrades, and to have died of paralysis

in a Vienna garrison hospital in January 1918.



FIDELIO

\ EETHOVEN took up various operatic schemes during the

) course of his life, but only one of them came to fruition.

It has often been said that his genius was essentially symphonic

rather than operatic ;
but that opinion was not held by Beethoven

himself. He was always anxious, for financial as well as artistic

reasons, to make a success in the theatre, and if Fidello remains

his only opera that is merely because he was never afterwards

able to find a libretto that really appealed to him.

In 1803 there was great rivalry in operatic circles in Vienna. The

Court Theatre was under the direction of Baron Braun, while the

rival theatre, the Theater-an-der-Wien, was being run by Em-
manuel Schikaneder (1751-1812), a strange creature (he died

insane), a jack-of-all-trades, singer, actor, dramatist, theatrical

manager, and what not, who is now remembered mainly for the

fact that he was the instigator and part librettist of Mozart's The

Magic Flute, and the man most directly answerable for the train

of events that led to Beethoven's Fidelio.

Vienna, in the early years of the nineteenth century, had be-

come sated with frivolous opera, and had shown signs of turning

to a more serious style. Cherubini had made a success in Paris with

his Lodoiska, and in March 1802 Schikaneder produced the work

at the Theater-an-der-Wien. The Court Theatre countered this

move by producing Cherubini 's The Water Carrier and Medea;
but the shrewd Schikaneder stole a march on it again by bringing
out The Water Carrier, under the title of Graf Armand, a day
before the Court Theatre.
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Cherubini being obviously the man of the hour, Baron Braun

went to Paris early in 1803 to secure him exclusively for his

theatre. It became necessary for Schikaneder to find an equally

strong counter-attraction, and his choice fell on Beethoven, whose

reputation had been growing in Vienna for several years. It is

true that he had not yet written an opera, but his music to the

Prometheus ballet a couple of years before had proved popular.

Schikaneder saw to it that in March 1803 a preliminary announce-

ment of a coming opera by Beethoven appeared in one of the

newspapers, and that the commission had actually been given to

the composer is evident from the fact that, in accordance with the

practice of the time, he was given lodgings in the theatre.

In February 1804 the Theater-an-der-Wien was sold to Baron

Braun, and Beethoven had apparently to leave his lodgings. Baron

Braun first of all installed at the Theater-an-der-Wien Josef

Sonnleitfaner, the secretary of the Court Theatre; but when the

latter retired in August, Baron Braun handed over the direction

of the theatre to Schikaneder once more, and the invitation to

Beethoven to compose an opera was repeated.

The libretto of the opera first commissioned from Beethoven

was to have been by Schikaneder himself, but what the title of it

was we do not know. Certain sketches for the opera, however,

were found among Beethoven's papers after his death, among
them a trio in G major that was afterwards worked up into the

duet between Leonora and Florestan,
" Oh blissful hour, oh joy

of heaven '
"

in the second act of Fidelia. Perhaps the reason for

Beethoven's not having made greater progress with the commis-

sion was that he was not deeply interested in the subject, what-

ever it was. It was otherwise with the commission given him by
Baron Braun; this appealed to him so greatly that the score was

completely finished by the summer of 1805.

In those days there was no copyright in operatic libretti, and it

was a common practice for a poet, a composer, or a theatrical

manager to appropriate any subject that had proved to be a suc-

:ess elsewhere. The original of Fidelia was an opera entitled

Ltonore, on VAmour Conjugal, that had been produced in Paris
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on the ipth February, 1798. The text of this was by Jean Nicolas

Bouilly (1763-1842), a lawyer who had written a number of suc-

cessful libretti, including that for Cherubini's The Water Carrier.

The composer was Pierre Gaveaux (born 1761), a tenor singer

who had taken to writing music, and, after having composed more

than thirty operas, died mad in 1825.

The possibilities of the subject soon attracted the attention of

the pirates in other countries. It was set afresh, to Italian words,

by Ferdinando Paer (1771-1826), under the title of Leonora,

ossia I'Amor Conjugate, and produced at Dresden, where Paer

was at that time Kapellmeister, on the 3rd October, 1804. At that

time, as we have seen, Beethoven was already engaged on his own

opera on the subject, the text being provided for him by Josef

Sonnleithner.

The work was first performed at the Theater-an-der-Wien, un-

der the title of Fideho, on the 2Oth November, 1805, it was in

three acts. It had bad luck from the commencement. Napoleon
had occupied Vienna only a week before; most of the Viennese

either avoided the theatres or were unable to get to them from

the suburbs, and the audience was mainly composed of French

officers and soldiers, who naturally would understand very little

of a work in a strange tongue. After the third performance, on the

22nd November, Beethoven withdrew the opera.

His friends, a few of whom had seen one or other of the per-

formances, felt that sundry changes would be necessary before the

work could hope to become a great success. The composer, who

was always very difficult to manage in affairs of this kind, was

persuaded to meet a number of friends in December, at the house

of his patron Prince Lichnowsky, for a frank discussion of the

opera in its present form and equally frank suggestions as to

how it might be improved.

The meeting lasted from seven in the evening till one o'clock

the next morning. Princess Lichnowsky played the score on the

piano, accompanied from memory by the violinist Clement, who
was at that time leader of the orchestra at the Theater-an-der-

Wien; among others present were Beethoven's brother Caspar,
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his friend Stephan von Breuning, the poet von Collin, for whose

tragedy on the subject of Coriolanus Beethoven later wrote his

overture bearing that title, two of Mozart's brothers-in-law the

actor Lange and the bass singer Meier, who had taken the part

of Don Pizarro in the opera the official theatre poet, Friedrich

Treitschke, and a young man twenty-two years old, Josef August
Rockel (1783-1870), who had just joined the Theater-an-der-

Wien as tenor, and who was already cast for the part of Florestan

in the projected revival of the opera, in place of the ageing Dem-

mer, who had sung the part in the first production.

With difficulty Beethoven was persuaded to consent to the

sacrifice of certain numbers, and to the reduction of the opera

from three acts to two by Stephan von Breuning. In this form it

was produced on the 2Qth March, 1806, again under Beethoven,

and, against his wish, once more under the title of Fidelia; the

libretto issued at the time bears the title of Leonora, or the

Triumph of Wedded Love. The only change in the cast was

the substitution of Rockel for Demmer. (This Rockel, by the

way, was the father of the August Rockel who was so closely

associated with Wagner in the revolutionary days of 1848 and

1849)
Beethoven had worked so hard and conscientiously upon the

opera that there was time for only one orchestral rehearsal before

the performance, a fact that he characteristically failed to take

into consideration when blaming the players for certain short-

comings.

The work, in its recast and abbreviated form, looked like be-

coming a great popular success when, on the loth April, after

the fifth performance, Beethoven withdrew his score. The always

suspicious composer not only believed that there was a cabal

against him in the theatre, but got it into his head that he had

been cheated in the matter of his royalties. He rushed off with his

charge to Baron Braun, whose tact had almost smoothed the angry

Ludwig down when an unfortunate comparison with Mozart

brought the interview to a stormy end.

During the years immediately following, and indeed until the end
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of his days, Beethoven sought anxiously for a book for another

opera, but without success. He was all the more anxious to try his

luck again in the theatre because Fidelio, on its next revival, proved
a decided attraction. In 1814 three of the officials of the Court

Opera were granted a benefit, the choice of the work being left to

them, so long as it did not cost the theatre anything. In view of

the great respect in which Beethoven was held in Vienna at that

time, and his undoubted drawing power, they decided to ask

him to grant them permission to revive Fidelio. He consented, and

once more worked over the opera afresh, the many changes in it

this time being made by Treitschke.

On the 23rd May, 1814, the opera was given at the Karnthner-

thor Theatre, in two acts, in the final form in which we now

possess it. Beethoven conducted the' first performance, but as his

deafness and his abstraction were very marked at this time, the

Kapellmeister Umlauf stood behind him for safety's sake, and

it was to Umlauf that the orchestra really looked for direc-

tion. The sixth performance was for the benefit of Beethoven

himself.

Of the success of the opera this time there could be no doubt ,

it was taken up by one German town after another and, aided by
a succession of great Fidelios, of whom the best known were

Wilhelmina Schroeder-Devrient and Lilli Lehmann, has remained

to this day one of the most revered monuments of German music.

It was given in London, in German, in 1832, with Schroeder-

Devrient as Leonora, and in English, with Malibran, three years

later. In 1851 it was given in Italian, with Cruvelli as Leonora

and Sims Reeves as Florestan; and on this occasion Beethoven

had the inestimable privilege of having his spoken dialogues set

to recitative by the composer of The Bohemian Girl.

There were no less than four overtures to the opera known to

our fathers, and the numbering of three of them is rather con-

fusing. At the first production, in 1805, the overture played was,

in essence, that known now as the Leonora No. 2. On the occasion

of the 1806 production the overture was the version of this known

as the Leonora No. j. In 1806, with a view to a performance in
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Prague that never came off, Beethoven simplified the No. 3 into

what is known as the Leonora No. i overture, which remained in

manuscript until five years after the composer's death, when it

was published as
" an overture in C, Opus 138," by Haslinger

in 1832.

For the revival of 1814 Beethoven wrote an entirely new over-

ture in E major, always known as the Fidelia Overture. As this

was not ready for the first performance, however, the overture

played on that occasion was that to The Ruins of Athens, a

play for which Beethoven had written some incidental music in

1811.

The matter was yet further complicated by the discovery in

1926 of another version of the Leonora No. 2, the manuscript of

this being found in the archives of the Leipzig publishers, Breit-

kopf & Hartel. The composer's own manuscript of the Leonora

No. 2 appears to be lost; we know it only from a copy by another

hand that is now in the Prussian State Library in Berlin. In the

manuscript recently found in the Breitkopf archives, which differs

at sundry points from the published version of the No. 2, altera-

tions and abbreviations seem to have been made by Beethoven's

own hand; this version was probably the overture actually played

at the performances of 1805, and so represents the composer's

final conception of the No. 2. The newly discovered overture was

played for the first time in England at a British Broadcasting

Company's concert, under Hermann Scherchen, of Frankfort, in

February 1927.

When a composer leaves no less than four overtures to the one

opera, there is bound to be some difference of opinion as to which

of them should be used in the theatre. There has been a good
deal of controversy over the four overtures to Fidelio, but it has

settled itself, like most controversies, by a mixture of reason and

compromise.
A number of people contend that the proper overture to play

is the Leonora No. j, on the grounds that it was the Leonora

overture that Beethoven originally wrote for the opera, and of

the three versions of it the one known as No. 3 is undoubtedly the
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greatest. Against this it can be urged that the Leonora No. 3 is

not only too colossal in itself as a prelude to the opera for after

it the scene of light comedy with which the opera opens is apt to

seem a little tame but, in a sense, the overture makes the opera

itself appear almost superfluous. This, in essence, was Wagner's

theory, he held that everything that is vital in the dramatic and

spiritual idea of the opera has been said with such point and force

and concentration in the Leonora No. j that the opera itself is

only a dilution of this in two acts.

The partisans of the Leonora No. 3 further say that the neces-

sity for the so-called Fidelio overture, in E major, has now dis-

appeared. There were two good reasons why Beethoven should

have written it in 1814 it was easier for the orchestra than

any of the others, and it was easier for the average audience of

that day to understand; but the Leonora No. j is now part and

parcel of every orchestral player's repertory, while it is thoroughly

familiar to every concert-goer.

All this is quite true, but in spite of it the Fidelio overture is

now always played as an introduction to the opera, while the

Leonora No. j is generally played later, either between the first

and second acts or between the first and second scenes of the second

act. On the relative advantages and disadvantages of these last two

methods of procedure we shall have something to say later.

The Fidelio overture commences with five allegro bars in which

we have foreshadowed the curt theme that will afterwards form

the principal subject:

. fee? if i

This is succeeded by an adagio phrase for the horns, followed by
the clarinets:
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Both No. i and No. 2 are then repeated in another key, after

which there come some soft harmonies in the strings, which grad-

ually work up to a fortissimo and then die away again into a

triplet ornamentation to No. 2 in the wind. The allegro proper

commences with the full version of the theme already hinted at

in No. i :

() Allepro

JJf If M

r f r rirr r ir r r rl

It is developed for a little while on Mozartian lines, Beethoven's

object evidently being to keep it as simple as possible, and in

time it merges into the second subject:

These two main subjects, with the little subsidiary matter at-

tached to them, are worked out in the most transparent fashion,

Beethoven, as might be expected, drawing a good deal of signifi-

cance from the pronouncedly rhythmic figure shown in No. i.
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Near the end there is a short adagio episode in which No. 2 is

heard once more, entwined about with triplets as before; then

Beethoven seizes again upon the rhythm of No. i, alters the time

to presto, and finishes off the overture with a feverishly joy-

ous coda.

Although the Fidelio overture has nothing like the dramatic

power and the close programmatic detail of the Leonora No. j,

it also, in its way, summarises the opera, triumph evidently

being achieved at the end over the darker influences hinted at in

No. 2.

For the proper understanding of the story we have to know

what is supposed to have happened before the opera begins.

Pizarro, a cruel, tyrannical man, is the Governor of a prison not

far from Seville. He has been thwarted in some of his evil plans

by a high-minded and incorruptible political opponent, Florestan,

and having seized upon the latter's person he has secretly thrown

him into one of the deepest dungeons in the prison.

Nobody knows whither Florestan has disappeared; but his

faithful wife, Leonora, has a suspicion that he has been put away

by Pizarro, and in order to discover whether he is in the prison

she has dressed herself as a young man, assumed the name of

Fidelio, and obtained the post of assistant to the chief gaoler,

Rocco. Not only has Fidelio, by his assiduousness, won the con-

fidence of Rocco, but he has inspired love in the heart of the

gaoler's pretty daughter Marcelline, who is in turn loved in vain

by Rocco's doorkeeper, the young Jaquino
When the curtain rises we see the courtyard of the prison. In

the background is the tower of the castle, by the side of which

runs a high wall, entrances and exits through this are made by
means of a small gate, which it is the business of Jaquino to open
and close. On the left of the stage from the spectator are prison

cells, the numbered doors are encased with iron, and barred and

bolted; the windows are also barred. On the right is the castle

garden, entry to which is through a row of iron railings. In the

left foreground is the door leading to Rocco's quarters, and in

front of this, when the curtain goes up, Marcelline is standing at
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a table, busy ironing; near her is a brasier, on which she warms
the iron from time to time.

By the gate in the back wall is Jaquino's little hut: he spends

part of his time opening the gate every now and then to people

who come in with parcels, partly in running up to Marcelline's

table and making love to her.

The music of this opening scene forms a complete contrast to

that of the remainder of the opera; it is couched in the light

Mozartian vein. Approaching Marcelline and rubbing his hands

together, Jaquino compliments himself and her on being at last

alone, so that they can talk about marriage:

g F r
Jetzt,Schatzchen,jetzt sindwir al-lein, wir
At last, dear, I find you a-lone,we'Jl

konn-en vertrauhchnunplandern.
nowhave a co-sy half-hour.

The indifferent Marcelline goes steadily on with her work; the

subject is not as interesting to her as it is to him. While he urges

her to show a more friendly spirit towards him and name the day,

she merely chaffs him about his eagerness.

He is just suggesting that they might get married in a few

weeks when there comes a loud knocking at the door:

jP
Strings

ff

"To the devil with this eternal knocking!
"

cries Jaquino; "it

always comes just when I am getting things nicely going." While

he is opening the door, Marcelline confides to us how truly sorry
she is for him. His devotion is hopeless, for all her love has been

given to Fidelio.
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Jaquino, having finished at the door, returns, and after asking
" Where was P "

plunges into his favourite subject once more,

while Marcelline ejaculates resignedly,
" Here he is, he is going

to begin all over again!
"
Finally losing patience, she tells him he

is making her life a burden to her, and assures him that she will

never marry him, either to-day, to-morrow, or in the future; she

is sorry for him, she says aside, but she has to be firm with him

When she mentions Fidelio in her aside, during Jaquino's absence

at the door, a tender little phrase comes out in the oboe and

bassoon:

jVg JiJr ^ IE
* *

E

She is just protesting that she has never given him her promise

when the knocking is again heard, and, Jaquino being called away
to his duties again, Marcelline expresses her relief at the welcome

interruption in a little coloratura. When Jaquino returns, a spoken

dialogue follows. If this isn't the two hundredth time he has

opened that door to-day, he says, his name is not Kaspar Eustach

Jaquino
1 Anyhow he can settle down now to a little talk. But just

then there is another knock, and after that another. After this last,

the worried Jaquino hopes for a little peace ,
but he has no sooner

settled down than Rocco's voice is heard calling him from the

garden. "Let him wait!" he says angrily; "now about our

love
"

Marcelline interrupts him, he must go at once, because her

father will want news of Fidelio. Jaquino shows signs of jealousy

at this name
;
but as Rocco calls him more peremptorily than be-

fore he is forced to go, promising Marcelline, however, that he will

be back in a couple of minutes. He goes through the door into the

garden, and Marcelline, left alone, tells us again how sorry she is

for him: she was really fond of him until Fidelio came into the
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house, but since then everything within her is changed. She sings

a tender little aria:

Andante con moto

O day of joy, when wilt thoublessThis

O war ichschon mil dir

+^-

heart in hope con-fi - <

diirf
- te Marm dich nen-nen.1

in which she looks forward to the day when she shall be married

to Fidelio, although, like a good German maiden of the end of

the eighteenth century, she blushes to confess that her mind runs

on such a subject. But this does not prevent her from painting an

intimate little picture of their life together a quiet little house,

days of honest toil, and evenings of affectionate communion

together.

She is interrupted by the entry of Rocco and Jaquino, the latter

carrying some garden tools, with which he goes into Rocco's house.

The gaoler tells his daughter that he is anxiously expecting

Fidelio, who has gone to fetch some letters that the Governor is

awaiting, and to fulfil other commissions. Perhaps he has been

detained at the smith's, opines Marcelline. Just then there is a

knocking at the door; Jaquino goes to open it, Marcelline gives

an eager cry of
" Here he is!

" and Leonora enters.

It is a testimony both to the moving seriousness of the story

in itself and the skill with which Beethoven has treated it that

we never become conscious of anything humorous in the situation

of Marcelline hoping to marry one of her own sex.

Leonora wears a dark doublet, a red vest, dark pantaloons, high

boots, and a broad belt of black leather with a copper buckle. On
her back is a sort of knapsack, and in her hands she carries some

chains, which she throws down by Jaquino's hut. At her side a

metal case hangs by a cord. She looks tired and hot, and Marcel-

line, with an ejaculation of sympathy, runs to her as if to wipe
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her face with her handkerchief. Bidding her wait a moment, Rocco

helps Leonora to get rid of her heavy equipment, while Jaquino

moves backwards and forwards, keeping the others under observa-

tion all the while.

Leonora confesses that she is indeed hot, for she has had to

hurry; the smith had been a long time repairing the chains, but at

least he has done the job well; none of the prisoners will be able

to break them! She gives Rocco the bill for twelve piastres, and

the gaoler, running his eye over it, congratulates Fidelio on his

zeal and economy; in the six months during which he has had

charge of the commissariat he has saved the prison more money
than Rocco could have done in a whole year. In an aside he sur-

mises that Fidelio is so attentive to business because he is in

love with Marcelline. He shall have'his reward, says Rocco, glanc-

ing from Fidelio to Marcelline and back again; and the some-

what embarrassed Fidelio has to protest that whatever he does

is done solely from a sense of duty.

Rocco goes to examine the chains, and Marcelline, who has

been watching Fidelio all this while with visibly increasing emo-

tion, begins one of the most famous numbers of the opera. It is a

canon that is to say, each voice takes up the original phrase

after an interval. Marcelline is full of the thought that Fidelio

loves her:

ft) Andante sostenuto

When the whole of the eight-bar phrase is finished, Leonora takes

it up; she is uneasy about this love of Marcelline, that threatens

to be dangerous. When Rocco strikes in, it is to muse upon the

happiness that the future holds for this affectionate pair; while
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Jaquino, who enters last, tells us that his hair is standing on end

at the thought that Marcelline's father is agreeable to her mar-

riage with Fideho.

A modern composer would, of course, have found another

melody for Jaquino's sentiments than for those of Marcelline or

Fidelio, but the epoch in which Beethoven wrote paid less atten-

tion to these minutiae of musical realism; the form is allowed to

dominate the expression, and the canon is so delightful a piece of

music that we cannot find it in our hearts to quarrel with Beet-

hoven on abstract theoretical grounds.

The canon being finished, Jaquino goes back into his hut, and

Rocco, turning to Fidelio, tells him that, though he knows little

about his antecedents, he is so pleased with him that he will wel-

come him as a son-in-law, whereupon Marcelline eagerly inter-

jects,
" And how soon, dearest father?

" Rocco smiles indulgently

at her anxiety. Very soon, he says, they will have a little more

leisure to think about it; as they know, the Governor is now pay-

ing them the usual visit of inspection; he will be gone again in a

few days, and then they can decide about it.
" The day after his

departure, then/' says Marcelline, greatly to the embarrassment

of Leonora, who, however, has to feign delight as well as she can.

It is time now that Rocco, as one of the principal characters
>

shall have his aria, and, taking as his cue the remark that love i&

not the only essential to a happy marriage, he breaks out into a

song in praise of money:

<io> Allegro moderate

mo - ney, Anxious cares be -set it round;
-ne - ben^Kannman nichtganzglucklich seiti,

the sovereign cure for most of the evils of the world.

There may be something in Rocco's philosophy, says Leonora,
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but to her thinking the true source of wedded happiness is the

union of two hearts that are attuned to each other. Then, checking

her earnestness, she changes the subject. There is one sign of

Rocco 's favour that she would be glad to have, but, to her sorrow,

she sees that he withholds it from her. Apparently she does not

enjoy his full confidence; she often sees him go into the sub-

terranean cells of the prison, and come back out of breath and

exhausted. Why does he not allow her to accompany him? It

would give her so much gratification to help him at his work and

share his hardships.

Rocco tells her that he has the strictest orders not to let any-

one else whatever into the cells, but fie confesses that the heavy
work is becoming too much for him at his age. Still, although the

Governor is very strict, perhaps he .will be able to obtain from him

permission to let Fidelio accompany him. But there is one cell, he

continues, in which he will not be able to let Fidelio enter, how-

ever much he may trust him.
"
Perhaps, father," says Marcelline,

"
that is the prisoner of whom you have sometimes told me."

Leonora cautiously asks if this prisoner has been there long.
" Over two years," replies Rocco. " Two years?

"
cries Leonora

excitedly; and then, mastering herself, she adds,
" He must have

been a great criminal."
" Or else, which comes to the same thing,"

answers Rocco,
" he must have had powerful enemies."

" Does no one know then," asks Marcelline,
" who he is and

whence he came? " The gaoler replies that the prisoner has often

wished to speak to him about all this, but he has checked him,

for the less a gaoler talks to his captives the better; he can do a

prisoner little good, while he, for his part, may be tempted into

saying more than is discreet.

However, this particular prisoner will not trouble him very

long, for his days seem numbered. For the last month, on the

Governor's orders, Pizarro has been giving him less and less food;

during the last twenty-four hours he has had nothing to eat but

two ounces of black bread and half a cup of water; he has no

straw to lie on, and no light but that of a lamp. Marcelline begs
her father not to take Fidelio to him, for the young man would
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not be able to endure the sight; but Leonora demands why not,

for she has strength and courage.

Rocco strikes Fidelio approvingly on the shoulder, and the

violins give the signal for a trio. To an energetic phrase:

orch s Lenora^
Ich ha - be Muth.

Fear have I none.

Leonora declares that her courage is equal to anything, Rocco

congratulates her on her spirit, while Marcelline assures Fidelio

that her love will console him when he comes back, sad at heart,

from the cells. Within the set form imposed by the older style of

ensemble, the varying feelings of the three characters are admi-

rably expressed.

There is a beautiful touch at the finish of the trio. While Mai-

celline speaks of her own tears of happiness flowing at the thought

of her union with Fidelio, Leonora speaks of the bitterness of her

fears; and Beethoven gives the appropriate expression and colour

to each phrase by the simple device of alternating a major with a

minor interval:

<<2) O siis - se Thranen
Marcelline O tears of joy

Fidelio O bitt-re,bitt-re[ThrShei?
O bit-ter,bit-ter\Tears\

It is time, says Rocco, to take to the Governor the documents

that Fidelio has brought from the town, but just then a march

is heard:
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signalising the coming of Pizarro. Leonora gives Rocco the little

case containing the documents, and goes with Marcellme into

the house.

The main gate is opened by guards, officers enter with a detach-

ment of soldiers, Pizarro follows, and the gate is closed again.

Pizarro gives his orders to the officers, there are to be three

guards set on the ramparts, six men day and night to watch the

drawbridge, as many to overlook the garden, and anyone who

approaches the moat is to be brought before him at once. He

takes the dispatches from Rocco and runs through them. The

usual recommendations or complaints, he says; if he were to

bother about all that, he would never finish. But he recognises

the writing on the cover of one of the letters Opening it, he goes

to the foreground, Rocco and the guards withdrawing to the

back.

He reads the letter.
"

I have to inform you that the Minister

has been told that the state prison under your charge contains

several sacrifices to the caprice of power. He means to set out

to-morrow and surprise you with an enquiry. Be on your guard."

Ah! he says, if the Minister were to discover that in the prison

is that Florestan whom he believes to have been long dead, that

Florestan who thought of exposing Pizarro to the Minister, and

on whom he has now wreaked his vengeance! He must act boldly

and quickly. In a vigorous aria:

Allegro moderato

Ha! Ha! Ha What a

Welch em
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he pours out his hatred upon Florestan, who once almost achieved

his ruin; but now his own hour of triumph is at hand. Softly, from

the background, comes a chorus of the guards, who whisper to each

other,
" He speaks of death and wounds' Let us go on our round

this must be some affair of importance."

Resuming ordinary speech again after his aria, Pizarro makes

vigorous preparations to secure his safety. Calling the captain, he

tells him to mount to the tower with a trumpeter, not to take his

eyes off the road from Seville, and as soon as he observes a coach

with outriders approaching to see that the signal is given him.
" At once, understand, at once*

"
he repeats;

"
you will be answer-

able to me with your head "

The captain goes without a word, and Pizarro imperi-

ously orders the guards to follow him. Calling Rocco to him,

he scrutinises him sternly for a while and then, deciding

that the gaoler's help is necessary, throws him a purse and

promises him he shall become a rich man if he does as he is

told. "What must I do?
"

asks Rocco. "Murder!" replies

Pizarro:

der!

denf

t

and Rocco shrinks back in horror. Pizarro becomes more urgent.

Is he a man? he asks Rocco with a touch of contempt; if so, in-

stead of trembling and babbling as he does he will see to it that,

for the Governor's sake and for the safety of the State, a certain

offender is put out of the way.
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Sinister effects come out in the strings:

do)

as Pizarro's blood-lust increases. Rocco, he says, must know the

prisoner he means. "
Is it the one," asks the gaoler,

" who can

hardly be said to be alive, for he is a mere shadow? " "
It is he,"

replies Pizarro grimly. Rocco must set to at once and dig a grave

in the cell; then he is to call Pizarro, who will enter masked; one

blow, and the prisoner is silenced for ever:

With-out my -self re - veal - ingin-
2>annwerd'tch selbst ver-mu'mmtiMchindeti

A sinister effect is made by the bare octaves that accompany the

phrase, the sudden fortissimo discord:

J M
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that precedes the words " One blow!
"
the silence that follows as

Pizarro produces his dagger, and the pizzicato of the basses to the

words,
" and he is dumb! "

While Pizarro continues to pour out

his hatred on Florestan, the horrified Rocco thinks that after all

death will be preferable to the life this unhappy prisoner is now

living; the dagger will bring him release.

Pizarro goes into the garden, Rocco following him; when they
have left the stage, Leonora comes on in the greatest agitation and

breaks into the recitative of the famous aria,
" Thou monstrous

fiend!
" " What would you?

"
she asks the absent Pizarro;

"
does

the voice of humanity, the call of pity, no longer move your tiger's

heart?
n Yet the more his rage and hate foam like the waves of an

angry sea, the more she is sure that through the dark clouds the

rainbow will soon pierce; and Beethoven realistically suggests the

waves by a rolling figure in the lower strings, and the rainbow

by soft chords high up in the wood-wind.

The theme of the adagio of the aria that follows is a cry to

Hope to shed its last rays on her now in the hour of her deepest

weariness

Adagio

Oh hope, thou wilt not let the

Komm Hoff- nung, lassden letzt-en

star, Ofsorrowinglove bedimm'd for

Stern , den letttenStern derMudenmcht er-

c - ver!

bleich-en l

As the tempo changes to allegro, opening with a fanfare in the

horns, the music takes on a more vigorous character as she speaks
of her resolution to be strong for the sake of him she loves, him
for whom she has already borne so much: the very stride of the

intervals of the melody is eloquent of courage:
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(<

3SE
Ich folg* dem in - Bern Trie - be,
A keaven-ly voice doth guide me,

ich wan- ke nicht,mich starkt die

/ shall not fail, love will pre

f^=f
Pflicht der treu - en

-vat/, thou hofe hast ne'er

ten-lie - be
_ de-nied me*

As she speaks of the wickedness that has caught Florestan in its

toils we hear again the dissonant diminished seventh that accom-

panied Pizarro's cry of
" Murder! "

:

Wo Bos-heit d ich in Fesselnaching,
Where hate in - humanlaidthe snare

After a renewed expression of ecstatic faith in her mission she

goes into the garden, and Marcelline enters from the house, fol-

lowed by Jaquino. He is once more pressing his love on her, say-

ing mournfully how well it was with them before this Fidelio came

on the scene, and she infuriates him by her assurance that with

him she had never been more than friendly, while she loves

Fidelio deeply and intends to marry him Rocco and Leonora

return from the garden.

Rocco in kindly fashion warns Jaquino to think no more about

Marcelline, while Leonora abruptly changes the subject. She has

often begged Rocco, she says, to let the poor prisoners out to

enjoy the garden, and always he has alternately promised and put
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it off. To-day it is so beautiful, and the Governor is not likely to

return: will he not grant her request now? He urges that he has

not the Governor's permission; but Marcelline thinks perhaps her

father can do Pizarro some service that will placate him.
" Some

service?
"

says Rocco. " You are right, Marcelline: I will risk

it "; and he tells Jaquino and Fidelio to open the cells, while he

himself goes to the Governor. He enters the garden, while Jaquino

and Fidelio unbolt the prison doors.

There comes out slowly a pitiful crowd of wasted figures, some,

scarcely able to walk, supported by others, all of them hardly

capable at first of moving their cramped limbs, and shading their

eyes from the unaccustomed light of the sun. In the famous Prison-

ers' Chorus they sing of their joy at escaping for a moment from

their living tombs into the clear air of day at one point an officer

appears on the rampart, and huddling together they exhort each

other to speak softly, for they are overlooked and overheard
;
the

effect in the theatre is indescribably moving. The prisoners pass

slowly off into the garden, followed by Jaquino and Marcelline.

Rocco, who has meanwhile returned, is asked by Leonora how
he has fared with Pizarro. All has gone well, he replies: he has

told the Governor of Fidelio's desire, and Pizarro has consented

both that he shall marry Marcelline and help the gaoler that

very day, indeed, he shall descend with him into the lower cells.

Leonora gives a great cry of joy.

They are to go at once, says Rocco, into the cell of that prisoner

of whom they talked before.
"
Is he to be released, then?

"
asks

Leonora.
"
No," answers Rocco with his finger on his mouth, he

will indeed find release, but in the grave, and that grave Fidelio

is to help him to dig.
" He is dead, then? "

says Leonora; and

when Rocco replies,
" Not yett not yeti

"
she shrinks away from

him in horror, asking,
"
Is it your duty, then, to kill him? " The

gaoler assures her:
"
No, my good young friend, don't tremble

like that; Rocco does not hire himself out as a murderer. The
Governor himself will go down there; all we two have to do is to

dig the grave."
"
Perhaps the grave of my husband," Leonora

murmurs aside:
" could anything be more terrible?

"
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Greatly as Rocco dislikes the job, it has to be done; the grave

is to be made in the ruined cistern in the floor of Florestan's cell.

He would gladly spare the shivering Fidelio this ordeal, but the

task is too much for his own unaided strength. The later stages

of the duet are carried out to the accompaniment of an expressive

orchestral melody, commencing thus in the clarinets and bassoons:

Andante con inoto

It is one of the most effective passages in the whole score.

While Rocco is again offering to undertake the work alone, and

Leonora is once more assuring him that her strength is equal to the

trial, they are interrupted by Marcelline and Jaquino, who run

in with the news that the officer has told the Governor of the

liberty granted to the prisoners, and that he is coming thither

in a fury.

Rocco, comforting himself with the thought that, let the tyrant

say what he will, he has done a good action, braces himself to

meet the storm of Pizarro's wrath, which soon bursts over him.

Rocco stammers out an excuse about the warmth and beauty

of the spring day, and it being the name-day of the King; then

he softly suggests that a little indulgence may without danger be

granted to the other prisoners, seeing that the Governor's venge-

ance is about to fall crushingly on one of them. Pizarro, some-

what appeased by this reflection, bids him get on with the busi-

ness of the grave, and gives orders that the prisoners are to be

driven back. They come in from the garden, singing a pathetic

farewell to the sunlight. Marcelline and Leonora secretly sym-

pathise with them, and Leonora and Jaquino, having shepherded

them all into the prison, bolt the doors of the cells. The music

dies down and down, in an expressive diminuendo, to a few sim-

ple chords in the wood-wind and horns, which are clinched by
a shudder in the kettledrums as the curtain falls.

The second act opens in Florestan's wretched cell, which is very
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faintly lit by a lamp. In the ground on the left of the stage is a

disused cistern, covered with stones and earth. In the back-

ground, through latticed openings in the wall, we see the steps of a

staircase leading down from above to the door that gives access

to the cell Florestan is sitting on a stone seat; he is fettered to

the wall by a long chain.

His misery and the gloom of the cell are graphically described

in a fairly long orchestral introduction, in which the kettledrums

again play an expressive part.

(23) &o& lower

The opening words of Florestan's recitative,
" Heaven t what

darkness here* What silence full of horror'
" have been severely

criticised as a dramatic blunder on the part of the librettist
;

it is

urged, and with reason, that as the prisoner has been in the cell

for two years he is hardly likely to be commenting on its darkness

and the silence at this juncture; the librettist has clearly for-

gotten this fact, and only remembers that it is we who are being

shown the darkness and made conscious of the silence for the first

time The perception of this little blunder, however, does not make

Florestan 's cry any less moving to us. His trust, he says, is in

Heaven, against whose will he does not murmur.

The opening strain of his aria.

(24)

m
In de<? Le - bens Fruh-lings-
nght-ly dawned my life's young

Vfi r f y-j-
-ta-gen 1st das- ta-gen 1st das Gliickvon mir ge-flohn

morning, All in ro - sy hue was clad.

is one that will be familiar to those who have heard the Leonora

No. 3 overture in the concert-room. In the very bloom of his
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youth, he says, happiness has fled from him; he dared to speak

the truth, and these chains are his reward. But he bears his woes

with patience, for soon his course will be run, and he is consoled

by the thought that he did his duty:

(26)

jfyjl J|JJ'J r r ^^
That fair vi - sion soothesmy an-guish,
Siis-ser Trost in mei-nem Her-zen

As the tempo merges from adagio into allegro an oboe melody

steals upward over a throbbing accompaniment, and then plays

like an aura round Florestan's melody, in which, in a kind of

exaltation that, though it seems to border on frenzy, is touched

throughout with a calm ecstasy, he 'speaks of the soft air that

seems to murmur round him, and of the rosy vision in which he

sees an angel coming to him and bringing him consolation an

angel in the form of Leonora, who leads him aloft to the freedom

of heaven.

The rapture of the music dies away into a few soft harmonies,

and as he sinks down exhausted on the stone seat, covering his

face with his hands, we see in the background Rocco and Leonora

descending the stairs outside. Beethoven has treated the scene

that immediately follows in the form of
" melodrama "

spoken

dialogue interspersed with short descriptive orchestral passages,

among which we hear again No. 22, as well as a snatch of

oboe melody taken from Florestan's vision of the coming of

Leonora.

Rocco and Leonora have with them, besides the apparatus for

the grave-digging, a lantern and a pitcher of wine. They speak in

undertones, Leonora especially being chilled to the heart by the

cold and darkness of the vault. Rocco points out the sleeping

prisoner, and Leonora tries in vain to catch a sight of his features.

They must get to work quickly, says Rocco; and throwing down
the bunch of keys that hangs at his belt and taking a mattock
from the trembling Leonora he goes down to his waist in the

cistern and begins to clear away the stones and earth from it.
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Leonora all the while is trying to pick out the prisoner's features

in the darkness.

The muted strings softly beat out a series of throbbing triplets,

while underneath them a restless figure is given out in the gloomy
tones of the double bassoon:

(26) Andante con moto

Against this sinister orchestral background Rocco and Leonora,

both of them now working, converse in low tones. Leonora nerves

herself for the ordeal, and swears that whoever the unhappy

prisoner may be she will release him.

Rocco stops for a moment to refresh himself with a drink, and

just then Florestan awakes and raises his head, but without turn-

ing it in their direction. Bidding Leonora take his place in the

cistern, Rocco enters into conversation with Florestan. Has he

been resting for a while ? he asks, and when Florestan replies
" Rest? How -should I find rest?

"
Leonora is unable to recognise

him with certainty from his voice alone. But when the prisoner

turns his face to the gaoler to reproach him with his eternal in-

difference to his sufferings, Leonora knows at last that it is her

husband, and she sinks almost unconscious on the edge of the

grave.

Rocco tries to excuse himself: he only obeys the orders that are

given him. Florestan asks him, as presumably he has done before,

who is the Governor of this prison, and now Rocco thinks it safe

to tell him it is Pizarro. Florestan repeats the name in horrified

astonishment, and Leonora, raising herself gradually summons all

her strength and courage. The following conversation ensues:

Fforestett:
" O send as soon as you can to Seville, and ask

for Leonora Florestan
"
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Leonora: "O God! he does not know that she herself is now

digging his grave'
"

Florestan:
"
Tell her I lie here in chains."

Rocco: "
It is impossible, I tell you. I would only ruin myself,

without having been able to help you."

Florestan.
" Then if I am condemned to end my life here, let

me at least not die thus by degrees
"

Leonora (springing up and supporting herself by the wall):
" O God, can this be borne?

"

Florestan:
" For pity's sake give me a drop of water. That is

very little to ask of you."

Rocco, moved in spite of his profession, tells him that he cannot

do that, but he will give him a drop of wine from his pitcher,

which Leonora brings him at his bidding Florestan looks at her

and asks,
" Who is this 1* " " My assistant, and in a few days my

son-in-law," replies Rocco. He hands the pitcher to Florestan,

who drinks it and thanks him:

Moderate

In bet - ter worlds be
Euch wer - de Lohn in

thou re - -ward-ed,
bes - seru Wel-t&n,,

^FPp
mer - cyhath HeavVi sent thee here,
Him-tnelhoi euch mir ge - schickt,

This strain is developed into a trio, during which Leonora takes a

crust of bread from her pocket and asks Rocco's permission to

give it to Florestan. The gaoler, after a momentary refusal, con-

sents, Leonora, deeply moved, offers the crust to Florestan, who

seizes her hand and presses it to his breast with words of thanks,

and then devours the bread.
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The trio over, Rocco masters himself and remembers his

duty. Going to the background and opening the door, he gives a

whistle as signal to Pizarro.
"
Is that the omen of my death?

"

asks Florestan; and Leonora, in great agitation, replies,
"
No, no!

Be calm, dear prisoner!
" " O my Leonora! " he cried:

"
shall I

never see thee again?
" Leonora holds herself back with a mighty

effort of self-control.
" Be calm," she says insistently to him again;

' do not forget that whatever you may see and hear, there is a

God in heaven "; and she goes towards the cistern.

Pizarro enters, closely wrapped up in his cloak. In an assumed

voice he asks Rocco if everything is ready, and being assured that

it is, he tells Rocco to send his assistant away. Leonora moves

to the background, and then creeps round in the shadow towards

Florestan, all the while keeping her eyes on Pizarro. The latter

mutters to himself that he must get rid of both his assistants that

very day, so that no one may ever know of the murder

Rocco asks him if he shall remove the prisoner's chains; he is

told to release him only from the stone to which he is fettered.

Drawing a dagger, Pizarro tells Florestan that his hour has come,
but before he dies he shall know who it is that slays him. Throw-

ing back his cloak he reveals himself as that Pizarro whom Flores-

tan had tried to overthrow; and in his blood-lust he gloats over

his victim, who, in answer to the Governor's cry,
"
Pizarro now

stands before you as avenger!
"
calmly replies,

"
Before me stands

a murderer!
"

Pizarro raises the dagger and is about to throw himself on

Florestan when Leonora gives a shriek, and, running forward,

stands between the two men. Pizarro hurls her aside; returning,

and once more throwing herself protectingly in front of Florestan,

she cries,
"
Kill first his wife!

" a thrilling moment in the thea-

tre, as the words ring out without any orchestral accompaniment.
The others ejaculate in astonishment,

" His wife?
"
Turning to

Florestan she cries,
"
Yes, I am Leonora! "

Then, to the others,
"

I am his wife, I have sworn solace to him, and distruction to

you!
"

Recovering himself, Pizarro sets himself to sweep this

new danger from his path. He is about to stab both Florestan and
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Leonora, when the latter draws a pistol from her doublet and,

presenting it at him, cries,
" Another word and you are dead!

"

The situation is of itself dramatic enough, coming as it does

after the long scene of doubts and fears and anguish that has led

us up to it; but what immediately follows has hardly a parallel for

effect in the whole range of opera. Just as Pizarro recoils from the

pistol there is heard, behind the scenes, the trumpet-call.

(28)

r rrr rir r e/rTJ

that Pizarro had ordered to be given as the signal of the coming

of the Minister. There is a fateful pause; then, as a great theme

floats out in the flute and 'cellos:

C* 9)
IL -. &

the four voices blend for a moment. Leonora, throwing her arms

round her husband, cries,
" God be thanked! Thou art saved!

"

Florestan echoes her words, while Rocco and Pizarro seem

stunned.

The trumpet rings out its warning again, and Jaquino, followed

by two officers and soldiers with torches, appears on the staircase

and announces that the Minister is already at the gates of the

prison. Rocco, greatly relieved at the turn events have taken, orders
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the soldiers with the torches to come down and light the Governor

out. The interrupted quartet is resumed, and at the end of it the

frustrated Pizarro departs, leaving Florestan and Leonora, after a

brief dialogue in which the former tells how she came from Seville

and entered the prison service as a man, to express their joy in

an eager, rapturous duet.

(so) Allegro vivace

Oh bliss-ful hour, oh joy of

O na - men, na-men-lo - s*

liea-ven!

freu-del

the melody of which is taken from an unfinished opera of Beet-

hoven's youth.

[In the libretto, Rocco returns after the duet, congratulates

(in spoken prose) the reunited pair, and tells them that the Minis-

ter has a list of all the prisoners, and has ordered Jaquino to

bring them before him. Florestan's name alone is not on the list;

he has evidently been a victim of the personal rancour of Pizarro.

This episode is usually omitted in performance, the curtain falling

on the duet ]

The final scene shows us the parade-ground of the prison, in

which is a statue of the King. The guards march in and form an

open square. They are followed, from one side, by the Minister

(Don Fernando), Pizarro, officers, and a crowd of people, while

from the other side come the prisoners, conducted by Jaquino

and Marcelline

The prisoners kneel before the Minister, whom both they and

the people greet in a chorus of praise. He speaks to them of the

good King's clemency and sense of justice. Rocco pushes his way

through the crowd, accompanied by Florestan (still in chains) and
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Leonora, at the sight of whom Pizarro gives an ejaculation of

angry dismay, while Don Fernando is astonished to see again his

friend Florestan, whom he had thought dead, and his wife Leo-

nora in a man's costume.

In spite of Pizarro's protests he insists on hearing the whole

story. Pizarro tries desperately to involve Rocco in his crime, but

the gaoler has no difficulty in exculpating himself. At the com-

mand of the Governor, Pizarro is led away by the guards, Leonora

unlocks the fetters of Florestan, who falls in her arms, and the

opera ends with general rejoicing and a chorus in praise of the

constancy of woman in general and of Leonora in particular.

The great Leonora No. 3 overture commences with an adagio

introduction in which, after an arresting unison phrase.

(so

the wood-wind gives out the theme of Florestan's song in prison

(No. 24). The anguish and the hopes and the heavenly vision of

the prisoner are painted in the remainder of the adagio, and with

the coming of the mighty theme of the allegro:

C32)

we seem to see Leonora hastening to the rescue. This theme is

worked out at length in connection with another:
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and is followed by the trumpet-call behind the scene (No. 28),

which is succeeded, as in the opera, by the long-drawn No. 29.

Another long development ensues, till we come to a rushing mighty

wind in the strings, heralding a presto coda that is a great cry of

triumph and joy, with the Leonora theme (No. 32) dominant at

the end.

This colossal overture, the greatest thing of its kind ever written,

is sometimes played between the first and second acts. The disad-

vantage of this plan is that by anticipating the trumpet-call the

effect of this in the succeeding scene is diminished. Sometimes the

overture is given between the prison scene and the finale; and in

this case we feel that something of the thrill that the trumpet-call

always gives us in the concert-room is now lost, because we have

already heard it in its proper place in the opera.
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IOACCHINO ROSSINI was borrTat Pesaro on the 2Qth

\JTFebruary, 1792. His father, Giuseppe, the town trump-

eter, got into trouble with his compatriots in 1796, owing to his

sympathies with the French republicans, and had to find a new

means of livelihood. His wife, though illiterate, had voice enough
to get engagements as an opera singer ; Giuseppe played the horn

in the orchestra; and occasionally Gioacchino helped, either with

his voice (until it broke) or as accompanist.

As a child he had been taught the rudiments of music, and in

his early teens he entered the Bologna Conservatoire, where he

received such musical education as was usual in the Italy of that

time. He already realised his own marvellous facility, and had no

great appetite for severe study. Through an influential friend he

received his first operatic commission in 1810, when he produced
La Cambiale di Matnmonio (" The Matrimonial Market ") at

Venice. Other commissions soon followed, and he won a big suc-

cess with La Pietra del Paragone (" The Touchstone ") at Milan

in 1812. Tancredi and L'ltahana in Algieri followed in 1813, and

// Turco in Italia in 1814. In 1815 he made the acquaintance of

Barbaja, the Naples impresario, who engaged him as his musical

director, with the obligation of writing two operas a year, the

first, Elisabetta, Regma d'lnghtlterra, was a great success

The year 1816 saw the production in Rome of the Barber of

Seville (5th February), which, after an inauspicious first per-

formance, soon became enormously popular. Rossini returned to

Naples to work out his contract \vlth Barbaja. Otello, the third
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act of which was for many years regarded in many quarters as

the high-water mark of European operatic composition, was given

on the 4th December, 1816. La Cenerentola (" Cinderella") was

produced in Rome on the 25th January, 1817, and La Gazza

Ladra (" The Thieving Magpie ") at Milan on the 3oth May.
Rossini had now written fifteen operas in four years, while his

total output for the eight years 1815-23 was twenty. He continued

to fluctuate between serious and comic opera and oratorio. Most

m Egitto was given at Naples in 1818, and Semiramide at Venice

in 1823.

Long before this latter year his fame had spread all over Europe,

and on the termination of his Naples engagement in 1821 he ac-

cepted an invitation to go to Vienna and produce his Zelmtra. He
remained six months in the Austrian capital, where, apart from his

triumphs in the theatre, his wit and charm of manner made him

highly popular in society He heard the Eroica Symphony, was

overwhelmed by it, and sought and obtained an introduction to

Beethoven, but little was said at the interview, owing partly to

Beethoven's deafness, partly to the fact that neither of them under-

stood very much of the language of the other.

In 1823 Rossini went to Paris, then to London, then (after a

visit to Italy) to Paris again, where he was made Director of the

Italian Opera, a post which he held for about two years. For

Paris he wrote Le Comte Ory (1828) and Guillaume Tell (1829).

Though he was then no more than thirty-seven years old, and

he had still nearly forty years of his life before him, he wrote

no more operas. He still wrote small works for the church and

the salon, and one large one, the Stabat Mater (Paris. January

1842).

In the years immediately following the production of Guillaume

Tell he travelled a good deal, finally settling at Bologna, where he

took an amount of trouble that was quite exceptional with him over

the reform of the Conservatoire. He had always lived well rather

than wisely, and about this time his health began to fail, his chief

ailments being stone and neurasthenia. In May 1843, after suf-

fering for many years, he underwent an operation in Paris that
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restored him to health for a time. When it failed again, he left

Bologna finally for Paris (in the spring of 1855) ;
the change of

air and a hydropathic treatment benefited him greatly, and for

the next twelve years his health on the whole was good.

His first wife was Isabella Colbran, who had been both the

leading prima donna and the mistress of Barbaja of Naples

Rossini separated from her in 1837, and she died in October 1845 ;

in August 1846 he married Olympe Pelissier, who had already

cared for him for some ten years.

The town of Paris presented him with a plot of land in Passy,

on which he built himself a house, and his remaining years were

spent between this and his apartment in Paris. He continued to

write innumerable little pieces for himself and for his friends'

albums: some of these have been pieced together in our own day
to make the Russian ballet Le Boutique Fantasque. On the i2th

February, 1868, Guillaume Tell was given for the five hundredth

time at the Paris Opera, and the occasion was made the pretext

for a general act of homage to him; he was serenaded in his Paris

apartment by the Opera orchestra, chorus, and some of the

soloists. He died of pneumonia at Passy on the i3th November,
1868.

Rossini was an inveterate joker, and the stories told of his wit

and humour are almost innumerable. One of the best is in con-

nection with an early opera of his, // Figlio per Azzardo. The

story goes that as he did not like the libretto, which had been

forced on him by the impresario, Rossini revenged himself by

turning the whole thing into nonsense in each bar of the over-

ture the second violins had to strike the lamp-shade with their

bows, the bass part was written absurdly high, the soprano part

absurdly low, and so on. No doubt there was some fun at the time,

but one suspects that the joke was largely worked up by Rossini

in conversation in later years. The score as we now have it hardly

bears out the details. A revised version of the opera, under the

title of // Signor Bruschino, was produced at Paris in 1858. It is

one of the best of Rossini's less-known works.

He was said to have made ironical and somewhat malicious



GIOACCHINO ROSSINI 203

comments on Wagner, but Rossini indignantly denied having
uttered them. The two men met in 1860, and in an interesting

article on Rossini written after the latter's death, Wagner spoke
of him as

" the first truly great and reverable man I had as yet
met in the world of art."



THE BARBER OF SEVILLE

French dramatist to whom we awe the original texts of

The Barber of Seville and The Marriage of Figaro was

one of the most remarkable products of the eighteenth century.

His real name was Pierre Augustin Caron. He was born at Paris

on the 24th January, 1732, and being the son of a watchmaker he

himself graduated in that trade. In his early twenties he managed
to secure a post in the King's household, where he taught the harp

to the daughters of Louis XIV. In 1761 he purchased the title of

Secretary to the King, and with it a patent of nobility, in virtue of

which he called himself in future Caron de Beaumarchais.

The upstart was regarded with none too favourable an eye by
some exclusive members of the genuine aristocracy, but his unfail-

ing wit and assurance not to say impudence carried him

triumphantly through most of his little encounters with them. In

addition to his literary activities he dabbled in trade and specula-

tion during a great part of his life, making large sums and not

infrequently losing them again; during the war of the French

colonies with England he supplied arms to the United States, and

became the creditor of the new country for large amounts which

were never paid him, though his family received, thirty-six years

after his death, 800,000 out of the 2,280,000 francs that were

admitted to be owing to him. In 1764 he went to Spain to cham-

pion the cause of one of his sisters who had been jilted by a

Spaniard names Clavigo. Out of his experiences in this affair he

made his first play, Eugenie (1767).

He was twice married, in 1757 and in 1768, in each case to a
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widow, in the first case being left a widower after a year of mar-

riage, in the second after two years In 1770 he became involved

in one of the most famous lawsuits of the eighteenth century A
certain Comte de la Blache accused him of fraud in connection

with the business affairs of his uncle, an old banker, and claimed

from him 139,000 livres. Beaumarchais fought the case, both in

the courts and in the Press, with infinite wit and ingenuity. The

first verdict went against him, he appealed, and won, but lost a

third trial and found himself, for a time, practically ruined.

His comedy The Barber of Seville appeared in 1775, and was

a tremendous success He wrote The Marriage of Figaro shortly

afterwards, but it was not performed until 1784. In 1787 he pro-

duced a curious opera Tarare, the fruit of certain theories he had

upon the new possibilities of this genre; it was set to music by
Mozart's rival in Vienna, Salieri. After living for some time in

magnificent style in a great house in Paris, he was ruined by
the revolution, and at one time was actually in prison. He died

in 1799

In view of the uses to which musicians later put the two great

comedies, it is interesting to recall that Beaumarchais himself

originally planned The Barber of Seville (in 1772) as a sort of

opera in four acts, the music in the sung portions being mostly
from Spanish folk-songs. One of his friends, the Prince de Conti,

told Beaumarchais that he thought the preface gayer than the

play itself, and advised him to remodel the latter and make a

comedy of it. In this form it was first produced in 1775. The work,

by the way, had been refused by the Comedie Italienne; the chief

actor at that establishment, Clairval, had himself once been a

barber, and the Parisian wits could have been trusted to take full

advantage of the opportunity this would have afforded them had

he played the Barber's part.

Figaro was apparently not set to music until Mozart took up the

subject in 1786. But The Barber of Seville had been set ten years

before this by the Italian Paisiello (1741-1816) almost im-

mediately, as will be seen, after the publication of the play. This

previous opera on the subject proved a bit of an embarrassment
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to Rossini. It is probable, indeed, that the subject was no choice

of his own, but was forced upon him by the Roman impresa-

rio. This gentleman had latterly been having a good deal of

trouble with the local police, who refused him permission to

stage one subject after another because it was held to be dan-

gerous in the political state of Italy at that time. Finally the dis-

tracted impresario suggested Beaumarchais' comedy; and the

Roman Governor seems to have fallen in with the proposal out of

sheer fatigue with the whole bothering business. Besides, as the

subject had already been set by Paisiello, it was presumably
harmless.

Rossini, however, appears not to have been particularly

pleased at the impresario's choice He knew the passion of the

Italians for taking sides, and the general estimation in which the

venerable Paisiello was held
,
and he foresaw trouble for his own

opera. To put himself in the right in advance, he wrote to Paisiello

advising him courteously of his intention to set the Barber. The

old composer replied to the young one in a letter that was a blend

of politeness and irony. He had not been particularly pleased at

the success of Rossini's Elisabetta in Naples, and no doubt already

had the suspicion that a dangerous new star had come above the

Italian opera horizon. But he maintained the courtesies of the

polite world; he told the young man, with mock gravity, that it

gave him much pleasure to approve of the choice of the Roman

papal police. No doubt he hoped that the work of the presumptu-
ous new-comer would be a failure.

Rossini astutely saw to it that the contents of Paisiello's letter

became known all over Rome, and in addition he introduced the

libretto with a note in which he expressed his respectful admira-

tion for the old public favourite. He thought it prudent also to

give his own work the title not of The Barber of Seville, but of

Almaviva, or the Vain Precaution.

His wary diplomacy, however, was not of much avail with the

Roman public. The opera had a stormy reception at its first

performance on the 6th February, 1816. A number of malcon-

tents regarded it as an impertinence on Rossini's part that he
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should have set the text at all after Paisiello
;
others were outraged

by the novelty of some of Rossini's proceedings for it must be

remembered that in his day the young Rossini was regarded as an

audacious musical innovator, almost a red revolutionary. Alto-

gether they found the new Barber rather disturbing.

The partisan audience was only too delighted when, in addi-

tion to the many things that outraged its aesthetic sensibilities,

something happened to provoke laughter. At one point in one of

Almaviva's arias a string of his guitar snapped, at another, a cat

that was not in the cast strolled across the stage; at another,

Basilio became entangled in his robe, and each contretemps of

this kind was an occasion for joyous hissing and hooting. Rossini,

who conducted at the first performance, was so upset by the atti-

tude of the audience that he left the theatre as soon as he could,

and many years after he told Wagner that he feared he was going

to be assassinated. But the next night the audience gave the opera

a fair hearing, and at the third performance the success of the new

work was assured.

It seems almost incredible that a work of this size could have

been written in thirteen days, as is alleged, yet the dates con-

firm the story. Rossini's facility, indeed, was so great that had

he really been put to it he could probably have finished the work

in a day or two less. When Donizetti was told that the opera had

been written in thirteen days,
"
Yes," he said,

" but then Rossini

always was a lazy fellow'
"

Rossini, it is true, saved himself a little trouble here and there

by using up material from his older works. The original overture

has disappeared; but in the library of the Paris Conservatoire

there is a manuscript score of the opera with an overture that is

identical with that used by Rossini for two other operas of his

II Turco in Italia and Sigismondo; and it is a fair presumption

that this was the overture heard at the first performance of the

Barber. The sprightly overture which is now published and played

with the opera is really that to Elizabetta; and Rossini had al-

ready used this in two earlier works, L'Equivoco stravagante

(1811) and Aureliano in Palmira (1814). There were other
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borrowings from others of his works, which we shall note in the

appropriate places.

It was quite a common thing in the eighteenth century and the

early nineteenth for an opera composer to economise his labours

by drawing upon earlier works that had not succeeded in estab-

lishing themselves; he probably did not see why a good thing

should be lost to the world merely because the world had not had

the good sense to take it to its heart at once. It is amusing to read

that the Roman audience of 1816 found in the borrowed Eksabetta

overture a summary of The Barber of Seville; they persuaded

themselves that in one part they could hear the scoldings

of old Bartolo, in another the lamentations of Rosina, and so

on.

Rossini, who always took the gayest possible view of every

situation, told Wagner, many years after, that for the score of the

Barber he was paid twelve hundred francs, plus a nut-coloured

coat with gold buttons, of which the impresario made him a

present in order that he might be able to cut a decent figure in

the theatre. The coat Rossini valued at a hundred francs total

thirteen hundred francs; and as the composition had taken him

only thirteen days, this was at the liberal payment of a hundred

francs a day.
" So you see," he said,

"
that I was really getting

quite a big wage. I swaggered about it before my father, who,
when he was the public trumpeter at Pesaro, was paid only two

francs fifty centimes a day."

ACT I

The first act shows an open square in Seville. On the left is the

house of Doctor Bartolo, the old guardian of the fair Rosina; as

he hopes to marry the young lady himself he keeps her as secluded

as possible, and at present the windows are barred and the blinds

drawn. It is early morning.

Count Almaviva, a rich young Spanish nobleman, has come with

a band of musicians to offer Rosina an aubade
,
but for the mo-

ment he himself is not visible. The musicians are led in by his
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servant Fiorello, all make a great point of secrecy and quietness,

and keep on singing
"
Softly, softly," no more loudly than the

exigencies of opera call for. Count Almaviva appears, learns from

Fiorello that everything is ready for the aubade, and, while the

musicians are tuning their instruments, breaks out into an aria

in which he exhorts the slumbering fair one to rise and graciously

allow the dawn to set about its normal business The music is very
florid

,
a faint idea of its technical difficulty can be gathered from

the opening bars:

Dawn, with her ro - sy man - - - - lie,

EC - co ri - den - te in cie - - - - lo

Stands at the gate of morn - .ing,

Spun - ta la bel -la au - ro - ra,

Night's gloom a far is dn ven, Yet
E tu non sor gi an co - ra, E ..

thou art slum b'nng still !

puoi dor-mir co si?...

and from the following passage taken from the middle section:

told her my
ten - to, che e-
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This aria, by the way, was added to the score after the first per-

formance; Rossini adapted it from a chorus in an earlier oratorio

of his, Giro in Babilonia (Cyrus in Babylon).

Almaviva fancies he sees Rosma at the window, but Fiorello,

whose eye is not affected by love, assures him he is mistaken;

meanwhile the morning is advancing, knd it would be prudent,

he thinks, to get rid of the musicians. The Count is far too much

of a grandee to come into personal, contact with these hirelings;

he hands his purse to Fiorello, who in turn distributes the money
to the musicians. This he does on such a liberal scale that in-

stead of going off promptly they take quite a considerable time

kissing the hands and the cloak of the Count and bowing to

him, meanwhile expressing their humble thanks in a chorus

which runs to such length that, after many vain attempts to

persuade them to retire, the Count is reduced to driving them

away.

The Count now bids Fiorello also leave him. Each morning he

has seen Rosina at her window, and he assumes that she has also

seen him, in which case she can hardly doubt that it is love for

her that has brought him here. His intentions, he assures us, are

strictly honourable; he intends to marry the lady. While he is

indulging in these reflections a voice is heard without, singing a

gay
"
La, la, la." The Count, who does not wish to be detected,

hides under some arches for it is now daylight in order to

observe the new-comer.

A riotously merry strain (No. 3) breaks out in the orchestra,

and Figaro trips in, still singing his joyous "La, la, la'
"

Sus-

pended from his neck is a guitar. He is full of the sense of his

own importance.
" Make way," he cries,

"
for the factotum of all

the town! ":
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(3)

Morning has come, and everybody must be off to his business.

What a pleasant life is that of the barber a barber such as he

a barber of quality! He is the most fortunate of men, for he is

everywhere in demand:

al

for

- ways in luck where good for -

tu - na - tis - si - mo per

tune
ve -

is

ri *

rife, La le ran la la le ran la la re la re la

ta, La le ran la la le ran la la re la re la

[M! I P U V-

la la ran la la ran la.

There is no profession in all the world, indeed, to compare with

that of such a barber as he, for besides his services with scissors

and razor he is the confidential adviser of all sorts of people,

cavaliers and ladies alike:

(3)

c t t t

Ear - ly and late,

Pron - to a far tut

for all who re -

to, la not te, H
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<& P c c c
I

quire me,
gior

- DO,
No-thing can tire me,
Sem-pre d m tor no,

ica - dy for

jn gi
- ro

all.

su,

In such request is he that he gets no rest, either day or night ,
one

man calls for his wig, another to be shaved
,
another wishes to be

bled, another sends him off with a billet-doux The multiplicity

of their cries distracts him; one at a time, he begs them, for pity's

sake
" Here I am, Figaro here, Figaro there, ready, aye, super-

ready, as quick as lightning
" For all that he counts himself the

most fortunate of mankind:

(6)

a 35 6

Ah bra - vo, Fi ga - ro, bra vo, bra

03? E*C
vis - si - mo, ah bra-vo, Fi - ga - ro, bra-vo, bra-

vis - si - mo, thou art a fa - vour he of

a te for - tu - na, a tt for

C/E P E CicJff p

For-tune, thou art a bar - ber of great re nown.
tu na, a te for - tu - na non man che - ra.

The aria is the finest specimen in existence of the Italian humor-

ous bass aria a genre that was in great vogue in the eighteenth

and early nineteenth centuries, when Italian basses were expected

to have almost the vocal agility of sopranos. It need hardly be

said that the
"
Largo al factotum " can be taken at its proper

pace only in Italian, with its large proportion of vowels 10

consonants.

Still full of his own importance, even after he has finished his

superb aria, the bright fellow goes on to tell us further in a recita-
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tive how much in demand he is; it is a subject on which, we feel,

he could discourse for ever. Life is glorious, he says, when one

is as famous as he is: without him not a girl in Seville could find

a husband; to him comes the little widow who would like to be

married again. And it is all so easy, for what with his comb and

his razor by day, and his guitar at night, he is admitted everywhere.

By this time it has struck the Count that the features of this

breezy new-comer are familiar to him, while it occurs to Figaro

also that he has seen the Count somewhere. They recognise each

other, and the Count, who is in the town incognito, and wants to

remain so for reasons that so intelligent a person as Figaro

will grasp at once asks the barber to be careful how he ad-

dresses him before others; no " Your Excellency
"
or anything of

that kind! He sees that Figaro can be very useful to him in his

enterprise with Rosina; and he tells him how one evening on the

Prado he saw a lovely girl, the daughter, as he thinks, of a cer-

tain senile doctor, and fell in love with her. He now spends his

days and nights under her window, hoping for a sign of rec-

ognition.
" That window? And a doctor?

"
says Figaro.

" How

lucky!
"

The Fates are indeed on the side of the Count; as Figaro puts

it in his own picturesque language, the cheese has dropped right

on to the macaroni! For in that very house is not he, Figaro, bar-

ber, coiffeur, surgeon, herbalist, druggist, vet, and confidential man
in general? Moreover, the young lady is not the Doctor's daugh-

ter, but only his ward.

Just then the balcony window opens, and Figaro retires under

the portico. Rosina is seen on the balcony. She has come out

hoping and expecting to see the young man who has been follow-

ing her for days; in fact, she has a letter for him. But old Bartolo

appears most inopportunely.
" What is that paper?

" he asks.
"
Oh, nothing," says Rosina;

"
merely the words of an aria taken

from the new opera, The Vain Precaution" The Count, hidden

in the street below, chuckles over her wit, and Figaro, who is a

connoisseur in these matters, slips in a quiet word of praise of

Rosina's guile. She lets the letter fall, and, pretending that this
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was an accident, sends Bartolo out to retrieve it; meanwhile the

Count has picked it up and again hidden himself.

Bartolo, unable to find the letter, is not satisfied with Rosina's

innocent explanation that the wind must have carried it away.

His suspicions are aroused; he orders her in, and threatens to have

the balcony walled up on the morrow. Rosina goes indoors, and the

Count and Figaro read the letter, which runs thus:
" Your as-

siduous attentions have excited my curiosity. My guardian is just

going out; as soon as he is out of the way, find some ingenious

means of letting me know your name, your position, and your in-

tentions. I can never appear on the balcony without my tyrant

following me; but be sure that everything that it is possible to

do will be done to break her chains by the unfortunate Rosina."

While Figaro, in answer to the Count's enquiry, is explaining

that this tyrannical guardian is a suspicious and grumbling old

miser who hopes both to marry Rosina and to secure her money,
the Doctor himself comes out. He calls out to Rosina, within, that

not a soul is to be admitted but Don Basilio, who, should he call,

is to be kept waiting. He locks the door from the outside and

goes off, muttering that he must see to this marriage of his at

once. This is too much for the Count, who has caught Bartolo's

last words. Who is Basilio ? he asks Figaro. Basilio, replies the

barber, is hand-in-glove with Bartolo. He is a person very much
down at heel, a hypocrite, a born intriguer, and a cunning match-

maker; at present his duty in the house is to teach Rosina music.

The Count and Figaro work out a plan of campaign. For the

present Rosina is not to know the Count's name or rank
;
he would

first learn whether she loves him for his own sake. Figaro sees

Rosina behind the curtain, and exhorts the Count to take the first

step towards her affections by singing her a ballad. This he does,

and under cover of a charming song:
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ing, Dost thoil ask ? dear one, hark my re -

te, dal mio lab-bro il mio no-me a-scoU-

conveys to her that his name is Lindoro, and that he faithfully

adores her. The naive pun runs more smoothly in the Italian:

"
lo son Lindoro

Che fido v'adoro."

Rosina finds the song and the sentiments so much to her taste

that she begs him to go on, which the Count does, with a second

stanza in which he tells her that Lindoro can offer her no treasure,

but only a heart full of sincere love. Rosina has just begun to

reply to him when she disappears from the balcony, evidently hav-

ing been interrupted from inside the house. The Count impatiently

declares that he must see her at once or he will go crazy; Figaro

must come to his aid, let him put his boasted wits to work and

find a means to introduce him into the Doctor's house. The Count

promises him all the money he will require, and Figaro breaks out

into a song in praise of gold as the source of all inventiveness:

^ p.
' ^ = *

Thoughts of ge nms from my brain be -

Un vul - ca - no, un vul - ca - no

t > r

to
nua

m
show-cr, All my mind is in a flame likesome vol-

men - te Gia ca - mm -
cia, gia co - min-cia a di-ven-

ca
tar

- no, Thoughts of ge-mus from my brain be -gin to
si All* I * dea dt quel me - tal - lo un vul -
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c

show - er, and like some -vol - ca - no
ca no la mia men - te in - co

tr

After a little cogitation, Figaro decides that the best way for

the Count to gain access to Bartolo's house will be in the disguise

of a soldier; a regiment is expected in trie town that very day, and

it will be easy for the Count to pretend that he has been quartered

upon the Doctor. The pair express their delight at this happy idea

in a duet based on the rollicking second part of No. 8. But the

gold has not yet finished its beneficent work in Figaro's fertile

brain. Another idea has occurred to him* the Count, in addition

to being a soldier, had better pretend to be drunk, for who would

suspect a spy in a drunken man? The suggestion appeals to the

Count, and once more they give vent to their joy to the same

strain as before.
" But where," asks the Count,

" can I find you
when I want you?

"
Figaro gives him, at great length, his address

in a sprightly aria, in which he tells him that he lives at No. 15
on the left, four steps up, the door with a white band

;
five wigs

hang in the window, and there is an advertisement of a wonderful

pomade. The Count expresses his satisfaction in a jubilant song:

Love s own en - chantment this day shall fire me,
Ah che d'a - mo - re la flam-ma 10 sen -to,

Transports un

Nuq-zia di

known be-fore with bliss m -
spire me,

g\u - bi-lo e di con - ten -to.

throughout which Figaro keeps interjecting more directions as

to his address, and expressions of his delight at the shower
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of gold that is going to descend on him. At the conclusion

of the duet Figaro enters Bartolo's house, and the Count goes

off.

The scene changes to a room in Bartolo's house, the windows of

which are closed with Venetian blinds. Rosina is there, holding a

letter in her hand. A few preliminary bars in the orchestra depict

the flutterings of her little heart; then she breaks into the fa-

mous aria
" Una voce poco fa," that is so beloved by every prima

donna:

There's a
Un -a

voice
vo

that I en - shrme in my
ce po-co fi qm nel

heart

cor

and none must know,
mi n * suo - n6,

(The opening words of the aria are, in a rough translation,
" A

little while ago a voice resounded in my heart: my heart is al-

ready touched, and it was Lindoro who dealt it the blow.") She

assures the absent Lindoro that she will marry nobody but him.

Then she proceeds ingenuously to describe her own charming

qualities: she is respectful, obedient, affectionate, easily ruled

so long, of course, as nobody crosses her will, when she turns into

a viper:

gen - tie -ness,
do - ci - le,

*4&

I'm
Son

all

ris

de vo

pet - to -
uoo.
sa.
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When this happens she will stop at nothing to get her own way:

But if you cross my will, or what I

Ma se mi toe ca - no dov* e il mio

do take ill, like a ny
de - - - bo -

le, sa-r6 u na

will turn.
sa - - r6.

The aria is extremely difficult, and is therefore in great favour

with prime donne; but in spite of the florid character of the writ-

ing, which on the surface seems intended only to give opportunities

for vocal display, it is a perfect expression of the character of

Rosina. It is evident from the words that it should be sung only

by coloratura sopranos who can suggest not only to the ear but

to the eye a kittenish creature of sixteen which is Rosina's age

in the opera.

The aria over, she has just come to the conclusion that she

will give the letter, which she now seals, to Figaro to take to Lin-

doro, when the barber most opportunely enters. Figaro, for his

part, has a message for her, but before he can deliver it, Bartolo

is heard returning, and Figaro hides, while Rosina retires. Bartolo

comes in cursing Figaro for a scoundrel, for with his medicines he

has upset the whole house since morning. He calls in his servants

Berta and Ambrogio, and tries to pump them to discover if the

barber has been talking to Rosina; but he can get no sense out

of either of them, for Berta has been given something that keeps

her sneezing all the time, while Ambrogio has had a narcotic and

can do nothing but yawn.
Basilio now enters. Bartolo tells him that he means to speed



THE BARBER OF SEVILLE 2IQ

matters up and marry Rosina the next day; but Basilio has a

secret for him he has seen the great Count Almaviva lurking in

the neighbourhood. They at once conclude that this must be the

unknown who has been dangling round after Rosina. The crafty

Basilio has a sovereign plan for getting rid of the Count

calumny, which, skilfully employed, can always be trusted to

bring the strongest down! He explains his meaning to Bartolo in

the celebrated
"
Calumny

"
aria, in which he describes how, in

the mouth of a master, detraction begins with a whisper so faint

as to be hardly noticeable, then swells to a zephyr, then to a gale

that destroys the victim. The aria is a masterpiece of characterisa-

tion
,
the gradual swelling of the chorus of calumny from a breath

to a devastating hurricane is represented by a long crescendo in

the orchestra, the following phrase being repeated again and again,

starting piano and rising to a huge fortissimo:
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And yet, appropriate as the music is to the words, it is really an-

other of Rossini's borrowings from his early operas: it is adapted
from the Stgtsmondo of 1815.

Good, they will employ calumny when necessary, says Bartolo
,

but meanwhile time presses. The first thing to do is to draw up the

marriage contract
,
when once he is Rosina's husband he will know

how to put a stop to her flirtations/ The pair go out, and Figaro

and Rosina come forward. The barber tells her of the plan that

is afoot, and Rosina assures him that Bartolo will have his hands

more than full with her Figaro tells her of a cousin of his, a

handsome young man, just completing his studies, who has fallen

in love with her; and he discloses his scheme for bringing this

" Lindoro "
into the house.

After a little affectation of maidenly reserve, Rosina consents to

listen to Figaro's suggestion that she shall write Lindoro just a

couple of lines saying that she expects him It turns out, however,

that the letter is already written 1 She takes it from her pocket

and gives it to Figaro, who compliments her on her smartness. In

a lively duet Rosina expresses her delight at the prospect of meet-

ing Lindoro, while Figaro comments sarcastically on the artfulness

of woman.

As Figaro comes out, Bartolo enters He wants to know what

Figaro had called about that morning. Rosina fences with him.

Bartolo goes to the heart of the matter with a question did not

Figaro bring her a reply to the letter she sent by the window, that

alleged aria from The Vain Precaution? This disconcerts her for

the moment. And why, the prying Bartolo goes on, those ink-stains

on her finger? Rosina is ready with her reply, she scalded her

finger this morning, and applied the old-fashioned remedy of a

little ink.
" But there were six sheets of paper on the desk this
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morning," Bartolo continues relentlessly, "and now there are only

five."
" The other one? "

replies Rosina. "
Oh, I took that to

wrap up some sweets for Marcellina."
" But this pen," says

Bartolo,
" has it not just been used for writing?

" "
Oh, yes,"

says Rosina,
"
I used it to draw a flower on my embroidery."

Baffled at every turn, Bartolo bids her hold her tongue, and

breaks out into an aria in which he pompously warns her not to

attempt to impose on a man of his quality:

(14) Andantt matstoso.

To a man of my im - portance Dare you
A un dot - tor del -la mia sor-te Que-ste

of - fer such ex - cu - ses?
scu - se, si - gno n - nal

The concluding phases of his aria:

g g g
^Mark. my la

Si - gno n
dy, for the
na. un' al - tra

fu - ture, I, Don Bar - to - lo, have
vol - ta Quan - do Bar - to - lo an - dra
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* P p P g 56 6 n*
ere dit, I will safe ly lock you in.

to - n a suo mo - do far sa pri

are not only an amusing expression of petulance, but an admirable

example of the rapid Italian patter-song of the period.

He rails and storms at her for a long time, and then goes out.

Rosina follows him, after declaring that the only effect of his

tyranny will be to make her defy him all the more The Count

now enters, in the guise of a soldier, and Bartolo returns. The

Count, pretending to be drunk, cannot remember the Doctor's

name accurately, and makes several grotesque shots at it; but he

is certain that he has been quartered upon him. Rosina returns,

and the Count manages to pass the word to her that he is Lindoro.

A scene of lively stage intrigue follows. Bartolo, to the momen-

tary dismay of the Count, produces a document giving him ex-

emption from quartering; while he was looking for it the lovers

have managed to get in a few furtive words with each other. Still

playing the drunken rowdy, the Count pitches the document

away, and declares his fixed intention of remaining where he

is. He drops a letter, upon which Rosina lets her handkerchief

fall. Then, pretending to see the letter for the first time, he

picks it up along with the handkerchief and gives them both to

Rosina.

The servant Berta now comes in, and the five indulge in an
elaborate quintet. Rosina tries tears for the melting of Bartolo's

rage, and the Doctor, who has caught sight of the letter, is for a

moment softened; meanwhile the Count, with sword drawn, keeps

up his feigned drunken bluster. Figaro enters with his barber's

basin under his arm; he has heard the noise, he tells them, down
in the street, where a crowd has gathered. The Count and Bartolo

soon get at cross-purposes again, but before the quarrel has gone

very far a loud knock is heard at the street-door. An officer of the

guard enters with his soldiers. Bartolo complains of the conduct
of the drunken soldier who has forced his way into his house,
and the officer is about to arrest the Count when the latter takes
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him aside and shows him the insignia of his nobility. This, of

course, alters the whole situation so far as the officer is con-

cerned; though when the curtain falls, after a very long and

brilliant ensemble, in which everyone insists noisily upon his own

point of view, matters seem to be left for the time being very
much as they were.

ACT II

The second act shows the library in Doctor Bartolo's house,

containing a harpsichord, on which is some music. The Doctor has

been making enquiries about the rude soldier, and finds he is not

known to the regiment he claimed to belong to
;
and Bartolo sus-

pects that he is an agent of the prowling Count Almaviva. There

is a knock at the door, and the Count enters, this time disguised

as a music-master. He pretends that he is Don Alonzo, a pupil of

Basilio, and has come to give Rosina her usual lesson in place of his

master, who is confined to the house with illness. The motive on

which his dialogue with Bartolo is founded is exquisite in its oily,

ironical politeness:

(16)
Andante Moderate.

(Peace and joy be on this dwelling I )
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Bartolo is very suspicious, but the supposed Don Alonzo partly

wins his confidence by telling him that in Almaviva's lodging,

which happens to be his also, he has found a letter from Rosina

to the Count which Alonzo now hands to Bartolo. Perhaps, Alonzo

hints, by means of this letter it may be possible to persuade

Rosina that her lover has been faithless
"
Calumny!

"
says Bar-

tolo to himself:
" an apt pupil of his master Basilio'

" The Count,

however, has got himself into a bit of a mess, his tongue, in the

embarrassment of the moment, has outrun his common sense. But

for the moment he gains his end, which is to see Rosina, Bartolo

brings in his ward, and the assumed Alonzo pretends to give her

her lesson, Bartolo listening and watching.

To the Count's accompaniment at the harpsichord Rosina sings

a rondo from The Vain Precaution, but soon she breaks off into

an appeal to Lindoro to help her, which the Count promises to do.

This is the famous Lesson Scene; it has long been the custom for

the prima donna at this point to sing anything she likes, her prefer-

ence, of course, being for an aria, however irrelevant to the play or

the period, that will allow her to show off her virtuosity. The selec-

tions have ranged from " Robin Adair
" and "

Home, Sweet

Home "
to the Mad Scene from Donizetti's Lucia di Lammer-

moor, and to things even madder than that.

Bartolo does not think much of the song. Music, he says, is go-

ing to the devil in these days; in his young days it was much
better had more tune in it which he offers to prove by sing-

ing a favourite ditty of a preceding generation. He has hardly got

through more than half a dozen lines, however:

<'7> ^ * _
^Efe&

Come where the wood will screen us, My
Quaa - do mi sei vi - ci - na, A

-*-d

sweet est of Ro - si nas
- ma - bi le Ro - si na
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when he is annoyed to find that Figaro, who has entered with his

basin under his arm, is imitating him behind his back.

Figaro insists on shaving Bartolo at once; no other day will

do, as he is in such demand all over the town. His engagement
book for the morrow is full. He has to shave and cut the hair of

all the officers of the regiment that has just come to town, the

old Marchese Andronica wants her blond wig dressing; the young
Count Bombe's top-knot needs attending to; to Bernadone, the

lawyer, who yesterday fell ill of indigestion, he must give a

purgative; to say nothing of other engagements. No, to-morrow is

quite impossible; the shaving of Bartolo must be done to-day.

Figaro, having obtained Bartolo's keys, goes to get the shaving

utensils, and a great crash is heard "
off," as if all the crockery

in the house were being broken. Bartolo rushes out to see what

has happened, and returns with Figaro, crying out that owing to

the barber's clumsiness his best dishes and wine-glasses have been

smashed. It has all been a ruse on the part of Figaro, who has

seized his opportunity to take from the bunch the key of the

balcony. He proceeds to shave Bartolo, but has not got very far

with the business when, to everyone's amazement, the supposedly

bed-ridden Basilio enters.

The situation is a critical one for the conspirators. The Count

saves it by taking Basilio aside and persuading him that he is very
ill and ought not to have ventured out of the house with such a

fever on him; Figaro feels Basilio's pulse and confirms the awful

diagnosis it can't be anything less than scarlet fever. Basilio

does not know what to make of it all until the Count surreptitiously

passes him a purse, which, welcome as it is in itself, still fails to

elucidate the matter completely for him. But at last, by dint of

hard work, the company manages to persuade him that he really

is ill, and in a most amusing ensemble he is persuaded to go home
and get to bed.

Figaro now resumes the shaving of Bartolo, placing himself

in such a position as to hide the lovers, who hurriedly arrange for

an elopement at midnight, the Count now having the key. While

trying to explain to Rosina the use he has been compelled to make
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of her letter, he happens to raise his voice a little too high, and

Bartolo overhears him. He escapes from Figaro, and, after railing

at them all, drives them out. Then he calls for Ambrogio and

Berta, the former he sends to Basilio, bidding him come at once,

while Berta is to go downstairs and see that no one else enters. On
second thoughts he decides that as he cannot trust anybody, he had

better go himself, his doing so allows Berta to have the stage to

herself for a few minutes, during which she sings a pleasant little

song that has no great bearing on the action.

This over, and Berta having left the stage, Bartolo and Basilio

enter. The Count's trick as
" Alonzo

"
is-exposed by Basilio, and

it becomes clear to Bartolo that the supposed music-master was

another emissary of the marauding Count; while Basilio is sure

that it was the Count in person. Bartolo sees the need for prompt

action, and sends Basilio away to bring a notary to draw up the

marriage contract. Then a bright idea occurs to him; calling

Rosina, he hands her the letter that has been given him by the

Count, which, he says, is a proof that her lover has another mis-

tress. Rosina recognises the letter as her own, and having learned

how it has come into Bartolo's hands, she assumes that Lindoro

has betrayed her, and, the viper in her replacing the kitten, she

vows vengeance on him. She is now willing to marry Bartolo; and

she confides to him the plan of Lindoro and Figaro to come for

her at midnight. Bartolo tells her to go to her room and locks

the door while he runs for the police, and the wretched Rosina

obeys.

There is a short orchestral interlude, depicting a storm. When
this is over the shutters open, and Figaro and the Count, both

wrapped in cloaks, while Figaro carries a lantern, enter by the

window. The Count's transports at the sight of Rosina are soon

ended; she turns on him and abuses him roundly for his treachery.

The time has now come for him to reveal himself; throwing back

his cloak he appears in the rich dress of a nobleman, and he ex-

plains that he is not Lindoro but Almaviva. The happy pair in-

dulge in a very florid duet, the general character of which may be

gathered from the following phrases:
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(18) ROSINA.

sev .

ti -

ALMAVIVA.

er, O .n what

ri, al - - la

sev
mar - > ti ,-

while Figaro impatiently exhorts them to put an end to their

billing and cooing and make their escape before it is too late;

through the window he has seen two people carrying a lantern.

As time is obviously pressing, they delay no longer than is neces-

sary to sing a trio expressive of their anxiety to get away at once.

This is the famous "
Zitti, zitti

"
trio, that goes at a tremendous

pace that is only possible with the Italian words. The Count

begins it, Rosina and Figaro taking up the melody in turn after

him, and then the three voices uniting:

Zil-ti, zit-tr, pia-no, pia no, Nonfac-

. mo con fu sio

*
nc,
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(" Sh! sh! softly
1

softly' we mustn't make a noise' Let us go

quickly by the balcony ladder.")

When at last they make up their minds to leave in a hurry, they

find, to their dismay, that the ladder has disappeared. All seems

lost. While they are hiding and wondering what they can do,

Basilio enters, bringing with him the notary Figaro takes charge

of the new situation: stepping forward, he reminds the notary that

he has been ordered to draw up a marriage contract between

Count Almaviva and his (Figaro's) niece. By a fortunate chance,

the parties happen to be here, so if the notary has the contract

with him they can proceed. Basilio asks where Bartolo is, but the

Count, taking him aside, offers him a ring, and at the same time

showing him a pistol, promises him a couple of bullets in his head

if he does not behave as he should do. Basilio says he prefers the

ring, and, with Figaro, witnesses the marriage contract.

The ceremony over, the Count kisses Rosina's hand, while

Figaro takes Basilio into his arms in a grotesque embrace Just

then, Bartolo enters with an officer and a patrol of soldiers. He
bids the officer arrest Almaviva and Figaro as thieves. The Count,

for the moment, refuses to give the officer his name, but presents

Rosina as his wife, which staggers Bartolo. The officer becoming

importunate and a little aggressive, the Count discloses his name,
to the vast astonishment of Bartolo. His protests are in vain- the

Count, in a florid aria, tells him that resistance is useless, that

Rosina has escaped from his clutches. A second aria, in which he

assures Rosina of his undying love, is accompanied by the felicita-

tions of the company except Bartolo, who now rounds on

Basilio. The latter admits his defection from the cause, but pleads

that the Count had, in his purse, arguments that were quite irre-

sistible. What chiefly annoys Bartolo is that he himself, by remov-

ing the ladder, should have made the marriage certain
;

it was, as

Basilio ironically reminds him, a vain precaution. Bartolo is

placated by the Count's gift to him of Rosina's dowry, and every-

one now being satisfied, the opera ends with a joyous ensemble.

Rossini's immortal work is the finest flower of the older Italian

musical comedy.
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case of Rossini is one of the most curious in musical

JL history. Although he lived to the age of seventy-six, his

career virtually closed wUh the composition of William Tell at the

age of thirty-seven.

It is true that his Stabat Mater appeared in 1842, and a Messe

Solennelle in 1865, and that from time to time during the latter

half of his life he wrote a number of vocal and pianoforte trifles;

but it was in the opera-house that he had made his great reputa-

tion, and, though he lived until 1868, the opera-house saw no

more of him after 1829.

The majority of Rossini's operas have passed so completely out

of the repertory of most theatres that it is difficult for people to-

day to realise that in his own time he was regarded as a daring

innovator. Responsible critics of his epoch spoke of him very much
as the critics of a later day spoke of Wagner the unapproach-
able master who had created a new heaven and a new earth in

opera; while devotees of the older school shrank from him as a

sort of operatic Bolshevist.

All this is rather hard for the plain man to understand now-

adays, the reason being that, knowing little or nothing of the

Italian opera before Rossini, he has no basis of comparison. As a

matter of fact, Rossini altered the form and the spirit of Italian

opera in a way and to an extent that must have been rather dis-

turbing to the conservative minds of his own day.

It was not merely that he wrote better and livelier and stronger

music than his predecessors and contemporaries. He broke away,
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bit by bit, from a good deal of the older formalism of structure;

he shortened the long and dreary recitatives that were common
in the older opera and only tolerable there because nobody
listened to them, preferring to chatter or eat ices all the time

and substituted for these a more animated and natural musical

dialogue; he did a great deal to break the preposterous tyranny
exercised by the singers over the composer, putting it out of ther

power to deface his melody with their
" ornaments "

by himself

writing out in full the coloratura with which he desired his melo-

dies to be embellished
,
he made opera in many ways more natural

and self-sufficing; he developed the expressive power of the

choral ensembles, and placed them not merely, as was customary
before his time, at the end of an act, but wherever they were

called for by the dramatic necessities of the story.

All this may sound somewhat obvious nowadays, but in the

early years of the nineteenth century these were real reforms that

it took some courage to carry out; and we can well understand the

consternation of old-fashioned music lovers like Lord Mount

Edgecumbe, who were convinced that Rossini and his imitators

were ruining opera.

At the age of thirty-seven Rossini had written thirty-seven

operas, and thirty-four of these had been produced within the

space of fourteen years not a bad record for a man who was

regarded as constitutionally one of the laziest of mankind. His

last opera to be written expressly for Italy was Semiramide, which

was produced in Venice in 1823.

It is clear from this, and from the work or two that preceded it,

that in his own dashing, unreflective way Rossini was heading

towards a more serious conception of opera, and it was probably

for this reason that his last Italian works did not at first meet

with such favour as some of his earlier productions had done. By
1823 he was the most talked-of composer of his epoch He was still

only thirty-one, and there was every probability that, with a

change of environment and the impact of new influences, creating

new ambitions, his mind and his art would undergo further de-

velopments.
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In the late winter of 1823 he went to London, where a new opera

had been commissioned from him. He remained in England until

the following July. The opera, owing to the bankruptcy of the

theatrical manager, was never produced, and, indeed, seems not

to have been written, apart from the first act; but Rossini made

himself immensely popular in Society by the charm of his person-

ality, and he and his wife, who was a singer, were in great demand

for concerts. He charged handsome fees, and when he went to

Paris in July 1824, he carried away with him some seven thou-

sand pounds more than he had earned in all the preceding years

of his life.

In Paris he was engaged as musical director of the Theatre

Italien for eighteen months at a salary of twenty thousand francs.

He performed his duties very conscientiously, and produced some

of his own works that had not previously been given in France.

When his agreement expired, he was retained in Paris, where his

possible future services to French opera were regarded by the Gov-

ernment as being valuable, by a continuation of his salary of

twenty thousand francs under the guise of a pension.

The conditions in Paris, then looked upon as the leading city

for opera, were very different from those he had been accustomed

to in Italy, and they probably set him thinking hard. The result

was that gradual change in his conception of opera that cul-

minated in William Tell. Pure lyrical singing had never been the

strong point of the French; writers like Rousseau, indeed, had

argued that the French would never be able to sing- like the

Italians because their language was not made for singing. But

the French had always shown more liking than most nations for

the dramatic side of opera, and, in addition, the Paris Opera, with

its large Government subvention, was able to spend large amounts

on careful rehearsal and elaborate production.

For the Grand Opera he recast and partly rewrote two of his

Italian operas Maometto, which became the Siege of Corinth

(1826) and Moses in Egypt (1827). His next work for Paris

was Count Ory, in which he had the benefit of the co-operation

of so skilled a librettist as the famous Scribe. This opera, in which
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Rossini incorporated some of the music from an Italian opera,

The Journey to Rheims (written for the coronation of Charles X
in 1825), was produced in 1828.

Rossini was evidently ripening for a serious work on a bigger

scale than anything he had yet attempted; and it was a great pity

that just when his powers were at their height he should have

allied himself with a singularly poor pair of librettists. He took an

unusual amount of pains over the composition of Wtlltam Tell,

retiring to the country house of his friend Aguado, the banker,

at Petit-Bourg. In these quiet surroundings he completed

in six months the whole of the piano portion of the work,

leaving only the orchestration to be added on his return to

Paris.

A new type of opera subject was coming into fashion; people

were tired of classical mythology and wanted to see the life of

their own time on the stage, or something that they could correlate

with this. Liberal ideas were also in the air, as a result of the

political and social fermentation of the time; liberty and democ-

racy were idealised, and tyrants were in bad odour.

In 1828, a year before the production of William Tell, Auber

had made a great sensation with his Masaniello, that deals with

the revolt of the Neapolitans against their Spanish oppressors.

The extraordinary excitement created by this work may be gath-

ered from the fact that a performance of it in Brussels in August

1830 led to risings that ended in the expulsion of the Dutch from

Belgium. "It was quite in accord with the spirit of the times, then,

that Rossini should become enamoured of the story of William

Tell, which had lately become known in France through a trans-

lation of Schiller's German play upon the subject.

He chose for his librettist, or had chosen for him by others, a

certain M. de Jouy, an inferior dramatist of the day who had made

something of a reputation for himself in musical circles by writing

the libretti for The Vestal, Fernand Cortez, and other operas of

SpontinPs. Jouy's vanity made him think more of himself than of

the composer.

He turned out in the first place a long poem of some seven
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hundred verses that seemingly had the minimum of relation to

the stage. Rossini finding this text impossible, a M. Bis was

called in to get the text into a better shape. Precisely what Bis

did with the libretto is not known, but he is generally credited

with the second act, which is undeniably the best of the five. But

Bis, like Jouy, found that Rossini had a will of his own in these

matters, and both librettists were worried by his incessant de-

mands that the verses should be reshaped to suit his musical ideas.

In the end they came to regard themselves as very aggrieved

persons.

Like the Leicestershire squire, Charles Jennens, the author

of the text of the Messiah, who thought that Handel had let him

down rather badly "I have with great difficulty made him

correct some of the grossest faults in the composition, but he

retains his overture obstinately/' he wrote to a friend M. de

Jouy and M. Bis regarded themselves as great dramatists whose

masterpiece had been ruined by the caprice and stupidity of a

mere composer.

They thought it necessary, in the interests of their own reputa-

tions, to publish the libretto with an explanatory preface. From
this it appears that of the libretto as it was originally written sev-

eral scenes had been cut out in obedience to Rossini's demands,
the place of certain others had been changed, and some verses

had been put in only because Rossini insisted on them for music

that was already in his head They candidly admitted that some

of their lines were not up to the highest poetic standard, but they

pleaded in extenuation that the rhythm of these had been fixed for

them in advance by the composer. However, they said, they

thought it advisable to publish the libretto in its final form, be-

cause the spectators would have a natural desire to know what the

opera was about, and in the theatre the instruments often made

it impossible for them to catch the words.

They ended up with an artful compliment to Rossini as the only
"
creator

"
of the opera. They were thus safely on the side of the

angels if the work turned out to be a success, while if it proved
a failure they had cunningly left it to be inferred that it was all
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Rossini's fault for not having accepted their masterpiece as it

originally stood

As a matter of fact, a third hand had been made u^e of by
Rossini that of Aguado's secretary, Armand Marrast, v.hn

had put the finishing touch on many a line that the composer

had found impossible.

The work was produced at the Opera on the 3rd August, 1829.

Its fate was curious. After an enthusiastic reception, and in spite

of the general recognition that it was not only Rossini's master-

piece but a significant sign of the times, the public enthusiasm

gradually cooled It was given in its proper form fifty-six times.

Then it was shortened to three acts by the omission of the third

and the telescoping of the fourth and fifth into one, and at last

the second act alone came to be given as a sort of curtain raiser.

There is a well-known story of the Director of the Opera meet-

ing Rossini one day and saying to him, with the evident desire to

please him,
"
To-night, Master, we play the second act of William

Tell again."
" What' the whole of it?

" was Rossini's ironic reply.

In 1837 tne Part f Arnold was taken up by the great French

tenor Duprez, whose fine performance of the part restored the

work to temporary popularity. In London it was given in 1839

and again in 1848; but Henry Chorley, writing in 1861, had to

record regretfully that, in spite of its showing Rossini's genius at

its best, it never managed to take hold of the general public in this

country.

Chorley, who had a great admiration for Rossini's genius, and

considerable insight into it, has some shrewd remarks on the

subject. He thinks that Rossini relied so much on his musical in-

vention as to be far too careless about his libretti.
"

It would

appear," he says,
"
as if the greatest of Italians had taken a

despotic pride in choosing a subject without reference to dramatic

treatment, and without a leading female interest, always of the

first importance to opera, be the part long or brief
''

* The music,

however," he prophesies,
"
will grow so long as music lives and

lasts. Year by year will be more and more seen the rare character-

istic beauty royally showered over the work from its earliest to
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its latest note." He thinks that the reason the public preferred the

operas of inferior composers such as Donizetti was that these

afforded more "
scope for action."

It certainly looks as if Rossini had been culpably careless about

the dramatic aspect of the story; and if it be true that he rejected

the libretto of The Jewess (afterwards composed by Halevy),

which Chorley calls
"
the most powerful opera book in the mod-

ern list," choosing instead of it the relatively feeble William Tell

of M. de Jouy, the charge appears to be a just one.

There has been a vast amount of speculation as to the reasons

for Rossini's never taking up operatic composition again after

William Tell. It is said that he was piqued by the failure of the

public to take to its heart what he knew to be the best of his

works; that he was jealous of the growing vogue of Meyerbeer;
that he had made so much money (he was given many a good
Stock Exchange tip by his friends the Rothschilds) that he could

indulge his natural bent towards indolence; that he wanted, in

the years following the production of William Tell, to live in

Italy with his old father, who, not knowing a word of French,

would have been unhappy in Paris; and so on.

There may be something in each of these explanations with the

exception of that relating to Meyerbeer; although, while Rossini

was probably incapable of the meaner form of jealousy of his

powerful rival, he may have realised that only a colossal effort

on his own part could suffice to stem the Meyerbeer tide, and he

may have preferred not to run the risk of another failure.

But Chorley makes a suggestion as to Rossini's abstention

from opera for the remaining years of his life that may be the

correct one, and in any case is interesting:
" The strange, ob-

stinate retirement from creation of such an artist as Signor Ros-

sini," he wrote about 1861, while the composer was still alive,
"
in

the prime of his powers, with Guillaume Tell just made, and

myriads of fancies still unexpressed, has always reminded me of

nothing so much as of the old story, true in the main, which, how-

ever, has been added to and coloured and lectured on till small

truth, it may be, is left in it the story, I mean, of the man who
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left his wife in pique, without bidding her farewell, and who dwelt,

for a long term of years undiscovered, in a house on the opposite

side of the street, long after her agony of wish to discover him

had died out in blank hopelessness. After holding out for a certain

time, pride forbade him to go home.
" Who has ever weighed the strength of perversity, the self-

punishment of the implacable, or the comfort of their conviction

that if the outer world suffers by it, so much the better! Thus it

may be that the perpetual reference to, and solicitude concerning

Signor Rossini during the past thirty years, the anxiety to be

allowed to hope that his last words were not said, the return to his

best operas (in spite of the feeble stories), after one and another

writer have been praised, become wearisome, and been laid by,

may have amounted to so many incitements to persistence in the

course of musical perversity, by which we have lost so much. No

stranger story is, at all events, recorded in the annals of art, with

respect to a genius who filled his own world with its glory, and

then chose to vanish
c not unseen.'

"

The period of the opera is the beginning of the fourteenth cen-

tury, when the Swiss were trying to free themselves from Austrian

rule; and the central episode in it is of course the old story or

rather the legend, for it is found in other places at other times

of the shooting of an apple from the head of TelFs son. Rossini had

more than once in the earlier part of his career flown in the face of

tradition by giving an important part to a bass, and he makes a

baritone of William Tell, who is really the main hero of the opera.

There are two other Swiss patriots, Arnold, the tenor, and Walter

Fiirst, a bass.

The chief soprano is Mathilde, a Princess of the Austrian house.

Hedwiga, Tell's wife, is a mezzo-soprano, and Jemmy, his little

son, is of course a soprano. Gesler, the oppressive Governor of

Schwitz and Uri, is a bass, as is also Arnold's father, Melcthal.

The minor characters are Rudolph, a captain of Gesler's guards,

who is a tenor, a fisherman named Ruodi, also a tenor, and

Leuthold, a herdsman, who is a bass.

The overture, which had been the joy of both the concert-goer



WILLIAM TELL 237

and the opera audience for the last hundred years, is really a
little symphonic poem. A certain eminent musician of the present

day, when he was asked to go to a festival of modern Swiss music,

replied,
" Modern Swiss music? There isn't any. The only piece

of decent Swiss music ever written is the overture to William Tell."

Swiss music or not, it is excellent music.

The preliminary andante paints the piece of a pastoral scene.

The opening theme, which must have been a daringly original piece

of colouring in its day, is entrusted to five solo 'cellos with the

double basses'

This is followed by a second theme:

the development of which is interrupted for a moment by a soft

roll in the kettledrum, a presage of the coming storm. The succeed-

ing allegro paints the storm itself; commencing with soft hurry-

ing figures in the strings and veiled wood-wind harmonies it works

up to a pelting fortissimo tempest; from time to time we hear
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high up in the wood-wind, the piccolo being especially prominent,
staccato notes that seem to fall like raindrops.

The storm rises to its height, spends its fury, and disappears as

gradually as it came, with murmurous tremolandi in the strings,

and little flicks in the flute that suggest streaks of clear blue com-

ing into the heavy sky. Then the English horn gives out a Ranz
des vackes:

Andant

(The Ranz des vaches is the call that the Swiss herdsman blows

on the Alpine horn to his cattle to call them from the lower to the

higher pastures in June. Rossini is said to have used some ten or

twelve Ranz des vaches in the score of William Tell; he probably
culled them from a book on the subject by one Tarenne, published

in 1813 )

The call is answered by the flute in the higher octave, and a

romantic series of calls and echoes ensues. Then comes another

melody for the English horn:

C4)

which in time is succeeded by a development of the main call

(No. 3). As this dies away, the trumpets seize upon the B natural

and ring out a brilliant fanfare in the key of E major, the relative

remoteness of which from the preceding key of G major is splen-

didly effective. The trumpets are answered by the horn, and to the

strains of a lively galop:
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., Allegro vivace

11

jjyjjjjj'jjjjjyjjjjj
PP ' ' '

a hunting party comes upon the scene. The second strain of

the galop:

is as exhilarating as the first. The remainder of the overture is

devoted to brilliant repetitions and developments of these two

themes.

The curtain having risen, we see the shores of the Lake of

Lucerne. On the right is William Tell's chalet, on the left a water-

fall, spanned by a little bridge. Jemmy, Tell's little son, is practis-

ing with bow and arrows; his mother, Hedwiga, sits in front of her

house plaiting a basket. She keeps looking now at her son, now at

her husband, alternately delighting in the happiness of the one

and concerned about the other, for William Tell, leaning on his

spade, obviously has something on his mind.

Peasants engaged in one occupation or another are scattered

about the stage; some of them are festooning with green three

small chalets, the future residences of three newly wedded couples,

for this is the day on which, according to the ancient usage, three

marriages are to be made and blessed by the elder of the
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community. A brief orchestral introduction, with a melody that

commences in the violins:

(7) Andante grazioso

paints a charming picture of the pastoral scene The peasants cele-

brate the beauty of the day and the interest of the occasion in

a chorus:

(8)

=*q

after which there comes from the fisherman Ruodi, who is in his

boat on the lake, an invitation to his lady love to accompany him

on an excursion:

Andantino

r c r t
Come forth, maid- en
Ac - cours dans ma na

fair -

- eel -

F r
est, the

it

blush of dawn thon wear
-mi - de jou

- ven - eel
est,

le;

The light orchestral accompaniment to this changes to gloomier
colours as, the first stanza of Ruodi's song being finished, William

Tell, in an aside, contrasts the youthful fisherman, singing of his

happiness and his love, with himself, racked by the thought of the

oppression to which his beloved country is subject ,

"
while he

sings, Switzerland weeps for its liberty." Ruodi continues his

song, which is made the text of a quartet between himself, Jemmy,
Hedwiga, and William Tell.
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At the conclusion of this another Ranz des vaches is heard in

the distance:

* Andantino

and then another in faster time

>
Allegretto

Each is followed by the usual echo. It is the signal from the moun-
tains for the peasants to cease the labours of the day and give

themselves up to enjoyment, the joyous cries of the chorus are

accompanied by some sparkling melodies in the orchestra, of which

the following is most freely used:

<12) Allegro vivace

1 1 V 1 15:
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All greet Melcthal, the patriarch of the village, who now enters

from the hill, leaning on the arm of his son Arnold; the latter, in

an aside, contrasts the happy state of the lovers with his own.

Melcthal, called upon by Tell to give his blessing, does so to the

accompaniment of a brilliant treatment in the orchestra of the

Ranz des vaches quoted as No. 10, and everyone joins in a brilliant

ensemble

Melcthal, at Tell's invitation, goes into the latter's chalet, after

having exhorted his son to follow the example of the couples of

the day and marry, for his country's sake. This gives Arnold the

cue for a soliloquy upon his own unhappy lot. It has been his

fate to fall in love with Princess Mathilde, wha may one day rule

over them ; for her he has forgotten his duty towards his country,

and has fought in the ranks of the Austrian oppressors. Dis-

tant horns:

(IS)

break in upon his soliloquy. From these signs of the hunt he sur-

mises that Gesler is nearing, and with him will be Mathilde. Love

drowning every other emotion in his breast, he is rushing off to

greet Mathilde, when he is stopped by Tell, who has come out of

his chalet.

To the accompaniment of a stern, arresting figure in the

orchestra:
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the patriot asks the young man the cause of his perturbation and

exhorts him to remember his duty to his country. Arnold breaks

out into a passionate cry to Mathilde:

TIB)

O Ma - til -

Ah! Ma - thtl - 7.

soul's de- light and trea- sure
do - le de nton a - me,

and this and a counter-motive of TelPs are worked up in admirable

style. In answer to TelPs further appeals to his patriotism, Arnold,

pointing to the chalet, bids Tell remember the danger he may
bring upon those he loves; Tell's reply is that he knows this only
too well, but he knows also the weight of the chains under which

his country groans.

The horns of Gesler's hunting party (No. 13) are heard again,

and a final appeal from Tell goads Arnold into a cry that he too

will go forth and brave the insolent oppressor, although within him-

self he is still torn between love for his country, his father, and

Mathilde:

(16)

Heav'n! then know'st
tu sats

how Ma.
si Ma-

- til

-thtl

E -r C F IT
da I trea - sure,
de m'esf che - re,
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thou know'st 'how
tu sats st Ma -

- til - da I trea - sure!

-thil- dentest che - re!

The three bridegrooms appear, followed later by the three

brides, and the stage gradually fills with people, to the accom-

paniment of a simple pastoral melody:

07) Allegro *-&)n

Hedwiga calls upon old Melcthal to bless the rite, the bridal pairs

kneel before him, and all join in a chorus based on the following

melody:

(is) Andante

against which we hear, from time to time, the melancholy ejacu-

lations of Arnold.

Gesler's horns are heard again in the distance, and Arnold slips

away unperceived by the others. Tell, in spite of the expostulations

of his anxious wife, tries to goad his compatriots into revolt, and

then departs in search of Arnold. To a graceful melody:

Allegretto
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the peasants shower congratulations and good wishes upon the

married pairs, and there follows the inevitable ballet. Jemmy,
having distinguished himself in the archery contest, is feted in a

chorus*

(eo)

J-

Chil-dren of hard -

En -fans de la na - tu -

F r' > P.
=

y Na - tare,when -

J j

g r =g
tne foe ade'er the foe ad - van - cesrt

Sim-pie ha - bit de bu - re

while the archers march round the stage.

The joyous proceedings are interrupted by the sudden cry of

the herdsman Leuthold, who pauses in exhaustion and leans upon
a bloody axe. In excited accents he tells the horrified crowd that

his only daughter having been carried off by one of the Austrian

soldiers, he has cloven the miscreant's skull with his axe. He

implores Ruodi to ferry him over to safety on the opposite side

of the lake, but the fisherman refuses, on account of the danger
from the rocks and the strength of the current.

At this point Tell returns, his search for Arnold having been

unsuccessful. Outside are heard the voices of the Austrian soldiers

clamouring for their prey, and Leuthold makes another despairing

appeal for help. Learning of Ruodi's refusal, Tell himself offers to

row the herdsman across; as the boat leaves the shore, the chorus,

to an expressive orchestral accompaniment, sings a typically Ros-

sinian prayer to Heaven to aid the fugitives

A threatening theme that has been heard in the orchestra

before the prayer makes its reappearance as Rudolph, Gesler's

captain, enters with the soldiers He has hardly had time to de-

mand that Leuthold shall be given up to him when a great cry

of thankfulness goes up from Hedwiga, Jemmy, and the others

as the boat is seen to have reached the opposite shore safely All

refuse to tell the name of the escaped man; and Melcthal, having
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defied Rudolph, is arrested, Rudolph breaking into a furious

threat of vengeance upon the Swiss:

Veloce

Pil-lage and slaugh-.ter, wars and dis -

Que du ra - va -
ge, que du fil-

- as - ters, here shall be mas - ters,
- la - ge, sur ce

s
rt - va -

ge,

>

cai- tiffs and slaves!

e - se Vhor-reurl

The strain is taken up by the others in turn, and worked up into

one of those imposing finales in which Rossini delighted. The vil-

lagers try to rescue Melcthal, but are held back by the soldiers'

spears. Melcthal is being dragged off roughly as the curtain falls.

The setting of the greatly admired second act is a pine forest

on the heights of Rutli, commanding the Waldstetten lake It is

night. The stage fills with hunters bearing torches, some carrying

the trophies of the hunt. The hunting motive associated with

Gesler (No. 13) is heard in the orchestra, and the chorus break

out into a vigorous song in praise of the joys of the hunt:
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^
- bound
-r*

1̂*5,

In the distance is heard the song of the shepherds bringing their

flocks down into the valley, and their evening song merges into the

chorus of hunters, which, however, is soon resumed. No. 13 is

heard once more in the horns, it is the call to return, and the

hunters leave the stage, the horns dying away across the lake.

After an expressive orchestral introduction, admirably sugges-

tive of the romance of the forest by night, Mathilde enters. During
the hunt she has caught sight of Arnold, and believes he may
have followed her to this secluded spot. After an introductory reci-

tative she sings the once famous aria
" Sombre foret ":

fts) Andantino.

Oh lone-ly wood, in thy dark syl-van
Som - bre fo -ret, de-sert tnste et sau-

world-ly
aux sfletr

care and an - noy,_
-deurs des pa - /a*s,_

in which she tells us that she prefers love under the simple condi-

tions that Arnold can offer her to the splendours of the court.

No matter how sincere her emotion, a leading lady in opera has

her rights, and so Mathilde 's aria contains a fair amount of bril-

liant coloratura

The aria concluded, Arnold enters, and after some characteris-

tically French compliments and excuses on the part of each of

them, Arnold confesses his love and implores Mathilde to command

him, if she so wishes it, to abandon even his country and his father



248 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

for her. A confession on her part that she returns his love draws
from him a tender melody:

(*4) Andantino^ m
Words of Joy, thy charm while they
Doux a - veu, ce ten - dre lan-

which is worked up into a duet that was the admiration of our

grandfathers.

The pulse of the music quickens as Mathilde urges her lover:

*>Allegro

"

b

pfic

Go and seek
Me -tour - neg

t̂he fair field of
au champs de la

J* -3

m
J ? if

f
l beits bright-est lau-rels shall 1

vo-lex a de noweauxex-

thine,
- jloits*

to return to the field of battle and win a glory that shall ennoble

him in the eyes of the world and justify her choice, which he

consents to do.

Someone is seen approaching, and Mathilde hastily quits Ar-

nold, promising to meet him again at dawn next day in the ancient

chapel. The new-comers are Tell and Walter Furst They enter to

the accompaniment of an orchestral phrase:
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which, as will be seen, is a curious anticipation on Rossini's part
of the theme representative of Faust in Liszt's Faust Symphony:

The two patriots reproach Arnold for his indifference to his coun-

try's woes and his infatuation with the alien Princess. Arnold

declares his intention of leaving so hopeless a country to find

distraction and glory in war, and is upbraided by Tell-

<28) Allegro maestoso

i^n
F
ffir ft i rn

While ev - >y true-heart ~ed Swit -zer is

Quand fffel-ve - tie est 4m champsde

r *='
groan - ing to see op-pres-sion rule the
-
pli - ces ou Ion mois-son - ne ses en -

land,

-fants;

for his desertion of his native land to join the ranks of its enemies.

Arnold reiterates his resolve, but is pulled up by Furst, who
to the strain of No. 28, hints at a fresh crime on Gesler's part that

calls for Arnold's presence at the funeral rites. The young man
learns that his father has been executed for his defiance of Gesler,

and he is filled with remorse:

(9)

when death was clos - ing

qu'tls ont o - se fros -

c r
t thy son

ri;
round thee, why was not thy son near to

- cri - re, je ne les a\ pg,s de-fen-
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save?
-dus?

While he is giving full vent to his anguish the others, blending

their voices with his in a trio, rejoice at these signs of a change

of heart in him.

Arnold has now only one thought, that of vengeance. The others

tell him to be present that night at a gathering of patriots who

are planning a revolt, and after another vigorous trio in praise

of vengeance and liberty there is hearcl a soft roll in the kettle-

drums, followed by a call in the horns, this by some pizzicato

notes in the 'cellos and basses, and this in turn by a march-like,

but as yet very quiet, melody in the Strings:

All this is the prelude to the famous scene of the Gathering of the

Cantons.

The patriots come upon the stage stealthily first of all the

men of Unterwald, then the men of Schwitz with a tune of

their own:

Andantmo

TC c ir tm
In these sor - row-ful days,_while op-
En ces temps demal-hcur

t
_ u - ne

J fr- r
.

-pre&sd by the stran-ger,
race e - tran-ge -

re,
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and finally the men of Uri. The music of the three Cantons is ad-

mirably differentiated, but all of it is kept within the same frame,

as it were, the air of caution and secrecy that has dominated this

final scene from the commencement being consistently maintained.

The groups are greeted by Tell and Walter as they arrive, and

the men of Uri address Tell in a strain:

that is taken up by the others and worked up into a massive

chorus.

There is still a touch of fear in the hearts of some of the men.

William Tell, in a series of vigorous recitatives, reanimates their

courage, and he is seconded by Arnold, who, rousing himself from

the stupor into which he had fallen, vows that he will avenge the

death of his father. At last they all clasp each other's hands, and

led by Tell, they swear to rise against their tyrant, and invoke

the wrath of Heaven on any traitor there may be in their midst

Few scenes in the opera of the early nineteenth century coulc

he counted upon to thrill the audiences of that day as this scene o

the Gathering of the Cantons did.

The real heroes of Rossini's opera are of course WT
illiam Tel

and the Swiss people, and it would have been better had the com

poser and the librettists kept the great national movement in tin

forefront of their picture, as Moussorgsky did in Boris Godounov

But in Rossini's time the main attractions in opera were still th<

leading soprano and the leading tenor, to each of whom du

opportunities for display had to be given.

It is to this convention that we owe the opening scene of th

third act, which takes place inside a ruined chapel in the ground
of the Governor's palace at Altdorf. Arnold has come to tak

farewell of Mathilde; she learns, however, that he is not goin
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to the wars as he had promised, but is remaining to avenge his

murdered father. Mathilde, realising that it was by Gesler's or-

ders that old Melcthal was killed, bids farewell to hope in an

agitated aria:

agitato

Fare-well to hope,_
Pourno-tre a - mour

fare-well

flusdes -

plea- sure, I re-sigri on earth, all i

quandma we a fei - ne com-

^
trea - sure

- men -
ce,

but, she assures Arnold in some brilliant coloratura:

(14)

"fc

all the nappy-
wan It-be-ra-

she will always, under the worst blows of fate, preserve the

memory of her rescuer and lover.

Wildly she conjures him to flee from the murderous Gesler, but

still to remember her in a foreign land. He cries that it is his father

that he will remember, and their voices blend in an excited duet,

the burden of it being that, in renouncing their love, they have

given Melcthal more than their life.

The scene changes to the market place of Altdorf. The occasion

is the celebration, at Gesler's orders, of the centenary of the

Austrian rule in Switzerland. Gesler's castle is in the background;
in front of it is a raised seat for the Governor. In the centre of the
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stage is a banner bearing Gesler's arms, and surmounted by a

hat. Gesler
5

s soldiers hail him in a martial chorus:

("}

Allegro bnllante

m
Hail to the migh - ty ru -

Gloire au fou-voir su -
fre -

to the migh ty
am fou-wnr su -

while after them the peasants praise the gentle and beloved

Mathilde.

After a proud fanfare in the trumpets, Gesler arrogantly de-

mands that, as a sign of their subjection, the people shall salute

the hat as if it were himself; and the Switzers are compelled to

file in front of the hat and to bow to it.

Addressing the people from the steps of his throne, Gesler tells

them that it is now a hundred years since the Austrian power

deigned to exercise its lordship over them: let them accordingly

celebrate the occasion with song and dance;
" This is my will."

This is the cue for a series of brilliant ballets and a march of the

soldiers, interspersed with choruses in praise of Mathilde. One of

the ballets:

Allegretto

has a genuine Tyrolese flavour.

All goes well until Rudolph notices that William Tell has not

done homage to the hat. He roughly orders him to demean him-
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self, but Tell refuses. The Switzers at this give an apprehensive

cry; and Rudolph draws Gesler's attention to Tell's defiance of

his commands.

Tell is brought before the Governor, and again refuses to obey

the degrading order, let Gesler threaten him as he will. Rudolph

now recognises Tell as the malcontent who helped Leuthold to

escape across the lake. He is seized by the soldiers* in tender

accents he exhorts his little son to leave him, but Jemmy bravely

replies that his place is there, to die, if need be, in his father's

arms

After an expressive ensemble Tell bids the boy go to his

mother and take the message that the beacons are to be lighted

on the mountains as the signal to the three Cantons to raise the

standard of revolt. But in the affection of Tell for his child

Gesler sees an opportunity to intensify the pleasure of his venge-

ance. Throughout the land, he says, Tell is known as a skilled

archer; let an apple be placed on his son's head; if Tell can pierce

the apple with his arrow he shall be set free, but if he fails, both

he and his child shall die.

Tell weakens for a moment and appeals for mercy; but when

the pitiless Gesler orders the son to be killed he gives way com-

pletely and humbles himself before the tyrant; whereupon Gesler

taunts the once intrepid archer and boatman with his weakness.

It is Jemmy who restores Tell's courage; taking his father's hand

and placing it on his breast, he bids him feel how calm his heart is
,

it will not quail under his father's arrow. Proudly declaring,
"
I

am still William Tell!
"
the father demands his bow and arrows.

Bending down, he selects two arrows, one of which he conceals

in his clothes; at this point one of Mathilde's pages slips away
and runs towards the castle.

Gesler orders Jemmy to be bound, but the boy proudly refuses,

if he is to die he will die free. The Switzers break out into a cry

of anguish: even the sight and the words of this innocent child

do not disarm the tyrant's vengeance! Jemmy exhorts his father

to take courage, and the trembling Tell, his eyes dim with tears,

receives permission from Gesler to embrace his son.
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A troubled theme in the 'cello:

Andante

winds its way in and out of the orchestra as Tell feverishly orders

Jemmy to fall upon one knee-

Andante

V"E PFIC F
Kneeldown in si-lence,

*^> j j i ,r|f E|

stir not a
et vers la

mus-cle to Heavn lift thy thoughts and thy
ter- re in-chne un genou sn^-Jk/f-

to remain immovable, and to look up and offer a prayer to Heaven.

The sight of the arrow may affright his childish eyes; the slightest

movement will be fatal
;
let him think of his mother, who is await-

ing them both.

Jemmy returns to his original position, and the apple is placed

on his head. Tell gives a dull and hopeless look around him, and

as his eyes fall on Gesler his hand almost unconsciously feels for

the concealed arrow, then, mastering himself, he shoots, and the

apple flies from Jemmy's head. The Switzers give a cry of joy,

while Gesler curses this fresh misadventure Jemmy runs to his

father and throws himself into his arms; Tell, blinded by emotion,
is hardly able to recognise him. To restore him Jemmy unfastens

his mantle, and the second arrow falls to the ground. Tell admits,

in reply to Gesler's question, that, if the first arrow had failed, he
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had intended the second for the tyrant; and the furious Gesler

orders Rudolph to arrest him.

Mathilde enters with her ladies upon a scene of wild confusion,

the soldiers clamouring for the death of Tell and Jemmy, the

trembling Switzers stammering out their fears, and Gesler gloat-

ing over the savage revenge he is contemplating. In spite of

Mathilde's protests, he orders Tell and his son to be taken and

thrown into a dungeon. But Mathilde puts a protecting arm round

Jemmy, and on this point Gesler has to give way.

With regard to Tell, however, he is inflexible; the patriot is to

be taken forthwith to the fortress of Kussnach, on the lake, and

there thrown into a dungeon, where the reptiles can sate their

hunger upon him. The appeals of Mathilde and the Switzers for

further mercy are in vain; the infuriated Gesler bids the people

disperse, or the prisoner shall be slain at once. Clanking his chains,

Tell curses Gesler loudly; and the act ends with the usual im-

posing ensemble.

The scene of the fourth act is laid outside the house of old

Melcthal. After an agitated orchestral introduction Arnold enters;

he has come to revisit his father's house and strengthen his long-

ing for vengeance on Gesler. But in spite of himself, he says, he

cannot cross the threshold
,
his father is dead, yet he cannot enter

the ancestral house! We surmise, however, that his real reason

for not entering the house is that he has to sing an aria, for the

first tenor, like the first soprano, has his inalienable rights.

His aria:

Andantmo

an-ces-tral dwel -
lingwheremy
re. ou mes

the light first be- held,

yeux sou-wi - rent au jour,

is a dolorous lament over his father and the happy days of his

childhood.
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After his final roulade, cries of
"
Vengeance! Vengeance!

"
are

heard from the Switzers behind the scenes. Soon they enter in

wild excitement; they have heard that William Tell has been im-

prisoned, and they are summoning their compatriots to arms to

help him.

Arnold encourages them: "No more futile fears! No more
sterile tears! Gesler must perish'

" He and the other patriots take

heart from each other's words, and Arnold, in a final brilliant

aria that is soon worked up into an ensemble.

Alleg

* *

A - way,
A -

mis,

a -

a - fms.

let our

56 -con-^
-dez.

. sure and dead -

. ma vcn-gean -

calls upon them to follow him to Altdorf and rescue William from

the tyrant's hands. In the course of his exhortation there comes
from time to time a soaring phrase:

i=^ i
,-eous heavn to ven-gence
r /is - PC -ranee ho - wi -

speed ye, and the bonds and the

- c\ -
flfe,

ar - ra -
chons, ar- ra-

bonds of the ty

Sj Gu\l - laume
rant break!

a ses coups/

that must have made an electrifying effect in the great days when
tenors were tenors.

The final scene takes place on the shore of the Lake of Lucerne,
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Tell's cottage being visible on a hill in the distance. A storm is

raging, but the distracted Hedwiga cannot be restrained by the

women who surround her from setting forth to see Gesler, to inter-

cede with him for her husband. She is just lamenting that she has

neither husband nor child left to her when the voice of Jemmy

crying, "My mother'
"

is heard outside, and the boy himself

appears, brought thither by the protecting Mathilde, who is fol-

lowed by her pages.

Jemmy assures her that, thanks to Mathilde, his father will

soon be set free again, and Hedwiga turns to Mathilde with a cry

of gratitude. Mathilde returns Jemmy to his mother, praising

him as a son worthy of her. Jemmy and Hedwiga take up the

strain in turn, and we are treated to a trio for the female voices,

in which each singer has proper opportunities to distinguish herself

Why, asks Hedwiga, has Mathilde, the pride of the court, come

to her humble dwelling^ Mathilde replies that she is there as a

hostage for Tell, whose return she guarantees. But is there any

hope, asks Hedwiga, of his rescue from AltdorP It is only then

that she learns that Tell is not at Altdorf
,
but on the lake the

lake over which a storm is now gathering Jemmy goes off to rouse

the patriots, while Hedwiga, falling on her knees, offers up a

prayer for her husband, in which she is joined by Mathilde and

the other women.

Precisely how William Tell has escaped we do not know, but

we learn from Leuthold, who now rushes in, that, although the

boat is being tossed about by the tempest, Tell's hands are free,

and he is handling the helm with his usual skill All run to his aid.

Another storm is painted in the orchestra, and after a while Hed-

wiga and Jemmy return, bringing with them Tell, who is delighted
to see that not only has Jemmy, no beacon being available, given
the signal to the patriots by setting fire to the ancestral roof,

but has saved his father's bows and arrows from the burning.

Taking them from him, Tell says significantly,
"
Now, Gesler,

thou canst come' "
Just then the pursuing Gesler and his soldiers

appear on the rocks above. Fitting an arrow to his bow, Tell takes

aim at Gesler, who falls dead into the lake. The soldiers fly, and
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Hedwiga, Jemmy, and Tell give thanks for their deliverance.

Walter Furst and the other patriots enter; they have been aroused

by the signal of the burning house, and have come, they say, to

be led against the tyrant. Tell bids them seek his tomb in the

lake, but not to rejoice too soon, for until Altdorf is taken their

liberties are still not safe.

At this point Arnold and the remainder of the Swiss patriots

enter with the news that the castle has fallen, and Arnold presents

to Tell the banner that, in the third act, floated in the grounds of

the castle. Appropriately enough, the storm has now passed away,
and in the clear air the mountains and the lake are seen glistening

in the sun. All take the transformation as a happy presage of

Switzerland's new-found liberty, and the opera ends with a chorus

in praise of freedom.



THE LIFE OF WEBER

TNTERESTING as Weber's life is in itself
,
it is still more inter-

JLesting for the fullness of the light it throws on musical condi-

tions in Germany at the end of the eighteenth century and the be-

ginning of the nineteenth, and on the change to modern conditions

in the latter part of his career. Short as his life was, Weber seems

to sum up in himself an older and a newer German world. His

earliest years were spent in much the same milieu as Mozart's;

when he died, the German operatic stage was practically set for

the entry of Wagner.
For a long time before Carl Maria's birth the Weber stock

seemed to have been trying to produce a musical genius. It was a

breed with plenty of vitality and a certain amount of musical and

dramatic talent, and was no doubt fairly represented by the two

male representatives of it that immediately preceded the composer.

The family had at one time been of some standing in Austria,

but by the middle of the eighteenth century had come down in the

world, and from having estates of its own was reduced to taking

service on the estates of others. It always prided itself on the

"von" in its name the composer's father was particularly

proud of it and this symbol of petty nobility generally gave
Carl Maria a certain social standing, and at times may have made
his path in life rather smoother than it might have been with-

out it.

We first meet with Carl Maria's father, Franz Anton, and the

latter's brother, Fridolin, when both were in the service of the

Elector of the Palatinate, who maintained an excellent theatre
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,nd an exceptional orchestra at Mannheim. Fridolin, who soon

;ave up the stage for a legal post, became the father of Mozart's

uture wife, Konstanze, and of that Josefa Weber who married

he Vienna actor Hofer and sang the part of the Queen of Night
n the first production of The Magic Flute; Mozart and Carl

Maria von Weber were thus cousins by marriage.

Franz Anton, a vain, handsome, bumptious, pleasure-loving,

estless young man, left Mannheim to fight in the Seven Years'

iVar. He was wounded at Rossbach, left the army, and was given

i post at Hildesheim in the civil service of the Elector of Cologne,

[n 1758, at the age of twenty-three, he married Maria Anna von

Fumetti, a maiden a year or so younger than himself, the daughter

Df the departmental chief; and Fumetti having obligingly died

shortly before that event, Franz Anton, in addition to getting a

mice little dowry with Anna, stepped into the old man's official

shoes. Just as at Mannheim, where he had been engaged to sing

and make music, he pined to be at the wars, so now that he had

official duties to perform he neglected them for his fiddling. In the

course of time he became so unsatisfactory to his employer that in

1768 he had to be pensioned off.

For some years yet he remained at Hildesheim, but in 1773 he

resolved to take the road as musician and actor, dragging his

wretched family everywhere with him. Poor Maria Anna, her

father's fortune long since squandered by her crazy husband, died

in misery in 1783.

It had always been Franz Anton's desire to see one or other of

his children turn out to be some such musical genius as Mozart

was; and to this end he betook himself to Vienna in 1784 in order

to place his two elder sons as pupils of Haydn. The boys were

lodged with a family named von Brenner, one member of which

was a pretty daughter of sixteen, named Genofeva. The fifty-year-

old Franz Anton married this girl in August 1785 and took her to

Eutin, where he had been domiciled for some time, and where he

now obtained the somewhat humble post of town musician.

On the 1 8th December, 1786, there was born to him a son, Carl

Maria, a child so sickly that he was four years old before he could
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walk; he suffered from a disease of the right hip-bone that in after-

life lamed him permanently.

Franz Anton, who by this time had come down very much in

the world, dragged his second wife about with him and a company
of vagrant players from town to town as he had done his first. In

1797, after years of wandering, they found themselves at Salz-

burg, and there, in the following year, the poor young Genofeva,

worn out with hardships and disappointments, died of consump-
tion. In less than a year the irrepressible old Franz Anton was

engaged to a widow named von Beer, but for some reason or other

he did not this time get as far as matrimony.
In pursuance of his pet scheme for raising a genius in the family,

he forced his youngest son's musical education from the first.

Carl Maria soon became a good pianist, sang prettily, and com-

posed profusely in an amateurish kind of way, it is true he had

lessons in harmony and counterpoint from various teachers, in-

cluding, when he was about eleven years old, Michael Haydn
(the younger brother of the more famous Joseph), but he received

nothing like the rigorous grounding that Leopold Mozart gave

the little Wolfgang Franz Anton wanted quick and spectacular

results.

At the age of thirteen the boy was initiated into the mysteries

of lithography by Aloys Sennefelder, the inventor of that art, and

a friend of Carl Maria's father. In Sennefelder's case, necessity

was certainly the mother of invention. As no publisher could be

found to undertake the printing of his literary works, he looked

about for a cheap means of reproducing the written page himself,

and hit upon the process of transfer from stone. Franz Anton

thought he saw not only money in the new invention but an easy

way of giving his wonder-child 's compositions to the world, and

the boy took to lithography with such enthusiasm that he man-

aged to improve on the inventor's idea at certain points. But his

father and Sennefelder quarrelled, and the association came to

an end.

While the Webers were in Freiberg in Saxony, in November

1800, Franz Anton managed to bring about a performance of his
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son's juvenile opera, The Forest Maiden, but neither there nor at

Chemnitz, where it was given a fortnight later, did the work

make any impression Nor had he any better luck with Peter

Schmoll and his Neighbours (Augsburg, 1803) ;
the final

" num-
ber

"
in this ultimately became the final chorus of Weber's last

opera Oberon, while the overture to The Forest Maiden was later

used for Stlvana.

The boy was turning out a good deal of music at this time, and

the proud father must have been more certain than ever that he

would prove to be a second Mozart. In 1803 ne to k him to

Vienna and placed him in the care of the Abbe Vogler one of

the strangest figures of the day, half genius, half charlatan, who

enjoyed an enormous reputation in certain musical circles and was

heartily despised in others He assuredly had a great influence

on Weber, both in 1803 and later. In the summer of 1804 Vogler

was asked to nominate someone for the post of conductor at the

Breslau Opera. He recommended his pupil Weber, and thus at

the age of seventeen and a half the boy found himself suddenly

placed in a position of considerable authority.

He remained in Breslau until the autumn of 1806. He naturally

had difficulties with the singers and players, some of whom re-

sented having so young a man set over them; and perhaps, in his

youthful reforming zeal, Weber was not always as tactful as he

might have been. But he did excellent work, insisting on thorough

rehearsal for every opera he produced, and he learned a good deal

that was to be useful to him later. He was obviously predestined

for the stage, though some years were to elapse before he could

fully realise himself there as either composer or conductor.

In 1805 he nearly came to a premature end by drinking some

corrosive acid used by his father for experiments in engraving.

The careless old man had left the bottle on the same table as a

flask of wine; a friend who had called on Weber by appointment

fortunately arrived in time to summon a doctor, but Weber's

throat and mouth were terribly burnt, and his singing voice nevei

regained its former power or quality.

He was always romantically susceptible to women, and in
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Breslau he became entangled, largely out of chivalry, with an

unhappily married woman singer connected with the theatre. She

seems to have been the first cause of the heavy debts he gradually

accumulated, and that hung like a millstone round his neck for

years.

In the autumn of 1806, through the instrumentality of a Frau-

lein von Belonde, maid of honour to the Duchess Louise of

Wiirttemberg, he was invited to visit the Duke and Duchess at

their seat in Carlsruhe, Silesia. The Duke was one of the many
German princelings of the time who maintained in their feudal

states a theatre and an orchestra of their own. Weber's affairs had

been going badly before this: he had given up his post at the

Breslau theatre, and on account of the war with France pupils

had become very scarce. A concert tour as pianist that he had

planned fell through for the same reason.

The kindly Duke accommodated not only the composer but his

father and his aunt, and Weber spent some happy weeks at Carls-

ruhe making music with the Duke and the ladies of the Court.

Even when the Duke had to leave to join the army the Duchess

delayed as long as possible the breaking up of the happy circle.

But as the winter wore on, the economic consequences of the war

became more and more serious, till in the end the Duke was forced

to disband his theatrical and musical forces. He made whatever

provision was possible for each of them, and Weber he recom-

mended to his brother, Duke Ludwig of Wurttemberg, who was

just then in search of a new private secretary. Weber reached

Stuttgart, where Duke Ludwig lived, on the iyth July, 1807. The

two years and a half that he spent there were useless to him as an

artist, but were the turning-point in his life as a man.

The situation at Stuttgart was a peculiar one. The King (Fred-

erick, husband of Charlotte Matilda Augusta, daughter of George
III of England) was a coarse and brutal egoist who sacrificed the

whole kingdom to his pleasures, squeezing every thaler he could

out of his subjects, and often ruining the countryside with his

hunts without paying the unhappy peasants anything in com-

pensation.
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Wiirttemberg was at that time in alliance with France, and there

was ?. hea^ry drain on the manhood of the little State to provide

the army with soldiers. As no one could count on exemption unless

he happened to be in the service of the Court, the natural re-

sult was that Court posts of the most nominal kind were eagerly

sought after and handsomely paid for, the money going into the

pockets of a few crafty and unscrupulous favourites of the

King.

Frederick, in spite of the economic troubles of the country,

maintained an enormous Court establishment, the sole pursuit of

everyone connected with it, from himself downwards, being pleas-

ure. He was essentially an able man, but incurably coarse in his

speech, violent in his temper, and crudely overbearing in his ways.

He was almost unbelievably corpulent: he projected so far in

front that it would have been impossible for him to feed himself

at table had not a space been cut in the board to accommodate

the promontory.

The great thorn in his flesh was his brother, Duke Ludwig, a

man of some fifty-one years when Weber made his acquaintance.

Ludwig's hopes of becoming King of Poland having been frus-

trated, he had settled down in Stuttgart with a wife and large

family; there he lived as extravagantly and dissolutely as his

brother, who detested him cordially, and whom he plagued in-

cessantly for money.
Weber was not accredited to Ludwig in any musical capacity;

he was to be simply the Duke's private secretary and comptroller

of the household. He had to raise money when and how he could,

use his diplomacy to stave off importunate creditors, and, when

necessary, squeeze something out of the reluctant King to pay the

Duke's debts and provide for his pleasures.

The King, as we have said, had no liking for this troublesome

and expensive brother of his, and he soon conceived a strong dis-

like for his emissary; he disgorged unwillingly when pestered by
Weber for money, and vented his spleen in the foulest language
on the head of the poor secretary. The young man detested him

with equal ardour, and one day, unable to bear his insults any
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longer, he played a prank on him that might have had very serious

consequences. Leaving the King's presence one day in great irri-

tation after an unusually stormy scene, in which he had been

bespattered with insults, he was accosted by an ill-favoured old

woman who asked him where the room of the royal washerwoman

was.
"
There," said Weber, pointing to the door through which

he had just come. The King, as it happened, hated to be any-

where near old and ugly women. He fired some of his choicest

curses at the frightened creature, who told him she had been sent

in by the young gentleman who had come out. Weber was at once

arrested and imprisoned, though Duke Ludwig's influence soon

obtained his release.

The King bided his time, and a year or so later found the

opportunity to strike a decisive blow. Weber's father, then nearly

seventy-five, had suddenly descended on him in the spring of

1809: he was as proud and vain as ever, but with less control

over himself now than he had ever had; it seems likely, in-

deed, that neither physically, mentally, nor morally was he quite

normal.

One day towards the end of 1809 Weber discovered, to his hor-

ror, that his father had misappropriated a sum of money that the

Duke had handed to his secretary to pay off a mortgage on his

Silesian estate, the old man had already sent the money to Carls-

ruhe to liquidate some of his own debts Carl Maria begged one

Honer, the landlord of a tavern in Schweiberdingen, to lend him

1,000 florins, but was refused. The malversation of the funds

being discovered by the Duke, there was nothing for Weber to

do but to tell him the whole story and promise repayment as soon

as possible. Shortly afterwards one of the Court servants, Huber,

approached Weber and told him that he could get him the desired

loan from Honer if he himself (Huber) were paid a small commis-

sion. Weber foolishly made the agreement and received the money
without asking just how it had been raised.

As it turned out, the knavish Huber had gulled Honer with the

story that for the sum of 1,000 florins he would use his influence

with the Duke's secretary to save Honer's son from being drafted
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into the army; and when, in spite of this, the boy was called up
in the following January, Honer naturally made a fuss about it.

The affair came to the ears of the King, who was in a state of

perpetual fury over the evasions of military service that he knew

to be practised, and the secret cause of which he suspected to be

Court bribery and corruption. He was rejoiced to find that at the

bottom of the flagrant case that had just been brought into the

light of day was the detested secretary of his detested brother.

On the night of the Qth February, while Carl Maria was in the

theatre, making arrangements for the forthcoming production of

his Stlvana, he was arrested by gendarmes. The next morning he

was brought before the King. The story was told in outline by
Weber's son, Baron Max von Weber, in the biography of his

father that he published in 1864-6, but it was only a few years

ago that the Wurttemberg palace archives were consulted by a

more recent biographer for further light on the case.

Weber's rooms had been searched while he was under arrest,

and he was now asked to account for the presence there of two

silver candelabra and other articles belonging to the Duke; ac-

cording to Baron Max they had been lent by the Duke to his

secretary. When the case of Honer was gone into, it soon became

evident that the Duke himself was deeply concerned in the whole

scandal of evasion of military service; and it was no doubt the

necessity of saving his brother's face that made the King reluc-

tantly break off the proceedings and send Weber back to prison.

The young man found hardly a friend anywhere- the Duke no

doubt thought it imprudent to interfere, and even the young

actress, Gretchen Lang, with whom Weber was deeply in love,

deserted him in the hour of his need.

On the 1 8th February the King, unwilling to stir up any more

muddy waters in connection with the 'Honer affair, ordered

Weber's release, but he was promptly re-arrested on the applica-

tion of his many creditors These, in the end, saw the wisdom of

accepting his promise to repay them when he could; it seems

probable, too, that the King, who was anxious to get rid of Weber,

gave the creditors a hint that it would be indiscreet on their part
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to insist on his being sent to the debtors' prison and kept there

indefinitely. So Weber and his father were sentenced to perpetual

banishment from Wiirttemberg, and on the morning of the 26th

February, 1810, they were conducted to the frontier by a police

official, their sole possessions being some personal linen and forty

gulden. The official, however, secretly handed Weber another

twenty-five gulden that had been raised by the one friend, Danzi,

who still believed in him.

He had lived a hectic life in Stuttgart, and, as we have just

seen, had piled up fresh debts there. The experiences of this Feb-

ruary were a lesson to him and a blessing in disguise. He pulled

himself together sharply and resolved henceforth to regulate his

life rationally, not to put his trust in either princes or women,
and to devote himself to his art.

On the day of his deportation he began a diary that he kept up
almost without intermission to the day of his death; on the last

day of this year, 1810, he wrote in it:
"
Since with the 26th Feb-

ruary a new epoch in my life began, I regard that date as the be-

ginning of the year for me. God has indeed given me many
vexations and adversities to contend with, but has always brought
me into the company of good men who made life worth while for

me again. Truly and tranquilly I can say that in these ten months

I have grown better: my sad experiences have taught me, I have

at last become regularly industrious."

From Stuttgart he went for a time to Mannheim, where he met

Vogler again, and began a lifelong friendship with one of the

Abbe's pupils, the young Jacob Meyer Beer (son of the rich

Berlin banker Beer), who was afterwards known to fame as

Giacomo Meyerbeer. On the lyth September, 1810, Weber's opera
Silvana was produced at Frankfort before only a small audience,

the town having been drawn to the superior attraction of a balloon

flight by one Madame Blanchard.

A charming one-act opera by Weber, Abu Hassan, was given at

Munich on the 4th June, 1811, with great success. A concert tour

in company with the celebrated clarinettist, Barmann, for whom
Weber wrote several works, was interrupted for a while by a
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sojourn at Gotha, at the Court of the eccentric but art-loving

Duke Emil Leopold; then the tour was resumed, and in February

1812 the two artists found themselves in Berlin, where Silvana was

given on the loth July. Weber's father had died on the i6th of the

previous April. From September to December was spent in a re-

turn visit to Gotha, and after a short visit to Leipzig Weber

arrived in Prague on the i2th January, 1813.

In Prague a new phase of his life was to be accomplished. He
was invited by Liebich, the manager of the local opera, to become

musical director of that institution, which for some time had been

on the down grade. Weber accepted the post, and soon showed that,

apart from composition, his true metier was that of operatic con-

ductor and producer. By unremitting work and the utmost rigour

with himself and his forces he soon achieved a high standard of

performance, though naturally the loftiness of his ideals and the

strictness of his discipline made many enemies for him in the

theatre.

While he was thus developing rapidly as an artist, however, he

had still some way to go before he could achieve mastery of him-

self as a man. In spite of his good intentions he became entangled

with an actress named Therese Brunetti, the wife of a dancer be-

longing to the company. Therese was completely self-seeking, im-

moral, and unscrupulous, and not even faithful to Weber, for she

distributed her favours wherever there was a good market for

them. Torn between love and contempt for her, Weber passed a

miserable time, and there is no saying how the affair might have

ended had not a certain Caroline Brandt come upon the scene.

This young singer had played the chief part in Silvana on its

first production in Frankfort in 1810; she was then between

seventeen and eighteen years old. Weber engaged her, purely
on her artistic merits, for the Prague Opera, where she made her

debut on New Year's Day, 1814.

Gradually the modesty and virtue of the young girl, and the

simplicity of her home life with her mother, began to exercise a

charm on Weber; and after a final disillusionment as regards the

worthless Therese Brunetti he was accepted as Caroline's lover.
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Whether, at first, he contemplated going as far as matrimony
seems to be doubtful, judging from a letter of his to his friend

Gansbacher of the i5th July, 1814, in which he speaks of his

fondness for
" Mile Caroline Brandt," but assures his friend that

he is still of his old opinion that if an artist is to give his whole

soul to his art he must be a celibate. The pair became formally

betrothed, however, in 1815.

The course of their love ran anything but smoothly for a con-

siderable time, for Weber's prospects were not particularly bril-

liant, and neither Caroline nor her mother took kindly to his

demand that on marriage she should cease to appear in public,

while Caroline seems to have been at this time of rather a touchy

nature, and to have found plenty of causes for sharp criticism of

and disagreement with her lover.

During 1813 and 1814 Napoleon's power was visibly declining,

and the new German aspiration towards independence found vent

in a great number of patriotic poems, the most sti iking of which

were those of the young Theodor Korner, who was killed in the

battle of Gadebusch in 1813.

In 1814 Weber set some of Korner 's poems to music that at

once became recognised everywhere as the one predestined musical

expression of them. These settings were taken to the heart of the

German people, and especially of the students, and were a strong

factor in the popularity that was before long to come Weber's

way. A patriotic cantata of his, Kampf und Sieg (Conflict and

Victory), written to celebrate the victory of Waterloo (i8th June,

1815), was not performed until the 22nd December of that year,

at a concert in Prague for the composer's benefit.

A difference of opinion between the theatre committee and him-

self led to his giving up his post at Prague in April 1816, the resig-

nation to take effect at the end of the following September. Dur-

ing his three and a half years in the town he produced sixty-one

operas, thirty-one of them being novelties.

The reasons for his resignation were set forth in a letter to

Liebich that has recently been published for the first time. He
draws the impresario's attention to the many difficulties of the
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post: the personnel of the institution is not first-rate, yet the

public is always demanding something new; the consequent strain

on the conductor has been immense, and his health will bear it

no longer; further, this incessant routine labour in and about the

theatre leaves him neither time nor energy for imaginative work,

and as "it seems to me a higher thing in art to work as a com-

poser for the whole world than to labour as musical director for

the pleasure of a particular public, I must not let the years in

which my strength may still remain in me slip by unused."

He has taken especial care, he says, to leave the property of the

opera and the documents relating to it in such perfect condition

that his successor will be able to see his way clearly from the

commencement; and he ends by saying that though his contract

entitles him to the usual three months' holiday he will be satisfied

with only an occasional brief visit to Carlsbad.

Evidently Weber, where art was concerned, was one of those

incurable idealists whose sell-sacrificing instincts and passion for

perfection are taken advantage of and exploited by people with a

stronger sense of reality. He had grossly overworked himself in

Prague, to the serious damage of his health
;
in later years he was

to overwork himself in Dresden to such an extent as to bring him

to his death before he had reached his prime.

The Intendant of the Berlin Opera, a sincere admiier of his,

Count Briihl, tried to induce the King of Prussia to take Weber

into his service as Kapellmeister, but the traditions of the Prussian

Court in music were predominantly Italian, and moreover Weber's

musical association with the movement for popular freedom did

not commend him to the King, so that the latter passed the Ger-

man over in favour of the Italian Spontini

Weber went to Berlin in June to superintend the rehearsals of

his cantata Kampj und Sieg, and though the success of the work

was enormous even the King being compelled to admire it

his petition for the title of Royal Court and Chamber Composer

(which would have been useful to him in the concert tour he was

then planning) was rejected. Bruhl, in a memorial to the King,

ventured to lay stress on the fact that Weber "
is undoubtedly
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one of the first among living German composers, and as a con-

ductor there are few who can compare with him anywhere, while

in Berlin there is not one who can come near him ", but the royal

reply was that the granting of the title might raise in Weber ex-

pectations which there was no prospect of being realised. For the

moment, then, Briihl, who never wavered in his devotion to Weber,
could do no more.

The direction of the Leipzig Opera was offered to Weber, but

this he declined. In Carlsbad, in July, he met Count Heinrich

Vitzthum, the Intendant of the Dresden Opera, who had ideas

for the encouragement of German opera in the Saxon capital, and

knew that Weber, both by the pronouncedly German quality of

his mind and his great gifts as conductor and organiser, was the

man he and the cause needed. He ultimately managed to secure

Weber's appointment at Dresden, and after a visit of Weber to

Prague in September, in which vain attempts were made to induce

him to resume his theatrical work there, he arrived in Dresden in

January 1817.

In the preceding November he had completed his A flat and

D minor piano sonatas and other works, and Caroline Brandt,

who had been singing in
"
guest

"
parts in Berlin, realised for the

first time, by the great honour in which Weber was evidently held

there, that this lover of hers was actually a great man not

merely a gifted operatic conductor, but, in many people's opinion,

the man of the hour so far as German opera was concerned. The

future, then, seemed to Weber and her particularly promising.

But in Dresden the disillusionment soon began. The Court

traditions in music had been Italian ever since the middle of the

eighteenth century, and the royal house being Catholic by reli-

gion, the association with Italy was exceptionally close. The King
and the Saxon aristocracy had no sympathy with the democratic

attempt to found a German Opera. The Court was honeycombed
with Italians, and the Italian influence in the opera-house was all-

powerful, the German Singspiel (play with music), being ban-

ished, as an inferior bourgeois genre, to the smaller suburban

theatres.
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The King's chief minister was Count Einsiedel, a rigid bureau-

crat who, like his royal master, looked with uneasy suspicion on

anything that savoured of a national spirit in either politics or

art, and Weber, as we have seen, had made himself a persona non

grata to the more reactionary German Courts by his settings of

Korner's stirring patriotic poems, that were now in the mouth of

every German with nationalist longings.

When Weber arrived in Dresden he found that he was not to

be placed on an equality with the Italian Morlacchi as
"
Kapell-

meister," but given the lower title of
" Musical Director of the

German Opera." He protested to Vitzthum against this slight, but

was persuaded to let matters continue as they were until a favour-

able opportunity should come to assert himself with more chance

of success.

He was formally introduced by Vitzthum to the singers and the

orchestra, and made a speech in which, after asking for their con-

fidence, he said,
" On the other hand, as your leader, I expect

from you unconditional obedience: I shall be just, but also, with-

out distinction of persons, inexorably strict towards everyone, and

most of all towards myself." While keeping his word in these re-

spects in the theatre, he was friendly enough with his forces in

private life.

In comparison with the Italian Opera he had a poor set of

singers, especially the women, and the chorus was inefficient. But

by the sternest discipline and incessant hard work he brought his

material to a pitch of competence that surpassed expectations: he

took under his charge not only the singing and the orchestral play-

ing but the stage production ;
and the orchestra in particular soon

realised his superiority to Morlacchi both as conductor and as

nusician.

He had always had a penchant for literature, and in his Prague

lays had made a point of preparing the public for a new work or a

lew production by an elucidatory article in the local newspaper.

He opened his first season at Dresden with Mehul's Joseph, be-

:ause that work requires only one female singer and makes little

lemand on the chorus; and two days before the performance,
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which was fixed for the 3oth January, 1817, he published in the

local Abendzdtung an address
" To the Art-loving People of

Dresden." Such an act on the part of a Court servant had never

before been dreamed of, and while the Dresden public realised

that the new conductor was going to be a law to himself, the

Court looked askance at this spirit of independence.

The story of the next few years is one of eternal struggle inside

the theatre and outside it. Bit by bit he raised the standard of

performance and made himself the centre of the national ideal

in music; but he had to contend with constant intrigue on the

part of the Italians and the aristocracy, the cold, immovable,

bureaucratic spirit of Einsiedel, and the antipathy or indifference

of the monarchy. He repaid the treachery and ill-will of the

Italians with courtesy and kindness* when Morlacchi's oratorio

Isacco was given, he wrote a helpful analysis of it, and again and

again he undertook his intriguing colleague's duties for him at

grievous cost to his own health.

Weber married Caroline Brandt in Prague on the 4th Novem-

ber, 1817, and brought his bride to Dresden on the 2oth Decem-

ber. A couple of months before this, the King, unable any longer

to turn a blind eye to his ability and assiduity in the theatre, the

Church, and all the Court functions for which music was required,

had confirmed his appointment for life.

A girl was born to him in December 1818, but lived only a

few months. A son, Max Maria, afterwards a famous railway

engineei and his father's biographer, was born on the 25th April,

1822.

In 1810 Weber had come across the story of Der Freischutz in

Apel's Gespenter Geschichten (Ghost Stories), and was so taken

by it that he and a friend worked it up into an opera libretto.

He was unable to proceed with the composition at that time, how-

ever, and the project seems to have faded from his mind. In 1817

the desire to write an opera awoke in him again, and, as luck

would have it, during his search for a subject in co-operation with

his friend Kind he once more came upon Apel's book. His old

enthusiasm for the story revived. Kind put the text together in
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quick time in the February of that year, but though the subject

occupied Weber's thoughts perpetually it was not until the spring

of 1820 that he was able to complete the writing down of the

music. The opera was originally given the title of The Trial Shot;

this was afterwards altered to The Hunter's Bnde; it was on the

suggestion of Count Bruhl that in the end it was given the same

title as Apel's well-known story.

Bruhl had hastened to secure the new work for Berlin. He had

not given up hope of placing Weber in the Prussian capital, but

his plans in this regard were frustrated by the King's appointment
of Spontini; he could be helpful to Weber, therefore, only as

composer.

The Italian, who came with a great reputation from Paris, took

precedence of Weber with his Olimpia, which was produced on the

14th May, 1821, the work relied largely for its effect on the

splendour of its spectacle there were thirty-eight trumpets on

the stage in one scene, and the triumphal car was drawn by real

elephants but it failed to attract the public when the first

novelty of it had worn off.

Der Freischutz was given on the following i8th June; four

hours before the performance was timed to begin the opera-house

was besieged. In the packed house were many celebrities, including

Heinrich Heine, Mendelssohn, and the novelist E. T. A. Hoff-

mann
;
the Court, however, was conspicuous by its absence.

Weber, who conducted the performance, was given a great ova-

tion when he stepped into the orchestra. The brilliant and novel

overture was encored. The first act, in which nothing of particular

importance seemed to happen, and in which no female characters

appeared, was somewhat coolly received; but from that point on-

ward the enthusiasm steadily increased, and at the end there could

be no doubt that not only Weber but German art had scored an

unexampled triumph. On the very morning of the production of

Der Freischutz Weber calmly finished the Concertstuck, which is

really a piano concerto with a programme; he played it at a con-

cert he gave in Berlin on the 25th July.

He received about this time an invitation to become
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Kapellmeister at Cassel at a salary of 2,500 thalers, but although

this was a thousand thalers more than he was getting in Dresden

he declined the offer. An application for an increase of his Dresden

salary was rewarded by a grudging grant of an extra 300 thalers,

Morlacchi being simultaneously given the same increase.

Der Freischutz was given at Dresden on the 26th January,

1822; but though it was as great a success there as it had been

in Berlin, the Court would not confer the smallest decoration

on him.

His friend Kind, angry at what he thought the excessive praise

given to the mere composer of Der Freischutz at the expense of

the librettist, parted from him and refused to be reconciled, so

that for the libretto of his next opera, Euryanthe, Weber had to

go to one Wilhelmine von Chezy, a local lady whose literary

ability was not quite the equal of her ambitions. She put together

for him a text so obscure and absurd that the new opera, in spite

of a flattering reception at its first performance in Vienna, under

Weber, on the 25th October, 1822, had to be written down as

a failure.

Weber was exceedingly mortified when the bitter truth had at

last to be faced. He had been nettled by some criticisms of Der

Freischutz in which that work was patronisingly referred to as a

Singspiel: in Euryanthe he wanted to show the world that he had

it in him to write a full-length grand opera without any spoken

dialogue; and the failure of his new work was a terrible blow to

him. His stay in Vienna, however, brought him one great experi-

ence a long and intimate conversation with Beethoven.

In 1820 he had begun a comic opera, The Three Pintos: he set

this aside to work at Euryanthe, and it remained unfinished at

his death.

On his return to Dresden, where a second son, Alexander Victor

Maria, was born to him on the 6th January, 1825, his health visi-

bly worsened: in the fifteen months between October 1823 and

January 1825 he wrote nothing but one small song. In 1824 he

received an invitation to write an opera for Paris, a libretto by
Desangriers, The Wrath of Achilles, being suggested; but the
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affair came to nothing. His eyes were bent on England, where he

knew he was very popular.

Charles Kemble, the London impresario, asked him to write a

new work for Covent Garden, and after the subject of Faust had

been rejected in favour of that of Oberon, the offer was accepted,

Kemble agreeing to pay him 1000.

Weber had been told by his doctor that his consumption had

by now made such inroads on him that even with complete rest

he could hope for only five or six years more of life, while if he

persisted in working he would be dead within a few months. He

deliberately chose to write and produce Oberon in order that his

wife and children might be, to some extent, provided for after

his death.

With his customary thoroughness he learned English well

enough to be able to conduct the correspondence with London in

that language. The libretto of the new opera was put together by
Planche. Weber began work on it in January 1825. The compo-
sition of it was interrupted sometimes by ill-health, sometimes by
visits to other towns (he produced Euryanthe at Berlin on the

23rd December, 1825), and it was January 1826 before the score

was virtually complete.

He set out for England on the i6th February, 1826, in company
with Furstenau, the flautist of the Dresden orchestra, who had

promised the anxious Caroline to look after him. After a week in

Paris he reached London on the 5th March. He was lodged in

Sir George Smart's house in Great Portland Street, where he re-

ceived every possible kindness and attention.

Weber had heard of the large sums that Rossini had made in

England by performing in fashionable houses, and had hoped for

similar luck himself. In this, however, he was disappointed, his

earnings of this kind being very small. Rossini, besides being the

most popular opera composer in Europe, was a man of charming

address, who could make himself at home in any society; but the

average hostess and her guests found nothing particularly attrac-

tive in the sickly little German Kapellmeister. His success with

the public, however, was great, both at the concerts that he
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conducted and in Covent Garden, where Oberon was produced on

the 1 2th April. He conducted eleven further performances himself.

On the 26th May he gave a concert on his own account, but for

one reason and another connected with the amusement-life of

London it was only poorly attended. The last piece on the pro-

gramme was the Euryanthe overture; after conducting this, Weber

collapsed in the arms of Furstenau. He was taken to Smart's house

and anxiously cared for.

The next day he felt so much better that he hoped to be able

to attend the performance of Der Freischutz that was to be given

on the 5th June for his benefit. But it soon became clear not

only to others but to himself that if he was ever to see his dear

ones again he must give up everything and set out for Germany as

quickly as possible; so he determined to leave London on the

6th June.

On the night of the 5th he went to bed at ten o'clock, after

having shaken hands with all his friends and thanked them for

their love; Furstenau helped him to undress and would have

slept in his room, but Weber rejected the offer. At twelve o'clock,

when Sir George Smart's party broke up, the light in his room

was already extinguished. The next morning he was found dead

in his bed, sleeping peacefully with his right hand under his head
;

according to the doctors he had been dead some five or six hours.

The grievous news stirred London's sympathies A committee

was formed to raise funds for the embalming of the body and for

the funeral, so that nothing need be spent of the money he had so

hardly earned for his wife and children. He was buried in the

Church of St. Mary, Moorfields, on the 2ist June, Mozart's Re-

quiem being sung at the service.

In later years another coffin was placed on his, obliterating the

inscription on the plate, so that it was only by the Weber crest

on the side that the coffin could be recognised An English admirer,

W. H. Grattan, had a silver plate put on it in 1840.

In the following year a Dr. Gambihler, of Nuremberg, who had

visited the tomb in London, issued an appeal to the German nation

to bring the remains of the national musical hero back to Ger-
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many. This was done in 1844, the body being taken to the Catho-

lic cemetery in Dresden on Sunday the i4th December of that

year. A vault had been designed by the architect Semper a vault

in which Weber's second son, who had died of measles, had been

buried only a fortnight before. The funeral music for Weber, com-

piled by Wagner from motives from Euryanthe, was performed by
torchlight on the night of the i4th. The next day the body was

laid in the tomb, speeches were made by Wagner and others, and

some music specially composed by Wagner accompanied the burial.



DER FREISCHUTZ
[CARL MARIA VON WEBER]

FREISCHUTZ is one of the- most significant works in

history of German opera.

Most of the German courts had, from the middle of the eight-

eenth century, shown a preference 'for Italian over German art,

and the court of Saxony was no exception to the rule. Weber's life

at Dresden was one long struggle against these musical invaders,

who had on their side the royal family, most of the aristocracy, and

a fair number of the people. Weber was hampered and humiliated

in every conceivable way in his work as director of the despised

German opera, and it was only his unquenchable idealism and

patriotism that sustained him.

Der Freischutz did not immediately extinguish the Italian in-

fluence in Germany, but it gave it a blow from which it never

recovered. The new opera was thoroughly German from start to

finish, in its subject, its characters, and its settings no less than in

its music. The German people delightedly recognised themselves

and their own country in it at every point. It summed up for them

all their secret aspirations towards an art of their own, and its

colossal success was not merely a tribute to the genius of Weber
but a symbol of a nation's awakening The only musical event

comparable to the episode in modern Europe is the success of

Glinka's Life for the Czar in Russia.

Weber first met with the subject of Der Freischutz in 1810, in

Mannheim, in a collection of tales by Apel. He saw the operatic

possibilities of it at once, and at his request his friend Dusch set

about turning it into a libretto. For one reason or another, how-
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ever, the scheme was dropped for some seven years fortunately

so, for the long interval gave Weber time to mature as a musician.

In Dresden he took the subject up again in 1817, the poet this

time being Friedrich Kind (1768-1843), a rather vain and over-

ambitious man of letters who for once did something that has kept

his name alive. He did not, as is generally supposed, merely work

on the basis of Apel, but went back direct to the old folk-tale. He

placed the action in the period following the Thirty Years' War,
thus avoiding possible difficulties with the censorship on account

of some features of the story, and he practically re-created the

tale and the characters in a way of his own.

The title first projected for the opera was The Trial Shot;

later this was changed to The Huntsman9
s Bride. It was apparently

on the suggestion of Count Bruhl, the Intendant of the Berlin

Opera, that almost at the last moment the work was re-named

Der Fretschutz. For this title there is no real English equivalent.

Literally it means " The Free-shooter," but that term carries no

very definite meaning in English, for which reason it is best to

retain the German title. The basis of the story is the pact that

certain individuals, according to the saga, were accustomed to

make with a sinister figure known as the Black Huntsman, in

virtue of which they received, in return for their souls some day,

seven magic bullets, warranted to bring down anything that

walked or flew. Six of the bullets obeyed the will of their possessor,

but the destination of the seventh rested with tlie Black Hunts-

man himself.

It took Kind only about a week to do his part of the work, but

Weber turned the poem over in his mind again and again before

attacking it It was not until July 1817, more than four months

after the text had been given to him, that he wrote the first num-

ber, which was the duet between Agathe and Aennchen in the

second act. He seems to have worked the music out in detail in

his head, going over it time after time, rejecting this, improving

that, before setting anything down on paper. Next to nothing of

the opera was written during the rest of 1817, the whole of 1818,

and the greater part of 1819. It was not until September of this
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last year that he settled down continuously to the writing of it.

It was finished, down to the overture, in May 1820.

Weber had made the poem his own in more senses than one.

At first Kind wanted to share with him whatever profits the as

yet unwritten opera might bring. Weber, however, who had had

experience of the trouble that this sort of arrangement sometimes

brought between collaborators, urged Kind to sell him the book

outright, which he eventually did for thirty ducats. When the

opera turned out to be so colossal a success, Kind's vanity led

him to believe that too little credit for it went to the poet and

too much to the composer. Weber generously offered him a portion

of his profits, but this the poet refused coldly. The friendly rela-

tions between the pair gradually changed to indifference, and

finally, on Kind's part, to enmity, so that for the text of Euryanthe

Weber had to go to another librettist, Frau Wilhelmine von Chezy,

who provided him with a book so poor that it has dragged Weber's

fine music down with it.

Originally Der Freischutz was in four acts. The first consisted

of two scenes. The former of these shows a Hermit's house in a

forest. Near it is a rough altar, behind which stands a cross, sur-

rounded by white roses. It is nearly evening. When the curtain

rises the old Hermit is seen praying before the altar. He has had

a dream of the devil lurking in the darkness and stretching out

his horrible hand towards an unspotted lamb, Agathe, and then

trying to ensnare her bridegroom, Max. The holy man implores

the grace of Heaven for the innocent pair. He is just reflecting

anxiously that he has not seen Agathe for three days when she

appears, bringing him a pitcher of milk, and followed by her

cousin Aennchen, who carries a little basket of bread and fruit.

Aennchen having gone out, the Hermit asks after Max, and learns

that he is uneasy about the shooting trial that is to take place on

the morrow. The Hermit tells Agathe that he is anxious in another

way for them both. Some danger, he thinks, threatens them so,

at least, he surmises from his dream.

He exhorts Agathe to preserve the purity of her heart, and she,

in return, begs him to remember her in his prayers. As she is
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leaving him he recalls her; an inner voice bids him not let her

go without a gift. He turns to the rose bush, the first cutting of

which had been brought to him long ago by a pilgrim from the

Holy Land: each summer he collects and presses the leaves, to

which the peasantry attribute supernatural powers of bodily heal-

ing and preservation from harm. He gives Agathe some of the

roses as a bridal gift, and dismisses her with a further exhortation

to be simple and virtuous.

Weber appears to have had his doubts as to the desirability of

opening the opera with these two scenes, but Kind insisted on their

retention, declaring that without them the work would be like a

statue with its head cut off. Weber, however, consulted his fiancee,

Caroline Brandt, on whose sense of the stage he always relied;

and she was emphatic in her judgment.
" Out with these two

scenes*
"

she wrote; "plunge right into the life of the people

at the very beginning of the opera, start with the scene in front

of the tavern
"

Thus fortified in his own opinion, Weber approached Kind

again ,
he pointed out to him the novelty of the scene at the com-

mencement of the second act, which would make so excellent an

opening, to begin with the Hermit would be to give too much

importance to a minor character
; further, the music he would have

to sing would call for a first-class bass, and as a voice of this kind

would be indispensable for another of the characters also, and not

many German theatres could be trusted to be so rich in first

basses, it would be policy to cut these two scenes out entirely. In

the end Kind gave in His pride of authorship, however, made him

print the discarded first act in later years, and in 1871 one Oskar

Mbricke set it to music, using motives of Weber's own. There

can be no doubt that the opening of the opera has been improved

by the sacrifice of these two scenes; but it is also true that without

them the denouement is not of itself fully intelligible.
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THE OVERTURE

The overture is one of the world's masterpieces of its genre.

It was a striking novelty for its time. With rare exceptions, such

as Mozart's use of the music of the Supper Scene for the andante

introduction to the overture to Don Giovanni, composers until

then had not drawn upon the themes of the opera. Weber began

a new genre with the overture to Der Freischutz, without which,

in all probability, we should never have had such overtures as

those to Tannhauser and The Mastersingers.

Further, Weber was not only a born musical dramatist but a

very original and skilful orchestral colourist; and the overture

to Der Freischutz has a depth and 'brilliance and variety of tone

to which there was nothing to compare in any previous operatic

overture.

It commences with an adagio prelude that breathes the very

spirit of the romantic German forest. The strings and wood-wind

arrest the attention with a preliminary phrase:

after which, over a soft rustling in the violins, supported by solid

harmonies in the lower strings, the horns give out a two-part

melody that seems born out of the very nature of the instrument:
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' J.

As this dies away, the violins and violas break into a sort of shud-

dering tremolando, with the clarinets adding their own deep colour

to it; the double basses (pizzicati) and the timpani strike in with

sinister reiterated notes, and the 'cellos break out into a wail:

The horror rises to a climax and then dies away almost into silence.

In these dozen bars we have already the revelation of a new

genius in German opera.

The tempo now changes to molto vivace, and after some bars

of agitated syncopation, drawn from Max's aria in the first act,

at the point at which the Black Huntsman appears in the back-

ground, the clarinets give out the melody to which Max sings

the words " What evil power is closing round me? "

Clar.,
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-^~T^. Qb. x^^T

J J - U J f:

Yin*.

This merges into the thern^, given out by the full orchestra fortis-

simo, to which, in the grisly scene in the Wolf's Glen in the sec-

ond act, Max cries out his terror at the horrors around him:

This section culminates in a wild upward and downward rush in the

strings, flutes, and clarinets, followed by another sinister tremolo

in the strings, that is punctuated for a moment by imperiously

arresting chords in the horns, then, over the continual tremolo,

a solo clarinet gives out, fortissimo and con molta passwnc, a

theme that is like a shaft of light suddenly piercing the darkness:

rf-l I

and after a short transitional passage the violins and clarinets sing

the melodv of the final part of Agathe's aria in the second act-
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in which she speaks of her confidence in the ultimate happiness
of Max and herself.

We thus have already presented to us the vital essence of the

drama its setting in the depth of the German wood, the in-

trusion of the powers of evil, the horror and despair of Max, the

trustful innocence of Agathe, and the final triumph of simplicity

and goodness. The remainder of the overture is a symphonic

working-out of the material here shown. After the sinister No. 3

has been heard for the last time there is a dramatic silence for

two bars, then a solitary plucked note in the 'cello and basses,

then another long pause, followed by a huge crescendo in the full

orchestra and a final triumphant statement of Agathe's melody

(No. 7), this time in the broad C major tonality in which the

overture opened.

ACT I

When the curtain rises for the first act we see an open place

before a tavern in a forest. Max is sitting alone at a table in the

foreground, with a tankard before him and his gun in his arm.

In the background is a target, surrounded by a crowd of peasants.

Just as the curtain goes up, Kilian, a rich peasant (bass), is firing

at the target; shouts from the crowd "Bravo! Well fired '

Splendid!
"

greet his success. Max (tenor), who till now has

kept his forehead sunk in his clenched hand, strikes the table

heavily and cries,
" Good luck, peasant!

"
while the others break

out into a chorus of praise of Kilian. The crowd lines up for a

procession, while Max asks himself in a gloomy, puzzled kind of

way what has happened to him that his skill as a marksman has

deserted him.

A procession is now formed, headed by a band of village musi-

cians playing a rustic March. After them come peasant lads, carry-

ing pewter vessels as trophies; Kilian, the victor in the contest,

decorated with flowers and a ribbon, on which is stuck the stars

that he has shot from the target; a boy with the remains of the

target on a short pole; marksmen, several of whom have stars

on their caps, carrying guns; and women and girls. They all march
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round, and as they pass Max they point mockingly at him, bow,

whisper, and laugh among themselves. At last Kilian stands before

him, makes a sign to the others, and breaks out into a derisive

song; the others echo his taunts.

Max springs up in a rage, draws his hanger, seizes Kilian by
the chest, and orders him to leave him in peace. The others press

around him, and just then Cuno, the head ranger, enters with

Caspar and several huntsmen with guns and spears. Cuno (bass)

demands to know what the trouble is, and Kilian, who has been

released by Max, but is still a trifle scared, tells him that all he

has been doing is to chaff, in accordapce with time-honoured

custom, the man who never hits the mark , it has come to some-

thing when the peasant beats the huntsman at his own game'

Max, in great mortification, has to admit that the charge is true,

and Caspar, one of the foresters (bass) who is senior to Max,
mutters to himself, "Thanks, Samiel'

"
(He himself is in love

with Agathe, but having been refused by her, he hates her ac-

cepted suitor, Max, and has sold himself to Samiel, the Black

Huntsman, to get the better of his rival )

Cuno cannot make it out at all: here is Max, supposed to be

the best shot in the place, who has not brought down claw or

feather for four weeks. Caspar, who knows quite well why, comes

forward with a glib explanation , someone must have cast a spell

over Max, and to break it he will have to stand next Friday at a

cross-road, draw a circle round himself with his ramrod or a

bloody knife, and call three times on the Black Huntsman. Cuno

indignantly orders him to be silent-
"

I have long known you for

what you are," he says
"
an idler, a glutton, and a cheater at

dice. Take care that I don't think still worse of youi
"
Caspar

makes a grovelling apologetic gesture, and Cuno warns him that

if he speaks another word he will dismiss him.

Then, turning to Max, Cuno bids him also be careful He wishes

him well, but if he fails to win the prize to-morrow he loses the

hand of Cuno's daughter, Agathe, and with it the succession to

Cuno's post. Strange to say, the others, though they have heard

of the ordeal of the trial shot, do not know precisely how and
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why it came about. They appeal to Cuno to tell them the story,

which he proceeds to do, for the audience's benefit, no doubt, as

much as for that of the people on the stage.

It seems that Cuno's great-great-grandfather (also named

Cuno) was one of the Prince's bodyguards. One day the hounds

started a stag on which a man was tied the usual punishment
in those days for one who broke the forest laws. The Prince, moved

to pity, promised that whoever should kill the stag without wound-

ing the man should be made a hereditary forester and given

a house.

The original Cuno, more out of compassion than from a desire

for the reward, fired at the stag and brought him down without

inflicting any more injury on the man than some scratches on the

face from a thorn bush. But, says Cuno with a meaning glance

at Caspar, it was then as it is now the evil one always sows tares

among the wheat. The enemies of the former Cuno told the Prince

that the deed had been accomplished by means of magic Cuno
must have used a "

free" (or magic) bullet. ("I thought so'
''

interjects Caspar, and then, to himself, "Help, Samiel' '')

Kilian explains to the others what a "
free

"
bullet is; his grand-

mother had told him all about them: six hit the mark, but the

seventh belongs to the evil one, who directs it where he will. The

Prince, Cuno continues, then ordered that each of the original

Cuno's successors should undergo a shooting trial on the day
when the young man is to marry his betrothed, who must be of

irreproachable character and must appear in a virginal wreath of

honour. All this having been satisfactorily explained, Cuno breaks

up the gathering, telling Max that he expects him again before

sunrise at the Prince's house.

(This long conversation, like all the others in Der Freischutz>

is carried on in spoken dialogue.)

There follows a short ensemble in which Max sings of the fore-

boding with which he looks forward to the morrow's trial
;
Cuno

bids him collect himself, for everything now depends on his skill
;

the others add an occasional word of encouragement; and Caspar

insinuates a hint that there are other powers than that of his own
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hand and eye that he can call to his aid. Cuno shakes Max by the

hand, and, with a final heartening word to him, goes out with

his huntsmen, who sing a chorus in praise of the hunt. It is

growing dark. Kilian, a rough good fellow, wishes Max the best

of luck the next day, and invites him into the tavern, to drive away
his melancholy with a glass and a dance with the girls, but Max

being too depressed for anything of that kind, Kilian and the

others leave him, some of them waltzing their way into the inn.

Max, left alone, declares that he can bear his evil fate no longer:

for what crime, he asks in despair, is he being made to pay ? Then

he breaks out into the famous aria
" Durch die Walder "

Thro' the fo - rests, thro'the meadows,Joywas
Durchdie Wal-der,durchdie Auren, xog ich

wont- with- me to stray:
leich - ten Stnns da - kin!

in which he describes how easily life used to run with him how

everything he aimed at fell to his gun, and in the evenings, laden

with booty, he would return to find Agathe waiting for him at her

window with a loving look. It is now quite dark.
" Has Heaven

then forsaken me? "
he asks, and as he speaks the words Samiel

appears from a thicket in the background a huge figure in dark

green and flame-coloured garb, his face a dark yellow, a cock's

feather in his hat.

We hear the typical Samiel music in the orchestra (No. 3).

Samiel disappears, and Max's thoughts turn again to Agathe,

whom he sees in imagination at her open window, waiting for his

footsteps, and confident of his triumph ;
but her gesture of greet-

ing receives no answer. Once more his gloom overmasters him.

The orchestra gives out the agitated syncopated figure already so

familiar to us in the overture, and to the melody of No. 4 he

speaks of his doubts and despair. Will no ray come to pierce the
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night in his soul? Does blind fate rule? Is there no God? At his

first words of despair Samiel reappears in the background and

crosses the stage with great strides; but at the word " God " he

gives a convulsive start and disappears.

Caspar now enters, accosts Max with assumed good-fellowship,

and orders wine from the inn, telling the serving-maid to chalk

it up to him, which she evidently does unwillingly and untrust-

mgly. He drops something out of a phial into Max's glass, and

mutters his usual
"
Help, Samiel 1

"
whereupon the Black Hunts-

man's head looks out from the thicket much to the terror of

Caspar, who ejaculates,
" You here?

" He assures Max that he

was only speaking to himself, and at last forces him to drink

by pledging the Head Ranger a toast which it is impossi-

ble for Max to refuse. Then Caspar breaks out into a rough

drinking-song:

^
If no more the grape would grow,

War 9 dock nichts als flack und Qual,

Life were but vex - a - tion!

trag der Stock nicht Trau - ben:

Nor can Max refuse the second toast that Caspar proposes to

Agathe ,
nor the third to the Prince.

Max, feeling unaccountably uneasy, would now go home, but

Caspar holds him back while he offers to help him to fire a shot

that will ensure his happiness and Agathe's the next day. He
thrusts his gun into Max's hands, points hastily to an eagle that

is a mere speck in the night sky, and tells him to fire. As Max
does so a peal of harsh laughter is heard. A huge eagle falls dead

at their feet; Caspar plucks out some of its largest feathers and
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puts them on Max's hat. How has it been done? asks the as-

tounded Max. Caspar laughs at him as if Max did not know
that this was a free bullet! It was his last, he assures Max; but he

knows how to get more; Max must meet him at midnight in the

Wolf's Glen. At first Max is appalled at the thought of being in

that haunted place at such an hour; but deceived by Caspar's

protestations of goodwill, and full of the thought of Agathe, he at

last consents. After he has left, Caspar breaks out into an aria

in which he calls on the powers of evil to make sure of their

coming prey:

and gleefully anticipates his triumph over Max:

if f-Urif !-
my tri -

die Ha -

- utnph} my
*. che, die

i r r r i

f

tri-umph is nigh.
Ita-chc ge - /tn^

As he leaves the stage the curtain falls.
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ACT II

The second act opens in a room in Cuno's house in the forest,

hung with tapestries and trophies of the chase. On one side of it

is a table with a lamp and a white dress trimmed with green.

On the wall is a picture of the original Cuno. On the other side

of the room from the table is Agathe's spinning-wheel. Agathe,

in an undress, has a bandage on her head, we learn that the

picture has fallen and hurt her. Aennchen is standing on a stool,

hammering in a nail to hold up the picture. She is a care-free girl

of unquenchable good spirits and a roguish, teasing disposition,

while Agathe, as befits an affianced bride, is much more inclined

to sentiment. There is a charming duet between the two, in which

each expresses her own character
;
and afterwards Aennchen sings

of the gloom of the old house they are in, and expresses her

preference for brighter scenes and a gay wooer.

Agathe tells Aennchen of her visit to the Hermit that morning
and how he warned her of a danger threatening her: the falling

picture and the wound were evidently the fulfilment of his pre-

sentiment. She will take care of the consecrated roses he gave

her
;
and to preserve them Aennchen proposes to put them outside

the window, in the cool night air. Aennchen would then go to

bed, but Agathe refuses to go until she has seen Max.

Aennchen having left her, taking with her the roses, Agathe
muses upon the sorrow that always goes hand in hand with love.

She draws aside the curtain in front of a balcony and looks out

into the starry night. Stepping out on the balcony, she raises her

hands in prayer, and breaks out into the universally known aria,
"
Leise, leise, fromme Weise ":

Adagio.

- ly
Lei - se,

tr
y
~

igh-ing, day
lei - se, from - me

my pray-erheavWard
schwingdich auf*um Ster-nenr



294 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

^m
fly -

in which she commends herself to the protection of Heaven. Why
does Max tarry? she asks. She hears a footstep and sees a form

among the pines, and her pulse quickens. Jubilantly she waves a

white handkerchief, but Max does not yet see her. Is that a

nosegay in his hat, and does it mean that he has been successful in

the contest? She returns into the room and gives full expression to

her joy and hope:

<*) Vivace con fuoco

How evVy pulse is_ fly - ing, And my
All'meinePul-se- schlala-gen, und das

heart beats. loud_ and_ fast,
fferz wailt un - ge

- stum>

She sings of her rapture to the strain of Xo 7, and turns to meet

Max, who enters hurriedly, looking pale and troubled , at the same
moment Aennchen re-enters from the other side

Agatbe is a little disturbed to find only an eagle's feather in

Max's hat instead of the expected trophy He tells her that by a

marvellous shot he has brought down a great eagle She explains
about the fallen picture and the wound on her forehead, and he

protests that he must away at once to the Wolf's Glen; he has

shot a stag there in the dusk, he says, and must bring it in, or

the peasants may steal it. The two girls are horrified at the thought
that he is going to the haunted glen at night, but in spite of their

entreaties he takes himself off, only pausing at the door for a

tender little duet with Agathe, in which he implores and she grants

him forgiveness for having grieved her, while the light-hearted

Aennchen comments on the situation in her own fashion:
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F^CrOcyci
doth thy heart for - give me, my
hast flu auch ver - ge - ben

has - ty wor

For-wurf, den
night,
dacht?

The scene changes to the Wolf's Glen. All that happens from

now to the end of the act is in the pure spirit of the German ro-

manticism of the early years of the nineteenth century, when

people loved to frighten themselves with the thought of mysteri-

ous magic forces at work all round them.

We see a fearsome hollow between high mountains, from one

of which a waterfall runs down. The full moon is shining; a storm

is gathering. Near the front is a tree blasted by lightning it

has rotted away from the inside, and has a phosphorescent glow:

on a gnarled branch a great owl with fiery eyes is sitting; on other

trees are ravens and other forest birds.

Caspar, without a hat and in his shirt sleeves, is busy making a

circle of black stones, in the middle of which is a skull
;
a few steps

away are an eagle's wing, a bullet-mould, and a crucible. Over a

mysterious shudder in the orchestra, a bass chorus of invisible

spirits sing on one note, a gruesome snatch about a bride that is

soon to die, while other voices break in every now and then with

a cry of
u Uhui!

'' which is punctuated by a similar hoot in the

wood-wind-
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Just as Caspar finishes the circle a clock in the distance begins to

strike twelve.

Caspar draws his hanger, and at the twelfth stroke thrusts it

into the skull, then, raising the hanger with the skull on it, he

cries,
"
Samiel ' Samiel T

Appear'
" and replaces skull and hanger

in the middle of the circle. Samiel appears in a fissure in a rock

and asks,
" Who calls me^ "

Caspar grovels before him His time is

up to-morrow: will not Samiel prolong it if he brings him another

victim his friend Max, who is in quest of free bullets? "Six

shall make him, seven break him," says Samiel.
" The seventh is

thine," answers Caspar eagerly:
"
direct it from his own gun

to his bride, and so drive both him and her father mad." Over

Agathe, says Samiel regretfully, he has as yet no power; but he

is inclined to listen to the proposition so far as Max is concerned,

and to grant Caspar another three years' grace if he can ensnare

the other. To-morrow it must be he or thou'
"
This dialogue, sung

by Caspar, spoken by Samiel, is carried on to an appropriate!}

descriptive orchestral accompaniment.
Samiel disappears; Caspar rises and wipes the sweat from his

forehead. The hanger and skull have disappeared , in their place

a small hearth with glowing coals has risen out of the earth. Cas-

par refreshes himself with a draught from his hunting-flask ;
the

coals burning low, he throws faggots on them and blows on the

fire, the owls and the other birds, as though in sympathy, raise

and lower their wings, and the fire smokes and crackles. Max now

becomes visible on one of the rocks, he bends down towards the

glen, and in a recitative describes his horror at the darkness, the

ghostly forms, the whirring night birds, and the blasted tree.

Determined that nothing shall daunt him, however, he climbs
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down a little way and stares fixedly at the opposite rock, where, in

the moonlight, stands the spirit of his mother, clothed in white.
" Thus she was in her coffin," he says in terror;

"
thus she lies in

her grave! With a warning glance she implores me to go back! "

Laughing nervously at his fears, and calling aside on Samiel for

fielp, Caspar bids him look again, when he will see better what it

was that frightened him. The figure of his mother disappears, and

in its place stands the form of Agathe. Her hair is loose, she is

strangely decked out with straw and leaves: she has the air of

one distracted, and seems as if she were about to throw herself

down into the waterfall. Crying out that he must follow her, Max
descends to where Caspar is, whereupon the form of Agathe
vanishes.

" Here I am," says Max,
" what is it I must do? " The moon-

light grows dimmer. Fortifying him with a draught from his

hunting-flask, but refusing to drink himself, Caspar tells him to

come within the circle, which, he says, is a sure wall against the

spirits, whether of heaven or of hell. Whatever Max may see or

hear he is to remain calm; if someone came to help him, even were

it a black rider on a black horse, striking fire from his hooves, what

would that matter? Not without some disturbance can the hidden

powers be brought to bestow their treasures on mortals. Only
when he sees Caspar himself trembling is Max to come to his aid

and repeat his call otherwise they both will be lost.

By now the moon has sunk to a mere point in the night sky.

Caspar picks up the crucible, orders Max to watch him, that he

may learn the art, takes the necessary ingredients from his pouch
and throws them in one by one, enumerating them as he does so:
u
First the lead, some broken glass from church windows, which

can easily be got; some quicksilver; three bullets that have already

found their mark; the right eye of a hoopoe; the left eye of a

lynx. Probatum estt And now a blessing on the bullets!
" To the

sinister chords shown at the commencement of No. 3 he prostrates

himself three times to the earth and invokes Samiel, exhorting him

to
"
bless the deed, seven, nine, and three, that the bullets

mighty be."
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To an appropriately hair-raising tremolando in the strings of

the orchestra, and eerie cries in the wood-wind, the contents of the

crucible begin to ferment and hiss, and give out a greenish-white

flame. A cloud passes over what is left of the moon, so that the

only light on the scene now comes from the fire on the hearth, the

eyes of the owl, and the putrescent wood of the tree.

" One! "
says Caspar, as he casts the first bullet and drops it

out of the mould
,
and an echo repeats the word, as it does all the

later ones. Night birds fly down, gather round the circle, and hop
about flapping their wings.

" Two! " A black boar crashes through the thicket and runs

panting across.

"Three 1
"

says Caspar, now greatly agitated A storm rises,

breaks the tops of the trees, and sends sparks flying from the fire.

"Four! "
Caspar counts anxiously. The rattling of wheels,

cracking of whips, and trampling of horses are heard. Four wheels,

throwing out fiery sparks, roll across the stage, so rapidly that

neither their real shape nor the coach they carry is visible.
"
Five!

"
says Caspar, still more nervously. The barking of dogs

and the neighing of horses fill the air, and in the heights there is

a rush of ghostly hunters on foot and on horseback, with stags and

hounds, invisible voices sing in chorus on one note, accompanied

by a pelting rhythm in the orchestra.
" Woe! Woe f

"
cries Cas-

par:
"
the wild chase!

" The scene becomes completely dark.
"

Six! Woe' "
cries Caspar. The sky becomes completely black.

The hitherto contending storms crash together and burst with

fearful lightnings and thunders. Rain falls in torrents. Dark blue

flames spring from the earth; will-o'-the-wisps appear on the hills,

trees are torn up crackling by the roots; the waterfall foams and

rages; pieces of rock are hurled down. From every quarter there

comes a tumult in the air, the earth seems to totter.
"
Samiel f Samiel ' Help'

"
shrieks Caspar convulsively.

" Seven *

Samiel!
"
Caspar is thrown to the earth. Max, who is also tossed

hither and thither by the tempest, leaps out of the circle, seizes a

branch of the blighted tree and screams,
"
Samiel!

" The storm

begins to die down. Samiel, the Black Ifynter, appears where the
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tree was. He seizes Max's hand and cries in a terrible voice,
" Here

I am! " Max makes the sign of the cross and falls senseless. In

the distance a clock strikes one. There is a sudden silence. Samiel

has disappeared, Caspar is still lying with his face to the earth;

Max raises himself convulsively, and the curtain falls.

ACT III

The third act commences with a vivacious orchestral introduc-

tion, in the course of which we hear a merry tune in the horns:

6e)

When the curtain rises we see a wood, bathed in sunlight. Two
of the Prince's huntsmen enter. They congratulate each other on

the fineness of the day that has followed so fearful a night: in the

Wolf's Glen especially, they think, the devil himself must have

been loose, branches the thickness of a man have been split

like canes, giant firs are turning up their roots towards the skies;

everyone knows whose work that was' Max, somewhat heated,

enters with Caspar. The two couples greet each other, and one

of the huntsmen tells the other, aside, to be polite to Max, who has

just fired three marvellous shots, if he goes on like that he will

one day be head master of the hounds.

The pair having gone out, Max turns feverishly to Caspar and

demands the luck}' bullets.
" Three for me, four for you'

"
says

Caspar,
" could a brother divide more fairly?

" " But I have only

one,
1 '

says Max " The Prince had his eye on me I made three

wonderful shots. What have you done with the bullets?
"
Caspar

takes two magpies out of his hunting-pouch and throws them be-

hind a bush.
" You see," he says,

" two have gone on these. What
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do I care about the Prince's game?
" " But you still have another

bullet," says Max urgently;
u
give it to me." "

I should be a fool/'

replies Caspar;
" one for me, one for you; I am keeping it for you

for the trial shot."
" Give me your third!

"
cries Max passionately.

"
I can't!

"
says Caspar.

Max is beside himself; but just then a third huntsman enters

and tells him that the Prince wishes to speak to him at once,

there has been a dispute as to the range of his gun. When he has

left, Max once more urgently demands the third bullet of Caspar,

who refuses to give it to him even if he were to beg for it on his

knees. Max calls him a rascal and hastens away.
" Well and

good!
"
says Caspar when he is alone.

" Soon the sixth bullet will

be fired
"

(he loads his gun),
" and then the seventh for the trial

shot! Ha ha! Splendid* May the lovely bride get it' There's a

fox out over there: let him have the sixth in his skin." He raises

his gun to his shoulder as he goes out, and the shot is heard as the

curtain falls.

In performance the foregoing scene, which is carried out

entirely in spoken dialogue, is often omitted: and the third act

commences with the next scene, which takes place in Agathe's

chamber in the forester's house an old-fashioned room, but

neatly furnished. On one side there is a little domestic altar, upon
which stands a vase containing the bouquet of white roses Agathe

is alone; she is in a white bridal costume with a green band in her

hair. When the curtain rises she is kneeling at the altar
,
then she

rises, comes forward, and in a tone of fervent piety breaks into a

deeply-felt aria:

Al-tho' a cloud o'er spreadthe heaven, The
UndobdieWol-ke sie ver-huHe, die

r
i

sun in splendour shines on. high,
Son- ncbieibt am Him-mels - *elft
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in which she expresses her confidence in the loving protection of

Heaven.

When she has finished, Aennchen enters, also in bridal dress,

but without any flowers. (It is important that neither Aennchen

nor any of the other bridesmaids should carry flowers, so that

Agathe, for her bridal adornment, has to take the holy roses, that

confer immunity against the magic bullet.)

The sprightly Aennchen rallies her more serious friend in the

usual way. She notices that Agathe has been crying: well,
"
bridal

tears and morning showers, according to the proverb, don't last

long." And speaking of rain, there has been enough in the night

to wash the old house away.
" And Max," said Agathe,

"
in the

wood in all that tempest!
" She has had a fearful dream that

she was changed into a white dove, flying from branch to branch.

Max fired at her and she fell
;
but the white dove had vanished, she

was Agathe again, and at her feet a great black bird of prey lay

weltering in its blood!

Aennchen claps her hands.
"
Charming! Charming!

"
she says.

It is all very easily explained. Last night Agathe was working late

at her wedding-dress, and no doubt she was thinking of it before

she went to sleep: that accounts for the white dove. She had

started back from the eagle's feathers in Max's hat: that explains

the bird of prey. Agathe, however, is not so easily pacified, so

Aennchen, anxious to turn her mind from its gloomy thoughts,

sings her the story of how her old aunt once had a fright: just as

she was going to sleep she saw and heard a monster creeping

towards her with eyes of fire, rattling a chain. She called for help,

but when the servants came with lights they found it was only

Nero, the watch-dog.

Agathe, at this unexpectedly absurd denouement, turns away
in vexation, but gradually yields to Aennchen's loving entreaties

to be happy in the thought of what the day is to bring her. Then
Aennchen runs off to fetch the bridal wreath, which she has left

below. As she is going, the door opens, and the bridesmaids enter,

whom she tells to cheer up the bride. This they proceed to

do in the famous "
Jungfernkranz

"
(Bridal Wreath) chorus
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that quickly became one of the melodies that every German

knew:

The bri-dalwreathfor thee we bmd,With
Wir win -den dir den Jung-fern-kranzt mi&

silk - en thread of a -
zure,

veil- chenblau - er Set - de,

Aennchen, returning with the box containing the wreath, brings

the news that ancestor Cuno has been at his pranks again he has

fallen from his nail a second time, and Aennchen has nearly

tripped over him. Agathe sees another evil omen in this, but Aenn-

chen asks her what was more likely to happen on such a night as

last, when the house was shaken from top to bottom by the wind.

Kneeling before Agathe and presenting the box to her, she starts

the chorus off on their song again.

They have hardly begun, however, before they are interrupted

by a startled cry from Agathe. She has opened the box, and found

in it only a silver wreath for the dead a mistake on the part of

the old servant who had been sent to the town for the wreath The

bridesmaids are embarrassed: Agathe is distressed at this fresh

omen of evil; she recalls once more the Hermit's foreboding.

Aennchen takes the Hermit's white roses from the vase and binds

them into a garland; then, bidding the bridesmaids begin their

song again, she takes Agathe by the hand and leads her through

the door, the others following in couples.

The scene changes Hunting-horns are heard in the orchestra,

and, the curtain having risen, we see a romantically beautiful land-

scape. On one side are the tents of Prince Ottokar, where the court

notabilities and guests are banqueting; on the other side are the

huntsmen and beaters, also feasting; behind them are piled-up

heaps of game. Prince Ottokar is seated at table in the principal

tent; Cuno is at the bottom of the table. Max is standing near

Cuno, but outside the tent, leaning on his gun; on the opposite
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side Caspar is watching behind a tree. A vigorous hunting chorus

is sung, to a melody that has already been heard in the introduc-

tion to the third act, prefacing No. 16:

The music is worked out with an appropriate wealth of colour,

especially in the horns, No. 16 also being drawn upon for refrain.

The Prince then rises and recalls the company to the serious

business of the day. He approves Cuno's choice of a son-in-law;

the young man pleases him. He tells Cuno to bid Max be ready,

which the old forester does with a sign.
" But where is the pup-

pet?
"

says Caspar to himself, adding his customary,
"
Help,

Samiel!
" He climbs up into the tree and looks around. Ottokar

turns to Cuno and asks him where the bride is; he has heard so

much good of her that he is keen to make her acquaintance. Cuno
tells him that she should be here presently, but asks whether the

trial shot may not take place before she comes; the young lover

has been a trifle unfortunate of late, and the presence of the bride

may unnerve him.

The Prince laughingly remarks that Max seems to be hardly

cool enough for a huntsman: " When I was watching him from a

distance he fired three master-shots; but since I had him called

he has done nothing right." Cuno has regretfully to admit that

this is true, though, he adds, until quite lately Max was the best

shot of them all. The genial Prince doubts whether Cuno and him-

self would have done any better on their wedding-day, but all the

same the old custom must be adhered to. Raising his voice so that

Max may hear him, he smilingly asks Cuno whether he has not

an older huntsman to whom the preference used to be given.
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While Cuno, in some embarrassment, is stammering a reply, Max
mutters to himself,

"
Caspar has perhaps still his last free bullet.

He might perhaps
" and then he hastily loads his gun, and

ejaculates,
" Once more and never again!

"

Ottokar tells Cuno that the time has come to settle the matter,

and he turns to Max with a "
Come, young fellow ' One shot like

the three you fired this morning, and you are safe! You see that

white dove on yonder branch? It's an easy mark. Fire 1
"
Just as

Max raises his gun to his shoulder, Agathe, Aennchen, the brides-

maids, and others come into view, just where the white dove is

sitting. Agathe cries out,
" Do not fireM am the dove'

" The bird

rises and flies towards Caspar's tree; Caspar hastily climbs down.

Max fires at the dove, which flies away. Agathe and Caspar both

give a shriek and fall to the ground, and the chorus break into a

cry of horror.

Agathe is picked up and led to a small mound in the foreground ;

Max falls on his knees before her. She soon recovers conscious-

ness, and all give a joyous shout of
" She lives' Praised be the

powers above'
" Then attention is directed to Caspar, who is

struggling convulsively, bathed in his own blood.
"
I saw the

Hermit beside her," he says; "Heaven has won, my time has

come! "
Agathe is by now sufficiently restored to join with Max

in a brief duet, which is taken up by the rest of the company.

Meanwhile, unseen by these, Samiel has risen from the earth

behind Caspar.
"
Thou, Samiel, here already?

"
Caspar asks.

"
Is

this ho\v thou keepest thy promise to me? Take then thy prey! I

defy my doom ! "
Then, raising his hand,

" Accursed be Heaven'

And accursed be thou'
" He falls to the earth in a convulsion, and

Samiel vanishes. All are horrified at this strange last prayer of

a dying man; but they agree that Caspar was always given to

evil ways, and that the judgment of Heaven has at last overtaken

him. The Prince orders them to take the miscreant's body and

throw it into the Wolf's Glen, and a few of the huntsmen carry

it away.
Then the Prince turns to Max, and in grave tones charges him

to clear up the mystery. Max kneels before him and makes his
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humble confession of wrong-doing the four bullets he has fired

that day were "
free

"
bullets, cast in association with the dead

Caspar. All are astonished and shocked. The Prince angrily ban-

ishes him for ever from his dominions
;
never shall he have Agathe's

pure hand.

Max breaks out into reproachful self-pity, and Cuno and Agathe
both intercede for him, the chorus later supporting their plea.

But the Prince is immovable: Max must either flee the land or

go to prison. Just then the Hermit enters majestically, and all

salute him respectfully, the Prince baring his head: if this is the

holy man of whom he has heard such good report, he will be

guided by him; let the Hermit, then, pronounce judgment.
The Hermit, to slow and solemn music, preaches them a little

sermon on the fallibility of all mankind and the virtue of tolerance;

which among us has the right to throw the first stone at any
sinner? Let the trial shooting be abolished from that day, and as

for Max, since his heart was always good and true, let him be put

upon a year's probation; after that, if he is what he used to be,

let him be given Agathe's hand. The Prince consents; Max and

Agathe blend their voices in a cry of gratitude and hope; and

the whole company express their satisfaction in a chorus based

on the melody of Agathe's air in the second act, that has played

so large a part in the overture (No. 7).
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LOUIS AMBROISE THOMAS, one of the mas-

of French operetta, and with a certain gift for bigger

things, was born at Metz on the 5th August, 1811.

His father and mother, both of whom were musical, kept a

school of music, and it was from them that he received his first

instruction in the art, commencing at the age of four; at seven he

took up the violin and the piano. In 1828 he entered the Paris

Conservatoire, his master for the piano being Zimmermann, the

father-in-law of Gounod. He won the first piano prize in 1829, the

first harmony prize in 1830, and the Prix de Rome in 1832. Among
the compositions he sent to the Conservatoire from Rome, in ac-

cordance with the conditions of the prize, was a duet that earned

the praise of Berlioz in one of his Gazette Musicale articles.

In Rome, and during the years immediately following his return

to Paris, he composed a quantity of chamber music, some songs, a

Requiem Mass, and other works; but, as with all French com-

posers until comparatively recently, the only road to fame and

fortune for him lay through the theatre.

Influence obtained for him in 1834 an introduction to the Opera-

Comique, where he made his debut with the one-act operetta

La Double Echelle. This was successful, and between that year
and 1860 he produced a large number of operas, operettas, and

ballets at both the Opera-Comique and the Opera.
The most successful of these works were Mina (1843), Le Catd

(1849), and Le Songe d'une Nuit d'te (1850). In the first of

these there were no choruses and no bass or baritone soloist, the

three men's parts being all written for tenors. Le Cchd, a sprightly
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and musicianly work, had a great vogue for more than thirty

years: a critic of the time aptly characterised Thomas's muse as
" a well-brought-up young lady who elects to play the cocotte."

In Le Songe d'une Nuit d'Ete, Queen Elizabeth was presented as

in love with Shakespeare. Raymond (1851) ran for only thirty-

four performances, the opera being dragged down by its libretto,

which was an absurd version of the story of the Man in the

Iron Mask.

Thomas may have been partly consoled for the failure of Ray-
mond by the fact that a few months previously he had been

elected to the Institut in the place of Spontini, who had died in

January of that year. Among the other ten candidates for the

vacant seat was Berlioz. Thomas received thirty votes, Nieder-

mayer five, Batton three, and Berlioz not a single one.

From 1837 to 1851 Thomas had produced a new stage work

practically each year. Others followed in 1853, 1855, and 1857,

and then, perhaps feeling a little tired and discouraged, he was

silent for nearly six years. He had no great hopes of the success

of his next work, Mignon (i7th November, 1866); at the final

rehearsal he assured a friend that the opera would not run to fifty

performances. His pessimism, however, was groundless. The new

work proved to be a great favourite from the first: on the evening

after the production he happened to be at a concert in the Cirque
des Champs-Elysees, where the audience rose to its feet to applaud
him. Mignon turned out to be one of those works that make the

fortune both of the author and of the theatre; by 1894 it had had

a thousand performances at the Opera-Comique alone.

Thomas never quite managed to repeat this colossal success,

though Hamlet (1868) became very popular also. The part of

Ophelia in this was created by Christine Nilsson. Hamlet, in the

original version, was a tenor; but the chief tenor at the Opera-

Comique Gueymard proving unequal to the role, Thomas
turned the part into one for a baritone, to be played by the cele-

brated Faure, who achieved a triumph in it.

Auber died in 1871, and Thomas, thanks to the success of

Mignon and Hamlet, was elected to succeed him as Director of

the Paris Conservatoire. His administrative duties seem to have
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taken up an undue proportion both of his time and his energy, and

after Hamlet he did little creative work of any importance. Partly

by reason of the inane treatment of Dante's famous story by the

librettists, partly because of the weakness of the music, Frangoise

de Rimini (1882) was a complete failure; the Prologue to the

opera alone had a touch of the old quality about it. Thomas had

no better luck with the ballet La Tempete (1889), which soon

disappeared from the stage.

He was the first composer to live to see the thousandth perform-

ance of one of his works. As an old man of eighty-three he was

present on the i3th May, 1894, at the thousandth performance
of Mignon at the Opera-Comique, when he was given an ovation

by a distinguished audience. The grand cordon of the Legion of

Honour was conferred on him by the President of the Republic, he

being the first musician to receive that high dignity. A medal, re-

producing the famous Mignon of the painter Ary Scheffer, was

struck in commemoration of the celebration.

On the evening following the thousandth performance of Mignon
there was a gala performance at the Opera-Comique. The pro-

gramme, apart from the Marseillaise, consisted entirely of Am-
broise Thomas's works, including the Raymond overture, a duet,

and a chorus from the Songe d'une Nuit d'te (sung by the solo-

ists and chorus of the Opera-Comique and a number of Con-

servatoire pupils), a cavatina from Raymond (sung by the tenor

Clement), the always popular Gavotte and some vocal numbers

from Mignon, two arias and a chorus from Psyche, and a ballet

and a scena from Hamlet.

In the last twenty-five years of his life Ambroise Thomas be-

came very serious and self-centred and very much of a solitary:

one of his contemporaries described him at this time as a " Verdi

solennel
" His mind ran a good deal on the idea of death, and a

quarter of a century before the end came he had prepared a

granite tomb for himself on a storm-swept island off the Breton

coast that he had bought. He died in Paris on the i2th February,

1896, and was given a public funeral at Montmartre, an eloquent

funeral oration being pronounced by Massenet.
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story of Mignon was derived, though somewhat remotely,

by the French librettists from the novel of Goethe, Wtthelm

Meister's Apprenticeship and Travels, upon which Goethe com-

menced work in 1777, though the book was not completed till

nearly twenty years later, in 1 796.

Partly by reason of the time its composition had taken him,

partly because he had no gift for construction in this kind of

work, the telling of the story is extremely confused; the strangest

of incidents happen, and they link up with each other in the

strangest of ways. But if Goethe could not design a novel he had

an exceptional insight into character, and the majority of the

portraits in the book are vital to this day. Widely as the French

librettists have departed from the original, some knowledge of

this is necessary to an understanding of the opera.

Wilhelm Meister is a young man who, after a disillusioning love-

affair with an actress named Mariana, goes out into the world

in search of happiness, wisdom, and knowledge of himself and

others. His tastes are in the direction of the theatre, and he him-

self experiments later both as actor and as author.

During the course of his travels he falls in with two stranded

actors, Laertes and Philina, the latter a light-hearted coquette

who takes nothing seriously, living solely for flattery and pleas-

ure. She is one of Goethe's most convincing figures; a curious thing

is that though he credits her with hardly a single admirable trait,

and though scarcely any of the other characters in the book have

a good word to say for her, she makes a decided appeal to us.
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Later Wilhelm meets with a company of rope-dancers, who have

with them a mysterious young creature whom, at first, Wilhelm

has difficulty in pronouncing to be either boy or girl. As a matter

of fact she is a girl in boy's clothes.
" He reckoned her about

twelve or thirteen years of age; her body was well-formed, only

her limbs gave promise of a stronger growth, or else announced a

stunted one. Her countenance was not regular, but striking; her

brow full of mystery; her nose extremely beautiful, her mouth,

although it seemed too closely shut for one of her age, and though
she often drew it to a side, had yet an air of frankness, and was

very lovely. Her brownish complexions could scarcely be discerned

through the paint."

To the questions of Wilhelm and Philina she gives curt, enig-

matic answers. When they ask her name, she replies,
"
They

call me Mignon." When asked how old she is, she answers,
" No

one has counted." To the question,
" Who was thy father?

"
she

replies,
" The Great Devil is dead." One day the master of the

rope-dancers beats her because she will not perform the egg-dance;

Wilhelm rescues her and buys her from the showman for thirty

crowns. All that the man can tell him is that she fell into his hands

at the death of his brother, who, by reason of his skill in his pro-

fession, had been called the Great Devil.

Wilhelm takes the child about with him and begins to educate

her, though nothing will induce her to change her boy's clothes

for those of a girl. Though he does not know it, she is deeply in

love with him, and suffers agonies when other women, such as the

flirtatious Philina, pay him attention.

One day Wilhelm hears her sing a song
" Know'st thou the

land where lemon trees do bloom? "
that is a cry of longing for

some mysterious land of sunlight, thick with myrtle and laurel,

and where there is a large house with a tall pillared porch, and

marble statues in the hall that look down on her. Each stanza of

the song ends with the cry, slightly varied,
"

'Tis there, 'Tis there!

oh my beloved, I with thee would go!
"
Wilhelm, after question-

ing the child, comes to the conclusion that the land of which she

speaks must be Italy, but he can get no more out of her.
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Another mysterious character who joins the company is an

old Harper, the victim of an incurable melancholy; he too sings

a number of songs that have become treasures of German poetry,

and, like those of Mignon, have been set to music by several of

the great German song writers.

Wilhelm afterwards meets with a company of actors, with whose

productions he associates himself. Among them is a woman named

Aurelia, who has with her a little boy named Felix, with whom

Mignon forms a close companionship. One day the house is dis-

covered to be on fire, and in a vault in the garden Mignon comes

upon the old Harper, who, after having lit some straw, is on the

point of sacrificing Felix with a knife. The Harper is taken charge

of by a clergyman, and is visited from time to time by a physician,

who can extract from the melancholy old man no information about

himself; the physician, however, discovers that he is oppressed

with a sense of guilt, fancies that he brings misfortune wherever

he goes, and believes that death, to be unwittingly brought about

by a boy, is constantly impending over him.

Later Wilhelm goes to reside in the castle of a gentleman named

Lothario, in whose neighbourhood lives a certain Natalia, who, by
one of those extraordinary coincidences that abound in the story,

turns out to be the sister of a boy named Friedrich, who, in the

earlier part of the story, has been the jealous slave of Philina.

Wilhelm also meets one Theresa, to whom Mignon and Felix

(the latter, by the way, has meanwhile turned out to be the son

of Wilhelm and Mariana) are sent to be taken care of.

Natalia has original ideas on the education of little girls, a

number of whom she constantly has about her. On the birthday

of two twin sisters among these, she plans a little tableau in which

the girls, as a reward of virtue, are to receive a present from an

angel. Mignon is dressed for the angel's part in a long white dress,

with a golden girdle round her waist and a golden fillet on her hair.

When the tableau is over she refuses to let them divest her of her

angel's robe, and sings a beautiful little song that has been set to

music by various German composers, but by none so touchingly

as by Hugo Wolf:
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" Such let me seem till such I be;

Take not my snow-white dress away;
Soon from this dust of earth I flee

Up to the glittering land of day. . . ."

Finding Wilhelm one day in the arms of Theresa, Mignon
clutches at her heart and falls dead. She is buried, with great

ceremony, in a room in the castle, and an Abbe who is of the

company injects
" a balsamic substance

"
into her veins, so that,

as she lies in the angel's dress, she seems to be only asleep. The

Abbe tells them that in her last days she used frequently to kiss an

image of the Crucified which was tattooed on her right arm. He
raises the dead girl's sleeve to show the company this, and an old

Italian Marchese recognises Mignon as his niece.

Later he tells them the whole strange story. The Harper, it

seems, is his long-lost brother Augustin. Their parents had also

had a daughter, Sperata, whose birth, however, had been con-

cealed, the child being brought up in the country, and only an

old friend of the family (whose child she was given out to be) and

the confessor were in the secret. Augustin and Sperata, not know-

ing their true relationship, had fallen in love with each other,

and Mignon was their child.

After vain attempts by their friends to separate the pair, Augus-
tin had been decoyed into a cloister; yet although they had man-

aged to convince him that Sperata was his sister, he refused to

give her up. From Sperata the secret was kept, though the con-

fessor had induced her to consent to a separation from Augustin,

having convinced her that her union with a priest (for such

Augustin was) was a sin. The child was taken from her and com-

mitted to the charge of a family that lived on the sea-shore; there

the wild little thing led a life of the greatest freedom, climbing the

rocks, running down to the ships, and delighting to change clothes

with boys. She would run away for miles into the country, and her

guardians would think she was lost; when she returned she would

stop to rest at a large country-house in the neighbourhood, where

she would run up and down the great hall, looking at the statues.
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One day she went out and did not return; her hat was found

swimming on the water, and it was supposed that in clambering

up the rocks she had fallen into the sea. As a matter of fact, she

had, as we know, been kidnapped by the rope-dancers. In the

course of time, Sperata died, and Augustin escaped from the

cloister. He had already become subject to melancholia, and was

perpetually tormented by an illusion in which he saw a boy stand-

ing at the foot of his bed, with a bare knife, threatening to

kill him.

In the later stages of the story the Harper is cured, he divests

himself of his long beard, and goes about clothed and in his right

mind. From the clergyman's laboratory he has taken a bottle of

laudanum, and this figures in a mysterious episode in which Felix

is at first thought to be poisoned, though a lucky accident has

saved him. The next morning Augustin is found lying dead in

bed, having cut his throat with a razor; it seems he had found in

the Abbe's room a manuscript in which his story was recorded,

and, filled with horror, he had poured laudanum into a glass of

milk, intending to drink it. But a feeling of revulsion had come

over him; setting down the glass untasted he went out into the

garden, and on his return found Felix filling up the glass out of

which he had apparently been drinking.

It had so happened, however, that the boy had drunk from

the milk bottle, not from the glass, and had at first told a fib

about it, because he had previously been scolded for touching

the bottle.

If all this seems somewhat incoherent, the reader is asked to lay

the blame to the charge of Goethe, who, as has been said, though

an admirable painter of character, constructed a long story with

difficulty. Let us now see the form the story of Mignon assumes

in the opera.

Of Goethe's many characters only seven remain, and the names

and natures of two of these are changed in a way that is a trifle

confusing at first. Wilhelm, Laertes, Philina, and Mignon remain

very much as we know them already, except that their mentality

has become considerably more French than German; Wilhelm in
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particular is no longer the earnest, brooding, self-questioning

young Teuton of the original, but an elegant young man of the

Parisian beau monde.

In Goethe's story there is a certain Jarno, a curious, cynical

figure whom we first meet as the man of affairs of a certain Count

in whose house the actors are engaged to give a performance, and

later as the confidant of Lothario. In the French opera there is

no corresponding character, but the name Jarno is given, for some

mysterious reason or other, to the chief of the gipsies who have

possession of Mignon. By a similar freak of fancy the name

Lothario is given to the Harper. To crown all, the opera has, as

we shall see, a doubly happy ending.

THE OVERTURE

The overture is, in the main, a pot-pourri of some of the leading

melodies of the opera. It begins with a slow introduction, in which,

after a hint of Mignon's unhappiness, and a succession of arpeg-

gios that may no doubt be taken to have reference to the Harper,

we hear the melody of Mignon's song,
" Know'st thou the land?

"

(see No. 12). This is followed by the brilliant Polonaise sung
later by Philina (No. 21), with its gay after-strain (No. 22).

ACT I

The curtain rises, to some lively music, on the courtyard of a

German tavern, where, seated at tables, drinking and smoking, the

worthy citizens of the place are enjoying themselves. The inn is

on the left of the stage; a flight of steps runs up from the court-

yard to a balcony, from which a little door with a glass window

gives access to the first floor of the inn. To the right is a shed.

While the citizens are singing their festive chorus:

Bons bourgeois et no* ta - bles, As-
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Et bu-vous en fa - mant.

a harp is heard preludising, and soon Lothario, the old Harper,

appears upon the scene. He tells us in his song which he ac-

companies upon his harp that he wanders from place to place

searching for the child who, he feels in his heart, still lives. The

citizens know the old wanderer well; they make him sit down

with them, fill his glass for him, and break into their chorus

once more.

A number of peasants of both sexes now break in, bidding the

others make room for the gipsies, who make their appearance to

the accompaniment of a gay march in the orchestra:
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Two ragged gipsies drag in a cart containing the poor possessions

of the troupe; at the back of the cart Mignon is sleeping on a

sheaf of straw.

One of the gipsies takes a violin and motions to the others to

commence the dance, which is accompanied by oboe and tam-

bourine:

Some of the older citizens comment ecstatically on the beauty

of the eyes of the gipsy girls

Ces fil - les de Bo - he -

t

-me Out de forts Jo-lis yeux,

and swear that their own wives could not dance better Laertes

and Philina have meanwhile come out upon the balcony to see the

show, and Philina, who is in a state of perpetual effervescence,

carols light-heartedly to the rhythm of the dance

The bagpipe-like loure to which the gipsies have been dancing

changes to a waltz:
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the strain of which is taken up by Philina, while the chorus also

join in from time to time. The spectators throw money to the

performers, and Jarno, having thanked them, promises that

Mignon shall now perform her egg-dance.

He orders Zafari, the fiddler, to
"
produce his best concerto,"

and the others to spread their finest carpet on the ground; then,

approaching the cart and waking Mignon, he bids her get up and

begin. To appropriate music:

(6) Allegro* moderate

one of the gipsies spreads a wretched faded old carpet on the

ground, and on this a boy places several eggs. Mignon, holding in

her hand a bouquet of wild flowers, comes down from the cart and

advances to the centre of the stage. Philina, from the balcony,

asks Jarno what this poor child is who seems to be cursing the

gipsy for having awakened it; is it a boy or a girl?
" Neither the

one nor the other, fair lady," replies Jarno;
"

it is neither boy, girl,

nor woman; it is Mignon"; whereupon Philina and the others

laugh heartily.

The unhappy Mignon, perturbed by all these eyes fixed on her

and the rough laughter, summons up strength enough to defy

Jarno and refuse to dance. He takes a stick from one of the gipsies,

and as Mignon still refuses in spite of his threats:

Dan - se, Mi-gnon, Dan- se
v Mi-gnon,Me

-

f
i

r if f

chant de-mon. On mon ba-ton sau-
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ytfi F f *f c if
-ra te mettre a la rai-son,,

he raises his stick to beat her; but as he does so, Lothario runs to

her and throws his arms protectingly around her. Jarno thrusts

the old man back angrily and is again about to chastise Mignon
when Wilhelm, who has just appeared upon the scene followed

by a servant carrying his portmanteau, throws himself on the gipsy

and holds back his arm. He induces Jarno to see reason by pre-

senting a pistol at his head, while Philina pitches him her purse;

Jarno finds both arguments irresistible.

Mignon divides her bouquet in -two, giving one half to Wilhelm

and the other to Lothario in token of her gratitude; and this por-

tion of the scene ends with a little ensemble in which Mignon,
who has withdrawn a little from the others, prays to the Virgin

for protection:

<>
.
Andante

mon seal es - poir,_ PJra-

f I r r
|J_ J J

-te - ge U ere- a - tu re,

While Lothario, his eyes fixed on vacancy, describes a vision of a

knight in heavy armour, on a black horse, whom he apparently sees

in a forest at night, Wilhelm speaks of the strangeness of the adven-

ture that has just befallen him, Philina betrays a lively interest

in the handsome young stranger, and Laertes twits her upon her

curiosity. Lothario and the chorus go off at the back, Jarno and

the gipsies, accompanied by Mignon, making their way to the

shed at the right. Philina points to Wilhelm and says something

to Laertes, whereupon the latter descends by the outer staircase

of the inn and accosts Wilhelm, Philina meanwhile retiring to

her room.
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Laertes, in the politest French fashion, with several changes
from complete naturalness to the emphatic theatrical grand man-

ner, introduces himself as an actor out of work. He compliments
Wilhelm on his gallant defence of Mignon, and when the young
man smilingly waves the compliment aside, declaring that anybody
else in his place would have done as much, Laertes assures him

that this is not the opinion of the charming lady who was lately

on the balcony and whose name is Philina. Wilhelm in return

introduces himself as a rich young man in his twentieth year, who
has just left his university and is making a tour of the world.

How different Ambroise Thomas's Wilhelm is from the super-

serious young hero of Goethe is shown by the aria he sings at

this point:

"\i
*"ee"

if -

Out, je veux par^_ le mon

t it r r
Pro-me-ner 11 - bre - ment

He is his own master, he declares, and his one object in life is

to go laughing through the world, singing like a joyous bird. His

heart, he continues in the most urbane French manner,
"

is not

rebellious to the sweet pleasure of love," and if the opportunity
should come his way.

^ 0) Andante con moto

r- f ir v r- rir r * J
31 Ta - mouf_ sur ma ron - te Ce

I
soir me tend la main,

he is quite prepared for an amorous adventure, though so far he

has not succeeded in meeting with his ideal. This aria is sometimes
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omitted in performance, which is a pity, for it gives us the key
to Wilhelm at the outset.

Laertes, in his character of a more experienced and more cyni-

cal man of the world, mock-seriously felicitates him on still

possessing so many of the illusions and hopes of youth. He him-

self, he says, has been married and regretted it; and he warns his

new friend against falling into the universal snare. He seems, how-

ever, Wilhelm ventures to remark, to be getting on very nicely

with the lady on the balcony. Laertes repels the insinuation vigor-

ously: God forbid that he should be in love with Philina; each of

them knows the other too well for that ! She is foolish, vain, more

fickle than fortune, more changeable than the moon; but she has

wit and beauty, and is altogether the most delightful demon in

the world; having delivered himself of which judgment he raises

his glass and toasts the lady at Wilhelm's expense.

Philina, who has overheard this conversation, now approaches,

and tapping Laertes on the shoulder with her fan, asks if he has

anything to add to so charming a portrait Brushing Laertes' de-

scription of her aside with the laughing remark that he is one of

those men who profess to despise women because he knows he

cannot interest them, she sets herself, in the most open manner,
to fascinate Wilhelm, who, for his part, is more than half-way

already towards being her slave.

While the orchestra pours out a stream of easy badinage:

00 Andantinocon moto

Laertes ceremoniously introduces them to each other and shows

Wilhelm how to present his bouquet to Madame, and after a de-

lightful trio Philina departs on the arm of Laertes, with a final

coquettish glance at Wilhelm.

Mignon now comes out from the shed, kisses Wilhelm's hand,
and thanks him for his intervention on her behalf. In reply to his

many questions she tells him that the only name she has is Mignon,
that she does not know her age, that she has no mother, and that
"
the Great Devil is dead." Of her infancy she has only one mem-
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ory of being seized one evening by rough men as she was wan-

dering on the shores of a lake. If she were to be set free, Wilhelm

asks, to what beloved country would she wend her way? This gives

Mignon the cue for her simple but expressive song
" Know'st thou

the land?
"

(12)

p J- <* JJ
- nais-tu le pa-ys

oil fleu-rit 1'o-ran-ger?_

J J J J r
Le pa-ys des fruits d

f

or

et des ro-ses ver - meilles^

one of the most popular of operatic melodies.

The land she would seek for, she says, is one where the sun is

warmer and the sky bluer than here; it is there, she cries in the

refrain of the song:
(18)

~

m
C'est la que je vou-drais vi - vre, Ai-

-mer, ai-mer et mou-rir! Cest

/?N

P - f
h

la qne Je voudrais vl -
yre^ ci'est

oui cest la!
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that she would like to find love and die. This enchanted land

must be Italy, thinks Wilhelm; but the strange little creature

can tell him nothing more.

Jarno now comes out from the shed, and after being threatened

by Wilhelm consents to sell Mignon for what he paid for her. The

two men go into the inn to conclude the bargain. Mignon is clap-

ping her hands for joy when Lothario enters. He has come, he tells

her, to take his leave; the swallows are flying south, and he must

follow them This gives Mignon the cue for another song. Taking
the harp from Lothario, and surprising him by the dexterity with

which she touches the strings, she sings a pleasant little ditty to

the swallows:

fi4) Andantino con moto

Mfe

Le - ge - res hi- ron - del - les, Oi -

1=^
-seaux be- iiis de Dieu,

in which she is afterwards joined by Lothario. From behind the

scenes comes the merry laugh of Philina; Mignon, who is appar-

ently already a little jealous of her, remarks,
" That woman

again!
" and withdraws with Lothario into the shed.

Philina re-enters, this time with her young admirer Frederick,

who has nearly killed his horse racing after her. She is keeping

him at the proper distance, handling him like the accomplished

coquette she is, when Wilhelm and Jarno return. When she compli-

ments Wilhelm on his generous deed in buying Mignon, Frederick

shows signs of jealousy at her obvious interest in the new-comer,

and Philina, delighted to have the opportunity of playing the two

men off against each other, introduces them
;
but before the danger

can develop they are interrupted by Laertes, who runs in flourish-

ing a letter that has arrived for Philina.

She reads it aloud to the company; it is from Frederick's uncle,

Baron Rosemberg, inviting her and Laertes and the other actors

to his castle to give an entertainment in honour of the visit of
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Prince Ulric de Tieffembourg: the letter ends with effusive com-

pliments to Philina, and the information that the Baron's carriage

will come for her shortly, and if the charming one resists she will

be carried away by force.

The offer, of course, is accepted, and Philina proposes that Wil-

helm shall accompany them, assuming the role of author to the

troupe. Having planted this new barb in the susceptible heart of

Frederick she ascends the staircase and enters her room; Frederick

curses her and the Baron, seizes his hat, and rushes out with

a half-threat to Wilhelm. Laertes, having shaken Wilhelm's

hand and advised him to accept the invitation, follows

Philina.

While Wilhelm is thinking over this, Mignon returns, to place

herself at the service of her benefactor. His offer to place her with

some good people of the town whom he knows fills her with dis-

may; she suggests that she shall follow him dressed as a boy

anything so as not to be separated from him. He tells her this is

impossible, whereupon she sadly turns to Lothario and declares

she will go with him.

The old Harper, opening his arms, welcomes the suggestion

with delight, they two will live in freedom under the open skies.

He is taking Mignon away when Wilhelm, fearful of the future

this opens out to the waif, declares that he will take her with him,

and Mignon gives a cry of joy. Just then the actors, of both sexes,

come upon the scene, accompanied by Philina, Laertes, Jarno, the

other gipsies, the citizens and the peasants; and the actors, de-

lighted at the prospect of an engagement and something to eat,

take leave of the villagers in a lively chorus. Philina gaily invites

anyone who loves her to follow her:

O5) _

n^

tol, Dieu des a -
incurs,,
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and poor little Mignon feels a pang in her heart as she recog-

nises, in Philina's bouquet, the flowers that she herself had earlier

given to Wilhelm. Wilhelm soothes her, but is obviously fascinated

by Philina. Mignon takes leave of Jarno, whom she forgives for

all his cruelty to her, and the scene ends with friendly adieux

all round.

ACT II

Between the first and second acts there is an orchestral inter-

mezzo, consisting of the dainty gavotte:

(16)

that has become one of the most popular numbers of the opera.

When the curtain rises we see Philina in the dressing-room al-

lotted to her in the castle; the table is covered with flowers and

letters, and Philina, who is seated at the toilette table, looking at

herself in the glass, is evidently very pleased with both herself

and her situation. Laertes, who enters almost immediately, is

equally delighted with life; he has all the wine he wants, at some-

one else's expense. Philina is sure that Wilhelm will follow her;

and she has hardly said so when the young man appears, followed

after a little while by Mignon, whom Laertes, to his surprise, finds

waiting at the door as he is going out.

He has already explained to Wilhelm that the play they are

going to perform that evening is A Midsummer Night's Dream,
by

"
a certain Shakespeare, quite a good poet." Philina is to be

Titania, and Wilhelm is sure to be enchanted with her.
" Au revoir,

my dear sir' Adieu, my fair one!
"

says the actor as he leaves;
"
I leave you with him, I leave you with her."
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Mignon enters, dressed as a page, and is greeted with a touch

of ill-humour by the jealous Philina, who sarcastically bids her sit

down and warm herself, after which she will perhaps favour them

with the egg-dance. Philina professes to be vastly amused at the

solicitude Wilhelm and Mignon show for each other, Mignon
swallows her chagrin as best she can, while Wilhelm, answering

the actress in her own tone of lively banter, offers her his services.

At her command he brings her the candelabra from the chimney-

piece and places it on her toilette table, where she seats herself

and proceeds to embellish herself for the evening, Mignon mean-

while watching them both gloomily without stirring from her seat.

Philina is looking forward ecstatically:

Je crois en - ten - dre Les douz com-

^T^ - ^

-plHnents,Et la voix ten-dre De vingt a -

-mants.

to her success, the general admiration, the compliments of old and

young. Wilhelm tries to draw a serious expression of love from her,

but she only fences with him, showing him a bracelet that has

been given her by the Prince, and offering to present him to the

Baron. Wilhelm presses a kiss upon her hand, whereupon Mignon,
who has been feigning sleep, betrays herself to her rival by
a start.

Philina goes out on Wilhelm's arm, and Mignon, left to herself,

and being the heroine of a light, not a serious, opera, comes to the

conclusion that it is foolish to repine, and that the best thing she

can do is to submit and make the best of the situation.

She examines with great interest the lovely furniture and fittings

of the room, and innocently assumes that the secret of Philina's
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charm must be in the pots and bottles on her toilette table. She

gets rid of her paleness by putting on some rouge, and is so

pleased with the effect that she breaks out into a little song about

a poor gipsy lad who, though he wears a smile, is sad at heart

because his master does not appreciate him: the song is called a
"
styrienne

" and has a characteristic gipsy refrain:

08)
, Ah^. la la. Ja la la,
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Like Marguerite in Faust she cannot believe that the new face she

sees in the glass is hers; and, no doubt by way of contrast be-

tween her present state and her past, she sings the bagpipe air

(No. 3) to which the gipsies made their first appearance in

the opera.

But no, she concludes sadly on looking at herself in the glass

again, she is still not Philina; the actress must have other secrets

than these to make herself so beautiful. May not the secret be in

her dresses? for Mignon reflects that, for Wilhelm, she herself is

hardly a woman. She goes into a cabinet on the left that evidently

contains Philina's clothes, just as Frederick enters hastily through

the window. The charming air that follows, in which Frederick,

to the tune of the gavotte (No. 16), sighs out, like another

Cherubino, the desires of his half-awakened amorous little heart,

was added to the original score for Madame Trebelli when the

opera was produced in London.

Wilhelm enters in search of Mignon. The young man and the

boy, each of whom is astonished and irritated to find the other

in Philina's room, soon get at cross-purposes and have just com-

menced a duel when Mignon, dressed in one of Philina's robes,

rushes between them, guarding her master. Frederick is greatly
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amused at the sight ; magnanimously refusing to distress the girl

by putting an end to Wilhelm's life, he spares his rival for the

present, and goes out laughing.

Wilhelm is grateful to Mignon for the anxiety she has shown

on his account, but having now seen her in a woman's dress he

explains to her very seriously that the situation has become a

little delicate; he cannot very well keep a young person of this

kind about him as a page, and in spite of her mournful query,
" Then you would send me away?

" and her bitter suggestion that

it is at the wish of Philina, he persists that he will have to take her

elsewhere, where she will be well looked after. She throws herself

disconsolately into a chair, and, in a gracefully tender little air:

Allegretto moderate^^

he bids farewell and counsels her not to weep, for Heaven will

protect her; no doubt she will find her country and her family

again, and with them the road to happiness; as for himself, he

will preserve the tenderest recollection of her, and will hope that

some day they will meet again.

If they must part, she replies mournfully, she prefers to be
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free again. She will go back to her old life and her gipsy clothes,

becoming Mignon once more; God and the Angels will protect her,

and she will dance for her crusts. He offers her his purse, but this

she declines, asking nothing of him but that he will give her his

hand to kiss in farewell.

Philina returns, accompanied by Frederick, who has told her,

as a great joke, of Mignon's escapade. The actress ironically com-

pliments Mignon on her newly-acquired style, and offers, as the

dress suits her so well, to give it her; whereupon Mignon first of

all angrily tears the ribbons from it, and then, bursting with rage,

runs back into the cabinet. Philina ironically remarks that any-

one would think the child was jealous of her a remark that

sets Wilhelm thinking. But just then Laertes, to the strain of

the gavotte, comes in dressed for the play as Prince Theseus, and

calls them to the theatre, where the performance is about to begin.

Wilhelm, still turning the word "
jealous

"
over in his mind,

offers his arm to Philina and leads her out, Frederick, following

them with his eyes, declares that he would willingly assassinate

his fortunate rival. He is not the only one who is animated by
these amiable sentiments: Mignon, returning dressed in her boy's

clothes, rushes away crying,
" That Philina * How I hate her'

"

The next scene shows us a part of the park adjoining the Baron's

castle. On the left is a lake, on the right a conservatory lit up
from within. Music and applause are heard behind the scenes.

Mignon, advancing from among the trees, listens to these sounds

and soliloquises upon her unhappy lot* she is alone and unhappy,
while her detested rival is basking in the smiles of the man she

loves. She sees the lake, and its tranquillity attracts her
;
she will

seek eternal peace beneath its waters.

She is just about to throw herself in when from behind the

trees comes the sound of a harp, and the thought of the old

Harper and his affection for her recalls her to life. She addresses

Lothario by his name. The old man, looking at her tenderly, asks,
"
Is it thou, Sperata?

" "
No," she replies; and Lothario, repuls-

ing her gently, finds that he has been deceived again, for this is

only the child who wanted to follow him Mignon. The two
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unhappy creatures pour out their woes to each other in a tenderly

expressive little duet.

A clapping of hands that comes from the theatre behind the

scenes turns Mignon into a fury. Why, she asks in her frenzy,
does not God strike the detested Philina with His thunder, and

destroy this hated palace with fire? She rushes away among the

trees, leaving the dangerous word "
fire

"
ringing through the

half-crazed mind of the old Harper. Repeating the word after her

in a bewildered sort of way, he leaves the stage just as the door of

the conservatory opens and the theatrical audience and the actors

come forth, accompanied by Philina, Frederick, the Prince, the

Baron, and the Baroness.

The performance has been a triumph for Philina, and all crowd

round her, offering their congratulations in a sparkling chorus:

Allegro
(20)

Philina takes their homage as a matter of course. Yes, she says,

for this evening she is indeed Titania, the Queen of the Fairies,

and pointing to her magic wand this is her golden sceptre,

and these showing her wreaths are her trophies; and she

breaks out into a brilliant vocal Polonaise:

"Moderate

l)lon - 4e, Je_ suis Ti-ta-ni-a fil*

de lair,
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the difficulty of which may be gauged from a note in the

score to the effect that "if the singer finds it impossible to

sing the Polonaise, a cut must be made to the finale." The

aria abounds with technical difficulties of all sorts, and has a

sprightly middle section, describing the will-o'-the-wisps follow-

ing Titania's chariot, that gives opportunities for light staccato

singing:

staccato

g g ;^ ^ r^ r-

La trou-pe fol- le des lu-tins Suit

E & E- E E
__ mon char qui vole et dans le nuit Full!

Her Polonaise finished Philina turns to Wilhelm and coquet-

tishly reproaches him with having neglected her during the eve-

ning; her chief object seems to be to kindle the jealousy of

Frederick again, which she soon succeeds in doing. Wilhelm, how-

ever, is preoccupied and uneasy; he tells Philina that he has been

looking everywhere in vain for Mignon, and the actress, with the

pouting comment,
" So she whom you were seeking, sir, was not

I? "
takes the young man on one side.

The librettists now apparently think it is time to make use,

after their own fashion, of the episode of the fire in which the

Harper was concerned in Goethe's story Coming close to Mignon,

Lothario whispers to her that she can not be happy; her wish has

been fulfilled
,
he has lit the fire that will bring the castle down

in ruins. Mignon has only time for an ejaculation of incredulous

horror when Wilhelm and Philina return; and the latter, in order

to get rid of Mignon, asks her to prove her zeal by going into the

theatre and bringing her the bouquet she has left there the

bouquet given her by Wilhelm The young man protests, but

Mignon, apparently thinking it is his wish that she should go,

hastens to the conservatory.

She has hardly left the stage when Laertes rushes in with the
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announcement that the theatre is in flames. All give a cry of

horror; even Philina is for a moment sobered; while Wilhelm

hurries after Mignon, in spite of the efforts of Laertes to hold him

back. The servants take away the torches they had brought with

them when the company flocked on the scene, so that the stage is

now dark, and the red flames of the fire are seen licking the glass

panes of the conservatory.

Through the general commotion Lothario tries to make himself

heard with a repetition of the song with which he made his first

appearance in the opera, declaring that he is convinced his long-

lost one lives, and that it is time for him to wander off again

in search of her. The glass of the conservatory falls in with a

great crash, and shortly after Wilhelm reappears panting, carrying

the fainting Mignon in his arms; he had reached her, it seems,

just as the flames were seizing on her. He places her on a bank; in

her hands she clutches the little bouquet of withered flowers. All

give a great cry of
"
Saved!

" and the curtain falls.

ACT III

In the third act we see the French librettists taking up Goethe's

various loose threads and tying them in a way that is decidedly

their own.

Apparently Mignon has been brought by Wilhelm to Italy to

recover from the effects of her adventure in the blazing conserva-

tory. We see a gallery containing statues; to the right is a window

overlooking the landscape, and at the back a closed door. Outside

is heard a pleasantly melodious chorus:

(28) Allegro moderate f'^^
' ĵTc * e p

* J
1
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; E I j J
|

_ OIHTORSgal-meat nof



332 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

of people about to embark upon a placid sea. Lothario enters and

sings a gentle cradle-song-

Andantino conmoto.

* r I C
De son eceur Jai cal-me la

fie - vre! Un sou - ri - re doux et joy-

eux A ma voix. entr 1 ou-vrant sa

F F

r IT tirr rf. fin*
le-vre,Le som-meil a fer-me ses yeux.

for Mignon, who, her fever relieved, has at last fallen asleep in

an adjoining room. Wilhelm enters with a servant carrying a lamp.

Turning to the window, the servant explains, for Wilhelm's

benefit and ours, that the next day there is to be a festival on the

lake, and that alone among the houses of the neighborhood the

palace in which they now stand will not be illuminated For it has

a tragic history: years ago the child of the house was drowned, the

mother died, and the father, crazed with grief, left Italy for ever.

The house is for sale, and if it suits Wilhelm he can buy it. Dis-

missing the servant with the remark that he will give his decision

tomorrow, Wilhelm turns to Lothario and expresses his joy at the

favourable turn in Mignon's health, which he puts down to her

having been brought back to her native air. To-morrow, he says,

he will buy for her this Cipriani palace.

At the word "
Cipriani

"
Lothario gives a start

;
then he ad-

vances towards the great door at the back of the scene, and tries

to open it. That room, Wilhelm explains to him, has been closed

for fifteen years. Lothario repeats the words after him as if dazed,

then, turning towards a door on the left, passes through it with the
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air of a man who has suddenly remembered something. Wilhelm,

who cannot understand his strange actions, opens the door on the

other side and contemplates the sleeping Mignon. From the grace-

ful little song he sings:

<6) Andantino

E IF l f IE E F i

Ml - le ne croy-ait pas, dans sa can -

g T C 1C- r E
-deur na-V - ve, Que la-mour in-no-cent

g^C J"
Ig

qui dor-mait dans son coeur,

we learn that Mignon has become conscious of the love that pre-

viously was only an unconscious stirring within her; but she is

apparently somewhat frightened of him, and will tell him nothing
of the cause of her secret sorrow. He can only hope for the spring
and the sunshine to open her heart to him.

He is interrupted by the servant bringing him a letter, which

Wilhelm reads aloud. It is from Laertes: "Philina follows you;

fly already she is here!
"

the melody of
" Know'st thou the

land?
"
(No. 12) is heard softly in the orchestra as Mignon comes

in from the room on the right; she does not see Wilhelm, who has

withdrawn a little. The convalescent girl rejoices in the beauty and

warmth around her. But the place stirs old memories in her; surely

she has seen something like this before in her dreams? She gives

an appealing cry of
"
Lothario! Wilhelm! "

Her lover runs to her; she throws herself into his arms, and

sings of her new-found happiness:

(*6) Allegro moderate

Je suis heu-reu - se! iVtlr.. m'en-
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- i vre Mon_ coeur a ces -
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She no longer fears death, she says: and Wilhelm taking up her

words, bids her live for love; she must drive from her memory for

ever the recollection of the old unhappy days:

(27) Andante

a"

Ah! que ton ame en -fin

Che-reMignon che-re Mi-gnon le - ve vers

jnoi, le-ve vers moi yetix.

But she still cannot believe that he loves her: is not his heart given

to Philina? He has no sooner assured her that he has never loved

Philina, and that she is far away from them, when the voice of

the coquette is heard outside singing the showy
"

I am Titania
"

(No. 21). Mignon's jealousy flames out once more, and is ap-

parently exasperated by the confident coloratura in which Philina

keeps indulging outside.

In vain Wilhelm tries to console Mignon; she falls in a faint

and on recovering consciousness still refuses to be convinced. The

only one who loves her, she says, is Lothario, whose footsteps she

declares she hears in the room at the back.
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Wilhelm assures her that nobody can possibly be there, but he

has no sooner spoken than Lothario appears on the threshold of the

open door. He is transformed; he is dressed in rich black velvet,

and carries in his hand a small coffer. Advancing slowly, he gives

the astonished Wilhelm "
greeting to this my house," and, inform-

ing him that he was once the master of this splendid palace a

statement which Wilhelm attributes to the derangement of his

intellect he hands Mignon the casket, bidding her open it. She

does so, and finds in it a child's scarf, embroidered with gold and

silver. It was, Lothario tells her, Sperata's and the name arouses

vague memories in Mignon.

Searching the casket again, she finds first of all a coral bracelet

that is now too small for her arm, though, Lothario tells her, it

was once too large for the little Sperata. Then Mignon finds at

the bottom of the casket a prayer-book, from which, says

Lothario, Sperata was accustomed to spell out her evening prayer.

Reading from the book, Mignon begins with clasped hands a

prayer to the Virgin, but soon, to the astonishment of Lothario,

she lets the book fall and continues from memory. In wild exalta-

tion she cries to them to tell her where she is.
" In Italy," replies

Wilhelm. The name recalls further memories to her, and running

into the room at the back she cries that the picture of her mother

is hanging there.

She and Lothario throw themselves into each other's arms with

ejaculations of
" My daughter'

" " My father!
" and the three

voices blend in a cry of joy. But the still frail body almost gives

way under its happiness: Mignon faints again, Wilhelm opens a

window, and as the orchestra softly gives out the theme of
" Know'st thou the land," he confesses his love. She takes up the

refrain of the song,
"
Ah, 'tis there I would live, 'tis there I would

love and die!
"

It is to this melody, worked up into a little trio,

and followed by a brief coda, that the opera ends.
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THE LIFE OF VERDI

ripiHE first thing the young Giuseppe Verdi did when he had

Jl^ made a little money by his early operas was to buy three or

four houses, with the land pertaining to them, in the country near

his native place. It was significant of much in his nature and his

life.

He himself said on one occasion,
"
I am and always will be a

Roncole peasant"; at another time he declared that he would

have become a farmer had he been strong enough. Out of the

land and houses first purchased there gradually grew a magnifi-

cent estate, to which, in his later years, Verdi gave perhaps more

time and thought than to his music, seeing to the buying and

the feeding of his own cattle, planning and superintending im-

provements, and keeping a sharp eye on lazy or careless work-

men. There was the strength of the fields in his hardy frame, that

endured eighty-eight years, and out of which, at the age of nearly

eighty, could come the amazingly youthful Falstaff; there was

something also of the hardness and the sombreness of the peasant

in his outlook upon life until near the very end.

In 1813 the province of Piacenza, in the north of Italy, was

French territory, and it is in French that the record of the birth

of Verdi was made out. It runs thus:
" In the year 1813, on the i2th day of October, at nine o'clock

in the morning, before me, the mayor of Busseto, civil officer in

the commune of Busseto aforesaid, in the department of Taro,

appeared Verdi, Charles, aged twenty-eight years, innkeeper,
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domiciled at Roncole, who presented to us an infant of the male

sex, born on the tenth of the current month, at eight hours in the

evening, son of the declarer and his wife Luisa Utini, spinner,

domiciled at Roncole, and to which he declared his wish to give

the Christian names of Joseph Fortunin Frangois The said dec-

laration and presentation made in the presence of Romanelli An-

toine, aged fifty-one years, usher to the mayor, and Cantu

Hiacinte, aged sixty-one years, door-keeper, domiciled at Busseto,

who, after the present act had been read to the appearer and the

witnesses, have signed with us
" Antoine Romanelli, Verdi Carlo, Hiacinte Cantu, Vitali

"

Busseto is a small town some seventeen miles from Parma, be-

tween that town and Piacenza; Roncole is a tiny village (at that

time the population was only a couple of hundred) three miles

from Busseto. Carlo Verdi kept a small inn that was also a sort

of village stores.

In 1814, when the struggle of Europe against Napoleon was

approaching its end, the territory was invaded by the Russians

and Austrians. In Roncole the savage soldiery butchered as many
of the inhabitants as they could lay their hands on, including

women and children. Some of the women took refuge in the

church, but were pursued and slain even there. One of them, with

a child a few months old in her arms, found her way into the

sacristy, and thence, by way of a narrow staircase, to the belfry,

where she hid until danger was over. It was Luisa Verdi, who thus

saved for the world the future composer of Aida and Otello and

Falstaff.

Little Giuseppe grew up a very serious child. His parents were

not musical, and there were no opportunities of hearing music in

the village except in the church and from itinerant fiddlers, one

of these, a certain Bagasset, is said to have been remembered and

protected by the composer when he became rich and famous.

At the age of seven the boy became an acolyte in the village

church, and one day he was so absorbed in the musical part of the

Mass that he forgot to hand the priest the water, for which little

lapse the saintly man kicked him down the altar steps He was
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taken home pale and bruised and bleeding, and when his parents

asked him what was the matter his only reply was,
" Let me learn

music.
"

The father's first step was to buy him an old spinet, upon which

the child, to his great delight, managed to pick out some agreeable

chords Trying to hit upon them later, and not succeeding in doing

so, he vented his wrath on the instrument with a hammer. A
piano tuner from Busseto, named Cavalletti, had to be called in

to repair the damage; he refused to take any payment for his

work, but pasted in the inside of the spinet a piece of paper with

these words:
"

I, Stephen Cavalletti, have repaired these jacks

and hammers, and put on the pedals, of which I make him a pres-

ent together with the jacks, seeing how well disposed the young

Giuseppe Verdi is to learn to play this instrument, and this of

itself is payment enough for me." Verdi kept the old spinet in the

days of his prosperity.

Giuseppe received the rudiments of a musical education from

the village organist, Baistrocchi, and made such progress that in

time he was able to succeed his dead master, at the munificent

salary of 40 lire (about 305.) per annum. This post he occupied

from about his twelfth to his eighteenth year. During the earlier

part of this period he attended a school at Busseto, lodging with

a shoemaker at about threepence a day, and walking to Roncole

each Sunday for the service. One dark and stormy Christmas Eve

he fell into a ditch and could not get out, but was luckily rescued

by a passer-by. He soon became very popular with the peasants,

and when the bishop proposed to oust him from the organ in

favour of a protege of his own, the people broke into the sanctuary

and demanded his retention.

His father used to visit Busseto periodically to buy his stores

from a well-to-do shopkeeper named Antonio Barezzi, and some-

times Giuseppe used to carry out his father's orders for him.

Barezzi grew to like the boy, and took him, at the age of about

ten, into his shop.

Barezzi was a keen musician; he played the flute and clarinet

and was the president of the local Philharmonic Society, the
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rehearsals of which were held in his house. Verdi thus heard a gooc

deal of music, and got valuable experience in the copying ol

scores and parts, besides playing piano duets with his patron's

daughter Margherita. At the same time he was learning Latir

from a canon in the place, Pietro Saletti, and taking lessons ir

music from the Busseto organist, Ferdinando Provesi, who was

also conductor of the Philharmonic Society. Provesi gave up both

posts to Giuseppe when the latter was sixteen. Verdi was now a

person of some importance in the little town
;
he wrote a goodly

number of songs, piano pieces, church music, and marches, the

last-named being played with great ^applause by the Busseto

municipal band.

Beginning to feel the tiny town rather too small for his ambi-

tions, he applied for the post of organist at the Church of St.

James, Soragna, but in spite of Provesi's recommendation he was

unsuccessful. The general feeling in the town, however, was that

he ought to be helped to make a career elsewhere, and so, at the

age of eighteen, a Busseto benevolent institution made him a

grant of 300 lire a year for three years, to which Barezzi added

a contribution of his own. He was to go to Milan first of all to

study. He lodged there with a nephew of Saletti, and made appli-

cation to be allowed to enter the Conservatoire.

A great deal of unnecessary fuss has been made by some of the

biographers about his rejection ,
it has been cited as yet another

illustration of the stupidity of official musicians where a budding

genius is concerned. But on enquiry it turns out that there was

nothing whatever stupid about the action of the authorities. By
the rules of the institution, pupils were to be under fourteen years

of age, Verdi, in 1832, was over eighteen. A point would have

been stretched in his favour had he shown especial ability as a

pianist, which Verdi did not. To accept him as a pupil for com-

position alone would have been justifiable only if he had shown

outstanding aptitude in that line, which again he did not at that

time. The authorities therefore saw no particular reason to set

aside the rules of the Conservatoire in his case.

Depressed, but not discouraged, the young man became the
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pupil of the composer Lavigna, who at that time was the cembalo

player in the orchestra of the Scala Theatre. Verdi was put through

a serious course of harmony and counterpoint, and studied closely

a quantity of old music, especially that of Palestrina and Mar-

cello
;
but no doubt Lavigna's instruction was especially valuable

to him in the field of opera, for the old theatrical hand, with his

experience of this form of art from the inside, would be a sure

guide to what was effective.

A chance for the young Verdi to distinguish himself came when

Marini, the conductor of the Milan Philharmonic Society, took

fright at the idea of producing Haydn's Creation, which had been

insufficiently rehearsed, and suggested that Verdi might be able to

carry the concert through. This he did with great success.

When his three years' term was nearing its end, Provesi died,

and Verdi thought it advisable to return to Busseto and ask for the

vacant post. Musical affairs in Busseto, however, as they are in

most places, were largely a matter of local politics. The clerical

party was all for a certain Ferrari
;
the anti-clericals and the mu-

sicians, in the main, for Verdi. Thanks to the support of a couple

of bishops, Ferrari gained the appointment.

To compensate Verdi the municipality conferred on him the

title of
" Master of the Commune and the Monte di Pieta of Bus-

seto
"

,
the people were on his side, and his music, as played by

the municipal band, became more popular than ever so popu-

lar that frequently the band had to perform in the neighbouring

villages He and Margherita Barezzi had long been in love with

each other, and though his income as yet was exceedingly small,

he was so respected by Barezzi that the latter willingly consented

to the marriage, which took place in 1835. During the following

two or three years two children were born, a daughter and a son.

Verdi had brought back with him from Milan a libretto by the

young poet Solera, on the subject of Oberto Conte di San Boni-

facio, on which he had been working hard all this time. He hoped
to have it produced at Parma in the autumn of 1837, but to his

disappointment it was rejected by Granci, the local impresario.

Terminating his engagement at Busseto, Verdi went with his wife
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and children to Milan early in 1839, hoping to place the opera at

the Filodrammatici Theatre, of which his friend Marini, who had

been the means of procuring the libretto for him, was a director.

Another disappointment awaited the young composer; Marini

was no longer in control of the theatre. As the result of his efforts,

however, he managed to get his friend's opera accepted for the

spring of 1839 at the Scala, where the director was the famous

Merelli. Once more Verdi was disappointed; soon after the re-

hearsal had commenced the tenor fell ill, and a production of the

opera was impossible.

Verdi was by now so discouraged and depressed that he thought

of giving up the idea of an operatic career and returning to Bus-

seto for the rest of his days. He was only dissuaded by the en-

treaties of his wife and by Merelli's promise to give Oberto the

following season on a profit-sharing basis. It was, in fact, produced

at the Scala on the iyth November, 1839. Its success, according

to Verdi himself, was
"
not very great, but good enough." Already,

in this first work, most of the characteristics of the later Verdi

are to be distinguished, especially his rather rude vigour.

The opera must have made some impression on the public, or

the publisher Ricordi would not have bought it, nor would Merelli

have commissioned two more works from the young composer.

The first of the two new operas was to be a serious one, but

Verdi had hardly started upon it when Merelli told him that the

financial condition of the theatre called for a comic opera. A
libretto entitled // finto Stanislas by Felice Romani, was given to

the composer, and a new title Un Giorno di Regno (A Reign

of a Day) given to it. And now misfortune began to accumu-

late upon the young musician's head. He became subject to heart

attacks that hindered him in his work. Being short of money to

pay his rent, and there not being time for him to obtain it from

Busseto, he asked Merelli for an advance on his contract, but was

refused. The situation was saved by his wife pawning her jewellery.
"
After that," said Verdi later,

"
my great troubles began. At

the beginning of April [1840] my little boy fell ill: the doctors

could not make out what it was he was suffering from, and the
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poor little fellow died in the arms of his distracted mother. As if

this were not enough, a few days afterwards my little girl fell ill

in her turn, and she too died. And, as if this were still too little,

my poor wife was seized with a violent inflammation of the brain,

and on the 3rd June a third coffin left my house' I was alone,

alone, alone' In barely two months my three dear ones had left

me for ever; my family was exterminated! In the midst of these

terrible griefs I had to write a comic opera' Un Giorno dt Regno
did not please; part of the fault lay no doubt with the music,

but part also with the performance. With my soul tortured by

my domestic misfortunes, chagrined by the non-success of my
work, I felt certain that it was hopeless to look to art for consola-

tion, and I decided I would compose no more."

In after-life Verdi had more than once the mortification of

feeling, on a first night, that his audience was not completely with

him; but none of these experiences hurt him so much as that of

Un Giorno di Regno. No doubt the public reception of the work

wounded him the more deeply because it seemed like a lack of

sympathy with him in his terrible domestic troubles. Be that as

it may, the memory of this experience rankled in him for many
years.

As late as 1859 we find him, in a letter to Ricordi, complaining

that the public had "
maltreated the work of a poor sick yqung

man, worried by the shortness of time, and with his heart bruised

by his awful misfortunes; had it, I will not say applauded, but

endured the opera in silence, I could not have found words enough
to thank them." The critics often dealt roughly with him in later

years, but he seems to have borne their displeasure stoically; per-

haps no later experience of this kind could seem so cruel to him

as the first.

His resolution not to compose again was broken down, in part,

by Merelli, who one day slipped into his coat pocket a libretto by
Solera on the subject of Nebuchadnezzar, which Verdi could not

resist reading, and which so greatly appealed to him that after

another effort to keep to his resolution he succumbed to Merelli 's

wiles.
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The new work was given at the Scala on the gih March, 1842 ,

the tenor was the famous Ronconi, and the soprano Giuseppina

Strepponi, who later became the composer's second wife. This

time there could be no question about the success of the opera;

people became aware that a new spirit had come into Italian opera.

Rough, coarse, even vulgar as this spirit was at times, not only

in Nabucco but in many of the later operas, no one could fail to

perceive the tremendous energy of it

And it came at the right time: Rossini had ceased operatic

work some time before, and even the Italian musical world was

beginning to feel a trifle weary of the' gentle sentimentalities of

Bellini and Donizetti. It did not object to sentimentality in itself

far from it
,
but it wanted a new turn given to the traditional

Italian sentimentality, and this Verdi supplied. His youthful

vigour, for all its coarseness and commonplace perhaps even

because of these gave the Italian operatic public a shaking such

as it had not had in the theatre for many years. Nabucco was the

real beginning of Verdi's career.

The most successful number in it, perhaps, was a chorus of the

captive Hebrew people, Va pensiero suit
9
all dorate (Fly, thought,

on golden wings). When Verdi took this libretto out of the pocket

in which Merelli had placed it and threw it on the table, it chanced

to open at this passage; the words and the situation seized at

once on his imagination and impelled him to read the whole li-

bretto. The chorus was a great success even at the rehearsals, and

the north Italian people, who were then under the heel of Austria,

soon came to take the words and the music as an expression of

their own aspirations towards freedom.

One sure sign that Nabucco was the opera of the hour was the

fact that all the chief theatres of Italy took it up at once; another

was that Ricordi gave the composer 3,000 Austrian lire for the

publishing rights. Of the 3,000, half, by the terms of the contract,

belonged to Merelli, who, however, returned 1,000 lire of his share

to Verdi.

After this, Verdi's operas came in rapid succession, as will be

seen from the following list:
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/ Lombardi, produced at Milan, nth February, 1843.

Ernani, produced at Venice, Qth March, 1844.

/ due Foscari, produced at Rome, 3rd November, 1844.

Giovanna d'Arco, produced at Milan, i5th February, 1845.

Alzira, produced at Naples, i2th August, 1845.

Attila, produced at Venice, lyth March, 1846.

Macbeth, produced at Florence, i4th March, 1847.

/ Masnadieri, produced at London, 22nd July, 1847.

Jerusalem (a new version of I Lombardi), produced at Paris, 26th

November, 1847.

II Corsaro, produced at Trieste, 25th October, 1848.

La Battaglia di Legnano, produced at Rome, 27th January, 1849.

Luisa Miller, produced at Naples, 8th December, 1849.

Stiffelio, produced at Trieste, i6th November, 1850.

It will be seen that not a year passed without the production of

a new Verdi opera, while in some years two were brought out,

and in one year three; the grand total is thirteen in eight years.

Not all of them were successes; the weakest of them were Gio-

vanna d'Arco (Joan of Arc), Alzira, II Corsaro (founded on

Byron's Corsair), Stiffelio, and / due Foscari (founded on Byron's

play). The resounding successes were 7 Lombardi alia Prima Cro-

ciata (The Lombards at the First Crusade), Ernani (which was

taken up by fifteen theatres in the first nine months), Attila,

Macbeth, and Luisa Miller (the story taken from Schiller's play

Cabal and Love).

Verdi was always a good business man scrupulously honest,

and never going back on his word, but thoroughly competent to

deal with publishers, impresarii, farmers, and shopkeepers

and the gradual rise in the scale of his terms is a sort of barometer

of his success with the public.

After Nabucco had proved so popular he was invited to write

the new carnival opera for the Scala. He asked Giuseppina Strep-

poni what he ought to demand: her advice was, in essence, to get

all he could, but to be careful not to go too far. He asked 8,000

Austrian lire (about 270) for 7 Lombardi, and got them
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without difficulty. For the Corsaro he received from the publisher

800, for Luisa Mdler (from the Naples theatre) 500; for

Aida, in 1871, from the Khedive of Egypt, 6,000.

These sums represent merely the right to first performance or

publication, in addition there were royalties from other theatres

and incidental perquisites of all sorts, such as the fees paid to the

composer for conducting occasionally. Verdi soon became very

comfortably off, and in his later period he was exceedingly rich.

The peculiar conditions of the time helped him a good deal.

There was something in this vigorous music of his that the Italians,

then chafing under the foreign yoke, felt^to be peculiarly expressive

of themselves. Music is the one form of human thought that the

most censorious censor cannot deal with , and the Austrian censors,

who could suppress or imprison poets and politicians and journal-

ists who ventured to speak about Italian freedom, could do nothing

against a melody that the people took to their hearts and sang

in the streets with the conviction at the back of their minds that

it voiced their desire for freedom

There were other ways also of dodging the censorship. So far

as the censor could, he vetoed any reference to liberty in a play,

a poem, or an opera; but the forbidden subject could generally be

introduced, in opera at any rate, by a side door, nor could any
censor prevent an audience from reading into seemingly harmless

words about this ancient event or that a reference to the Italian

conditions of the day. It was thus that the audience applied the

prayer of the captive Hebrews, in Nabucco, to themselves, and the

censorship could find no real cause for offence.

The subject of / Lombardi is merely that of two Lombard

brothers, Pagano and Arvano, the former of whom, after killing

his father and falling in love with his own brother's wife, flees to

Palestine and becomes a holy hermit. The Lombards go to Pales-

tine on a crusade, and the Saracen chief, Acciano, captures Ar-

vano's daughter Griselda. She is loved by Acciano's son, Oronte,

who decides to become a Christian Arvano, seeking counsel, visits

the supposed hermit, who has a plan by which Antioch will be

surrendered to the invaders. This is done, and most of the Saracens
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are killed except Oronte, who returns to Griselda disguised as a

Lombard. The lovers escape together but are pursued; Oronte is

fatally wounded, and dies a convert in Pagano's cell. Fagano

goes with his brother to the siege of Jerusalem, and receives a

fatal wound ;
before dying he discloses his real name.

On the surface it is just one of those highly coloured melo-

dramas in which Verdi delighted; but the authorities from the

beginning had the suspicion that beneath the surface there was a

political intent, and sure enough the modern Lombard audience

saw themselves in the old Lombards and the old Lombards in

themselves. There were allusions in the libretto to the Pio, i.e.

the pious man (Pagano) for instance, the pilgrims "rejoiced

at the invitation of the Pio "; the Italians took a delight in asso-

ciating this personage with Pio Nono (the then Pope, Pius the

Ninth).

The police thought they had an excuse for prohibiting the opera

in the numerous representations of religious matters baptisms,

conversions, and so on that it contained; and so the Austrian

Archbishop of Milan set the chief of police to work. The latter

gentleman happened to be musical, and when Verdi and the man-

agement refused to alter the libretto as the Archbishop desired,

the chief of police tactfully compromised; he asked that
"
Salve

I laria
"
should be substituted for

" Ave Maria." His request was

granted, and all was well.

In Ernani, again, there was in the original libretto a conspiracy

scene. This, of course, would never do; it might put dangerous

ideas into the heads of the people' So the police insisted on the

withdrawal of the scene, and Verdi and his librettist had to re-

cast the story at this point. The subject of Ernani is derived

from Victor Hugo's drama Hernani, and the setting is in Spain.

In one of the choruses of the opera there is a reference to the

"Lion of Castile" (Castiglia): the singers used to substitute
"
Caprera

"
for

"
Castiglia," and Italia

"
for

"
Iberia," while in-

stead of
" Honour and glory to Carlo Magno

"
they would sing

" Honour and glory to Pio Nono," or even
"
to Carlo Alberto

"

In 1847, two years after its production at Milan, ^Giovanna
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d'Arco (Joan of Arc) was given at Palermo, which was then under

the foreign rule of the Bourbons. It was thought that, even in the

mouths of the contemporaries of Joan of Arc, it would not be safe

to allow such dangerous words as
"
country

" and "
liberty "; so

alterations had to be made in the
"
book," and the title of the

opera was altered to Orietta di Lesbo.

Sure enough the people seized upon anything and everything

in the libretti of the Verdi operas that could be twisted into some

sort of bearing on politics: in Macbeth, for instance, the chorus
" The betrayed country calls upon us with tears

"
never failed

to evoke a patriotic demonstration.

The Battle of Legnano, dealing as it did with the exploits of

the Lombard League against the German Emperor Friedrich Bar-

barossa, was of course recognised as a thoroughly patriotic sub-

ject; it was to its patriotism, indeed, as much as its music, that

the opera owed its great popularity. The Italian audiences used

to grow delirious at the performances of it; it came, it will be

remembered, in 1849, a year in which revolution was in the air

in a great part of Europe. By this time Verdi and his librettist

felt safe enough to refer to their country by name instead of in-

directly: the
" book "

contained such lines as
"
Long live Italy,

a sacred pact binds her sons together!
"
and "Let us swear to

chase the tyrants of Italy beyond the Alps." Later the censor

insisted on the title of the opera being changed from The Battle

of Legnano to The Siege of Haarlem; but the more the pseudo-
Dutch chorus, in the new version, sang

" Viva Olanda "
the more

the public sang
" Viva Italia."

Verdi had no liking for politics; he believed that all men should

cease to strive for party and work only for the good of the country.

He was a great admirer of patriots like Manzoni, and at the re-

quest of the latter he set to music, in 1848, a patriotic poem
commencing

" Sound the trumpet, wave the yellow-and-black

flag," and sent it to his friend with the words,
"
May this hymn

soon be sung, to the sound of cannon, on the plains of Lombardy."
It took courage to do this, and also, in the same year, to add

his signature to a manifesto that was issued asking the help of
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France against Austria: this latter act might easily have led to

his exile. But he never thought much of politicians, and though

he could not refuse Cavour's request to let himself be elected a

deputy of the Italian Parliament in 1861 for the statesman

wanted the House to be representative of all that was good in the

life of the country he took his seat only once or twice.

In 1874 King Victor Emmanuel created him, by decree, a

Senator; but Verdi put in only one appearance on the oc-

casion when he took the oath. But though he was neither a poli-

tician nor an admirer of politicians he was intensely patriotic,

especially in his early manhood; and in his way he did as much
as almost any man to bring about Italian freedom and unity.

While other thought could be suppressed, musical thought, as

we have said, is free. The people were quick to recognise this;

and Verdi's music became a rallying cry for the nation. By a

curious chance, the letters of his name constituted the initial

letters of
"
Vittorio Emmanuele, Re d'ltalia," and the nation

found, to its delight, that it could thus shout out indirectly the

name of its future king while ostensibly only shouting
" Viva

Verdi."

But Verdi all this time was making another reputation be-

sides that of patriot It may have been his good luck to have

been born just when and where he was, and to have come to ma-

turity just when the Italian people wanted a composer to express

their own feelings about liberty; but Verdi would not have become

what he was to the Italian people unless his music, as well as his

patriotism, had been just the thing they wanted.

It was a period of growing national strength, and Verdi's music

had an almost rude strength as its chief characteristic Neither

Rossini, Bellini, Donizetti, Mercadante, nor any of the other

composers of that generation could have taken Verdi's place in

the Italy of the eighteen-forties and fifties, their music lacked

the driving power of his.

Some of the critics of the time, and especially the English

critics, have been severely censured since then for having written

so disparagingly about him. But when we come to look into the
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matter for ourselves we find that they were not so grievously to

blame. It is very easy to be wise after the event. We know the

master-Verdi of Aida, Otello, and Falstaff, and so we can afford

to smile tolerantly at the many absurdities and vulgarities in the

early Verdi. But the critics of 1840 to 1850 could hardly be ex-

pected to have a prophetic vision of the future to see that bit

by bit Verdi would purge himself of all his weaknesses and coarse-

nesses, and in his old age write three masterpieces that would be

the quintessence of all that had been best in him from the first.

Had Verdi died in, say, 1855, we should now be looking at his

music through very different eyes. The critics of the early period

could only deal with this work as they saw it, and it must be

admitted that there was a good deal in it to set them against it.

To begin with, he had an undue partiality for gloomy, even

violent, subjects. His was always a very serious mind, and there

can be little doubt that the deaths of his wife and children turned

his natural seriousness into downright gloom for a good many

years. His operatic subjects got on the nerves of some of the more

sensitive of his hearers, who found them rather too full of blood

and thunder, of battle, murder, and sudden death.

The Two Foscari is the story of a Venetian blood-feud, with

all its trimmings of assassination, imprisonment, and torture. The

subject of AttUa is the stabbing of the hero by Odabella, the

daughter of one of the Roman lords who had been killed in battle

by the barbarian invader. The subject of Macbeth is sufficiently

well known to British readers; it can hardly be called a cheerful

one. In I Masnadien (The Brigands), one brother conspires against

the other, drives him out to become a robber, and tries to marry
his betrothed almost starving to death, by way of a little side

activity, his own father. The good brother revenges the wrongs
of the family on the bad brother, and then, instead of marrying

his betrothed like a sensible man, becomes unreasonably horrified

at the thought that he is a brigand and an outlaw, and stabs her

to the heart.

Luisa Miller, the heroine of another of these early operas, has

two lovers, Rodolfo, the son of Count Walter, the big person of
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the village, and Wurm, the Count's chief man. Luisa favours

Rodolfo without knowing his rank. Wurm, in his rage at being

rejected, tells the whole truth both to the Count and to Luisa's

father, who is an old soldier. The Count thereupon claps the

father in prison and bids his son marry one Federica; but Rodolfo

secures the old soldier's release by a bit of blackmail: the Count,
it seems, has committed a murder, and Rodolfo threatens to

publish the fact.

After some rather muddled intrigue, in which everybody looks

like having to marry someone he or she doesn't want to marry,

Rodolfo takes poison because Luisa has written, at Wurm's dicta-

tion, a letter in which she rejects Rodolfo and chooses his rival.

Luisa too takes a drink from the cup, but before dying tells of

Wurm's plot. The other characters rush in, and Rodolfo manages
to stab Wurm before lying down to die with Luisa.

The reader will know the stories of Rigoletto, II Trovatore, and

La Traviata, and will remember that the first is a lurid story of

seduction and villainy, ending in the jester's murder of his own

daughter, and that in the second the daughter of a gipsy woman
who had been burned for witchcraft steals the younger son of

the lord who did the deed and brings him up as her own child,

teaching him to hate his own blood-brother. The two fall in love

with the same girl; the elder brother has the younger executed,

whereupon the gipsy tells him in triumph how, unconsciously, he

has revenged her and her mother, and the girl dies of a dose of

poison.

In the third, a fashionable "unfortunate" ("La Traviata"

means literally
"
the lapsed and lost one ") ruins the life of a good

young man, develops consumption, and dies in his arms in the

last act. The Sicilian Vespers still to anticipate our biographical

story a little deals with a well-known historical massacre. The

subject of Un Ballo in maschera (A Masked Ball) is the assassina-

tion of King Gustavus of Sweden. In Stmone Boccanegra the

Doge of Venice of that name, who has had an illegitimate child

by the daughter of a previous Doge, dies of poison.

There are lighter episodes, of course, in some of these operas,
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but the general atmosphere of them all is gloomy. Life is seen in

convulsions; everything is a little overdone. This accounts, in

large part, for the prejudice felt against Verdi by the more classi-

cally minded critics in England, Chorley, the famous critic of the

Athenazum, summed up Luisa Miller as
"

fire, faggot, and rack,"

and the description holds good of a great many of the early Verdi

operas.

The classically and fastidiously minded, again, were repelled

by many things in Verdi's early music his frequent common-

place, his occasional downright vulgarity, his fondness for having

his ranting melodies shouted out in unison, as if he were having the

dreadful tune printed in underlined capitals, his frequent con-

vulsiveness of rhythm, and above all the noise of his orchestration

These things hardly mattered to the Italian audiences, which

loved to concentrate on the big thumping tune and take it home

with them and sing it in the streets, and the more loudly the or-

chestra and the singers bellowed the tune at them the more easily

they picked it up But in non-Italian countries the insistence

seemed a trifle excessive. Yet though some of the English critics

rarely found a good word to say for Verdi, our public, in the

main, liked him; they shuddered a little at his rowdinesses and

brutalities, but they could not help being impressed by his rough

strength.

The first opera of his to be heard in London was Ernani, which

was given at Her Majesty's Theatre on the 8th March, 1845, a

year after its production at Venice. It rather staggered its first

English audience, but quickly became popular, and received more

performances than any other opera that season. Both Nabucco

and / Lombardi were given in London in 1846.

In England, of course, it was not permissible to stage a story

from the Bible; so Nabucco appeared under the title of Nmus,

King of Assyria.

I due Foscari was given in London in 1847, AttUa in 1848,

and Luisa Miller in 1858. / Masnadteri was written specially for

Lumley the impresario of Her Majesty's Theatre, who had for

a long time been trying to get a
"

first production
"

of an opera
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by the young composer who was setting Italy on fire. At first

Verdi thought of King Lear, but though there is evidence that he

wrote some music for this, the opera was never completed. 7 Mas-
nadieri was based on a play by Schiller The Robbers. The
London cast was vocally almost an ideal one Jenny Lind,

Lablache, Gardoni, Coletti, and Bouche. The work, however, was

not a success; both libretto and music were at fault. But what

went most against it in London was the fact that Lablache a

genial colossus of a man, with a bass voice on the same generous

scale as his person had to play the part of an emaciated prisoner

in the last stages of starvation. The spectacle was too much for

the sense of humour of the audience.

That Lumley, even after the partial failure of I Masnadieri,

still thought Verdi the man of the future in Italian opera was

shown by his offering him the post of conductor at Her Majesty's

for three years at an excellent salary, and the promise of the

production of a new opera of his each year.

Michael Costa was leaving Lumley for the rival house at Covent

Garden, and the impresario of Her Majesty's needed a strong

counter-attraction. But Verdi could not accept the offer, as he

was under engagement to write two new operas for Italy.

We must now resume the interrupted story of Verdi's life.

All composers who had long lives show three
"
periods

"
or

"
styles

" The division is only a rough one, and here and there a

work may come that it is difficult to allot confidently to either

of two periods; but in the main it holds good.

In the first period the artist is struggling to find himself. In

the second he is thoroughly master of himself as he then is. In the

third he is at first not quite so sure of himself, for he is developing

mentally more rapidly than he is technically; but in time he de-

velops a new style to fit his new thought, once more attains com-

plete mastery of all his forces, and does his greatest work. Thus

Wagner's first style extends from The Fairies and The Ban upon
Love to The Flying Dutchman, his second embraces Tannhauser

and Lohengrin, while his third contains The Ring, Tristan, The

Mastersingers, and Parsifal.
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Verdi's first style is represented by the operas we have lately

been considering. His second style includes three works of very
much the same kind that came one on the heels of the other

Rigoletto, II Trovatore, and La Traviata, and five operas that

show, along with a great deal of the old Verdi, decided anticipa-

tions of the greater Verdi of the last years. The list of his works

between the Stiffelw of 1850 and the Aida of 1871 runs thus:

Rigoletto, produced at Venice, nth March, 1851.

// Trovatore, produced at Rome, iQth January, 1853.

La Traviata, produced at Venice, 6th March, 1853.

Les Vepres Sicihennes, produced at Pans, i3th June, 1855.

Stmone Boccanegra, produced at Venice, i2th March, 1857.

Aroldo, produced at Rimini, i6th August, 1857.

Un Batto in maschera, produced at Rome, i7th February, 1859.

La Forza del Destino, produced at Petersburg, loth November,
1862.

Macbeth, produced at Paris, 2ist April, 1865.

Don Carlos, produced at Paris, nth March, 1867.

Aroldo was a new version of the unsuccessful Stiffelio of

1850, and the Macbeth a new version (with a ballet) of the

opera of the same name that had been produced in 1847. We
are thus left with eight new works, covering a period of sixteen

years.

It will be seen that Verdi was producing more slowly as the

years went on, not because his fountain of inspiration was run-

ning dry but because the greater works of his middle and later

period required a longer time for gestation. The first three of these

eight operas were produced within ten years // Trovatore and

La Traviata, indeed, within two months of each other. After that,

in place of the old record of at least one and sometimes two operas

a year, there is an interval of two (and on one occasion three)

years between each two successive works. After Don Carlos the

periods of gestation became still longer, as the following list

shows:
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Aida, produced at Cairo, 24th December, 1871.

Otello, produced at Milan, sth February, 1887.

Falstaff, produced at Milan, gth February, 1893.

Between Aida and Otello he produced a second version of Simone

Boccanegra, at Milan, on the 24th March, 1881.

It was with Rtgoletto, II Trovatore, and La Tramata that

Verdi unmistakably conquered the world. The success of these

three works was incredible, especially that of // Trovatore, the

melodies of which were ground out by every barrel-organ in

Europe
La Tramata had at first some opposition to overcome in Eng-

land, where the highly moral people were up in arms at the idea

of putting a lady of easy virtue on the stage, and the newspapers
were full of the nonsensical leading articles and still more non-

sensical
"
Letters to the Editor

"
that are common on occasions

of this kind.

The ever-pompous Times thundered against "the foul and

hideous horrors
"
of the opera; and even less rigid moralists found

the story
u
improper,

1 '

as Ibsen was found improper and foul and

hideous and horrible half a century later.

But nothing could check the triumphant course of the work. It

began badly at Venice, it is true; on the day after the first per-

formance Verdi wrote to his friend Emmanuele Muzio,
" Yester-

day Travtata fiasco. Is the fault mine, or the singers'
? Time

will show." The laughter of the first-night audience, however, was

due to the spectacle of the twelve-stone soprano who played

Violetta trying to convince them that she was in the last stages

of consumption Once this little defect in the casting had been

remedied, all was plain sailing for the opera.

These three operas were the turning-point in Verdi's career.

In these the energy of his temperament had come to its finest

possible expression along the old lines; the problem before him

now was both to find new lines for it and to tame its somewhat

excessive exuberances. This, in one way or another, and with vary-

ing success, he did in the later works of his second period.
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There were still a good many outbursts of the old brutality and

vulgarity; but there were also many touches that showed a finer

sensibility and an ability to get his effects with the fingers instead

of with the fist

The Sicilian Vespers falls between two stools; it was written

for Paris, and Verdi tried to cross his own Italian manner with

that of the French " Grand Opera
"
of Meyerbeer. In spite of its

initial success, the work has not survived on the stage. (When it

was given in Italy, by the way, the censor insisted on the title

being changed; it accordingly became Giovanna di Guzman.)
Simone Boccanegra contains some excellent music, but the libretto

dragged it down. Ten years after he had written Aida Verdi recast

Simone Boccanegra, but the new version succeeded no better than

the old. The double failure must nave been a great disappoint-

ment to him, for there is some of his best work in this opera.

With The Masked Ball and The Power of Destiny he made

yet another step forward in his art
,
in the best passages of these

two operas there are clear hints of the coming of the change in

him that was one day to reveal itself complete in Aida. It is in

The Masked Ball that the aria
"
Eri tu

"
occurs so beloved

of baritones, professional and amateur. The truly fine moments

of The Power of Destiny are dragged down by the weaker, and

by a somewhat confused
" book."

After this work, Verdi allowed his mind to ripen in a lone: si-

lence; it was five years before he again appeared before the public

with a new work Don Carlos and after that there was an-

other interval of five years before Aida appeared Don Carlos was

the second opera that he wrote specially for Paris, and once more

the necessity of conciliating French tastes hampered him a little,

he had to make five acts of the work, and to surrender to the

French passion for the ballet. But so pronounced, here and there,

is the advance on his previous work that some critics regard not

Aida but Don Carlos as the true beginning of his third period

Before we continue the story of Verdi as an opera composer
we must digress a little to consider his works in other genres. His

true vein, needless to say, was the opera; but from time to time
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he made an excursion into other fields with varying success. A
few songs of his early and middle period have been published,

together with a string quartet (written in 1873 at Naples, when

the rehearsals of Aida were held up for a time by the illness of a

singer), a Pater noster, an Ave Maria (both in 1880), and in the

last years of his life (after 1897), another Ave Maria for four

voices (in a peculiar scale that he called
u
enigmatic "), a Stabat

mater, a Tc Dcum, and the Laudi alia Vergina (songs in praise

of the Virgin). But his great work m the sacred field is the

Requiem.
About 1867-8 his thoughts ran much on the subject of death.

His father died on the isth January, 1867, and his early bene-

factor Antonio Barezzi on the 2 7th July On the i3th November
of the following year Rossini died. Four days later Verdi wrote

a letter to his publisher Ricordi, suggesting that all the most

eminent of living Italian composers should collaborate in a Mass

to be sung on the first anniversary of Rossini's death. The idea

found favour, and the Mass was written by Verdi and twelve

other composers who were then '*

eminent/' but whose very names

are unknown to the ordinary music-lover of to-day. Verdi took

the final number of the Mass the Libera me.

The work was never performed, the impresario Scalaberni put

difficulties in the way of granting the services of his choir and

orchestra in Bologna, while the proposed conductor, Angelo Ma-

riani, would not co-operate because his vanity had been hurt by
his omission from the list of selected composers.

One day Verdi's friend Mazzucato happened to see the score

of the Mass at Ricordi's, and was so moved by the Libera me
that he wrote to Verdi expressing his admiration. Verdi, in his

reply, spoke of a half-wish that some day he might compose the

whole Mass The impulse to do this came to him some years after,

when Manzoni died.

Verdi had always felt the profoundest love and reverence for

Manzoni, whose novel / Promessi Sposi (The Betrothed) he

thought the finest of modern books. He met Manzoni in 1868, and

some time later he wrote to his close friend, the Countess Clara
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Maffei,
" What could I say to you about him? How could I ex-

plain the inexplicable, agreeable new emotions awakened in me

by the presence of this holy one, as you call him? I would have

knelt before him, if man could worship man. . . . When you

see him, kiss his hand for me, and assure him of my whole

veneration
"

Before this, in 1867, he had written,
" How I envy my wife,

who has seen the great one 1 But I doubt whether, if I come to

Milan, I shall have the courage to introduce myself to him You

know well how great is my reverence for this man, who, in my
opinion, has written not only the greatest book of our day but one

of the greatest that ever came from a human brain. And it is not

only a book but a solace for humanity. I was sixteen years old

when I read it first. Since then I have read many other books,

my esteem for which has changed or perished as I grew older

and several are very famous ones. But for this book my enthusi-

asm remains undiminished nay, it has even increased with my
knowledge of mankind, because this book is true, as true as truth

itself. Oh, if artists could only understand this truth, there would

be neither musicians of the future nor musicians of the past,

neither veristic, realistic, nor idealistic painters, neither classical

nor romantic poets; but simply true poets, true painters, true

musicians."

On the 22nd May, 1873, he hears of Manzoni's death "
Now,"

he writes,
"
everything is ended' And with him goes the purest,

the holiest, the highest of our celebrities. I have read many articles

on him; none of them speak of him as is his due. Many words,

but little innermost feeling' Even disparagements are not lacking
1

Even of him f
. . . What an evil race we are!

"

Verdi resolved to erect a monument of his own to Manzoni's

memory a Requiem Mass for the first anniversary of his death.

Thus from the Libera me of the Rossini Requiem and from the

death of Manzoni grew the great Requiem. It has often been re-

proached with being operatic rather than religious music. But
Verdi was a man of his time and of his race, and it was in terms of

drama, of humanity, that he saw the Requiem, rather than in
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terms either of Church dogma or of German musical tradition. He
was as sincere in this music as in everything else he wrote.

The first performance of the work was given in the church of

San Marco, Milan, on the 22nd May, 1874, Verdi himself con-

ducting. Three days later he conducted it again in the Scala

Theatre, and he presided at the first English performance of the

Mass in the Albert Hall, on the i5th May, 1875.

One other non-operatic work of his has to be mentioned be-

fore we resume the main thread of his life. A musical work was

wanted for the great International Exhibition of 1862, and this,

under the title of L'Inno delle Nazioni (Hymn of the Nations)

was provided jointly by Auber, representing France, Meyerbeer,

representing Germany, Verdi, representing Italy, and Sterndale

Bennett, representing England It was not given at the Exhibition,

however, owing to the action of Costa, but was performed at Her

Majesty's Theatre on the 24th May, 1862. Verdi was present,

and had to come forward to take the applause: it was his first

appearance in London since he had produced / Masnadieri in 1847.

Verdi was never a great traveller. He had spent some time, at

various periods of his life, in Paris and London, and had called at

various German towns on the way; but he loved the solitude of

his country estate better than the acclamations of the crowd, and

above all he disliked the sea.

It was for this latter reason that he did not attend the produc-

tion at Cairo, on the 24th December, 1871, of Aida. The work

had been commissioned by the Khedive, Ismail Pasha, at a fee of

6,000, to inaugurate the new Cairo theatre. The production was

a magnificent one, no expense having been spared in the matter

of chorus, costumes, and scenery. Aida was given at Milan in the

February of 1872, and came to Covent Garden four years later;

wherever it was given it was recognised as the master's finest

work.

Because the music flowed on continuously, without the old-

fashioned separation into arias, duets, choruses, and so on, and

for other reasons, the cry was raised that Verdi had been influ-

enced by Wagner. The truth was that all this was a natural
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development on Verdi's part. He remained, as indeed he did to the

end of his career, Verdi and an Italian. But Wagner may have

contributed indirectly to make Aida what it was. Wagner's music

had been steadily conquering the world during the last few years

and the resounding success of Lohengrin in Bologna in 1872

showed that Italy, no less than Germany, France, and England,

was beginning to fall at the German's feet

In face of this gradual penetration of Italy by Wagner, Verdi

may have felt that it behoved him to show that there was another

solution of the operatic problem than that put forward by his rival,

and that, admirable as the Wagnerian orchestral symphonic meth-

ods might be for Germans, the true method for Italians was the

historic Italian one of glowing vocal melody with an orchestral

support.

His confidence in himself and in Italian art was justified, it is

from Aida in 1871 that the renaissance of Italian opera dates.

But Aida must have seemed to the world his swan-song, so long

was his silence after it. To the world's amazement he bioke this

silence sixteen years later, and at the age of seventy-four pro-

duced Qtello, in which the advance even on Aida was notable.

Still greater was the world's surprise when, six years later still,

the old man of eighty sprang upon it his first comedy, and a

comedy fit to rank with the Mastersingers.
Verdi had always been attracted to Shakespeare, and we have

seen him twice handling the Macbeth subject and making a tenta-

tive beginning at King Lear. But in those days he lacked the

librettist who could forge for him the true link between himself

and Shakespeare. In his old age he found the man he wanted IP.

Arrigo Boito, later the composer of Mefistofele and Xeron*

Boito was a better poet than composer, and he ranks among the

best librettists in the whole history of opera.

It was a piece of singular good fortune both for Verdi and for

the world that at the height of the musician's imaginative and

technical powers he should meet with a poet who could place

Shakespeare at his service in a form thoroughly practical for the

operatic stage. Both in Otcllo and Falstaff Boito has condensed
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the Shakespearean action in the most skilful manner, besides

often coming astonishingly near the original in his own language.

Verdi had worked at Falstaff for some time in secret. Vague ru-

mours of it filtered down to the outer world from time to time,

but few of those who heard them took very seriously the idea of a

man who was neanng his eightieth year writing his first comic

opera. The secret was let out in 1890, when, at a dinner given by
Ricordi to Verdi and Boito, the latter stood up and drank to the

health of the Pandone (the fellow with the big paunch).

The news spread quickly: a friend wrote to Verdi for informa-

tion on the subject, and received the following reply:
" What shall I say? For forty years I have wanted to write a

comic opera, and for fifty I have known The Merry Wives of

Windsor. But . . . the usual
'

buts
'

invariably stood in the way
of the fulfilling of my desire. At last Boito has settled all the
4

buts
' and given me a lyrical comedy libretto that is like no

other. I amuse myself setting it to music, without plans of any
kind and without even knowing whether I shall ever finish it. I

repeat: I amuse myself. Falstaff is a rascal who does all sorts of

villainous things, but always in a diverting way. He is a type.

There are many other types in the work, which is comic from first

to last. Amen."

The first performance, at Milan on the Qth February, 1893,

drew musical celebrities from all parts of the earth. The Falstaff

was Maurel, who had already distinguished himself as lago in

Otello. From the beginning the opera was recognised as one of the

three or four supreme masterpieces in comic music. Verdi, at the

conclusion of the performance, was called before the curtain again

and again; a huge crowd accompanied his carriage back to his

hotel, and refused to leave until the master appeared on the

balcony.

Charles Villiers Stanford, who was present at the performance,

and who saw the composer afterwards, testified that even in this

moment of supreme triumph he never lost his usual modesty and

dignity:
"
so devoid was he of all self-assertion that he even ex-

pressed his regret that so vast a concourse of strangers should
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have taken the trouble to come from all parts of Europe for the

premiere, and declared that he preferred the earlier days of his

career, when his operas were accepted or rejected on their merits

alone, and when the test was independent of any considerations of

personal popularity. A glance at his honest eyes was enough to

satisfy the hearer that these were his true convictions and no

affectations of humility."

Verdi had still eight years to live. He spent them between his

estate of Sant' Agata, his house in Genoa, and Milan. The land

and three or four houses he had bought at Busseto nearly half a

century before had developed into a splendid estate, which Verdi

himself, for the most part, managed down to the smallest details.

He loved his solitude, and was always with difficulty persuaded

to leave it; and it was characteristic of him that for his town habi-

tation in the winter he did not choose one of the larger or more

frequented cities, such as Milan, Venice, Rome, Naples, or Flor-

ence, but the relatively unmusical town of Genoa, where he would

be least likely to be always meeting people who would want to

talk to him. Everyone in Genoa knew him, of course, but every-

one knew also of his desire to be left alone; and though, when he

entered his usual cafe, the whole company would rise in his

honour, his privacy was respected.

From first to last he had been very self-centred not selfish,

for a more generous heart never existed, but simply anxious to

live his own life in his own way and without any illusions as

to the general nature of mankind. Least of all had he any illusions

about the operatic public.
" You are surprised," he wrote to Ricordi in 1859,

'

at the ill-

behaviour of the public? It does not surprise me in the least. The

public is always happy when it has a chance to make a scandal.

When I was twenty-five I had illusions and believed in its cour-

tesy; a year after, the veil fell from my eyes, and I saw with

whom I really had to do. Some people make me laugh when they

point out to me, with reproach in their eyes, that I owe much
to this or that public! It is true: at the Scala Nabucco and / Lom-
bard* were applauded whether on account of the music, the



THE LIFE OF VERDI 29

singers, the orchestra, the chorus, the setting, the fact was that

altogether it was a play that deserved applause. But hardly more

than a year before that this same public had maltreated the opera

[Un Giorno di Regno] of a poor, sick young man, who had been

badly handled by circumstances, and whose heart was lacerated

by a terrible misfortune. The public knew it all, but this did not

avail to restrain its rudeness. Since that time I have never seen

Un Giorno di Regno, and no doubt the opera is poor; but who

knows how many that were no better have been tolerated and

perhaps applauded?
"
Oh," he continues in words we have already quoted,

"
if the

public at that time had, I will not say applauded this opera, but

even received it in silence, I should not have been able to find

words enough to thank it. ... I do not condemn it; I accept

its censure and its hooting under the condition that I am not

asked to give thanks for the applause. We poor gipsies, showmen,
or whatever we are, are forced to sell our labours, our thoughts,

our intoxications, for gold ,
and for three shillings the public buys

the right to applaud or hiss us. We must submit."

An Italian sculptor of the day, Giulio Monteverde, who knew

Verdi well, said that his deep-set eyes had a peculiar phosphores-

cence, which affected people who were even at too great a distance

from him to see his features clearly. Those phosphorescent eyes

looked out upon the world and men steadily and calmly, a little

sombrely, and free from all illusions.

Verdi never tried to delude either himself or others over the

reception of his works. In 1843, an h ur or two a ^ter ^e Pro'

duction of / Lombardi, he wrote to a friend.
"

It has been a big

fiasco: a really classical fiasco. Everything in it was either disliked

or just tolerated, with the exception of the Cabaletta in the vision

scene. That is the simple but true story, and I tell it to you without

either joy or grief."

Verdi's music shows none of the drastic changes in style that

are observable in the music of one or two other composers who

had long lives. He developed marvellously, but his development
was simply the gradual bettering of a style that, in essence,
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remained the same from the beginning of his career to the end of

it. He was influenced singularly little by the music of other men,

especially among his foreign contemporaries; indeed, he gave

comparatively little attention to any music but his own. He took

no pleasure in reading new music, and would not let Ricordi send

him the publications of the firm. There was hardly any music to

be found in his house; he liked to hear his guests play the piano,

or take part with them occasionally in a duet, but they had to

bring their own music with them It was neither pride, nor vanity,

nor indifference; it was simply the unconscious assertion of the

instinct that for his own spiritual growth the thing most needed

was that he should be left alone.

And as he was in his art, so he. was in his life. He was con-

siderate and generous, but he would brook no interference from

anyone in his private affairs. He provided handsomely for his

father on his estate, but when the old gentleman tried to take a

small part in the management of this, he was gently but firmly

warned off.

Verdi lived for some years, without being married to her, with

the singer Giuseppina Strepponi, whom we have seen advising him

in business matters at an early stage of his career, and for whom
he had the greatest respect. His one-time Busseto patron and

father-in-law thought it his duty to remonstrate with him in the

matter. Verdi, though he loved Barezzi and never forgot his early

obligations to him, promptly put him in his place; that a good
woman who, like himself, loved solitude and was independent,

chose to bind her life to his, what concern was this, he asked, of

anyone but their two selves^ He married Giuseppina, by the way,
in 1859. There were no children of the union.

In the theatre he was respected but not greatly liked, for he

was merciless to his singers, refusing, after he had become a

power, to let a work of his go before the public until it had been

rehearsed to his satisfaction. With his publishers and with im-

presarii, as with farmers and cattle dealers and gardeners and

merchants, he was firm in the assertion of his rights, for he saw

no reason to allow other people, and especially publishers, to
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grow rich by his exertions, but he was impeccably straight in all

his dealings.

As a patriot he suffered, like most other Italian patriots, when,
after the French had liberated the country from Austria, the liber-

ators themselves fell below his ideal of international conduct But

he was deeply distressed at the defeat of France in the war of

1870, and he saw, with his usual clear-sightedness, the danger to

the world of the increasing self-consciousness of German culture,

and especially the militarist spirit of Prussia
" In their veins," he wrote to a friend,

"
there still flows the old

Goth blood, they are of a measureless pride, hard, intolerant,

scorners of everything that is not Teutonic, and of a greed that

knows no bounds Men with heads but no hearts: a strong, un-

civilised race." And some of his words were almost prophetic:
" The European war cannot be avoided, and we shall be devoured.

It will not come to-morrow, but it will come; a pretext is easy

enough to find, Rome, perhaps, or the Mediterranean. And is

there not also the Adriatic Sea, that they have already begun to

call the German Sea^
''

Honours, had he cared for them, would have come to him in

abundance during the last twenty years of his life; but to Verdi

these things meant nothing. He refused the title of Marquis of

Busseto When the Minister of Public Instruction sent him the

decoration of Commander of the Crown of Italy he returned it

with the words,
" Why has this been sent to me? Evidently there

has been a misunderstanding. I decline it."-

In the last years of all he had moments of pessimism.
" Born

poor, in a poor village," he wrote at the age of eighty-two,
"

I

had no means to learn anything. They gave me a miserable spinet,

and a little while after, I began to write notes . . . notes on

notes . . . nothing but notes! That is all. The worst of it is that

now, at eighty-two, I very much doubt whether the notes are

worth anything! It is a pang for me, a desolation!
"

On the i4th November, 1897, Giuseppina died; she had sung

in his Nabucco in 1842, and had lived to witness his final triumph

with Falstaff. On the 29th July, 1900, King Humbert was
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assassinated; the deed filled Verdi with horror. Queen Margherita

wrote a "
Prayer," and it was suggested to Verdi by his friend

the Countess Negroni-Prati that he should set it to music. He de-

clined, giving as his excuse his great age and the difficulty of

finding an adequate musical expression for the words That the

idea of the composition had appealed to him, however, was shown

by the fact that after his death there were found on his piano

some phrases sketched out to the words of the
"
Prayer."

His strength was now beginning to fail him, and his solitude, in-

stead of being a strength to him as it once was, became a source

of melancholy. He left Genoa towards the end of 1900 for Milan.

In January he wrote to a friend,
"
Although the doctors tell me I

am not ill, I feel that everything tries me- I can no longer read or

write; my sight is not good, my hearing is worse still, and above

all, my limbs no longer obey me I do not live; I vegetate What
is there for me to do in the world ? "

On the 2ist January, 1901, while he was dressing in his room

in the Hotel Milan, he had a stroke that paralysed his right side,

and he fell back on his bed. For six days the sturdy old body

fought with death, and the struggle was a grievous one; the end

came on the 27th. In his will he expressed the desire to be buried

"very modestly, either at dawn or at the evening Ave Maria 9

without any music." His wish was respected, his remains were

laid beside those of Giuseppina in the
" House of Rest

"
for mu-

sicians, to which Verdi had bequeathed the royalties from his

works. There were other charitable bequests; the remainder of

his huge fortune was left to his cousin Maria, the wife of Alberto

Carrara, of Busseto.



RIGOLETTO

THE
story of Verdi's Rigoletto was taken from Victor Hugo's

play Le Roi s'amuse, which was first produced in Paris in

November 1832, and the best approach to the opera is through

the poetic drama, because in that way one or two points become

clear that are a little obscure in the opera. We shall therefore first

of all tell the story as it unfolds under Victor Hugo's hands.

The scene of the play is Paris in the early twenties of the six-

teenth century; and the King who " amuses himself
"

is the fa-

mous pleasure-loving Francis I His pursuit of the ladies of his

court is not always relished by their husbands and fathers; and

one of the husbands who has least cause to be pleased with him

is a certain M de Cosse.

In the opening scene of the play we find the King telling a few

of his courtiers of one of his recent amorous adventures, he is in

the habit of going about in disguise, and latterly he has seen each

Sunday a charming young bourgeoise who, he has discovered,

lives in the cul-de-sac Bussy, just by M. de Cosse's large house.

She is guarded by a forbidding old duenna, and the curious thing

is that each evening a man of a most mysterious air enters the

house, closely wrapped up in a cloak.

More courtiers enter while the King is speaking, among them

is Triboulet, the King's jester, an ill-favoured hunchback. He is

hated by all the courtiers because of his biting tongue and his

malicious glee over the depredations of the King among the wives

and daughters of the nobles.
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After a scene of cautious flirtation between the King and

Madame de Cosse, during which the husband of the latter is

jeered at by Triboulet, an old man in mourning enters. This is

M. de Saint-Vallier, the father of Diane de Poitiers, who has

been seduced by the King His plain speaking does not commend

itself to Francis, who orders Saint-Vallier to be arrested. The

servile Triboulet laughs at the old man, who turns on him and

curses him* "
Valet with a viper's tongue, you who thus make

jest of the sorrow of a father, be accursed'
"

Before this climax has been reached, however, one of the cour-

tiers, M. de Pienne, has taken some of the others aside and im-

parted to them a delicious piece of news He has discovered that

the ugly and deformed Triboulet keeps a young mistress, whom
he visits each night wrapped up in a dark cloak

,
de Pienne has

hit upon the discovery by accident while he was rambling near

de Cosse's house. Triboulet has heard nothing of this conversa-

tion, and when later he sardonically advises the King, in de

Cosse's hearing, to abduct the latter 's wife and if necessary be-

head the husband, de Cosse gladly joins in the plan of the cour-

tiers to take revenge upon Triboulet by the kidnapping of his

pretty mistress.

The second act takes place in the deserted cul-de-sac Bussy
On one side of the road are the gardens belonging to the large de

Cosse mansion, on the other side is a modest house, with a wall

that encloses a little courtyard. In the wall is a door that gives

on the street; on the wall is a narrow terrace covered with a roof

supported by arcades in the Renaissance style. The door of the

first story of the house gives on to this terrace, which communi-

cates with the courtyard by a staircase.

It is evening. Triboulet, closely wrapped up in a cloak and

with nothing in his dress now to indicate his profession of buffoon,

appears in the street, and is making his way towards the door in

the wall when a man dressed in black, and with a huge sword

showing through his cloak, accosts him. Triboulet is meditating,

very ill at ease, on the curse of Saint-Vallier. His first impression

is that the man in black is a beggar ;
but the stranger reveals him
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self as a professional assassin, one Saltabadil, whose occupation it

is to dispose, on suitable terms, of anyone who may be obnoxious

to his employer of the moment. His services are at Triboulet's

command if ever he should need them; his terms are half pay-

ment in advance, the other half
"
after," as he puts it. Triboulet

having assured him that he has no occasion for his services at

present, Saltabadil retires, after having told the buffoon where he

can be found if he should be wanted.

Triboulet, still brooding uneasily upon the old man's curse, goes

into the courtyard through the street door, which he carefully

locks after him; then he indulges in an embittered soliloquy upon
his evil fate as a buffoon. Other men, he says, are at liberty to

indulge themselves in their grief; he must always be prepared to

laugh at the bidding of the heartless, capricious King, and to sub-

mit to cruel jokes upon his deformity. His young daughter Blanche

comes out, followed by her attendant, Dame Berarde. Blanche's

mother is dead, and the girl, who has only recently been brought

from the provinces to Paris, does not know either the name or

the profession of her father, who now anxiously warns her again,

as he has often done in the past, not to show herself in public.

Blanche assures him that she never goes out except to church,

when she is always accompanied by Berarde. Triboulet tells

Blanche that he has to leave her at once, to
" resume his collar ";

and once more he warns Berarde to keep the door to the street

locked.

Having opened the door he looks apprehensively up and down

the road, and while his back is turned the King, who has mean-

while crept up in the growing darkness, slips into the courtyard.

The light of the lantern held by Berarde happens to fall for a

moment upon Triboulet, and the King, with a laugh, recognises

him as his buffoon, Triboulet puts Berarde through a last cate-

chism, she is sure, he hopes, that when she goes to church with

Blanche nobody follows them. Berarde assures him that his fears

are groundless, and Triboulet at last goes away, carefully closing

the door behind him. When he has gone, the King comes forward

and by means of lavish gifts overcomes the hypocritical scruples
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of Berarde. Blanche already loves the handsome young stranger

whom she has seen regarding her from afar in church and on the

way homeward. " You are not, I hope/
7

she says to him,
" a lord

or a gentleman, for my father dreads them both." The King as-

sures her that he is only a poor scholar, by name Gaucher Mahiet

Just then voices are heard in the road, and Berarde hurriedly

lets the King out through the house, after he has deposited a kiss

upon the eyes of Blanche The voices in the road are those of the

courtiers, who are wearing cloaks and masks and finding their

way about by a dark lantern, for it is now completely night. A
servant carries a ladder. Blanche appears for a moment upon the

terrace, breathing the beloved name of Gaucher Mahiet to the

night. She is at once recognised by de Pienne, and the others com-

ment favourably upon the beauty of this supposed mistress of

Triboulet. Blanche having re-entered the house, the courtiers pro-

ceed with their plan, which is to enter by means of the ladder,

carry off the lady, and present her to the King in the morning.

Just then, however, Triboulet returns, still repeating gloomily

to himself, "The old man cursed me! My secret! Something

troubles me! " The night is so dark that he does not see the

courtiers, into one of whom he bumps; they, however, recognise

him by his voice when he asks,
" Who goes there?

" M. de Cosse

is for killing the jester, but the others prefer the more humorous

kind of revenge they have already planned. They address him by

name, tell him who they are (with the exception, of course, of de

Cosse), and pretend they have come to abduct Madame de Cosse.

In this plan Triboulet, becoming the King's buffoon again in

a moment, is willing to join. They put a mask on him, bandage
his eyes unknown to him, and set him to hold the ladder, by which

the others mount to the terrace. They enter the house, and a

moment after one of them reappears in the court and opens the

street door from the inside; then the others come out carrying

Blanche, who is half-clothed and gagged. When they have gone,

Triboulet, who has got tired of waiting, tries to remove his mask

and finds that his eyes have been bandaged ,
as he tears away both

bandage and mask he sees, by the dim light of the lantern which
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has been left behind, something white on the ground; he picks it

up and recognises his daughter's veil. Turning round, he sees that

the ladder is against the wall of his own house, and that the door

into the courtyard is open. He rushes in like a madman, and a

moment after reappears dragging with him Dame Berarde, who,
like Blanche, has been gagged by the conspirators. He looks at

her in a sort of stupor, tears his hair, and utters wild, inarticulate

cries. At last, finding his voice, he cries out,
" The curse'

" and

falls fainting to the ground.

The third act takes place the next day in the ante-chamber of

the King at the Louvre. The courtiers are chuckling over the

success of their scheme when the King enters in a magnificent

morning neglige. He is accompanied by de Pienne, who has

told him of the appetising morsel that has been brought for him

the pretty mistress of the detested Triboulet, as they all think.

The trembling Blanche is brought in, and in the King she recog-

nises the supposed poor scholar with whom she has fallen in love.

The courtiers having been dismissed, the King endeavours to

overcome the apprehensions of Blanche, who, however, flies in

terror through a door that, as it happens, leads into the bed-

chamber of the King. He pursues her there, and the returning

courtiers laugh cynically over the latest turn of events.

Triboulet now enters. He has a suspicion that his daughter has

been brought to the Louvre, and he looks round furtively in every

direction, scanning also the faces of the courtiers, but trying to

disguise his inquietude; the others observe him with an air of

hardly concealed amusement. A gentleman of the court enters

with the news that the Queen wishes to see the King upon an im-

portant affair of state. The courtiers, unwilling to have their

scheme thus spoiled, first of all try to persuade him that the

King is not yet up, and when he shows incredulity at this they

tell him that his majesty has gone hunting.
" What! "

says the

gentleman, still more incredulously,
"
without pages and without

huntsmen? "

Triboulet, who has heard the dialogue, now understands every-

thing, in a voice of thunder he cries out,
" She is here! She is
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here with the King'
" He furiously demands his daughter, and

the courtiers for the first time learn, to their astonishment, his

true relationship to the abducted girl. He turns on them fiercely

and in a series of impassioned monologues curses and insults them;

then, his spirit for the moment breaking, he appeals humbly to

their sympathy. All is in vain; the courtiers maintain a stony

silence.

At last the door in the inner room opens violently, and the dis-

tracted Blanche rushes out and falls into the arms of her father.

Triboulet commandingly orders the courtiers out, and, over-

awed by his unaccustomed air of authority, they obey Blanche

makes her broken-hearted confession, and the jester, turning

towards the inner chamber, curses the debauched King and

threatens him with vengeance. There is a stir in the background;
a guard enters, conducting Saint-Vallier to the Bastille. As he is

passing out he stops, turns towards the King's room, and apostro-

phises the absent monarch, his curse, he says, bitterly, has

failed; not a voice has been raised in his support, not a sign has

come from heaven,
"

this King will prosper'
"

Triboulet, as the

curtain falls, looks Saint-Vallier in the face, and says,
" Count!

you deceive yourself. You shall be avenged'
"

The fourth act takes place partly inside and partiy outside the

house of Saltabadil, a wretched hovel in a deserted place on the

outskirts of Paris, near the river. Inside the house is Saltabadil,

who is seated at a table polishing his sword-belt Outside are Tri-

boulet and Blanche. The latter, in spite of all that has happened,
in spite even of her father, still loves the King, and is sure that

he loves her. She reminds her father that he has promised to for-

give him; but Triboulet assures her that for the last month he

has only been feigning forgiveness in order to gain time to per-

fect his plan for revenge. Would she still love the King, he asks

her, if she discovered that he no longer loved her^
"

I do not

know," she replies;
" he loves me, he tdls me he adores me; only

yesterday he told me so" "Very well, then'
"

says Triboulet

grimly,
"
look there'

" He points to one of the many cracks in

the walls of the hovel. Blanche looks through it, and says,
"
I
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see only a man "
Saltabadil, whom of course she does not

know.

Triboulet, in a low voice, bids her wait a moment. Just then

the King, dressed plainly as an officer, appears in the room, hav-

ing entered it from inside the house Blanche recognises him with

a shudder, and during the whole of the following scene looks

through the crack in the wall, hearing and seeing everything that

passes, and pitiably shaken. The King, in the course of his amor-

ous adventures, has come upon SaltabadiPs good-looking sister,

Maguelonne, whom he now demands to see. He gaily sings the

celebrated stanza written by the historical Francis I:

" Souvent femme varie,

Bien fol est qui s'ye fie.

Une femme souvent

N'est qu'une plume au vent."

(" Variable is woman; he is a fool who puts faith in her; woman
is like a feather on the wind.")

Saltabadil places on the table a bottle of wine and a glass and

strikes two blows on the ceiling with the pommel of his long sword

by way of calling his sister down, when she has entered he goes

out by the door in the wall, closing it after him. He sees Triboulet,

who conies towards him with a mysterious air and whispers some-

thing to him Blanche, who is still intently observing what is go-

ing on inside the hut, does not hear their conversation.
"
Is he to

live?
"
asks Saltabadil.

" Your man is in our hands in there
"

Triboulet sends him away for a while, and Saltabadil disappears

slowly behind the parapet overlooking the river. Meanwhile inside

the hovel the King is carrying on a flirtation with Maguelonne,
whom finally he takes on his knee, addressing her in low tones.

Blanche can bear no more, she turns, pale and trembling, to-

wards Triboulet, who asks her how the idea of revenge appeals to

her now. She has been so distressed and horrified that she con-

sents, for the moment, to her father doing whatever he will, and

Triboulet thanks her with a wild cry of joy. He discloses his plan

to her, she is to hurry home, change into male costume, which he
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has already provided for her, take money and a horse, and with-

out losing an instant set out for Evreux, where he will join her

the day but one following; above all, she is on no account to re-

turn here, for something terrible is about to happen. Frozen with

fear, she begs him to come with her, but he refuses, and after em-

bracing her sends her away with a final stiict injunction to do his

bidding.

When Blanche has gone, Triboulet makes a sign to Saltabadil,

who returns. The light is now fading fast. Triboulet counts out

ten gold crowns to Saltabadil, promising him the remaining ten

when the deed has been done.
" Have no fear," says Saltabadil;

"
it will rain within the hour, and the storm and my sister be-

tween them will keep him here/' .Tnboulet promises him to re-

turn at midnight. Saltabadil assures him there is no necessity for

that, as he himself can throw the corpse into the Seine, but Tri-

boulet having told him that he wishes to perform this agreeable

office himself, Saltabadil promises to deliver the body to him in

a sack.
"
All shall be done as you desire," he says.

" But what is

the name of this young man? " " His name? "
replies Triboulet,

" and would you know mine also? His name is Crime, and mine is

Chastisement." Saltabadil, left alone, muses to himself for a

moment on the queer ways of mankind (he is a philosopher and

an artist in his way), and then re-enters the hut.

Thunder is heard in the distance. The King does not mind the

coming storm in the least, as he intends, he says, to occupy Salta-

badiPs chamber that night; Saltabadil is graciously informed that

he can sleep in the stable, or go to the devil, or do whatever else

he likes. Maguelonne, who has a sort of feeling for this gay, im-

pudent young gallant, appears to sense a coming evil, and in a

low voice she tells him to go away; but he laughs at her. Salta-

badil lights a lamp and conducts the King to the squalid upper

room, where he leaves him.

The King, who is very tired, is seen to stretch himself out on

the wretched bed, where he soon falls asleep. In the lower room

Saltabadil and Maguelonne, while the tempest rages outside, now

discuss the situation. Maguelonne is unwilling that harm should
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come to so charming a young man; but Saltabadil puts forward

the unanswerable argument of ten gold pieces in the pocket and

ten more to come; and at his bidding Maguelonne ascends the

stairs and comes back with the sleeping King's sword.

Meanwhile Blanche, dressed in a man's riding-clothes, with

boots and spurs, has again appeared outside, and once more,

through a crack in the wall, she listens to the gruesome conversa-

tion. Again Maguelonne appeals to her brother not to kill the

young officer, but Saltabadil's only reply is to push towards her

an old sack and order her to mend it.

Maguelonne suggests as an alternative scheme that Saltabadil

should kill the hunchback when he returns, but Saltabadil indig-

nantly rejects the proposition as a slur on his professional honour:
" What do you take me for, sister? Am I a bandit, am I a thief,

to kill a client who pays me^ "
Maguelonne's next suggestion is

that he sh.ill fill the sack with a faggot of timber; but this also

is rejected by Saltabadil as impracticable: the client could not be

so easily imposed upon As a last resort Maguelonne, determined

to defend the supposed officer, places herself before the staircase

and bars the passage to her brother, who is thus forced to reopen

the discussion. Finally he proposes a compromise: Triboulet will

be returning at midnight, if before that hour someone else should

come, a passing traveller or whoever it may be, Saltabadil will kill

him and place his body in the sack; the client, on such a night of

tempest and darkness as this, will not know one corpse from an-

other.

Blanche, who has heard the whole of this conversation with

growing terror, tries to make up her mind to sacrifice herself for

the King, but finds it very hard to die by violence before she is

sixteen. The clock strikes a quarter to twelve. Saltabadil, declar-

ing that time presses, is about to ascend the staircase to do the

deed, when Maguelonne, with tears in her eyes, implores him to

wait a little longer. These tears decide Blanche.
" What! "

she

says,
"

this woman weeps, while I, who could succour him, remain

here' Since he no longer loves me, there is nothing for me but to

die, so let me die for him."
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But the thought of the physical details of the killing terrifies

her:
"

If only I knew how I should be struck! If only I would not

suffer! They may strike me on the face!
"
Steadying herself by a

great effort, she at last summons up courage enough to knock at

the door. Unaware, of course, that she can hear them, Saltabadil

and Maguelonne discuss this fortunate chance that has befallen

them. "
It is a young man," says the sister, as Blanche demands

shelter for the night.
" He will pay a fine sum for it'

"
says Salta-

badil grimly, in Blanche's hearing, and Maguelonne answers,
"
Yes, the night will be a long one 1

"
Saltabadil asks his sister to

give him his knife, which, in sight of Blanche, he sharpens.

The pair hurriedly make their plans, Maguelonne is to open
the door, while Saltabadil conceals himself behind it The door

is opened and Blanche enters, her last horrified thought being that

the sister is helping the brother in the crime " Pardon me, O
dod! "

she cries. "Pardon me, my father'
" As she steps over

the threshold of the hut Saltabadil's arm is seen to lift the dag-

ger, and the curtain falls.

In the fifth act Triboulet, who has returned at midnight, re-

ceives the sack from Saltabadil, and pours out over it a long mon-

ologue of triumph over his enemy. He bends over the sack, and in

the frenzy of his hatred strikes the corpse within it. Just as he has

dragged the sack to the parapet in order to throw it into the river

the door of the hovel opens; Maguelonne comes out, looks round

her anxiously, re-enters the hut, and returns with the King, to

whom she conveys by signs that the coast is clear She goes in

again and closes the door, while the King takes the path she has

indicated to him.

At the moment Triboulet is about to throw the sack into the

water he hears the King's voice in the distance singing once more

his gay
" Souvent femme varie." At first his dazed mind takes it

to be an hallucination
,
but when he hears the song a second time

he realises that somehow he has been duped He returns to the

house, which he finds completely closed except for the upper
windows. He runs his hands anxiously over the sack, for it is so

dark that he cannot see anything, though his touch has told him

that there is a human body within it, and one with spurs (The
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King, it will be remembered, was in officer's dress.) He draws las

poniard and feverishly rips open, the sack from top to bottom, but

still cannot distinguish what it contains. At kst, by a flash of

lightning, he recognises the face of his daughter. She is still alive,

but in answer to his passionate entreaties to be told how this

catastrophe has come about she can only say faintly,
"
It is all

my fault, I deceived you I loved him too much; I die for Mm."
The frenzied father rushes to the ferry bell and strikes h

furiously; a crowd rushes in, among them a coachman with his

whip in his hand. Triboulet clutches him. convulsively and begs

him to seize him and place his head under the coach wheels^ Thenr

a reaction coming, he refuses to believe that Blanche is dead; he

takes the body in his arms and holds it tenderly like a mother

holding a sleeping child. At last a physician enters. Triboulet ap-

peals to him to say that she has only fainted. The physician

answers,
" She is dead!

" and Triboulet, with a wild cry of
"
I

have killed my child," falls insensible.

Verdi seems to have made the acquaintance of Victor Hugo's

play about 1849. The violent subject appealed instantly to his

sombre nature, and he gave his friends no rest till a libretto had

been constructed for him by Piave; the title of the opera was to

be La Maladizwne (" The Curse ").

Difficulties soon arose with the censorship, as they had done

in Paris in 1832, when, immediately after the production of the

play, the Theatre-Franqais was forbidden by the authorities to

continue to perform it. Victor Hugo brought an action in defence

of his right of free speech, and the affair created the greatest ex-

citement at the time. The story was no doubt rather highly spiced

for some tastes, but the charge of immorality the ostensible

reason for the ban upon the drama was probably only a pre-

text, the real cause of offence seems to have been the representa-

tion of a French monarch in so unflattering a guise. Victor Hugo,
in a vigorous preface to the published edition of the play, de-

fended himself eloquently against the charge of immorality, and

the passage dealing with Triboulet remains to this day the best

analysis of that complex character.
"
This," says Hugo,

"
is the basis of the play. Triboulet is
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deformed; Triboulet is unhealthy; Triboulet is a court buffoon

a triple misery that makes him malicious. Triboulet hates the King
because he is the King, the noblemen because they are noblemen,
and men in general because they do not all have a hump on their

backs. His sole pastime is to keep the courtiers and the King for

ever clashing with each other, using the stronger to break the

weaker. He depraves the King, corrupts him, brutalises him; he

urges him to tyranny, to folly, to vice; he Unleashes him among
the families of his courtiers, incessantly pointing out a wife to se-

duce, a sister to abduct, a daughter to dishonour. The King in

the hands of Triboulet is merely an all-powerful puppet who

smashes in pieces every life that the buffoon gives him to play

with.
" One day, during a fete, at the very moment when Triboulet

is urging the King to abduct the wife of M. de Cosse, M. de Saint-

Vallier forces his way into the presence of the King and reproaches

him before them all with the dishonour of Diane de Poitiers. Tri-

boulet derides and insults this father whose daughter has been

taken from him by the King. The father raises his arm and curses

Triboulet. From this the whole action of the piece is evolved. The

true subject of the drama is The Malediction oj M. de Samt-Val-

lier.

"
Listen. We are in the second act On whom has this maledic-

tion fallen? On Triboulet the King's fooP No. On the Triboulet

who is a man, who is a father, who has a heart, who has a daugh-

ter. Triboulet has a daughter; everything centres in that Tribou-

let has only his daughter in the whole world. He conceals her from

everyone's eyes in a secluded house in a deserted quarter. The

more he spreads contagion and debauchery in the town, the more

he keeps his daughter isolated and walled up He brings up his

child in innocence, faith, and modesty. His greatest fear is that

she shall be touched by evil, for he, the soul of malice, knows too

well all the suffering that evil brings. Well, the malediction of the

old man will strike Triboulet in the only thing in the world that he

loves his daughter.
"
This same King whom Triboulet is always inciting to rape will



RIGOLETTO 45

ravish Triboulet of his daughter; the buffoon will be struck down

by Providence exactly in the same manner as M. de Saint-Vallier

was. Then, his daughter seduced and lost to him, he will set a

snare for the King to achieve his vengeance, but it is his daughter
who will fall into the snare. Thus Triboulet has two pupils, the

King and his daughter, the King whom he trains up to vice, his

daughter whom he brings up in virtue. The one will be the de-

struction of the other He means to abduct Madame de Cosse

for the King, but it is his own daughter whom he helps to abduct.

He means to assassinate the King to avenge his daughter, but it

is his daughter whom he slays. There is no half-way house in this

chastisement; the malediction of Diane's father is accomplished

on the father of Blanche It is not for me to say whether this is or

is not a dramatic conception, but most emphatically it is a moral

one
''

It was no doubt the political rather than the moral implications

of the story that perturbed the Austrian censor also (Italy at

that time, it will be remembered, was under the domination of

Austria.) During the years 1848 and 1849 a revolutionary spirit

was stirring over the greater part of Europe, and it was not con-

sidered advisable that a king, even one who had lived some three

hundred years before, should be shown to the Italian people in so

unfavourable a light.

For a time it looked as if Verdi and his librettists would have

to give up their plan; but Verdi was thoroughly in love with the

subject he used to say in after years that Rigoletto was one of

the best libretti that had ever been given him and he obstinately

refused to set any other text for the impresario who had com-

missioned the opera. A compromise was at last arranged. The ac-

tion was transferred from the Paris of the sixteenth century to

the Mantua of about the same period ,
and Francis I became the

Duke of Mantua. The names of all the other characters were

changed, Triboulet became Rigoletto, Saltabadil became Spara-

fucile (jucilc, a gun, sparare, to discharge), M. de Saint-Vallier

became Count Monterone, Blanche became Gilda, Maguelonne
became Maddalena, and so on. Everybody's face being saved by
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these simple means, the opera was produced at Venice on the nth

March, 1851, and quickly became a European success.

Hie opera follows the prose play so closely that in the remain-

ing portion of this analysis we need dwell, for the most part, only
on the points of difference between the two, and on the more spe-

cifically musical effects. Verdi and his librettist were quick to see

that some of the* most effective situations in the play could be

touched in with very much higher lights and deeper shadows by
means of music.

For example, the father's curse could be made much more sin-

ister by means of the brass of the orchestra; far more dramatic

point could be given to the ballad sung by the King in the tavern,

and again as he is leaving it
,
while gnly an art such as music could

do complete justice to the double scene inside and outside the hut

in Victor Hugo's fourth act, for only in music can a number of

characters all say different things at the same time with results

agreeable to the listeners Seldom has the superiority of the musi-

cal over the spoken drama in certain respects been more con-

clusively demonstrated than in the splendid quartet in the third

act of Rigoletto.

The overture commences with the grim motive of the Curse in

the brass*

Beginning softly, it is worked up to a tornado of tone, and suc-

ceeded by a wailing motive.
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after which the theme of the Curse is heard again. The curtain

rising, we see a brilliantly lit room in the ducal palace, with other

rooms opening off it at the back. In these latter there is dancing,
and a number of festive strains reach us successively from a band

behind the scenes:

8va. . .

(4)

to*

The Duke comes forward accompanied by one of his courtiers,

Borsa, whom he tells of the pretty girl he has lately been pursuing,

who lives in an obscure by-way, in a house to which a mysterious

man is admitted each evening. The Duke sings a gay song, in

which he professes his contempt for the lovers who remain faith-

ful to one love; his own role is that of the bee who goes sipping

from flower to flower:
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Que - sta o quel - l.i

In my heart all

per me pa - n
are e - qual -

ly

m
so - no A quant' al - - tre d'm - tor - no .

che-nsh'd, Ev 'ry thought of ex - clu - sion..

d'in-tor-no mi ve - - do
with in me I smo - ther.

To the courtly strains of a minuet the Duke makes love to the

Countess of Ceprano (Madame de Cosse in the play), and as

the pair go out arm-in-arm, Rigoletto makes malicious sport of

the fretful Ceprano. After he has left the stage a peregodino (pere-

gourdine) is danced, after which the lively music of the com-

mencement of the opera is heard again as Marullo enters and tells

his fellow-courtiers, with great glee, of his discovery that the ill-

favoured Rigoletto has a pretty mistress. The Duke returns with

Rigoletto, and the buffoon again rouses the anger of the courtiers

by his malice, they express their sentiments towards him in a

chorus in which they swear to have vengeance The following quo-
tation gives, in skeleton, an idea of the structure:

(7)

Ah sem
Ah yes,

fa J

pre
of

tu spin -
g

thy jests ...

lo
we

Ven - det - - ta r

Yes, ven - - geancei
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Ven - det - - ta!

Yes, ven - - geancel

The top voice is that of the Duke, warning Rigoletto that some

day his mocking tongue will get him into trouble; the "Ven-

detta!
"

is the cry of the courtiers; while Rigoletto, in a part not

shown here, derides them, safe, as he thinks, in the protection of

his master. But the dancers flock in from the other room, and for

the moment all is gaiety once more.

There is a sudden change of colour as old Monterone forces his

way in, to reproach the Duke with the seduction of his daughter.

Rigoletto takes upon himself the agreeable task of answering

and deriding the old man, and once more we see the superiority

of music over speech for certain dramatic purposes; the dram-

atist can make use only of words, while the musician can call

into play also the graphic resources of the orchestra, which is

here an extra voice taunting the unhappy old man. Monterone

delivers his curse, under which Rigoletto cowers; and the act

closes with a chorus of the courtiers, in which we can detect signs

that they too have been a little unnerved by the episode. Finally

Monterone is led out between two halberdiers, and the curtain

falls.

The next scene is outside Rigoletto's house, as described in the

analysis of Hugo's play. Rigoletto, enveloped in his cloak, enters,

still brooding upon Monterone's curse:
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He is followed by Sparafucile, the sinister nature of whose profes-

sion is indicated in a theme that unwinds itself slowly in the muted

lower strings:

(9)

This theme is worked up in the orchestra with a gruesome sugges-

tiveness that would be impossible to words alone Sparafucile

gives Rigoletto his name in a phrase that, in its blending of the

sinister and the bluff, is very characteristic of him*

Spa ra - fu - cil mi no mi - no

and reiterating his promise of willing help should his services be

required, he goes slowly off.

Rigoletto, left alone, bitterly compares himself with the assas-

sin; the other stabs with his sword, he with his tongue. The male-

diction occurs to him once more, and he pours out his hatred

upon the Duke and the courtiers, who, for their sport, have made

him the vile, self-loathing thing he is, with a soul as crooked as

his body. The music takes a lighter turn as Gilda comes towards
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him in the courtyard She greets him lovingly, and implores him,
as she has evidently done before, to tell her something of her

mother, whom she has never known. The buffoon tells her how,
hideous and malicious as he was, he was loved by a beautiful

angel, who died soon after Gilda was born, and the pair indulge

themselves to the full in the luxury of grief, mostly expressed in

the sobbing phrases in which Verdi specialised at that time.

Rigoletto still refuses to give his daughter his name or any
other information about himself, as he is surrounded, he says, by
enemies whose loathing for him he secretly dreads He feverishly

makes Gilda promise to respect his wish that she shall not be

seen abroad, and Gilda, with a little pang of conscience, conceals

from him the fact that she has lately been followed by a hand-

some young stranger. As Rigoletto opens the door to look out

nervously into the street, the Duke slips into the courtyard, where

he soon recognises his jester. Rigoletto bids his daughter a tender

farewell and departs.

Gilda now expresses to old Giovanna (Berarde) her remorse at

having deceived her father, but Giovanna, who has already been

bribed by the Duke, makes light of her compunction. The Duke

emerges from his hiding-place, and having dismissed Giovanna

makes ardent love to Gilda, commencing with an aria that is one

of the favourite show pieces of the Italian tenor who happens to

be sure of his notes round about the high B flat:

E il sol dell' a - ni - ma, la
yi-ta

e a-mo - re, Sua
Sun of the soul, a di-vine in -

spi
- ra - tion, Is

vo - ce e il pal - pi
- to del no - stro

love, that par - a-dise, thro* all ere

Gilda, in return, pours out her maiden ecstasies with a due regard

for the established rights of a coloratura soprano. Giovanna re-

turns hastily, having heard voices in the street; and the Duke
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makes a hurried exit through the house, leaving Gilda to sing her

famous rhapsody to Gualtier Malde, by which name the sup-

posed poor young student has made himself known to her. This

is the famous aria
'" Caro nome," which commences thus:

Ca - ro no - me che il xnio

cor Fe- sti pn -mo pal pi tar.

It is too often made, especially in the concert-room, a mere vehicle

for technical display. It is not only this, however; it is in addition

an admirable piece of dramatic expression, the spontaneous out-

pouring of a young heart that feels for the first time the ecstasy of

love. The following variation upon the main melody, for example:

03)

JlA,, :

a te.

my thoughts
A A ^

vo le ra,

fly co thee,

is not merely coloratura; in its delighted flutterings it is psycho-

logically true to the character of the young girl. She goes into the

house, reappears (to sing a coda to her aria) on the verandah with

a lantern, by the light of which she follows her lover down the
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street, and finally makes a very effective exit, her voice trailing oft

into the distance.

Rigoletto, still with the curse in his mind, returns in the dark-

ness and is accosted by the courtiers, who set about their con-

spiracy to the following theme in the orchestra:

which, throughout this scene, makes a mysterious background for

the furtive dialogue. The masking of Rigoletto and the abduction

of Gilda follow as in Hugo, except that the conspirators, true to

the tradition of Italian opera, do not carry out their plan at one

stroke, but indulge in a chorus on the subject, in which, at some

length, and with a fair body of tone, they exhort each other to

be not only cautious but swift and quiet. As Rigoletto, having

dragged out Giovanna, realises what has happened, he falls faint-

ing to the ground, while the orchestra blares out the inexorable

motive of the Curse.

The second act opens in the ante-chamber of the palace, where

the Duke is lamenting his loss of Gilda the night before, just

when he thought he had won her. He had returned to Rigoletto's

house after his hasty flight, but found it locked up and apparently

deserted. He expresses his determination to rescue her in a short

aria that shows a more serious side to his character than we are
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conscious of in Hugo's drama. The courtiers enter, and in joyous

accents tell him of the success of their exploit of the night before

how they fookd Rigoletto with a story that it was Ceprano's

wife they were abducting, and then made off with his own pretty

mistress, whom they have brought to the palace. The Duke re-

ceives the news with joy, and his lyrical outburst once more in-

dicates that he is more truly in love with Gilda than the King is

in Le Rot s'amuse. The seriousness of his rapture, indeed, some-

what puzzles his courtiers, who have never seen him in this mood

before.

As the Duke goes out hastily throughrthe centre door, Rigoletto

enters, trying to conceal his inquietude under an air of gaiety

This is his great scene in the opera While the courtiers secretly

amuse themselves at his expense, he passes through every phase

of anger and entreaty, the many changes of mood following rapidly

upon each other. The prevarications of the courtiers with the mes-

senger from the Duchess at last put him on the track of the truth.

Cursing them, he attempts to make his way through the centre

door, but is repulsed; nor are his supplications of any more avail

At last Gilda rushes out from the room on the left and throws

herself into the arms of her father. In pathetic accents she tells

him the story of her innocent deception of him and her present be-

trayal. He comforts the poor child, and tells her that they must

leave the palace that day. Just then Monterone passes across the

stage, accompanied by the halberdiers who are conducting him to

prison. His brief, bitter comment that the Duke, for all his sins, is

apparently protected by heaven is supplemented by a wild out-

burst from Rigoletto, who promises to take vengeance for both of

them.

It is more particularly in the third act (corresponding to Victor

Hugo's fourth) that we see the advantage the musician has over

the poet in the treatment of a subject of this kind. The accumula-

tion of horrors, the contrast and combination of effects, the sug-

gestion of atmosphere, particularly during the storm in all these

points the opera has a tragic power to which the original drama

cannot lay claim.
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The scene is that described in connection with Le Roi s'amme,
with the substitution of Mantua and the Mincio for Paris and

the Seine. There is a brief dialogue outside the inn between Rigo-
letto and his daughter, in which the latter confesses that she still

loves the Duke. Bidden by her father to look through a fissure

in the wall, she sees the Duke, who retires within the tavern, where

he sings the famous " La donna e mobile "
the Italian equiva-

lent of King Francis's
"
Souvent femme varie ":

La don-na e mo - bi - le Qual pm-ma al

Plume in the sum - raer wind Way-ward- ly

ven - to, Mu - ta d' ac

play -
ing, Ne'w one way

cen - to,

sway ing.

E di

Each whim
- sie itx

bey -
ing.

It is an admirable expression of the careless gaiety of the young
Duke, who, for all the ardour of his pursuit of women, has no il-

lusions as to the stability of their affections. The rhythm of this

song was an original one for the time, and Verdi had a premoni-
tion that it would become immensely popular. The greatest pains

were taken to prevent the song becoming known before the first

performance; the tune was even kept from the tenor's knowledge
until very near the performance, and he was threatened with dire

pains and penalties if he sang it outside the theatre. Verdi was

right; the tune was in the mouth of all Venice the next day, in

that of all Italy the following week, and of all Europe in a very
little while after.

Inside and outside the tavern everything takes place very ncwicfa

as in Victor Hugo. Sparafucile, after a word with Rigoletto, goes
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off in the direction of the river while the Duke makes love to the

pretty Maddalena, a pert coquette who fences dexterously with

him. The climax of the scene comes with the famous quartet.

First of all the Duke breaks out into a broad melody in praise of

Maddalena:

(16) *-

SE m B
Bel -la fi - gha dell' a
Fair - est daugh ter of the

mo - -

gra - -

F m ^
- - -

re,
- - - ces

1

,

Schia-vo son de' vez - zi tuo -

I thy hum-ble slave im - plore

r c

" - i ; Con un det - to un det - to sol tu

thee. With one ten - der word to joy re

.r-rvs c -etc.

puo -

- store

i Le mie (pene)
me, End the (pangs)

to which she replies in a tone of lively banter, her sparkling

phrases are interrupted by interjections from Gilda on the other

side of the wall:

(17)
MADDALENA.

Ah ' ah ! ri-do ben di co ro, che tai ba -je co-stan
I ap-pre ci-ate you rightly,All you say is but to

GILDA.

po-co Ah ' .... co - si par lar d'a mo-re,
flatter Ah' to speak of love thus light-ly.

Rigoletto joins in, gloomily bidding his daughter forget her love

for the Duke, and the four voices are woven into a masterly piece
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of writing that has been the admiration of opera-goers for three-

quarters of a century. As a musical ensemble it falls deliciously on

the ear, yet, for all its smoothness and its technical skill, the mood
of each of the characters that takes part in it is truthfully depicted

the despair of Gilda, the brazen light-heartedness of Mad-

dalena, the amorous passion of the Duke, and the gloom and per-

sistence of purpose of Rigoletto.

The jester sends Gilda home, bidding her take horse to Verona;

Sparafucile returns, and the murder is arranged and part paid for.

As Sparafucile re-enters the inn, the tempest begins to gather;

throughout the scene its howling is suggested by the ascending

and descending chromatic harmonies sung by tenors and basses

with closed mouths behind the scenes:

te
f
j y *f

f ty fry fyp l^i

(This quotation shows the theme in the more extended form it

assumes in the latter course of the scene ) To the accompaniment
of this eerie moaning the situation works itself out as in Victor

Hugo. Singing a few lines of
" La donna e mobile," the Duke falls

off to sleep and Sparafucile and Maddalena indulge in their grue-

some dialogue in the hearing of Gilda, who by this time has re-

turned in male attire, booted and spurred. Sparafucile, to the ac-

companiment of intermittent thunder and lightning, promises

Maddalena, in a nervous, savage phrase, that the first new-comer

to the inn shall pay the penalty for the Duke:
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r
Se pria ch'abbia i' me% -co la not - te toe -

If some one should en - ter ere mid -night ts

2
ca to al - cu - no qui giun-ga, per

es - so mor r&,

sound-ed, I pro-inise that be for toy fav-'nte shall die,

and the three voices blend for a moment, that of Gilda rising high
above the others in a despairing wail:

(20)

oh - - - cie - lo ! pie
- - ta !

In accordance with musical rather than strictly dramatic exigen-

cies, all this is repeated and carried to a tense climax, finally Gilda

enters the tavern, and we are left to imagine the tragedy that

takes place in the dark.

A brief orchestral interlude depicts first the raging of the storm

at its height, then its gradual decline and final passing away, ex-

cept for an occasional rumble of thunder and flash of lightning in

the distance. Rigoletto returns and receives the sack from Spara-

fucile, but has hardly begun to give expression to his triumph

when, in the distance, the departing Duke is heard singing once

more his
" La donna e mobile." The long monologue in which, in

the play, Rigoletto savagely apostrophises his supposedly dead

enemy is not included in the opera; we have in its place a thor-

oughly Italian duet between the father and the daughter, in which

the latter first implores Rigoletto's forgiveness for having deceived

him, and then promises to pray for him in heaven, by her mother's

side:
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(21)

Las sfo in cie - lo. vi - ci - na al . la
From yon der sky . . . with the blest an -

gels

A r JN J

ma-dre, In e - ter - no per voi pre-ghe-ro.
fly-mg Comes my mo - ther to welcome me home,

while the broken buffoon sobs out his anguish and despair, and at

last falls senseless on the body of his child.
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THE
theme of Redemption by Love was not the Wagnerian

specialty it is generally supposed to be. Victor Hugo had al-

ready touched upon it in his play Marion Delorme (1829), and it

obtained an enormous vogue in the eighteen-fifties through the

play of the younger Dumas, La Dame aux Camillas, in which a

beautiful courtesan engaged the sympathies of the time first of all

by loving greatly, then by dying opportunely and gracefully.

Alexandre Dumas's novel was published in 1848, and was so

much to the taste of the French public that in the following year
he treated the subject again in the form of a play. This was ac-

cepted by a Paris theatre, but it closed its doors before the play

could be performed. The work was then accepted by the Vaude-

ville, but owing to the usual difficulties with the censor and with

certain highly placed political personalities it was not until the

6th February, 1852, that it was produced. Owing to the nature

of its subject, it was many years before it was thought safe to

give the play in England.

Marguerite Gautier, the Lady of the Camellias, was drawn from

a fashionable courtesan of the period whom Dumas had known

well. Her real name was Alphonsine Plessis, which she changed, for

professional purposes, to the more high-sounding one of Marie

Duplessis.
" She was tall and very slender," says Dumas in a pref-

ace to the play,
"
with a pink-and-white complexion. Her head

was small, her eyes were long, like those of a Japanese, but re-

fined and vivacious, her lips were cherry-red, and she had the
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loveliest teeth in the world. She looked like a piece of Dresden

china.
" In 1844, when I saw her for the first time, she was at the sum-

mit of her opulence and in the full flower of her beauty. She died in

1847, of consumption, at the age of twenty-three. She was one of

the last and the few courtesans who had a heart; no doubt that

is why she died so young. She lacked neither intelligence nor dis-

interestedness. She died poor in a luxurious apartment, that had

been seized by her creditors. She had a native distinction, she

dressed with taste and walked with grace, almost with nobility.

She was sometimes taken for a woman of good society; to-day

[Dumas was writing in 1867, and had a poor opinion of the con-

temporary fashionable world] the mistake would have been gen-

eral. She had been brought up on a farm."

Dumas goes on to tell us that Marie Duplessis did not have all

the pathetic adventures he attributes to Marguerite Gautier,

though no doubt she would have liked to have them. "
If she did

not sacrifice her all to Armand," Dumas continues in his witty

way,
"

it was because Armand did not wish her to. To her great re-

gret, she acted only the first and the second acts of the play. These

she commenced afresh again and again, as Penelope recommenced

her weaving; with this difference, that it was in the day that Marie

destroyed what she had begun in the night."

The camellias were Dumas's own invention, but readers of the

novel attributed them to the original of the character; and the

tomb of Alphonsine Plessis in the Montmartre cemetery was sur-

mounted by a sculptured bunch of camellias in a glass.

Dumas's play is in five acts. In the first, we see Marguerite in

her own home in Paris, in the company of a number of women of

her own type and their protectors Opposite to her lives a friend,

Prudence, whom, through the open window, she invites to supper.

Prudence replies that she has two young men with her who have

asked her to supper; one of them, Gaston Rieux, Marguerite al-

ready knows; the other is a friend of Gaston. Marguerite invites

the three to supper in her own house, and the young friend,

Armand Duval, is presented to her.
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He is> it seems, the son of a M. Duval, a Receiver-General; his

mother has been dead three years. Gaston and Prudence tell Mar-

guerite that although Armand has never met her before he has

been in love with her for the last two years, going wherever he can

hear her spoken of by those who know her, and lately, when she

was ill in bed for three months, he had called every day to enquire

after her, though without leaving his name. Marguerite remembers

this romantic incident, and calls Armand to her to thank him.

After supper, Marguerite is dancing a polka when she suddenly

stops, out of breath. She assures the others that it is only a passing

indisposition, and, begging them not to allow it to interfere with

their pleasure, sends them into another room. She looks at herself

in the glass, is horrified at her paleness, gives a sigh, puts her head

in her hands, and leans her elbows on the chimney-piece. She is

roused from her mournful reverie by Armand, who has returned

quietly. He declares his love for her and implores her to take care

of her health, as a first condition of which she must abandon the

feverish life she lives at present, and he asks to be allowed to take

care of her like a brother.

She likes the idealistic and obviously inexperienced young man,
but tells him it is quite impossible for her to abandon her pres-

ent mode of living, and advises himr in his own interests, to think

no more of her, for she is nervous, sick, and sad or else gay with

a gaiety that is sadder than melancholy itself and exceedingly

extravagant.

Armand and she had better be just friends
,
he has a good heart

and is deserving of love, but is too young and too sensitive for the

world in which Marguerite lives, let him choose some other woman
for his mistress, or else marry a virtuous girl. As for herself, she

has never loved anyone. He receives, however, permission to call

again, and when he has left her it is evident that the sincerity of

his affection has somewhat moved her.

In the second act, which also takes place in Marguerite's house

in Paris, she proposes that he shall spend the summer with her in

a country house she has acquired from an elderly duke who is one

of her admirers. The high-minded young man at first rejects the
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proposal, but Marguerite assures him that the duke's interest in

her is of the purely platonic kind, and after various revulsions of

mood on the part of each of them the matter is arranged. Mar-

guerite is conscious of loving for the first time; she is weary of her

hectic life in Paris, and she is fascinated by the prospect of an

idyll in the country.

In the third act we see the lovers in their nest at Auteuil,

where, after a fortnight of bliss, Armand accidentally learns from

Prudence that Marguerite is disposing of her diamonds and horses

in order to meet the expenses of the establishment.

Armand has had an intuition that something of the kind was

happening, and already he has arranged with his notary to sell the

reversion of his interest under his mother's will; the papers have

been prepared, and he sets off at once to Paris to complete the

transaction, bidding Prudence conceal from Marguerite the rea-

son for his absence.

To a friend, Nichette, Marguerite later confides that so ideally

happy is she with Armand that she has no desire to resume her old

life in Paris. She proposes, with the money acquired by the sale

of her luxurious establishment there, to take a small lodging in

town for herself and Armand, where they can live quietly and sim-

ply,
"
the world forgetting, by the world forgot "; their summers

they will spend in some modest dwelling in the country.

A visitor is announced, whom Marguerite assumes to t>e her

business man, bringing her papers for signature. It proves, how-

ever, to be M. Georges Duval, the father of Armand. He is a little

distant and uncomplimentary to her at first, for he believes her

to be an evil woman ruining his son by her luxury; the father has

received from his lawyer a letter advising him that Armand has

made an assignment of part of his income to Marguerite.

She soon convinces him that she has known nothing of this, and,

handing him the act of sale of her diamonds, carriages, and so on,

proves to him that lie has been mistaken in his estimate of her

character and of the relations between her and his son. But while

welcoming the revelation that she really loves Anmand, none the

less he has to ask a sacrifice of her. His only other child, a
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daughter, is about to marry a young man of good family whose

relations threaten to break off the engagement unless Armand, by

abandoning Marguerite, wipes out the s*ain that this liaison has

brought upon the Duvals.

At first Marguerite does not quite understand
,
she thinks that

all that is necessary is that she and Armand shall separate, for

respectability's sake, till the marriage is over, and then resume

their association. M. Duval makes it clear to her that the separa-

tion must be final, and at last, with her heart breaking, she con-

sents, though she rejects the father's proposal that she shall bring

about a rupture by telling Armand she no longer loves him
; this,

she says, he will never believe.

Having dismissed M. Duval, she is engaged in the difficult task

of writing an explanatory letter to Armand when the young man
himself enters. He has received a letter from his father, telling

him that his intrigue has been discoveied, and that M. Duval will

see him that evening to have an explanation of the affair with

him. Armand is dependent upon his father, but if necessary, he

informs Marguerite bravely, he will work.

He is a little curious as to the letter Marguerite is writing, but

she puts him off by saying that it contains something about which

she cannot speak to him directly; it is a proof of her love that she

is giving him, and she begs him not to ask her anything more

about it. He assumes that it has to do with the sale of her prop-

erty in Paris; and he now tells her that he has already heard of

her sacrifice on his behalf, so that her secret is a secret no longer.

She bursts into tears and leaves him, saying she will go into the

garden while he has the interview with his father.

A little time after, convinced that his father will not call that

evening, he sends a servant to ask Marguerite to return, but dis-

covers that she has left the house. Then a messenger brings him

a letter from Marguerite; having read it he gives an angry cry;

turning round, he sees his father, and throws himself sobbing into

his arms.

The fourth act takes place in the house of Olympe, a friend of

Marguerite's and of the same profession. Armand enters, and re-
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ceives with glacial calm the news that Marguerite is expected at

the party. She is now living, it seems, with a M. de Varville, and

her existence is more feverish than ever; Prudence, who tells

Armand this, is afraid, indeed, that her way of living is in a fair

way to shortening her days.

Marguerite enters later with Varville, and smiles timidly at

Armand, who gives her a coldly courteous recognition. Varville

and Armand engage in a game of cards, and Armand wins per-

sistently; the two men are on the verge of a quarrel, and Armand

promises his opponent his revenge later, in any way the latter

may choose.

When the company has left the salon for an inner room, Mar-

guerite and Armand are left together. She implores him to leave

the house before he provokes Varville too far, for she does not

want a duel on her account. He consents to do so on one condition

that she will leave with him. This she declares to be impossible.

He entreats her passionately to fly from Paris with him and re-

sume their old quiet life together, but she can only reply that an

abyss separates them, and she implores him to forget her. Seeing

no other way out of her difficulty, in her distraction she tells

him she loves Varville. Throwing her to the ground, Armand goes

to the door and recalls the guests from the other salon.
" You see

this woman? " he cries.
" Do you know what she has done? She

sold all she possessed to live with me, so much she loved me. That

was fine, was it not? And do you know what I have done? I be-

haved like a cur. I accepted her sacrifice without giving her any-

thing in return. But it is not yet too late for me to repent, and I

have returned to make everything good. Be witnesses, all of

you, that I no longer owe anything to this woman' " and he

throws a handful of banknotes in her face. Marguerite gives a cry

and falls back senseless; Varville calls Armand a coward, and the

guests are seen separating the two men as the curtain falls.

The fifth act shows us Marguerite in her bed; she is very ill,

and, though the doctor doles out the usual professional comfort to

her, we gather that her days are numbered. She takes from her

bosom and reads aloud a letter from M. Georges Duval, in which
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he tells her that he has heard of the duel between his son and M. de

Varville; the latter has been wounded, but is now out of danger.

Touched by her devotion and her sacrifice, M. Duval has written

to Armand, telling him the whole truth; and his son will come to

ask her pardon for both of them It is six weeks since she received

this letter, and there is still no word from Armand.

He enters shortly afterwards, full of remorse, and passionately

implores her forgiveness; his father, he tells her, knows her now

for what she is, and, the sister having been married, he consents

to their union. The happy Marguerite calls for her outdoor clothes,

but the effort to walk is too much for her
,
she falls exhausted on

the sofa, and, recognising now that her fate is sealed, she gives

Armand a little medallion with .her portrait, which, if ever he

should marry, he is to give to his wife, telling her that it is the

picture of one who prays daily in heaven for them both. She

dies happy, and the last words pronounced upon her are those of

her friend Nichette, who has arrived during the death-scene
"
Sleep in peace, Marguerite' Much will be forgiven you, for you

have greatly loved'
"

La Traviata was a failure at its first performance (Venice, 6th

March, 1853). For this the singers are mainly held responsible

the soprano in particular; she was exceedingly stout, and the au-

dience rocked with laughter in the last act, when the doctor an-

nounced that she was in the last stages of consumption and had

only a few hours to live.

In spite of the Lord Chamberlain's ban on Dumas's play, the

director of Her Majesty's Theatre seems to have had no obstacle

placed in the way of his producing the opera there in 1856. But

there was a great outcry in some quarters against the
" immo-

rality
"
of it. Clergymen preached against it, The Times stormed

at it; and no doubt all this publicity was an excellent thing for

the box office.

Henry Chorley boldly suggested that the excitement was

worked up by interested parties; indeed, one of the managers
of the theatre publicly defended the story

"
as conveying a salu-

tary warning to the young men of our time." Charley's objection
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to the opera was not so much that it was immoral as that Dumas's

play was by its very nature unfit for music.
"
Consumption for

one who is to singf A ballet with a lame Sylphide would be as

rational!
" But rational or not, the opera soon became a universal

favourite, and is still one of the most popular works in the Italian

repertory.

Dumas J

s La Dame aux Camelias is good, sound theatrical stuff;

though the characters, for a great part of the time, do and say the

sort of thing that is done and said only in the theatre, the stage

effectiveness of it all cannot be denied. Necessarily many of the

details of the action and a good deal of the subtlety of the psychol-

ogising disappear in the opera, for music has to simplify both the

incidents and the motives of a drama and concentrate upon the

salient emotional moments of it. Verdi's heroine reasons less than

Dumas's, but is much more emotional and impulsive.

Verdi was very much alive to the dramatic developments of his

time, and there can be no doubt that he meant La Traviata to be

the contemporary musical equivalent of the play. At its first pro-

duction the opera was placed in the then present time, and one of

the reasons for its unfavourable reception is said to liave been the

revolt of the Italian audience against the unaccustomed spectacle

of operatic characters in contemporary costumes. It was found

necessary to put the period of the opera back to about 1700: and

perhaps this ante-dating of the subject reconciled some hearers to

the risky story. In modern productions the setting is always that of

the original place and period the Paris of the eighteen-forties.

As in the case of Rigohtto, Verdi and his librettist (Piave)

changed the names of all the characters; Marguerite became Vfo-

letta Valery, Armand Duval became Alfredo Germont, and Var-

ville became the Baron Douphol. Necessarily something of the

first heat of the music has died out of it in the course of time, and

the colours have faded, but we can still see how bent Verdi was

on painting to the life the feverish atmosphere in which Violetta

lived, and it takes only a slight effort of the imagination to realise

how exciting this nervous music must have been to the mid-cen-

tury audiences that heard it for the first time.
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The Prelude, short and simple as it is, has a programmatic sig-

nificance. It opens, adagio and double pianissimo, with a theme in

the minor that is associated later with Violetta's malady:

Adagio.
(o

This is succeeded by a broad cantabile melody:

Adagio .

(2) ml on* throughout'.

ZP==:^

which we shall meet with again later, it is Violetta's cry of love

for Alfredo.

When the curtain rises we see Violetta's salon in Paris, in which

a brilliant party is in progress. Violetta is with her guests, and she

makes, for a prima donna, a singularly modest vocal entry, for

the scene has hardly begun before we hear her, in a phrase that

lasts only a few bars, exhorting her guests to enjoy themselves to

the full The opening of the opera is not unlike that of Rigoletto;

the basis of the music is a succession of sparkling dance tunes, of

which the following are typical:

(3)

Allegro brillantissimo e molto vivace.

^m
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that form a background for the conversation. Among the guests

is Alfredo, who is presented to Violetta by his friend Gastone.

At the invitation of Violetta her guests seat themselves at the

supper-table, and, to the accompaniment of No. 4, Gastone tells

her of the romantic dumb devotion of this young man to her dur-

ing her late illness, when he came day after day to enquire about

her. Violetta asks him if the story is true, and he gravely admits

that it is. Gastone proposes a song by Alfredo for the delectation

of the company, and at the request of Violetta the young man,
who has a reputation as a singer, obliges.

His song:

Allegretto.

$ Li - bia

Fill high.L

mo, li - bia-mo no*

till wiihwine ev - 9

ry

lie - ti ca - 11- ci che la_ bel -

gob- let brim- ming,shallsj>ark-le^ with

i
- lez - za_ in - fio - ra,
ru -

A^
- /z^^ bright-ness,

is a toast in praise of wine, love, beauty, and the joy of life gen-

erally. The strain is taken up first by the chorus, then by Violetta,

who outdoes Alfredo in her expression of the philosophy of
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enjoying life as madly as possible while it lasts. From another

room comes the sound of a brilliant waltz, and Violetta suggests to

her guests that they shall join in the dance. She is leading the way
when suddenly she pauses, gives a little exclamation of pain, and

seems about to faint. To the accompaniment of the waltz

that, with its pendant:

(7 gva .

dominates the scene for some time now, her guests break out

into expressions of sympathy, while she endeavours to persuade
them and herself that it is nothing and will soon pass. She

asks them to leave her, assuring them that she will join them

shortly.

Left to herself, she is looking with alarm at her pallor in the

glass when Alfredo joins her. Greatly distressed, he urges her to

give up this wild life that is killing her, promising to help her to

any extent in his power. Violetta is touched by his solicitude; for



LA TRAVIATA

the first time she hears in a man's voice the accents of genuine af-

fection. She twits him light-heartedly for a time on the seriousness

of his professions, but with the gravity that is mostly characteris-

tic of him he assures her of the genuineness of his love:

Andante.

Un di fe - h - ce e - te * re

4 spark of rap-ture in - vis -' -

-a mi ba-le - na - ste in-nan -
ble Fell on this soul re - pin . -

He has loved her for a year, he says from the day when, though
as yet unknown to her, he felt himself penetrated by

"
that love

that is the very breath of the universe, love mysterious and pro-

found, at once the cross of the heart and its delight ":

di quell
1 a - mor, qaell' a - mor

of ten - der love. Yes/ a love

pal - pi - to

-quest-ton-ing,

This musical phrase recurs more than once as a motive in the

course of the opera, and special note should be taken of the later

part of the melody, with its expressive veiling of the harmony at

the word misterioso:
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(10)

[ ir JT

te
xnis-te-ri- o -

so, mis- te-ri-o -so al-

un-falt-ring e - ver, to nonewfan-cy

tf

*

m
gratia

-to - ro, CPO - oe, croce e de - li - zia,

rang - ing, Sad -ness with pleasure blend -ed,

If

Violetta replies that it would be better for him to leave her

and forget her, for she can offer him nothing but friendship ,
she is

incapable of a love on the heroic scale of his own.

In the windings and flutterings of her melody:
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we see again Verdi's attempt to paint her realistically as a creature

of whims, given up to feverish pleasures. While she is indulging

in these roulades, Alfredo, to the strain of No. 10, steadily main-

tains his protestations of love

The dialogue is broken in upon by Gastone, and the waltz

from the other room takes possession of the orchestra once more.

Violetta, in spite of herself, has been touched by Alfredo's affec-

tion While still laying it down that it shall be agreed between

them that he shall not speak to her of love, she gives him, at part-

ing, a flower, which, she coquettishly tells him, he can return to

her when it is faded. This, of course, he rightly takes to be an in-

vitation to call on her again on the morrow, and he leaves her with

a new hope in his heart

Violetta's guests now burst in en masse and take leave of her

in a long and bright ensemble, the burden of which is that as

dawn is breaking it is time that even such hardened pleasure-

seekers as they should go home to sleep, if only to fortify them-

selves for another night of pleasure.

Left alone, Violetta begins to think over the contrast between

her mode of life as typified in the chorus that has just ended and

the prospect of a calmer, sweeter existence held out to her by Al-

fredo. She has the remainder of the act to herself, and she oc-

cupies it in singing her aria
" Ah fors e lui," which is one of the

favourite show pieces of the coloratura soprano in the concert-

room as well as in the theatre. It is strange, she says in the prelim-

inary recitative, how Alfredo's words have struck home to her

hearf. Would it, after all, be so great a misfortune for her if she

were to fall seriously in love? For it would be delightful both to

love and to know herself loved, neither of which experiences has

yet been hers. Shall she throw away this possibility of quiet hap-

piness for the feverish follies of her present life? Perhaps, after

all, she says in the opening stages of the aria proper:
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Andantino.

Ah fors' e lui che 1'a - ni

Was this the man my fan - cy

ma so-hn-ga ne' tu - mul -
ti,

bright, Oft in the world in dreams e'er

j J ^
so - 1m - ga ne tu - mul - ti

paint-ed in hues of light ____ ?

this young man is he of whom, lonely among the flattering crowds

that surround her, she has long dreamed in fancy. She remembers

Alfredo's words describing the universality and mystery of love,

and she repeats them to herself to the musical phrases to which

he has already sung them (No. 9 and No. 10). As a child she had

dreamed of a pure and simple love, can it be that at last this is

to become incarnate ?

But a revulsion of feeling comes, and hastily and nervously

she puts the tempting dream aside. She is alone in Paris, with no

weapons but her beauty and her charm with which to fight the

world. She dare not allow herself to be weakened in the eternal

combat of the sexes; there is nothing for it but to plunge once

more into the giddy round of pleasure. To the former andantino

succeeds an allegro brillante:

Allegro brillante.

m
Sem-pre
Shall I

3=
11 - be - ra.

al - ways free ly

m
i - o fol -

leg
- gia - re dl gio-ja in

rang- ing, un the course of my ca-
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gio
-

Ja,

-reer,

in which she vows herself to the eternal pursuit of new and ever

new pleasures. From outside comes the voice of Alfredo, singing

once more the words and melodies of No. 9 and No. 10 Violetta

listens for a moment, then thrusts the sweet temptation aside once

more with a cry of
" Madness! Madness!

" and ignoring the sub-

tle appeal of Alfredo's emotion she delivers herself up to yet wilder

and wilder declarations that she means to be free to drain the

cup of pleasure in her own way.
Events have moved quickly between the first act and the sec-

ond, for when the curtain rises again we not only see Alfredo es-

tablished in the country house at Auteuil, near Paris, but we learn

from him that their idyll has already lasted long enough for the

first fever to have died out of it, to be succeeded by a phase of

calm contentment The lovers have been three months together

in their retreat, and for both of them the great world with its noisy

joys is hardly more than a curious memory.
In a quietly moving aria:

<"> Andante.

De' miei bol-len - ti spi - ri -ti

Calmd by her gen -tie ten- der sway

il gio
- va - ni - le ar-do - re

Pas - sion for-sakes its mad nessf

he tells how Violetta's love has tamed the turbulent passions of

his own youth His meditations are broken in upon by Violetta's

companion, Annina, who, we learn, has just come from Paris,

where she has been carrying out Violetta's commission to dispose
of her horses and other possessions in order to meet the heavy

expenses of the country house.
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There is still need of a thousand louis, Annina tells him, and Al-

fredo, warning her not to let Violetta know of his intentions, tells

her that he himself will go to Paris and raise this sum. This has

been the first revelation to him that he was living largely on the

bounty of Violetta, and the young man expresses his deep dissatis-

faction with himself in a passionate aria:

<> Allegro.

O_ mio
Oh grief/

ri - morso! oh ia-

oh, bit - tcr

-fa-mi-a! io _
a - go-ny! To m

- ro - re!

trust -

vis-siinta-le er

passion blvidly

When he has left, Violetta enters. She is a very different Vio-

letta now from the one we saw in the first act. She is quietly

dressed, has lost her hectic manner, and is not only more tranquil

in mind but seemingly in better bodily health. Learning that Al-

fredo has gone to Paris but will return by the evening, she begins

to read her correspondence, among which is a letter from one of

her former companions, Flora, inviting her to a dance. She smiles

as she assures us that they will await her in vain.

Just then her manservant, Giuseppe, enters with the news that

a visitor has called, and, believing him to be the Paris man of

affairs whom she is expecting, Violetta orders him to be admitted.

It turns out, however, to be Germont ptre. The dialogue between

the two runs on much th same lines as in Dumas's play, but, as

time presses on both the librettist and the composer, the action is

quickened and the various psychological motives telescoped, as

it were. Here Germont very quickly arrives at his suggestion that,

in order to secure the happy marriage of his dauxH'ur, Violetta

shall make the sacrifice of her own love.
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The suggestion brings up a touch of the old fever in Violetta,

and her music has the typically nervous quality characteristic ol

Verdi in a situation of this kind as she assures Germont that he

does not comprehend the immensity of the love that burns withir

her:

Vivace. ^
c i L-T r

*
g

NOB sa - pe - te

CfottWsV tto fe# /A*
qaa-le af-

iwW e -

-fet-to
mo -/ton,

vi-vo im-men - so m*ar de in*

All the an guisk and ike

pet
- to?

cra-ving,

Germont, who, thanks to Verdi, is a more sympathetic characte

than the Duval of La Dame aux Camillas, is touched by her evi

dent anguish, and grieves to have to inflict this blow on her.

To soften it, and to make the resolution easier for her, he hint

that Alfredo himself may possibly tire of her some day, when th

first heat shall have died out of his passion:

07)

Un di quan-do le ve -, ne-ri il

*S"oon as M fire of love ts <ftm, ^ndf

tern - po a-vra fu - ga - te, fla

cold neg-lect shall hurt thee, Think

pre-stoil
/ the

te.- dlo a

life thou
sor - ge - re,

-gatfstto him*
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(The reader will note, in the demi-semiquaver figures that end

almost each phrase of this aria, another phase of that curious ob-

session of Verdi's to which we drew attention several times in our

analysis of // Trovatore.) Partly because she admits to her-

self the possibility of this abandonment, partly out of sympathy
for the young girl in the way of whose happiness she sees

she is standing, Violetta consents to sacrifice herself, and Ger-

mont, deeply touched by the spectacle of her misery, breaks

in again and again upon her lamentations with a consoling

phrase that makes an admirable effect in performance:

Having dismissed Germont, Violetta dashes off a letter to

Flora, accepting the invitation, and sends for Annina She is

nerving herself to write another letter, explaining everything

to Alfredo, when the young man himself returns. He asks to

be allowed to see what she has been writing, but she manages
to put him off. He, for his own part, is distracted with troubles

of his own. He has had a severe letter from his father, whom
he is momentarily expecting to call on him here in Auteui'i.

Violetta declares that she will throw herself at Germont's

feet and implore him not to separate them, and she passionately
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calls upon Alfredo to assure her that he loves her. But why is

she weeping? he asks. She felt the need to weep, she replies,

but now, as he can see, she is smiling again. She will go and

wait for him among the flowers, where she will still be close to

him, as she leaves him she breaks out into a wild cry that is

the forerunner of the famous cry of Desdemona in the last act

of Otello:

ir
-do,

* r r
t'a

P
mo! A - ~ma -

^ m
-fre - do,qliant' io tfc-mo, quant* io

Ad-di ' o!t'a - mo,

(This will be recognised as the theme that has already been

used in the overture to the opera.)

Alfredo, left alone, is musing upon the depth of Violetta's

love, when Giuseppe enters hurriedly with the news that his

mistress has left, apparently for Paris, in her carriage, and that

Annina has preceded her. Alfredo has as yet no suspicion that

anything is wrong; he naturally connects Violetta's departure

with the liquidation of her affairs in Paris. But on the heels of
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Giuseppe comes a messenger with the fateful letter from Vio-

letta. His brain reels under the blow, turning round, he sees

his father, who has entered unobserved, and falls into his arms.

In an aria:

Di Pro -ven-zailmar,il suol chi dal

(From) landand wave ofdearProvenceWhathath

r r c t r

cor ti can -eel - lb9 chi dal
caused thy heart to roam * from the

cor ti can -eel - lb di Pro -

love that met thee there, From thy

- ven - za il mar, il suol?

fa -ther and thy home?

that, old-fashioned as its sentimentality is, never fails to make

its effect on an audience, the father implores his son to go

back with him to the fair land of Provence in which his child-

hood was spent, and begin the old happy life again in the bosom

of the reunited family. There is no room in Alfredo's mind,

however, for any thought but that of vengeance, for he attri-

butes Violetta's defection to the enticements of Baron Douphol.
A second appeal from the older Germont is no more effective

than the first; Alfredo has now found Flora's letter on Violetta's

writing-table, and, assuming that the latter will be at Flora's

party, he hastens away to Paris, followed by his distracted

father.

The second scene of this act takes place in Flora's drawing-

room. As the opera opened with a festive scene of much the

same kind, it was necessary for Verdi to avoid a mere repetition
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of this on the musical side. He accordingly has Flora arrange

a little entertainment for her guests, consisting of a chorus of

fortune-telling gipsies, followed by one of Spanish matadors;

these two choruses give the composer plenty of opportunity for

the display of local colour The chief occupation of Flora's guests

is gaming, and it is at one of the card-tables that the vital parts

of the action take place

Alfredo enters, somewhat to the surprise of the others, who

ironically compliment him on his self-possession. Later comes

Flora with Baron Douphol, who, seeing Alfredo, warns Violetta

not to engage in a single word with him.

As in the play, Alfredo has a long run of luck at cards, and he

loudly announces his intention of using the money to retire into

the country again with one who lately left him. Both Violetta

and the Baron, of course, hear his words, the former is greatly

agitated, while the latter goes to try his luck with Alfredo at cards.

Alfredo again wins, and offers his antagonist any satisfaction he

likes.

All see that a duel is impending between the two "
protectors

"

of Violetta, but for the moment the tension is relieved by the

departure of the guests for the supper-room. Violetta remains

behind in great agitation, and manages to detain Alfredo, whom
she begs to do all he can to avoid a conflict with the Baron. He
taunts her with the fear that he may kill her wealthy protector,

but she assures him that her anxiety is rather lest he himself shall

be slain. More urgently than ever she entreats him to leave the

house, but he will do this only on condition that she comes with

him. Tearfully she says that this is impossible; only lately she has

had to abandon him in order to keep a secret promise
Alfredo demands the name of the man to whom this promise

was given ;
Violetta will only say that it was one who had a com-

plete right to it. He asks her if it was Douphol, and she answers,
"
Yes." Seeing no way of escape from her difficulties except by

braving it out, she declares that she loves Douphol, whereupon

Alfredo, in blazing wrath, summons Flora and the guests from the

supper-room. He tells them of his love for Violetta, of his attempt
to rescue her from her former life, and of the financial obligations
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under which he had found himself to her; then, throwing his win-

nings at Violetta, he calls them all to witness that he has discharged

his debt.

They all cry shame upon him for his brutality, and the elder

Germont, who has just entered, heaps reproaches upon his son

for his indefensible action. In Alfredo a cold fit soon succeeds

the hot one, he is overwhelmed with remorse, his crime, he feels,

has been too monstrous for forgiveness.

The act ends with a big ensemble, in which each of the company

expresses at great length his own point of view. Musically the

mass of sound is imposing enough ,
but as they are all talking at

once it is difficult for the audience to make out what they are

saying. The majority are sympathetic to Violetta; Alfredo keeps

reiterating that he is consumed with remorse; Baron Douphol
threatens him with vengeance ,

the elder Germont declares that he

alone of all present knows all the beauty of Violetta's soul; while

Violetta herself almost the only one whose words are intelligible

to us assures Alfredo that some day he will know of the sacri-

fice she has made on his behalf, and the love that has prompted it.

The orchestral Introduction to the third act is one of the best

specimens of Verdi's expressive writing in his middle period.

It opens with the tenuous motive (No. i) that we have already
associated with the malady of Violetta. A sweet sadness breathes

through the melodies and harmonies that follow, and at the end

of the Introduction a series of broken descending phrases:

-*-

if

y * r
fc

depicts realistically the ebbing tide of Violetta's life.

I
7

f
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The action takes place in the modest apartment in Paris which

Violetta, sick and apparently abandoned by most of her friends,

has for some time occupied. The curtains are drawn when the

scene opens, but Violetta, learning from Annina that it is seven

o'clock in the morning, orders a little daylight to be let in. Annina

tells her that Dr. Grenvil is here, and Violetta rises to greet this

good and faithful friend
;
her feeble steps are accompanied by the

vacillating No. 2 1 in the orchestra.

The doctor exhorts her to be of good courage, for she will soon

be convalescent; but with a sad smile she tells him she knows this

is only one of the pious fictions with which doctors try to console

their patients. To Annina, when he is leaving, the doctor quietly

announces that Violetta is so far gone in consumption that she

has only a few hours to live.

Violetta hears festive noises in the street, and from Annina she

learns that it is the Carnival. And at once she thinks of the poor

and the suffering. Finding that there are still twenty louis in her

purse, she bids Annina take ten and distribute them among the

poor for the remainder will be ample for her.

Annina having left her, Violetta turns to her letters. Among
them is one from the elder Germont, which she reads aloud:

" You
have kept your word. . . . The duel took place. . . . The Baron

was wounded, but is now recovering. . . . Alfredo is abroad; I

have told him of your sacrifice, and he will come to you to beg

forgiveness. ... I also . . . Get well again; you deserve a

better future." The reading of the letter is accompanied softly in

the orchestra by the two Love motives (No. 9 and No. 10).

She waits and waits, says Violetta sadly, but they do not come!

She looks at herself in the mirror, and is shocked at the ravages
her illness has made in her. Sadly she bids farewell to the beautiful

dreams of the past:

(*) Andante mosso.

Ad - di - o,

All fa - ded
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-ga-to.
fancies

bei

/_
io-gni_ ri

thought once were

The desire for life and love surges up in her for a moment, but

sorrowfully she recognises that it is useless now to cherish such

a hope. She will soon die the death of the despised and forgotten

no mourning friends, no tears, no flowers upon her coffin, no

cross upon her tomb.

As her voice dies away in a mere thread of tone, a bacchanalian

chorus breaks in from the street; and when the revellers have

moved on, Annina enters, and excitedly asks Violetta, if she is

strong enough to bear good news, to prepare herself for an unex-

pected pleasure.

Violetta realises that Alfredo is there, and the next moment she

is in his arms. They pour out their love and remorse to each other,

and, health seeming to revive in Violetta, she enters joyously into

his plans for a new life together in the country. They will say fare-

well to Paris:

Dolcissimo.

Pa - ri -
gi, o ca -

ra,

CharmingPa- ris, once so che-rishfy

noi la-see - re - mo,
we now will leave

la vita u -

Our lo& in

ni - ti tra - scor - re re mo,
u - nton we no more needgrieve, .
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and Violetta, to the same strain, echoes his belief in the brightness

of their future.

Violetta would go to church with Alfredo, to give thanks for his

return; but when she tries to walk she collapses once more.

Bravely she tries to master her weakness, but a second attempt

to raise herself ends in a more pitiful collapse than before; and

Alfredo, greatly alarmed, sends Annina for the doctor, Violetta re-

peating the command and adding,
"
Tell him that Alfredo has re-

turned, and that I want to live again." To Alfredo, however, she

softly confesses that hope has abandoned her.

With a last feverish effort she appeals to God not to let her

die so young, just when she is so near to happiness:

m &
gio-vi

- ne io che pe-na-toho tan - to!

die so yaung,tho' long andsore my an-gui$h!

and Alfredo mingles his tears and appeals with hers.

At the conclusion of their duet the elder Germont enters, and

takes Violetta to his breast as a daughter. She tells him and the

doctor that it is now too late, and Germont, seeing that she is

indeed doomed, reproaches himself bitterly for all he has done

to her. She calls Alfredo to her and gives him a miniature of her-

self, showing her as she was in healthier and happier days. This he

is to give to the modest maiden he will some day marry, and tell

her that Violetta, among the angels, is praying for her and him.

The Love motive (No. 9) peals out softly in the orchestra once

more. The consumptive has a last sweet illusion of new life cours-

ing through her veins, she gives a great cry of
"
Oh, I shall live

again! Oh joy!
" and falls back dead. Somewhat inexplicably,

Verdi does not set Dumas's final words, but contents himself

with a rather conventional little ensemble.
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first in order of composition of Verdi's operas to

JL keep the stage to our day was Rigoletto, written when

Verdi was nearing his fortieth year. Less than two years later

came // Trovatorc, the work with which his reputation as the

leading Italian composer of the day was established beyond

dispute.

Verdi found the subject for his new work in a drama. El

Trovador, by the Spanish writer Gutierrez. He seems to have met

with this about 1850, before he had become acquainted with the

play of Victor Hugo's from which he drew the plot of Rigoletto;

but it was not until after that work was off his hands that he turned

his attention seriously to the Spanish subject

His librettist on this occasion was Cammarano, but Verdi him-

self, as usual, had a good deal to say in the matter. He suggested

various alterations in Cammarano's book, and it is to kis own
keen sense of the stage that we owe what is not only one of the

most striking situations in // Trovatore but one of the most telling

effects in all Italian opera the union of Leonora's voice with that

of Manrico in the Miserere scene.

It was more especially the very original character of Azucena,

with its mixture of fanatical love and equally fanatical hatred, that

fascinated Verdi
, indeed, it was mainly owing to the difficulty of

finding a singer to come up to his ideal for this part that he hesi-

tated for a while as to the choice of a theatre for the first pro-

duction. By this time Verdi, of course, had open to him any opera
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house in Italy, to say nothing of Paris and London. Venice had

asked for a new opera from him, but Venice had no singer who
came up to his requirements for // Trovatore.

For the part of Manrico he wanted a tenor of exceptional power
and brilliancy of tone; while for Azucena he desired a contralto

of a peculiarly deep, sombre colour that should also be capable
of expressing passion when required. He at last found his various

ideals, or something approaching them, in Rome
,
and so it was at

the Apollo Theatre, Rome, that the work was first given, on igth

January, 1853.

It was a great success from the first; by the end of 1854 Paris

had produced it, and in May 1855 it appeared at Covent Garden,
where it laid solidly the foundations of Verdi's great popularity

in England. // Trovatore, however, did not make its way without

a good deal of severe criticism. The unredeemed gloom of Verdi's

mind and his insistence on rather crude horrors, which had already

been evident in several other works of his, were not to everyone's

taste. The effect of these features of his operas has faded a good
deal with familiarity and the passage of the years; but we can

guess that they must have been rather strong tobacco for the

people who met with them for the first time.

There was a good deal of violence in Verdi's musical style also,

which shocked the easy-going audiences who had been used to

the paler music of the majority of his Italian predecessors and

contemporaries. He was regarded by many good souls as likely to

achieve the complete ruin of Italian opera; no one could foresee

that this rather crude-minded man of forty, whose art seemed to

be one long-drawn-out spasm, would develop, in another twenty

years or so, into the sensitive artist of the finer parts of Aida, and

then into the master who gave the world the noble Otello and the

supremely delicate Falstaff.

Henry F. Chorley, the musical critic of the Athenceum, who

was a much abler man in his line than he is credited with being

by people of to-day who have never read a single page of him,

probably expressed the average critical opinion of the time when

he said that
"
there is a mixture of grandeur in portions of Signor
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Verdi's operas, alternated with puerilities, which is impossible to

be outdone in its triteness and folly." He pointed out how the im-

pression made by Verdi's music on the English public when Ernani

was produced in London (in 1845) nad gradually weakened when

it became evident that in the three operas that followed Na-

bucco, I Lombardiy and / due Foscari
"
the strain and violence

were repeated."
"

It became obvious," he continues,
"
that the new composer

relied on effect, not sound knowledge; that he preferred ferocious

and gloomy stories; that rant, in short, was the expression most

congenial to his genius. In his earlier operas this vigour was borne

out by a naked ferocity of instrumentation, which had a certain

attraction when it was heard for the first time." Chorley went on

to point out that Verdi had obviously made earnest attempts to

vary his idiom and to temper the crudenesses of it, but, he con-

cludes,
"
the style to which he has chosen to cling and abide, the

style of a bad musical time, ill wrought out in Italy, has remained

essentially the same in all spasmodic, tawdry, untruthful, de-

pending on musical effects of a lower order and coarser quality

than those of any Italian predecessor."

While taking the view that Verdi
"

is generally the most un-

tender of Italians, past, present, (let it be hoped) to come/'

Chorley does justice to the best parts of II Trovatore, and de-

cides that
"
Signor Verdi is not, however, to be disdained, as a

shallow or perversely insincere man should be It is evident

howsoever incomplete may have been his training, howsoever

mistaken his aspirations must have proved, and thought to have

been and to be that he has aspired." Further, "what there is

good in his music betokens a certain elevation of instinct and am-

bition, with most paltry musical culture, working with poor execu-

tants, and during an epoch of artistic decay
"

Later, Chorley

spoke of 77 Trovatore as
"
the work in which his best qualities

are combined, and in which indications scattered throughout

earlier productions present themselves in the form of their most

complete fulfilment."

All tbis is not, in essence, unjust. But Chorley did not think the
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work would live, because, good as the music was of its type, the

libretto was an impossible one; most people in the theatre failed,

it seems, to get the hang of the story, which is hardly to be won-

dered at. Chorley was wrong on this point, however; the inco-

herence of the plot and the violence of the situations have not

stood in the way of the survival of // Trovatore. The fact is that

its faults are the faults of genius a genius, it is true, that had

not yet quite understood and tamed itself, but that went to its

goal with a vigour and a certainty that were beyond any other

Italian opera composer of the time

The scene of the opera is laid in Spain. There is no overture

merely a roll in the drums, a wild outburst in octaves in the

orchestra, and then a horn call, the whole occupying only twenty
bars. Then the curtain rises, showing a vestibule in the Palace of

Aliaferia, in which household the Count di Luna obviously holds

some office the nature of which is not made clear to us. We gather

later that Leonora is also located in the Palace, as companion to

the Queen.

There is a good deal in the story of II Trovatore that is not

made clear by the stage action, but only by way of narration on

the part of someone or other
,
while there are sundry little points

jn the plot upon which we have to exercise our powers of conjec-

ture. At the back of the stage, soldiers are walking up and down,

while near the doorway at the side are a number of the Count's

retainers, seemingly guarding the place against a mysterious

Troubadour who of late has been serenading Leonora from the

garden.

The Count himself is in love with Leonora, and spends the

night watching beneath her window, rent asunder, as the chorus

assures us, by jealousy. The retainers themselves are on the point

of falling asleep under the strain of their vigil, and have to be

roused by Ferrando, the Count's trusted man. They ask Ferrando

if he will not tell them, in order to keep them awake, the story

of the Count's brother Garzia. One would have thought that every-

body within fifty miles of the place would have known it by this

time, for the tragic misfortune of the Count's household could
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hardly have been kept a secret from the whole countryside ,
but

perhaps the retainers are kindly feigning ignorance of the matter

in order that we in the audience may be told what is necessary for

our comprehension of the coming drama.

The soldiers join in the request of the retainers, and Ferrando

begins his story in an easy conversational tone. The former Count

di Luna, it appears, had two children, both boys; the nurse of

the younger used to sleep by the cradle. One fine morning she woke

up and found a sinister-looking old gipsy-woman gazing at the

child:

Allegretto

Swar-thy and threat-en-ing, a gip- sy
Ab-liet-ta zm-ga-ra, fo - sea ve -

ES ^
wo-man

-gliar-da
f

Bear- ing of fiend -ish art

Cm- ge - va \ sim- bol-i,

sym - bols

dt ma -
hu-man,
ar -da,

In this narration of Ferrando's we already meet with a marked

peculiarity of Verdi's style at this epoch the tendency to repeat

a melodic formula ad infinituni. Having written the group of four

semiquavers shown in the third bar of our quotation, he is obsessed

by it for the remainder of the song It is seen again in the following

typical phrase*

Spell
- bound

D'or - for

the
com

nurse
- fres -

watcKd
sa

^
and in this!

at first the bel-dame hoar - y,

^_ com-fres-sa e la nu - in ce
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fs)

And quick - er than now I can
Jtf ec - co, t'n _we - wo

tell you the
lab - bro il

sto - ry,
di - ce> t

f f c g ir E J
1

r E f
'

?er - vants of the cas-tle one and all came
ser - vi t i ser-vt ac-cor-ro -no, i ser-vi ao

r c
has-ten-ing to her as - sist-ance,

- cor- ro - no in quel-l& so -glie;

The shrieks of the nurse, it seems, had brought the servants,

who, with threats and curses, drove the gipsy away. The old

woman made the excuse that she had merely come to cast the

infant's horoscope; but the fact was that from that day he sick-

ened. At this the chorus make appropriate signs of horror. Re-

suming his discourse, Ferrando tells them that the sorceress was

pursued, captured, and burnt at the stake Her daughter, however,

escaped, and with her disappeared the child. Ferrando has no doubt

that the gipsy, for revenge, had burnt him to death, for next morn-

ing a heap of calcined bones was found in the remains of the

pyre.
" And what about the father?

"
ask the listeners. Ferrando tells

them that the old Count had never been able to get it out of his

mind that his child was still alive, and on his deathbed he made

his other son take an oath to search without intermission for his

lost brother. Of the witch who took the child, nothing has been

seen or heard from that fatal day. It is the one object of the

faithful Ferrando's life to find and punish her; and long ago as

the affair happened, he is certain he would know her again if he

saw her.
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But he has still more horrors in store for his fascinated audi-

ence. It seems that the spirit of the burnt gipsy still haunts the

place; when the night is dark it hovers about in all sorts of un-

earthly shapes sometimes on the housetops, in the form of a

hoopoe or an owl, sometimes in that of a crow. A servant of the

old Count who had struck the woman had died in terror. She

visited his room in the shape of an owl and stared at him; at

midnight a savage howl was heard, and the poor man went mad.

Just then, when seemingly the listeners' nerves can stand no more,

a bell in the Palace strikes twelve, and all join in a cry of
" A

curse upon the witch!
" Then the servants take up their position

by the door once more, the soldiers retiring to the back of the

stage.

The scene now changes to the garden of the Palace, on the

right is a marble staircase. The moon is shining. Leonora, fol-

lowed by Inez, her confidante, enters by way of the staircase.

Inez is trying to recall her mistress to a sense of her duty; the

Queen has been desiring her attendance. Leonora, however, can

think and talk of nothing but the pain of passing another night

without seeing the serenader who has made so romantic an

impression on her.

As it is necessary for the audience to know something of this

personage, Leonora, in response to a request from Inez, obligingly

tells the story of how she first met him. It was at a tournament,

at which there had entered a knight in sombre armour, whom no

one knew, for there was no device on his shield. He overthrew

all the other knights, and it fell to Leonora's lot to place the

wreath of victory on his brow. Then civil war broke out in the

land, and she saw him no more. She mourned him for a time, and

then a strange thing happened. One night a voice, accompanied

by a lute, serenaded her from the garden, murmuring her name
,

running to the porch, she recognised in the melodious Troubadour

the knight of the tourney. The melody of Leonora's solo is typical

of Verdi at this period:
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No star shone on theheavYi-ly vaultt In

Ta-cea la, not-te $la - ci -da. e

si-lenceall was sleep -ing,
lei - la in ciel se - re-no;

Inez fears that trouble will come of all this, and implores Leonora

to forget the Troubadour; but Leonora assures her that that is

impossible; and she breaks out into the brilliant cabaletta that in

those days was the almost indispensable ending to a slow aria:

The love myheart o'er- flow -
Di ta-lea-mor che d\r -

-ing, Noearth-lywordeanfen. ~
si matpub dal-la J>a*ro -

der.
-

la,

The burden of her song, which affords plentiful opportunities
for the display of vocal technique, is the unchanging fidelity of

her heart to the still unknown singer. Inez expresses the pious

wish that Leonora may never regret it, and the pair ascend the

steps into the Palace.

A few bars of slow and solemn music are heard in the orchestra,

and the Count di Luna appears. He has come into the garden, as

usual, to indulge himself in the luxury of thinking about Leonora,
whose light he sees in her window. After a short recitative, in

which he announces his resolution to see her, he is about to ascend

the staircase when he hears the sound of a harp preludising.

Soon the Troubadour's voice is heard, in a short but melodious

apostrophe to Leonora:
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Nought up-on earth is left.

J)e - ser-to sul - la ter

me, Pate of all joy hath be

Col no de - sti - no in

- reft me, But one heart firm and

ra f E so "la spe-meim

A A A A^
pure, but one heart firm and pure,
cor, E so- la spe-vne un cor,

$
but one heart firm and pure
E so - la sfe-me nn cor,

de-sires the

un cor al

Trou - ba - dour.

Tro - va - /or.

The Count is at first a little apprehensive, but finally jealousy

and rage get the upper hand of him. He wraps himself up closely

in his cloak as Leonora rushes out from the Palace with a cry of

delight, and, making a mistake that is pardonable in the bad

light, throws herself into the Count di Luna's arms instead of

those of the Troubadour. This is one of several little things in the

stage action that are apt to perplex the spectator who is seeing

the opera for the first time.

Even the Troubadour, who is concealed among the trees, does

not all at once quite get the true sense of the situation. It wrings

from him a reproachful
"
Ah, unfaithful one!

" The familiar

voice, coming from an unexpected quarter, makes Leonora pause ,

and just then the moon comes through the clouds and reveals a
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knight with closed visor. Leonora now recognises her mistake, and,

leaving the Count, throws herself at the feet of Manrico, whom
she assures of her eternal devotion. The Troubadour accepts

her assurances, while the indignant Count, breathing ven-

geance, demands that his mysterious rival shall make himself

known. Raising his visor, the Troubadour declares himself to be

Manrico.

The Count is astonished at his audacity in appearing there, for

this Manrico, being in league with Urgel, the enemy of the State,

has been proscribed and a price has been put upon his head.

Manrico tauntingly dares the Count to call his guards and have

him arrested, and the Count angrily assures him that the hour

of his doom has arrived. He orders the Troubadour to follow him

that he may punish him with his own hands, and he gives expres-

sion to his rage and hatred in a short aria in which once more we

see Verdi's tendency to repeat a melodic figure:

<7) ~ - - ^-^: L *
i as

f r r if
Ra - ging flames in my breast are

Pi ge - lo so a - mar sfrex

the group of four quavers shown in bar 4 being repeated in phrase

after phrase In the trio that follows, Leonora exultingly confesses

her love for Manrico, while the latter hurls back the Count's

threats in his teeth. Finally the two men rush out with drawn

swords, while Leonora falls fainting to the ground.

The second act shows us a gipsy encampment in the Biscayan

mountains. Inside a ruin, by a fire, Azucena is seated; on a low

couch by her side lies Manrico, wrapped in his cloak, his helmet

at his feet, his sword in his hand. Scattered about the stage are

gipsies engaged in their various avocations, the girls dancing, the

men working at the forge. The strong and piquant local colour of
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this scene, which was something novel in the middle of the nine-

teenth century, made a great impression on the audiences of the

time. A supposedly gipsy strain, plentifully bestrewn with trills,

is first of all heard in the orchestra:

This is followed by another piquant melody, to which a gipsy

colouring is given by means of the triangle:

Then the men of the chorus, accompanying their song at times

with their hammers, break out into the famous Anvil Chorus, the

rude energy and sheer noise of which must have been rather

startling to the more classical-minded opera-goers of the

eighteen-fifties-

See how the dark-ness of night dis -

Fe - di! le fo- schenot-tur - ne

T solves a - way when the sun-light fromheavn des

sfo-glie de' etc -It sve-ste Itm-rnen- sa

- eend-eth,
vol-ta:

Later there comes a vigorous melody:
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gior - nt

in which the women join with the men. The burden of the song is

the solace brought into the male gipsies' life by the company of

the female of the species. The women pour out wine for the men,
and the racy, bouncing chorus is repeated.

All this while Azucena has been oblivious of what has been

going on about her. Huddled over the fire, she is brooding upon
the past; never does the memory of her mother's dreadful fate

leave her, and in spite of her love for Manrico, who, as the specta-

tor has probably already guessed, is the missing son of the old

Count di Luna, the dominant passion of Azucena's strange nature

is revenge.

The psychological motives, it must be confessed, are not made

absolutely clear. It is a little difficult to understand why, having

reared Manrico from childhood simply as an instrument by which

she may consummate her vengeance upon the house of di Luna,

Azucena should have allowed herself to develop for him an af-

fection like that of a mother for her own child; nor again why,

feeling this affection as she does, she should still be willing to sacri-

fice him for the sake of the old blood-feud. However, in opera we

must perhaps not enquire too closely into things of this kind.

At present Azucena's mind is occupied with the vision of her

mother at the stake; this is the subject of the song into which

she now breaks, at first in a quiet voice, as if talking to herself, the

other gipsies gathering round her:

Fierce flames, are

Stri -de
"

la vam
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the cru - el mul - ti - tude
la fol-lain-do - mi-ta

(Note once more the obsession of the little figure shown in bar 3.)

In her mind's eye she sees again every detail of the terrible

scene the leaping flames, the spectators drunk with blood-lust,

the victim dragged out roughly among the curses of the crowd,

the rough tieing of the old woman to the stake, and the ferocious

glee of her executioners as she perished in the flames. The chorus

comment mournfully upon her story, and Azucena, turning to-

wards Manrico, sings in an impressive undertone her mother's

final words,
"
Avenge thou meJ "

a mysterious saying that

Manrico has often heard from her lips but has never been able

to understand. The incident passes by, and the normal life of the

camp is resumed. One of the gipsies tells the others that now the

day has broken it is time for them to go forth and seek their bread

in the neighbouring village, and the chorus, putting away their

tools, go out singing the melody of the Anvil Chorus (No. n).
We now come upon another of those explanatory interludes in

which, through the peculiar construction of the libretto, 11 Trova-

tore is so rich. It would be natural to assume that Manrico, as a

member of the tribe since his childhood, knows the remainder of

the story by now; but as the audience does not yet know it, it is

necessary for him to ask Azucena to enlighten him on the subject,

which she proceeds to do, giving an air of verisimilitude to the

affair by explaining that it is Manrico's frequent absence at the

wars that has kept him in ignorance of the matter until now.

She tells him of what lay behind the story she had only hinted

at in her song how her mother had been charged with sorcery

and with laying the evil eye upon the old Count's son. They burnt

her, she says, on the very spot on which Manrico is now standing

and the young man starts away with an exclamation of horror

When they dragged her mother in chains to the stake, Azucena

with her own little son in her arms, had followed weeping. Th<

brutal guards had made it impossible for her to speak to hei
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mother, and all that the latter could say was the
"
Avenge thou

me f
"
that has haunted her from that day to this.

" And did you avenge her?
"
asks Manrico.

"
I stole the Count's

child," replies Azucena;
"

I brought him to this spot, where the

pyre was still burning." But when the child burst into exhausted

weeping, pity overcame her. Then once more the dreadful sight

at the stake filled her mind; she lost her reason, and in the flames

she saw her victim burning; but when she looked around her she

saw not her own child but that of the hated Count; her own

had perished, and it was she who had thrown him into the flames!

Manrico gives a cry of horror, and Azucena finishes her story in

a kind of brooding wail:

(13)

<!ay no more, the re

chto - me sen . to drix

psi
- mem - brance is death, I can no
- tar - si an -cor! drix - xar-sian-

ore, I can no more,
-cor/ drix - zar - st an - corf

in which we realise how necessary it is that the player of the part
should have in her voice the deep, rich, dark contralto tones that

Verdi so desired. Azucena falls down exhausted, and Manrico for

a while is dumb with horror and amazement.

In any other environment but that of Italian opera one would

have expected Manrico by this time to leap to the inevitable con-

clusion. All he does, however, is to ask,
" But am / not thy son?

Who, then, am I?
" Azucena staves off his curiosity with a curt
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" Thou art my son!
" and though Manrico would ask her further

questions, she closes the discussion with an evasive remark to the

effect that when she recalls the circumstances of her mother's

death her mind becomes confused, and foolish words rise to her

lips. Has he not always found her a tender mother? To her he

owes his life, for when he was left for dead by his comrades in

the fight at Pelilla did she not bring him back to life and heal his

wounds?

Manrico proudly recalls the historic fight, and how, though

stricken down by many wounds, they were all in his breast; he

alone of the thousands there that day had kept his face turned to

the enemy. That was the day the cruel Count di Luna had fallen

upon him with his troops, and though he fell, he fell like a hero.

In single combat between the two men, Manrico had had the

Count at his mercy. Why did he spare him, then? Azucena asks.

Manrico a good psychological point, this does not really

know; all he remembers is that some feeling stronger than him-

self withheld his arm when he might have struck the fatal blow:

(w)

I as - sanlt - ed, He feeb - ly de -

Mai reg-gen- do '

all* a - sfroas-

fend - ed , At mjr . mer - cy the

sal -to, ei gia toe - co \l

^s* if r M
lay ex - tend - ed.

lo a - ve - a.

Azucena regrets this clemency, and exhorts Manrico, if ever he

should have the Count at his mercy again, to be pitiless and strike

him to the heart. This Manrico promises to do.

Just then a prolonged horn call is heard behind the scenes, it

is the signal for a message from Manrico's trusty follower, Ruiz,

The messenger enters with a letter. While Azucena, still absorbed
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in her gloomy memories, sits unconscious of everything about

her, Manrico reads the letter, which conveys two pieces of in-

formation to him first, that the Prince, his master, orders him
to come at once to defend the fortress of Castellor, which has just

been captured; the second, that Leonora, who has been told that

Manrico has died of his wounds, is about to forswear the world

and enter a convent.

Manrico, greatly agitated by the latter news, sends the mes-

senger in hot haste to saddle his horse, puts on his helmet and

snatches his cloak, and is on the point of leaving Azucena without

explanation when she appeals to his love for her and the memory
of all she has done for him as a mother. To a vigorous melody:

(15)

4
Let me go, no more de

Un mo - men - to pub in - vo

la

he replies that he must fly at once to Leonora, and in spite of her

efforts to detain him he makes his exit in hot haste.

It appears that the Count di Luna has also heard of Leonora's

resolution to take the veil, for in the next scene, which takes place

at night outside the convent, we find him, Ferrando, and others

of his followers concealed as far as possible in their cloaks. We
learn from the Count's conversation with Ferrando that when the

news of Manrico's death came he thought he was at last sure of

Leonora, but she had sprung upon him a fresh pretext for refus-

ing him her hand her intention to enter the cloister. But he

swears in his usual violent way that he will not give her up, and

he describes his passion in the celebrated aria
"

II balen ":
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In the light of her sweet glan-ces, Joy ce-

// ba-len delsuo sor-n - so d'u- na

-les-tial beam-eth up- on me;
stel-la vin- ce il rag - gto;

that was probably the most universally popular operatic melody
of the middle of the nineteenth century; everybody sang or

whistled it, every barrel-organ played it.

After he has assured the universe again and again that one

glance from Leonora, and that alone, could dissipate the tempest
that rages in his heart, a bell is heard inside the convent. It an-

nounces the coming celebration of the rite that is to remove
Leonora from the world of men. The now desperate Count de-

clares that he will seize her before she can reach the altar. He bids

Ferrando and the others conceal themselves among the trees,

which they proceed to do, singing the while, sotto voce, a little

chorus assuring him of their swiftness and secrecy. The Count

pours out his feelings in a vigorous aria, declaring once more that

he will allow no one to take Leonora from him, and the chorus,
at appropriate moments, echo his sentiments.

A chorus of nuns is now heard, singing to Leonora of the sad

deceptions of the world that she is about to give up, and the peace
that awaits her in the convent, where no temptation can assail

her. Between the stanzas of their song the Count and his concealed

followers break in with hectic assurances that never shall Leonora

belong to anyone but him.

At last Leonora enters, accompanied, of course, by Inez, who
is lamenting that she is to be for ever parted from her mistress.

The sorrowful Leonora tells her that her trust now is in Heaven

alone, and she is just about to pass through the convent gates
when the Count rushes forward and tells her that "the only altar

she shall approach is that of Hymen." He has scarcely had time to

announce to the astonished Leonora his intention of carrying her
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off when the Troubadour also appears. Leonora, almost fainting,

falls into the arms of the lover whom she had believed to be dead,

and voices her ecstasy in a short snatch of song:

be-heve the
E deg - gio e fos - so

fcV EJ g
frp Cj" y

g^ <f J fl
g|. ji

vis - ion blest, And art them here \e-
cre - der-lo, Ti veg-goa me d'ac-

fcfem.
- side me!
- can - to!

the broken melody of which suggests vividly, in the true Verdian

style, the palpitations of her heart. The Troubadour and the

Count hurl defiances at each other, and a brilliant ensemble is

built up, in which, in addition to the three principals, Inez, Fer-

rando, the followers of the Count, and the nuns all join.

The pace and the temperature of the music increase. Ruiz enters

with the news that Urgel has been victorious, and the Troubadour

is about to lead Leonora away when the maddened Count draws

his sword and attacks him. The Count is disarmed by Ruiz and

the others, and can express his rage only in a passionate cry of

hatred. The scene looks like ending in a conventional ensemble;

but Verdi has still a card up his sleeve. After the whole company
have united their voices once more he suddenly silences them,

and after a pause the voice of Leonora steals in with a tender

reminiscence of her song of happiness when she fell into Manrico's

arms.

In the interval between the second act and the third we are to

suppose that Manrico has brought Leonora with him to the for-

tress of Castellor that he has been ordered to defend. We see the

towers of the fortress in the distance; the stage itself is occupied

by the Count di Luna's camp, conspicuous in which is the Count's
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own tent, from the top of which a banner is floating. The soldiers

are engaged in various occupations, some polishing up their

weapons, others finding consolation for the hardships of a soldier's

life in dice.

Ferrando tells them that the Count means to attack Castellor

the following day, if they succeed in taking it, the booty, he can

promise them, will be rich. The soldiers demand only to be led to

the combat, and express their martial spirit in a bouncing chorus

that was also one of the delights of our grandfathers:

Cla - n-ons blow-ing and Ira - gles re -

Squil- h t e cheg-gt la from-ba guer-

<

-sound-ing Call us forth to the fight and to

- rie - ra t chiarmiall'ar- mf,al-la $

glo - ry,
-sal -

to,

The Count enters, a prey, as usual, to the most hectic emotions;
he is torn between the madness of his love for Leonora and rage
at the thought that she is at present in the arms of his hated rival.

He is just calling Heaven and men to witness that very soon he

will separate them when a confused noise is heard "
off," and

Ferrando enters with the news that the soldiers have come upon a

wandering gipsy who, as soon as she caught sight of them, had

tried to escape. Suspecting her to be one of the enemy's spies, they

captured her, and have brought her to the camp as a prisoner. So

far Ferrando himself has not seen the woman
,
he has only been

told of the affair.

The commotion draws nearer, and at last Azucena, her hands

tied, is dragged in by some of the soldiers; she is resisting vigor-

ously and calling for help. She is brought before the Count, who

interrogates her sternly. Where is she going? he asks. She replies
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that she does not know, for it is the way of the gipsy to be always

in movement, with the sky above for tent and all the world for

country.
" Whence do you come? "

the Count asks.
" From Bis-

cay," she answers a reply that sets something stirring uneasily

in the Count's mind, for at the back of it always is the dreadful

story of the burning of his brother by the witch.

Ferrando too finds a sinister suspicion creeping into his mind.

This suspicion deepens as Azucena tells them that she is travelling

in search of a dearly loved son who has left her. Has she lived

long among the Biscay mountains, the Count asks her. Yes, a

long time, replies Azucena. Then does she remember an event

that happened some fifteen years before the death of the

young son of the Count ? Taken by surprise, Azucena stammers,

"And thou who art thou?
" "I am his brother," replies the

Count

Azucena anxiously denies that she has ever heard the story and

is hoping that they will release her, when Ferrando bursts out that

this is the very woman who committed the crime of fifteen years

before. She denies it, but the Count, also convinced, furiously

orders the guard to bind her more tightly. In her despair she cries

out,
" And thou comest not, O Manrico, my son, to the aid of thy

unhappy mother* " The discovery that he now has in his hands

the mother of his detested rival is a great joy -to the Count.

Azucena turns on them in savage defiance and invokes the venge-

ance of Heaven upon them, they in their turn heap objurgations on

the head of one who has been guilty of the double crime of mur-

dering the Count's brother and being the mother of the Trouba-

dour Finally, she is led away by the soldiers, the Count and

Ferrando enter the tent, and the curtain falls.

The next scene of this act takes place in a hall in the fortress

of Castellor. Manrico and Leonora are about to be united, but

the latter cannot shake herself free of the terrors of the situation.

At daylight, Manrico tells her, he is expecting the assault of the

Count's army: he hopes to be victorious, but if, he assures her in

an expressive aria, he should fall, their souls will meet again in

heaven. The second half of the aria:
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My dy- ingbreath shall fly tothee And
Ira que-ghe e-stre-mi a-ne -li-tt, a

j. c c fi
bear my fond and last fare-well, Be-
te il fen-sierver- ra, ver-rd, e
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-yond the sky I wait for thee, While

so - lo in ciel pre- cc - der - /* la

thou on earth
mor-te a me

has a peculiar soft charm
,

it reminds us in a curious way of some

of Sullivan's melodies.

An organ in the chapel strikes in with a few solemn chords, and

on their way to the chapel Leonora and Manrico blend their as-

pirations and their oaths of eternal love in a short duet. This is

interrupted by Ruiz, who enters in haste with the news that

Azucena has been captured by the enemy and is to be burnt in

the pyre that has already been lighted for her, and that can be

seen from the window of the hall.

The music becomes feverishly excited as Manrico tells Leonora

that the gipsy is his mother Making a desperate effort to collect

his scattered senses, he sends Ruiz out to collect his men
;
then he

breaks into the famous aria
" Di quella pira

"
that has been a

favourite show-piece for more than seventy years with the tenors

who can believe themselves equal to its difficulties-

(20)
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The literal sense of the opening lines is,
" The dreadful flames of

this pyre inflame my every fibre
"

;
and the aria is in part a dec-

laration of Manrico's resolution to rescue his mother and wreak

vengeance on her captors, in part a passionate farewell to Leonora.

The music is full of the pounding energy characteristic of Verdi,

and the melody once more shows his peculiar tendency to keep

repeating a figure the four semiquavers shown in bars 2 and 4

of our quotation reappear in one phrase after another.

Robust or robustious Italian tenors are in the habit of

ending the ana with a mighty high C from the chest, which is

always sure to bring the house down. There is no warrant in the

score, however, for this display of virtuosity and vanity. Verdi did

not want the action to be interrupted at this crucial point by ap-

plause, however well the singer may deserve it. The moment

Manrico has finished, his soldiers, who have returned with Ruiz,

break in on the scene with a vigorous cry of
" To arms!

" Above

the mass of choral and orchestral tone rises the voice of the dis-

tracted Manrico, crying, "Unhappy mother! I fly to save thee,

or to die with thee!
"
Finally he rushes out, followed by Ruiz and

the others, the trumpet sounding the call to arms.

The fourth act shows Verdi's genius at the greatest height to

which it attained in this, his middle period. It is still one of the

most effective pieces of work in Italian opera.

We are to understand that in the interval between the third

and the fourth acts Manrico has been taken prisoner while at-

tempting to rescue his mother, and she and he have been thrown

into the same dungeon in the Palace of Aliaferia. The curtain

having risen, we see a wing of the Palace, with a high tower, the

windows of which are secured by iron bars. It is night. After a

slow and gloomy orchestral introduction Leonora and Ruiz enter,

closely wrapped up in cloaks. Ruiz, in an undertone, points

out the tower to her as that in which the prisoners are lying.

Leonora having dismissed him, she apostrophises, in a reci-

tative, the breezes of the night, bidding them carry her sighs to

her captive lover. This is the burden of the expressive aria that

follows:
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Adagio

Love, fly on ro -
sy pin - ions,

D'a,-morsulVa h ro- se - e
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Loat in a dr
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Float in a dream a - round him
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y so-spir do - len - /e

She has come to save Manrico by offering herself to the Count;

and she exhorts the breezes never
s
to let Manrico know of the

pain that racks her heart. She has already fixed her eyes signifi-

cantly upon a ring, evidently containing poison, which is to be

the means of her deliverance when her purpose has been attained.

From the adjacent chapel the death-bell sounds, and we hear a

male-voice chorus singing the solemn Miserere.
"
Mercy on the

soul that is near to its setting out upon a journey from which there

is no returning; grant it Thy mercy, O divine goodness, let it not

fall into the pit of hell'
"

Pray that peace may at-tend a soul de-

Jlft - se - re - re dun9
al - ma gia vt -

f I

-part-ing, whether no care or thought ofearth can
- d - na al- la 4ar-ten-xa che non ha n-

''I I I

fol - low.
- tor- no.

Then, over heavy, palpitating chords in the orchestra, that seem

like blows of fate:
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the voice of Leonora is heard:

Whatv<jl-oes of ter- ror, forwhom arcthey
Quelsuon,quelle pre-ci sol-en -ni,fu-

pray-ing? With o-mensof fear unknown
-ne -

ste, em-fi-ronquest'a - e -re

They dark- en the air,
di cu - po ter - ror,

her song terminating in one of those sobbing refrains to which

Verdi was so partial:

Ah_ is it death,

is't_ death that is near?

pal - pi - ft A/ cor.

She is answered, with an effect that the years have been unable

to diminish, by the voice of the Troubadour from the tower:
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(86)

Light me to ear- ly death,Waft her my
e tar-da nel ve-ntr a cht de-

pray-er Waft her my la.-test breath, I leave
- st - a, a cht de-siormo-rtr' ad-di -

? .A. ^^. i *~*^

g f

thee,
- ot

Leo-no -ra, Ah, I leave thee.

ad-diOj Leo-no - ra ad-di - of

(" Ah! How slow is death in coming to him who desires to die!

Farewell, Leonora, farewell! ")

The same musical pattern is repeated in what immediately fol-

lows. Leonora, to the same melody as before, and over the same

accompaniment (No. 23), now mourns the intelligence that the

Miserere has brought her of the coming death of her lover; Man-
rico exhorts her not to forget him, and she sobs out her assurance
that she is his for ever.

The voices of Manrico and the chorus having died away,
Leonora, in an agitated aria, declares her resolution to make a
last attempt to save her lover's life. She withdraws herself to one
side as the Count enters, followed by some of his attendants. To
the latter he gives his final instructions at dawn the son is to

be beheaded, the mother burned at the stake.

The attendants go into the tower, and the Count reflects for a

moment upon the situation; he is perhaps exceeding the powers
entrusted to him by the Prince, but it is his fatal love for Leonora
that is driving him insanely on But where is she now? After the

taking of Castellor she disappeared, and he has had no further

tidings of her. "Ah! cruel one, where art thou? "
he cries, and
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The Count can hardly believe his eyes or his ears. In a rapid

dialogue between the two, Leonora tells him that she has come to

ask for mercy for Manrico. She must be raving, he replies, to

think that he would show any pity to his rival, Heaven has put
in his hands the opportunity for revenge, and he means to use it

to the full. In an expressive duet she implores him to let her die

in place of Manrico, a suggestion that only goads him to still

greater fury, for the clearer she makes it that she loves the

Troubadour, the more overwhelming are his hatred and his desire

for revenge.

The Count makes as if to go, but Leonora clings to him in a

last appeal for mercy. He tells her that there is no price on earth

that could be paid for the saving of Manrico, and angrily bids

her leave him.
" There is one price only," she replies,

" and that

I offer thee."
" What is it?

"
asks the Count Holding out her

hand to him she answers mournfully,
"
Myself

"
she will marry

him, she assures him, if he will allow her to enter Manrico 's

dungeon with the news of his release.

Having made her swear this, the Count calls a guard and gives

him an order; meanwhile Leonora furtively drinks the poison
from the ring, and mutters, in a low tone,

" Thou shalt have me,
but cold and dead!

" When the Count at last turns to her and

gives her his promise that Manrico shall go free she breaks out

into a wild cry of joy, the musical quality of which may be judged
from the following quotation:

(27)

The pow - er that on
ma coi_ high doth reign, a

fal - pi - ti-

-lone, my pur- pose know-eth,
- ce ti ren - de il co - re/

In the duet that follows, while she is abandoning herself to the

ecstasy of the thought that Manrico is saved, the Couni almost

incredulously congratulates himself on his good fortune in at last
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obtaining possession of Leonora. They enter the tower, and the

curtain falls.

The final scene shows us the dimly lit dungeon in which Manrico

and Azucena are confined, she is lying, sleepless and exhausted,

on a pallet, and Manrico is sitting by her. Vainly he tries to con-

sole her; the gipsy, used to a life in the open, cannot breathe in

this suffocating air. But her gaolers, she says, have no power over

her; already she feels the cold hand of death on her forehead;

when they come for her they will find her a corpse, cold and silent

Then a sort of delirium seizes her, and she cries out in terror that

her executioners are coming to drag' her to the stake
"
Oh, save

thy mother'
"
she cries.

Manrico tries to assure her that no one is coming, but Azucena

cries out again in terror of the fire
,
in the orchestra we hear the

motive (No. 12) that accompanied her recital, in the second act,

of the burning of her mother, and we realise again that the mem-

ory of this has never faded from her mind. Once more she runs

over the horrid scene in her imagination, describing how the flames

rose above her mother, how her scorching hair sent up sparks

to heaven, how her tortured eyes started from her head, and

with a frenzied cry of
" Ah! Who will free me from this atrocious

sight?
"

she falls into the arms of Manrico. He implores her,

if she loves him, not to give way to these terrors, but to try to

sleep.

Composing herself on the couch, she says she will try to sleep

and forget, but if the horrible vision should pass through her mind

again he is to awake her. In an exquisitely consoling phrase he

promises to do so, and Azucena, half sleeping, half waking, sings

the pathetic aria
" Home to our mountains! "

in which she dreams

of happy days for them again, he singing and accompanying him-

self on his lute, she sunk in tranquil slumber:

to our moun-tains thon yet shall

no-stri mon - ti ri - tor - ne -
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take me, No fear or sor - row,
- re - mo, L'an-ti - ca fa - ce

there shall o'er- take thee
* - vi go - dre - mot

Manrico bends over her lovingly, and gradually her tired spirit

finds rest m sleep, the orchestra accompanying the last phrases of

the duet with a gently lulling figure in the muted strings:

(89)

While Manrico is still kneeling beside the pallet, the door opens

and Leonora enters. At first he thinks it must be a delusion due to

the gloomy light of the cell.
"

It is I, Manrico, my Manrico!
"
she

says. She tells him she has come to save him, and, pointing to the

door, bids him fly at once without her. This he cannot under-

stand, and gradually his suspicions are aroused. From whom has

she purchased his freedom, and at what price
? Her silence gives

him the answer; "I understand' It is my rival' Thou has sold

thyself!
" In feverish accents she implores him not to doubt her,

but to make his escape at once. Manrico's reproaches and Leonora's

appeals rise in intensity, and into the tissue of their duet Verdi
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weaves a strain of touching pathos when the brooding voice of

Azucena strikes in with her dreamy
" Home to our mountains'

"

Meanwhile the poison has been working in Leonora. In broken

accents she makes a last appeal to Manrico to save himself, but

he dismisses her with curses. At last she falls to the ground, and

as he raises her she confesses that she has taken the poison
"
Feel

my hand," she says,
"

it is cold, but here, in my breast, here is a

terrible flame!
" While she is in her last agony, and Manrico is

pouring out his remorse at having doubted her, the Count enters

and surveys the scene from the threshold.

Realising that he has been duped, he makes a signal to the

guards, who lead Manrico away. The Troubadour cries out a wild

farewell to Azucena, who, only half awake, does not at first grasp

the situation.
"
Manrico, my son, where art thou^ "

she asks.
" He

has gone to his death 1 "
says the Count. He drags Azucena to the

window, and fiendishly makes her watch the execution of Manrico.
"

It is done'
" he cries in triumph. With her last breath Azucena

shrieks out "He was thy brother'
" and falls senseless to the

ground. The Count gives an exclamation of horror, and after a

few crashing chords in the orchestra the curtain falls.

With all its faults, 11 Trovatore remains a remarkable work Its

vigour may sometimes become roughness, but as to the vigour

there can be no question. Moreover, Verdi has plainly tried to

give a different musical physiognomy to each of his characters

There may be touches of exaggeration in the portraiture here and

there, but all the same we feel that the characters are alive, and

that each of them moves by his own mechanism

Leonora is equally different from, say, the Gilda of the Rigoletto

of a couple of years earlier and the Violetta of Traviata Manrico

is always polished and chivalrous; while the Count di Luna is

always violent almost to the point of insanity, so morbid is his

hatred of the Troubadour for the one part and the gipsy woman
for the other. And in Azucena Verdi has drawn a character so

vitally human and so consistent that it will bear close analysis

even to-day.
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\ ETWEEN the ages of twenty-nine and fifty-four, that is

)to say, between the years 1842 and 1867, Verdi produced

twenty-four operas, including the three of his middle period

that made him beyond cavil the first Italian opera composer of his

day Rigoletto (1851), II Trovatore (1853), and La Tramala

(1853).

As he grew in years and experience his rate of production

slowed down considerably. Between the Simone Boccanegra of

1857 and tne Ballo in maschera of 1859 two years elapsed, be-

tween Un Ballo and La Forza del Destino three years, and be-

tween this last and Don Carlos five years. After that it was not

for another four years, in 1871, that Verdi appeared before the

world with a new work

It is sometimes said that Aida was written for the opening of

the new opera house at Cairo, but that is a mistake, the theatre

having been inaugurated some two years before the production of

the opera, to celebrate the opening of the Suez Canal The

Khedive, Ismail Pasha, had asked Verdi to write an opera ex-

pressly for the Cairo theatre, but the composer had refused. He
had even resisted, during a visit to Paris, the blandishments of

his friend Camille du Locle, who was apparently intended to be

the librettist of the proposed work.

But some time later du Locle sent Verdi a sketch of an opera

plot by the celebrated Egyptian archaeologist Mariette Bey, and

the subject at once captured the composer's imagination. This
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Mariette was a French employe in the department of Egyptian

antiquities in the Louvre. In 1850 he had been sent by the Louvre

authorities to Cairo to search for Coptic manuscripts. He became,

however, more interested in the remains of Memphis than in

manuscripts, and obtained permission to remain in Egypt a

further four years and devote himself to archaeological research.

For his services in this direction he was made Inspector-General

of Egyptian monuments, and received the title of Bey.

As we have said, Verdi had no sooner seen the sketch of the

story of Aida which is said to be founded on an episode in

Egyptian history discovered by Mariette than he was on

fire to set it to music. The contract was quickly concluded, Mari-

ette acting on behalf of the Egyptian Government.

Verdi set out the main terms in a letter to du Locle of the 2nd

June, 1870. The composer was to have the libretto made at his

own expense, it becoming, of course, his property. He was to

send, also at his own expense, someone to rehearse and conduct

the opera at Cairo, and he was to reserve the right to the libretto

and the music for every country in the world but Egypt. For

the Egyptian concession he was to be paid a hundred and fifty

thousand francs. In a further letter to du Locle of a couple of

months later Verdi made the further stipulation that, if the

production of the opera at Cairo in January 1871 should fail to

take place from any cause for which he was not answerable, he

should have the right to give the opera anywhere else six months

later.

Perhaps this clause was the result of the Franco-German War,
which was then in progress; Mariette was unable to leave Paris

during the siege, and as the arrangements for scenery and cos-

tumes had been left in his expert hands, it must have been evi-

dent to the level-headed and business-like Verdi that there was

a considerable chance of the Cairo production not being ready at

the appointed time In the last-mentioned letter to du Locle we

find him asking the latter to request payment of the first fifty

thousand francs due to him under the contract, two thousand of

these are to be given by du Locle, at his discretion, to funds for
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the wounded French soldiers, and the remaining forty-eight

thousand invested in Italian funds.

In December 1870, Draneth Bey, the director of the Cairo

theatre, heard that Verdi had given permission to the Scala the-

atre, Milan, to produce Aida. Thereupon he wrote to Verdi, cour-

teously pointing out that the delay in the production of the opera

at Cairo was due entirely to the fact that the siege of Paris made

it impossible for him to get the costumes and decorations that

had been ordered, saying that the delay in the production was as

prejudicial to the theatre as to the composer, and appealing to

Verdi's loyalty and delicacy not to insist upon the strict letter

of his agreement, as it was naturally the Khedive's desire to have

the first performance of the opera that had come into being

through his commission.

Replying on the 5th January, 1871, Verdi said that when he

made the arrangement with the Scala to give Aida in February

he did not know that Mariette Bey was in the besieged Paris, and

with him the costumes, etc., intended for the new opera. Under

the circumstances, of course, he would not insist on the strict

letter of the agreement, but at the same time he had to point

out that the Scala director counted on being able to give Aida

during the carnival season of 1871-2.

This point being amicably settled, the next to be dealt with

was the engagement of artists for the new opera. The conductor

at the Cairo theatre, Nicola de Giosa, seems to have been hurt

at the news that Verdi was sending the conductor Emanuele

Muzio to Egypt to superintend the rehearsals and the production.

In a tactful letter of the 5th January, 1871, Verdi points out

to de Giosa that the right to do this is conferred upon the com-

poser by the agreement, and that, a modern opera being a com-

plex of so many elements, all of which are vital to the total effect,

it is necessary for the production to be under the control of some-

one who has studied the work with its author.

The negotiations with regard to the singers were prolonged and

difficult; sometimes a singer, for financial reasons, would make

trouble, sometimes a name that had been suggested would not
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commend itself to Verdi, who, for all his courtesy, would never

yield an inch in matters that concerned his art. In his letters \ve

find him again and again pointing out to Draneth Bey that the

new opera demands an exceptional cast an absolutely first-

rate soprano, mezzo-soprano, tenor, and baritone, and two good

basses, and that all of them must be good actors as well as fine

singers. He was particularly worried over the selection of the

Amneris; he insisted that the singer of the part must be a genuine

mezzo-soprano, not a soprano, and that in addition to an excep-

tional voice she must have a commanding dramatic personality.

Everything having been satisfactorily settled at last, the opera

was sumptuously produced in Cairo on the 24th December, 1871,

before an audience gathered from every part of the world. Verdi

himself was not present; he always disliked the sea the voyage
from France to England being the greatest nautical adventure he

ever attempted and he objected to being feted.

A fortnight or so before the production he received a letter

from Filippo Filippi, the leading Italian musical critic of the day,

saying that the Khedive had invited him to Cairo for the re-

hearsals and the first performance of Aida, and asking if he could

be of any service to the composer there.

Verdi replied to him at once with his usual frankness. Thank-

ing him for his offer, he uncompromisingly rejected it, he had

no desire for journalistic reclame.
"

It seems to me," he said,
"
that under these conditions art is no longer art, but a trade, or

a pleasure party, or a hunt, or anything else you like," notoriety,

if not success, being now sought for at all costs. The only senti-

ment, he says, that all this inspires in him is one of disgust and

humiliation.
"
I always remember joyfully my early days, in

which, with hardly a friend, without any talk about me, without

any preparations, without influence of any sort, I presented my-
self to the public with my operas, prepared to be shot at, and

more than happy if I succeeded in creating some sort of favour-

able impression. But nowadays what an apparatus for an opera'

Journalists, artists, chorus, directors, professors, etc. etc all

think they must bring their own stone for the building of the edi-
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fice of riclame, to pile up a number of petty miseries that can add

nothing to the merit of an opera, nor do anything to obscure its

real value. It is deplorable, profoundly deplorable!
"

The opera was next given at Milan on the 8th February, 1872,

in New York in the following year, and at Covent Garden on the

22nd June, 1876. Verdi was delighted with the success it won

everywhere; he rightly felt that Italian opera had done some-

thing to justify its existence in the face of the Wagnerism that

then seemed to be sweeping everything before it.

In some accounts of the origin of Aida we read that
"
the

original sketch of the libretto was developed in French prose by
M. Camille du Locle, who worked under the eye of the composer

at Busseto, and thus had the advantages of his advice and criti-

cism. It was then translated into Italian verse by Signor Ghis-

lanzoni." This account, however, does not entirely cover the

whole facts as made known to us through Verdi's letters.

From a letter to his publisher, Ricordi, on the 2 5th June, 1870,

it would seem that when he was in Paris at the end of 1869 r the

beginning of 1870, after he had refused to accept a commission

for an opera, du Locle had sent him a printed sketch of a story

by
" an important and anonymous person," and that having

read the sketch he was willing to set to music a libretto on the

subject. Du Locle then visited him at Sant' Agata, where the two

went over the sketch together, Verdi suggesting various altera-

tions. Verdi thought at first that all the Italian librettist would

have to do would be to turn the French prose into Italian verse.

He suggested Ghislanzoni for the purpose, offering to pay him

well, the libretto to be the composer's property. Ricordi arranged

matters with Ghislanzoni, and then the latter's troubles began.

Verdi took his new task perhaps more seriously than he had

taken any before. He sought information from various quarters as

to Egyptian and Ethiopian geography and history, the mysteries

of Isis, and so on. He was not disposed, as he might have been in

his earliest days, to accept anything within reason that called it-

self a libretto. What he now wanted was a thoroughly effective

dramatic poem.
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He must have worried Ghislanzoni considerably with his frank

criticism of the latter 's verses, his suggestions for alterations at

this point or that, and his occasional demands that fresh verses

should be written to fit in with music already composed. He did

his best to gild the pill, tactfully begging Ghislanzoni to under-

stand once for all that he was not criticising his poem as a poem,

but merely giving his opinion upon it as adapted to stage effect
;

but all the same we feel that Ghislanzoni must have had rather

a bad time.

In one of his letters Verdi writes:
"

If I am to give you my
opinion frankly, I must say that the scene of the consecration

does not appear to me to have turned out as well as I had expected.

The characters do not always spy what they ought to say, and

the priests are not sufficiently priest-like. Further, it seems to me
that you have not found the parola scenica [i.e. the manner of

expression adapted strictly to the stage] , or, if you have it, it is

buried beneath the rhyme of the verse structure, and therefore

does not come out as clearly and cleanly as it ought to do."

In another letter he urges Ghislanzoni to say what he has to

say in fewer words, especially in the recitatives. He insists on

the necessity of the parola scenica wherever the action is brisk:
"
I do not know if I make myself clear when I speak of the parola

scenica; I mean the sort of speech that defines and clarifies the

situation."

In the scene in which Amneris surprises Aida's secret from her

by first of all telling her that Radames has been killed and then

that Radames lives, Ghislanzoni originally had some lines that

may be roughly translated thus:
u Now fix your eyes firmly on

mine and lie to me if you dare. Radames lives."
"
This," says

Verdi,
"

is less theatrical than these words ugly, if you like
* With a single word I will tear your secret from you. Look at me;
I have deceived you; Radames lives!

' You will reply, no doubt,"
he continues,

" ' And what about the verse, the rhyme, the

strophe?
'

Well, I do not know what to say; but when the action

demands it I would fling overboard rhythm, rhyme, and stanza;

I would write blank verse in order to express the essentials of the
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action clearly and concisely. In the theatre it is sometimes neces-

sary that the poet and the composer should have the talent for

writing neither poetry nor music."

Sometimes, on fire with the subject and unable to wait for

Ghislanzoni's text, Verdi would dash off the music to the scene

as he saw it, and then ask the librettist to find words to go with

the music. The correspondence was a long and trying one on both

sides, and Ghislanzoni must have been relieved when his ordeal

was over.

The brief orchestral introduction, which is the finest operatic

prelude ever written by Verdi, commences with the sad, appealing
theme of Aida high up in the violins:

, Andante mosso

A short but exquiste development of this is followed by the fate-

ful motive representative of the Priests of Isis:

This is developed contrapuntally for a few bars, but just as it is

getting into its stride, as it were, it is swept aside by the Aida

motive, which, after being put through some exquisite metamor-

phoses, soars to a triumphant climax and then dies away in the

heights.

When the curtain rises we see the magnificent hall of the King's

palace in Memphis. At the back is a great gate through which are

visible the temples and palaces of the town, and, beyond these,

the pyramids. Two characters are seen in consultation Ram-

phis, the High Priest of Isis, and Radames, a young captain of

the guard. Egypt, it seems, is once more at war with Ethiopia,

the King of which is now threatening Thebes and the valley of the

Nile. After a few lines of dialogue, in which the Priest, look-

ing significantly at Radames, declares that the goddess Isis has
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Iready named the soldier who is to lead the Egyptian armies,

erdi plunges at once into the more lyrical substance of the story.

Ramphis having left the stage, Radames faintly hopes that it

ay be he who has been chosen, he sees himself in anticipation

ctorious, his return to Memphis in triumph here the brass

ngs out with a magnificent fanfare:

id the beautiful Aida won for his own. His love for Aida is ex-

essed in an aria that, coming thus early in the piece, is a severe

ial for the composure and the technique of any tenor

Andantino

Ce - le-ste Ai - d
ffeav'n -

ly Ai -
for - ma di-
beau- ty re-

vi - na
-splen-dent,

ml - sti - eo ser - to

Ra - di - ant flow - er

di la - eee fior,

bloom-ing and bright;

Tiis Aida is the slave of the King's daughter Amneris, who is

>o in love with Radames. Although no one at the Court knows

Aida is Amneris's equal in rank, being the captured daughter
the Ethiopian King )

Amneris already suspects that Radames and her slave love

ch other. The Princess enters at the conclusion of the aria, and

iding in Radames's face his exultation at the prospect of his
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appointment, she asks him whether there is not room in his heart

for a gentler emotion also; has he no other desires in Memphis,
no other hopes? His confusion and hesitation in answering con-

firm her suspicions, and in the orchestra we hear the agitated

motive of Amneris 's jealousy:

Allegro agitato e presto

Efe ir

Aida enters, to the accompaniment of her typical theme, and

Amneris notices how disturbed Radames is at the sight of the

slave. Disguising her feelings, she addresses Aida in honeyed

tones, assuring her that she is as much sister to her as slave, and

asking her to confide to her the secret of her tears. Aida assures

her that she is grieved at the thought of the war, the gathering

hosts, and the misery that is in store for the country. When Am-
neris asks her if she is sure that no other care oppresses her,

Aida casts down her eyes and tries to conceal her emotion. A
brief trio ensues, in which each character speaks in an aside, Am-
neris warning Aida that her secret is known to her, Aida be-

moaning her unhappy fate, and Radames apprehensively noting

the suspicion and anger in Amneris 's eyes. The whole trio is

dominated by the motive of Amneris J

s jealousy (No. 5).

The King now enters, accompanied by his captains, guards,

ministers and priests, and Ramphis. Martial fanfares peal out in

the orchestra as a prelude to the King's address, which is to the

effect that grave news has reached him from Ethiopia. The mes-

senger who has brought the news is commanded to come forward,

and he tells how the sacred soil of Egypt has been raided by the
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barbarous Ethiopians, its fields laid waste, its harvests burned,

and now, emboldened by their easy victory, the predatory hordes

are marching on Thebes under the leadership of a fierce and in-

domitable warrior their King, Amonasro. At this name Aida

cries aside,
" My father!

"

Already, continues the messenger, through the hundred gates

of Thebes the Egyptians have poured themselves upon the in-

vader. All the men cry out for war, and the King, turning to

Radames, tells him that by the will of Tsis he has been appointed

leader of the Egyptian armies. The King invokes the patriotism of

his followers in a spirited melody

(6) Allegro maestoso

ytf t>r r f" r L/r
Su! del Ni - loal sa * ero

Up? of Ni - lus* sac - red

: ir r r rr
11 -do ac - cor - re - te, Egi - zil e-

ri-Toer guard the shores, E-gyp-tians

brave,

that is taken up by all on the stage with the exception of Aida,

who, in an aside, laments that inexorable fate should have made
her love one who is compelled to be her country's foe Amneris

presents a standard to Radames, and bids him u
return as

victor"; the cry is taken up by the others, and to the strain

of No. 6 in the orchestra all march off the stage, leaving Aida

alone

Bitterly she repeats Amneris's words, and in a long scena she de-

scribes the emotions that are contending in her breast love

for Radames, love for her own country, desire for its victory, and

the hope of being restored to her father and her former high sta-

tion. For a moment the thought of her father and her country

comes uppermost:
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L'in - sa - na pa - ro - la o
Ye gods-watth-ing o'er me,those

Nn - mi sper
words deem un -

sj>o - ken/

and she calls upon the gods to humble the Egyptian army in the

dust. Then, to the melody of No. i, she remembers her love for

Radames and all the consolation it has brought her in her cap-

tivity. In a sad, sweet melody:

Allegro giusto poco agitato

$
I sa - eri

Those names so

r IT C'
no - mi di pa -

dre, d'a-

ho -
(y, offa-ther, of

try,
I C F F

man-to
pppp

ne prof- fe - rir pos
- s'i o,

Ho moredare I now ut - ter

she bewails the unhappy division of her heart between her father

and her lover, and ends with a pitiful cry to the gods:

()

Nu - mi, pie - ta del mlo sof-

Mer-ci-ful gods, lookfrom on

- frirT Spe me non

high/ Pi - ty these

v'ha
tears

mio Jo - lor

r - less - ly shed

to look down in mercy on her, and a wailing prayer to Love to

break her heart and let her die.
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She goes out slowly, sobbing out her appeal for pity, and the

scene changes to the interior of the temple of Vulcan at Memphis.

It is lit from above by a mysterious light; at the sides are long

rows of columns that recede into the dark distance. There are

statues of various deities, and in the centre of the stage, on a

carpet-covered platform, is the altar, surmounted with its sacred

emblems. The fumes of incense arise from golden tripods. Ram-

phis is standing near the altar. From the priestesses among the

columns comes a fascinating invocation to the god Phtha; it

is accompanied by the harps, and its unusual intervals give it a

strange exotic quality:

Andante con moto

sen - te, pos-sen- te-

mtgh -
tythailm\gh-ty-

Ptha.

Phtha,-

The invocation, which is broken here and there by a broadly har-

monised melody for Ramphis and the priests, always terminates

with a striking refrain.

The music is full of an intriguing religious mystery, which per-

sists also through the ritual dance of the priestesses that follows:

dz Wmi* nrrrrnrrrrrc
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During the dance Radames enters, unarmed, and goes to the

altar, where a silver veil is placed on his head, while the High
Priest, in solemn tones, tells him that the fate of Egypt has been

placed in his hands by the gods, and bestows on him the sacred

sword that shall bring terror and death to his enemies. Turning
to the god, Ramphis sings a solemn prayer for protection:

(is) Grave

Nu - me, cu-sto-dee via - di-ce
Hear us, ok guardian, de - i - ty.

dl ques-ta sa - era ter - ra,
our sac 'red land fro-tect -

ing,

The melody is taken up in a higher key by Radames, and then

by the priests, the priestesses strike in with the melody of

No. 10, followed, as before, by No. n; and it looks as if Verdi

were about to build up an end-of-the-act ensemble of the usual

brilliant kind. Towards the finish, however, the voices are

hushed almost to inaudibility, as if the participants in the

ritual were awed by the presence of the god; then, after a long

silence, all give a great cry of
u
Mighty Phtha' " and the curtain

falls.

The second act is concerned both directly and indirectly with

the triumphal return of Radames from the war directly in

that the elaborate second scene is devoted to the pageant of the

return itself, and indirectly in that the first scene brings to a

crisis the secret rivalry of Aida and Amneris and discloses to the

latter the slave's secret.

The first scene shows us a hall in Amneris's apartments; she

is being attired by her slaves for the coming reception of the

armies; young Moorish slaves wave great feather fans about her.

The slaves sing the praises of the all-conquering Radames, Am-
neris breaking in from time to time with an ecstatic cry:
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All! vie -
ni, vie-ni,amor mio,rav-

Ah/ come love,comelovejetthy voice

=
-vi - va - mi d'un ca - ro accen-to an -

thrill me with ac - cents dear once

-
cor, dun ca - ro acceri - to an - cor!

more, with ac- cents dear once more/

While the adornment of Amneris still proceeds, the young Moorish

slaves regale their mistress with a piquant dance, after which

the song of the Egyptian slaves is resumed, with Amneris com-

pleting it as before.

Softly the 'cellos give out the Aida motive, and Amneris, see-

ing the young captive approach, sends her attendants away. Tor-

tured with jealousy as she is, she means to surprise Aida's secret

from her. She begins cautiously and cunningly. With counter-

feited affection she commiserates with Aida on the defeat of her

people and assures her of her own love as some consolation for the

misfortunes of her race. Aida replies that she can never be happy,

far from her native land and in ignorance of the fate of her

father and her brothers. But time, rejoins Amneris, will bring

healing with it, and something more potent even than time

love. The word thrills Aida, and her typical motive becomes un-

usually animated as she sings of love's mingled joys and anguish.

Looking at her fixedly, Amneris, to the accompaniment of an

insinuating phrase in the orchestra:

invites her to tell her all that is in her heart. Is there not some

warrior in the Egyptian army to whom she has given her
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love? Fate is not equally cruel to all; and even if the fearless

leader has fallen on the field. ... At this, Aida betrays her-

self with a cry of pain. Amneris assures her that Radames has

been slain by the Ethiopians, and so she is avenged on her

enemies.

Aida's wailings at this news leave Amneris no longer in doubt.

"Tremble! "
she says vehemently; "I have read your heart;

you love him; deny it not!
"
Then, as Aida tries to stammer out

a denial, Amneris resumes,
" One word more and I know the

truth. Look me in the face: I lied to thee; Radames lives."

Thereupon Aida, unable to disguise her relief, falls upon her

knees and gives a fervent cry of thanks to the gods.

Amneris now throws off the mask. Does Aida, then, love

Radames? So does she; the slave's rival is a Pharaoh's daughter!

For a moment Aida's pride is in danger of betraying her; drawing
herself up haughtily she is about to say that she too is of royal

blood, but she checks herself in time, and falling at the feet of

Amneris implores pardon and pity. It is true that she loves

Radames, she sings in a touchingly beautiful melody, and this

love is all she now has in the world, while her mistress is power-

ful and happy. Amneris repulses her with angry insults; she holds,

she says, the vile slave's fate in her hands, and her heart is filled

with the fury of hatred and vengeance.

Just then a fanfare is heard behind the scenes, followed by a

patriotic chorus of Egyptians to the melody of No. 6. Aida sends

up a last despairing cry Amneris 's fury, she wails, will soon

be assuaged, for this slave's love that angers her will soon be

extinguished in the tomb
;
but the inappeasable Amneris only re-

iterates her insults and threats of vengeance. The moving scene

ends with a reiteration of Aida's former cry of misery (No. 9)

with its pitiful sobbing ending.

The scene changes to a vast avenue of the city of Thebes. On
the right of the spectator is a throne with a gorgeous canopy; on

the left is the temple of Ammon; at the back is a triumphal arch.

The stage is full of people excitedly awaiting the coming of the

victors.
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To stirring processional music, that begins softly and gradually

works up to a climax, the King enters, followed by priests, of-

ficers, standard-bearers, and others. Next comes Amneris, with

Aida (in a state of profound dejection), and other slaves. The

King takes his seat on the throne, Amneris places herself at his

left hand, and the people break into a vigorous chorus in praise
of Isis and Egypt and the King-

(16) ^ _

m
Gloria all

1

Eg it -to, ad I - si-de

Glo - ry to I - sis and the land

E r
,

r T
sa-cro suol pro

- teg -

farfirm arm fro - tec

The superb pageantry of the music is interrupted for a while by
a softer strain from the women, which is followed by a fugued
treatment, as usual, of the motive of the Priests (No. 2). This
moti\ e is admirably expressive of a rigid, overbearing priesthood ,

one realises that no mercy is to be expected by anybody who
comes into conflict with its interests and its inexorable will.

Then the Egyptian troops enter, preceded by trumpeters play-

ing a magnificent march theme on their Ions silver trumpets

While the march is being played the troops defile before the

Kinflr: then the trumoeters take UD their station at the sides
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of the stage, leaving the centre for a group of dancing girls, who,
in a piquant ballet, bring in the spoils of the conquered.
The splendour of the pageant increases as more troops enter,

with war-chariots, banners, religious vessels, and images of the

gods. No. 1 6 is given out once more, but with still fuller tone

and still more gorgeous colour, the women's strain that previously

followed it also being taken up by the whole of the people. At
the height of the jubilation, as the hard motive of the priests is

heard tearing its way through the general tissue, Radames en-

ters, under a canopy carried by twelve of his officers. The King
comes down from his throne and embraces the hero, hailing him as

the saviour of Egypt; Radames kneels before Amneris, who

places on his brow the crown of victory.

The King offers to gratify any wish that Radames may have,

but the hero first of all asks that the captives may be brought in.

It is to the Priests' motive (No. 2), sung softly by Ramphis
and the others, that the Ethiopian captives enter, surrounded by
guards; last of all comes Amonasro, dressed as an officer.

At the sight of him Aida impulsively cries,
" My father!

"

and embraces him. Amonasro has only time to whisper to her a

warning not to disclose who he is when the King orders him to

come forward.
"
I am her father," says Amonasro in gloomy, dig-

nified accents;
"
I fought, I was conquered, I sought death in

vain." Pointing to his uniform, he says that he is an officer who

fought against fortune for his own King, who fell on the field of

battle. He ends with an appeal to the King:
<> ^ _ *> * m.

-cen-te, a co - sto-ro ti Tol-gi cle-

-cen-dent, spare the lives on tkymer-cy de-
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to show clemency to those who are now in his power, for who

can say what turn fortune's wheel may take on the morrow?

Aida, the prisoners, and the slaves take up the appeal, but the

priests cry out to the King to harden his heart and send his cap-

tives to their death. On these motives Verdi builds up one of his

most imposing ensembles, in which all on the stage take part.

Meanwhile Radames looks sadly and lovingly at the weeping

Aida, and Amneris regards them both jealously. Radames reminds

the King of his promise, and asks that the Ethiopian prisoners

may be granted their life and freedom. The priests protest against

this clemency, and Ramphis warns Radames of the danger of re-

leasing these hardened warriors, in whose hearts will be only

one thought, that of vengeance; -but Radames replies that their

last hope has perished with the death of Amonasro. Ramphis then

demands that at least Aida's father shall be retained as a hostage,

and to this compromise the King consents In his gratitude to the

victor he gives Amneris to Radames, declaring that they shall

jointly reign over Egypt after him; and Amneris, aside, cries:

" Now let the slave rob me of my love if she dares!
"

The chorus of jubilation (No. 16) breaks out once more, and

over it is heard the voice of Aida bewailing this destruction of all

her hopes; Amneris exults in her triumph, while Radames, dis-

mayed at his undesired good fortune, declares that not even the

throne of Egypt outweighs Aida's love.

The librettists and composers who plan gigantic ensembles do

not always realise that with half a dozen people singing half a

dozen different sets of words the spectator is not likely to hear

them all; so it is not surprising that the important words of

Amonasro to Aida do not come over to the listener. He is bidding

her not to give up hope, for vengeance upon their enemies will

surely come and the fortunes of their country be restored The

vocal ensemble is completed by a last triumphal statement oi

No. 17 in the orchestra as the curtain falls

The psychological interest of the third act centres mainly in

Aida.

The scene is the banks of the Nile, with palm trees growing
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everywhere. It is night, and a bright moon is shining. On the sum-

mit of a rock, half-hidden among the trees, is the temple of Isis.

From within the temple comes a softly-breathed chorus of priests

and priestesses singing to Isis,
" Immortal Mother and Spouse of

Osiris, goddess who implanted chaste love in the human heart."

A boat approaches the shores, from it descend Amneris, Ramphis,
some veiled women, and guards.

The High Priest has brought Amneris to the temple on the eve

of her bridal, to pray the favour of the goddess who knows all

the mysteries of the human heart.
"
I will pray," says Amneris in

reply to his exhortation,
"
that Radames may give me all his

heart, as mine will be sacred to him for ever." All enter the temple,

where Amneris is to pray until the dawn, the others guarding her.

The chorus of priestesses and priests inside is heard again, and

for a few moments the stage remains empty.

Then, accompanied by her typical motive, Aida, closely veiled,

enters cautiously. She has appointed to meet Radames here If

he comes only to bid her a last farewell, then, she says as she

turns towards the river, she will find a tomb beneath the dark

waters of the Nile, where perhaps there will be peace for her,

peace and forgetfulness Never, she sighs, will she see her be-

loved native land again, and she sings a long and moving song
as she dwells in recollection upon its loveliness:

(19)

O cleli az - xur-ritO dolclau-re na-ti - -ve,
O skies ce - ru-le-an>breexes soft blow - -**&

There is an equally exquisite second strain to the song:

Ceo)

O ver-di col - li o pro
- fa-ma-te ri - ve

Sweetsloping ver-dure by streams so softly flow - ine

The aria is the most perfect lyrical expression Verdi had ever

achieved till then. It is, in essentials, the traditional show piece

of the soprano; but, like every other traditional operatic form in
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Aida, it is lifted high above all conventions; the prima donna

has the fullest opportunities to show off her range and her tech-

nique, yet there is not a bar that is not perfectly congruous with

the character and the situation.

As the orchestra, the aria being concluded, is sighing out the

exquisite No. 20, Amonasro enters. It seems that he has been

waiting for this opportunity to speak in secret to his daughter,

for nothing escapes his eye, and he sees that she and Radameb

love each other, and that she is now awaiting him here. Her

rival is the daughter of the Pharaohs,
" an accursed, detested race,

to Us always fatal."
" And I," replies Aida sadly,

"
I am in her

power I, Amonasro 's daughter'
"

Not in her power, rejoins Amonasro, if Aida wills it other-

wise; he can show her a way by which she can vanquish her

powerful rival and possess herself again of her country, her

throne, and her love. Father and daughter, commencing with

Amonasro:

Ri - ve - drai le fo - res -te imbal-sa-

Once a - gain shall thou on our bal-my

- ma- te, le fresche val -
11, i noetri templl

for-ests, ourverdant valleys,ourgolden terrifies

d'or!

ga*ef

join in wistful remembrances of their beloved country its

balmy forests, its green valleys, its golden temples; there Aids

will find happiness in the arms of the man she loves.

Turning from this ecstatic picture, Amonasro darkly bids hei

remember how the Egyptians descended on their country anc

profaned their homes, temples, and altars, tore the young womer
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from husbands, lovers, and fathers, and slew the mothers, the

children, and the old men. Too well does she remember it all,

replies Aida; and Amonasro, seeing how she is moved, confides his

plan to her.

The Ethiopians are arming for another fight; success is cer-

tain if only they can discover one thing the path that the

Egyptian army will take. Radames is again to command the

Egyptians ;
he loves Aida the inference Amonasro leaves Aida

to supply for herself

At first she rejects the suggestion, but Amonasro savagely re-

minds her of what will follow upon her refusal another victory

of the Egyptians, more rapine and misery for Ethiopia. The blood

of her country will be upon Aida's head; the dead already rise

from their graves to reproach her, and among the phantoms is

one that stretches towards her her withered arms and curses her;

it is her mother! Roughly he repulses her- she is no longer his

daughter; she is only the slave of the Pharaohs. She gives a cry,

drags herself to the feet of her father, and, to an accompaniment
the syncopations of which express her agitation, she assures him
that she is still his daughter and that he may count upon her to

save her country, even at the cost of her love- he approves her

resolution in a phrase-

-lo, vin-to, stra-zia - to

trampled by the congeror

of a splendid expansiveness.

Hearing Radames approaching, Amonasro, with a final ex-

hortation to his daughter to be brave, conceals himself among the

palms, where he can overhear everything that follows. Radames
enters with a cry of rapture at seeing Aida again:
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She holds herself a little aloof from his transports; true that he

loves her, she says, but how can he hope to -escape from the net

woven round him by the love of Amneris, the will of the King, the

trust of the people, and the anger of the priests?

To the accompaniment of a figure in the orchestra that, re-

strained as it is, has still the true martial quality about it, but

perhaps the quality of a war that is as yet only in anticipation, he

unfolds to her the plan he has conceived. The Ethiopians have

risen once more and invaded Egypt; he is again the leader of

the Egyptian armies; when next he returns victorious he will

prostrate himself before the King, open out his heart to him,
and tell him that the only reward he wants is permission to unite

himself with Aida.

The agitated motive of jealousy (No. 5) is heard in the or-

chestra as she warns him of the fury of Amneris, who will cer-

tainly call for vengeance on her, her father, and her country. He
will defend her, replies Radames; but she assures him that it

will be in vain. But if he really loves her, another plan is open to

them to fly together. She paints in glowing colours the delights
of their life in her own country, while Radames hesitatingly de-

clares that it would be hard for him to forget the land that gave
him birth, the land for which he has fought, the land in which
he first won honour.

The musical picture she paints of the loveliness of Ethiopia is

one of alluring beauty. Radames still hesitating, however, she

turns on him, vows he does not love her, and bids him to go to



AIDA 137

where Amneris is awaiting him at the altar. This decides him; in

an impassioned phrase:

fag
we\l

giam da que - ste

fly these walls now

mu - ra, Al_ de - ser. to in-siem fug-
ha -ted, In the-, de - sert hide our

- gia - mo;
trea -

sure,

he takes the resolution to fly with her, and their voices blend in

a rapturous duet.

They are hastening away when Aida suddenly pauses.
"
Tell

me/' she says,
" which path we must take to avoid the soldiers?

"

" We will take,
51 he says,

"
the path that we have chosen to at-

tack the enemy by; it will be deserted until to-morrow ", and in

answer to her further question he tells her that the path is by way
of the gorges of Xapata. Thereupon Amonasro emerges from his

hiding-place and cries triumphantly,
"
By the gorges of Napata!

There will my soldiers be; I am Aida's father and Ethiopia s

King!
"

The astounded Radames cannot at first believe what he has

heard, but Aida implores him to be calm and listen to her. He
cries out distractedly that his honour is destroyed:

r r r ii 'i
Io son di - so - no - ra - fol

My namefor e - ver bran ded/

and that for Aida he has betrayed his country; and he cannot

be quietened either by Aida's entreaties or by Amonasro's
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assurance that no guilt attaches to him, for it was the will of

Fate.

Amonasro invites him to come with him beyond the Nile where

his warriors are gathered, and where love shall crown his de-

sires. He is dragging Radames off when Amneris, with a cry of

"Traitor!" comes out of the temple, followed by Ramphis,

the priests, and the guards. Amonasro draws his dagger and

throws himself on Amneris, but is held back by Radames. At a

word from the High Priest the guards seize Radames, who calls

to Aida and Amonasro to save themselves by flight. The guards

pursue the escaping pair, and Radames, with a heroic gesture,

surrenders himself to Ramphis
One of the strong points in the Aida story is the fact that it in-

cludes two women's parts of equal importance. In the third act our

interest centred mainly in Aida; in the first scene of the fourth act

it is the psychology of Amneris that claims our attention , while in

the last scene of all Aida again takes the foremost place

The first scene of the fourth act takes place in a hall in the

King's palace. On the right is a passage leading to the prison in

which Radames has been confined, on the left is a large door

that leads to the subterranean hall of judgment. The feverish,

cat-like motive of Amneris's jealousy (Xo 5) is given out by
the orchestra, and we see Amneris crouching in misery before the

door on the left.

Fiorn her recitative we learn that her hated n\al and her father

have escaped, while Radames is awaiting sentence from the

priesthood as a traitor.
" Yet no traitor is he/' she says,

"
that he

revealed the secret of the army he intended only flight flight

with her"; and her jealousy suddenly flames into rage as she

cries, "Traitors all of them 1 To death with them! To death'
"

Then she suddenly checks herself.
" What am I saying?

"
she

wails. Amneris loves him still, with a desperate, insane love that

is destroying her life. If only he could love her' She will make a

last effort to save him.

She orders the guards to bring Radames to her. She makes a

passionate, despairing appeal to him:
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&e> ^
**

Gia i sa-cer - do - ti a-du - nan-si
Now to the hall thepriestsproceed.

i i

ar - bi-tn del tuo fa -
to;

where judgment thou art wait -
ing;

The priests, in whose hands his fate lies, she tells him, are now

sitting in judgment upon him, yet there is still a way by which he

may be saved she will kneel at the foot of the throne and beg

for mercy for him. To the melody of No. 26 he replies sombrely

that to his judges he will make no attempt to exculpate himself,

for in the sight of neither gods nor men does he believe himself

to be vile; it was merely from his careless lips that the fatal

secret escaped, his thought was pure and his honour unstained.

He has no desire to live, for he has lost everything that made life

sweet.

In a broad melody that comes from the better part of her na-

ture

b.l . ** K

Ahl tu del vi - ve-rel

Ah no! con-sent to live!

rm
Si, all' a - mor mio vi - vra -

i;

Live, of all my love as - sur - ed;

Amneris implores him to live for her sake and for the sake of

the love she will give him. Taking up her own melody, Radames

cries that for Aida's sake he has betrayed his country, and Aida,

he says, to the mournful strain of No. 26, has been put to death

by Amneris.

But she tells him that Aida still lives: in the rout of the
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Ethiopians Amonasro was killed, but Aida escaped, and there has

been no further news of her. Softly and gently Radames invokes

the protection of the gods upon Aida; may she get safely back

to her own country and never know that he has died for love of

her.

Amneris implores him to forget Aida, but Radames refuses life

on such terms. The frenzied Amneris warns him of the fate in

store for him now that he has turned into rage the love of the

woman who might have saved him; but he is unmoved by her

threats of vengeance, and declares that death will be welcome,

since he dies for Aida. Amneris, overcome, falls upon a chair,

and Radames is conducted out by the guards.

The hard, implacable theme Of the priests comes out in the

lowest tones of the orchestra:

Ces) Andante raosso

and is developed in a slow, inexorable way as Amneris, in despair,

curses this jealousy of hers that has sent Radames to his death

and condemned her to eternal misery. The priests cross the hall

to enter the chamber below, and at the sight of them she shud-

ders and covers her face with her hands.
" He is in their power/*

she mutters numbly; "it was I who threw him to them I,

myself!
"

From below, in the subterranean hall, come the voices of Ram-

phis and the priests (unaccompanied by the orchestra) praying

the gods to send down the spirit of justice among them. Radames,

escorted by the guards, crosses the hall and goes below, as she

sees him pass, Amneris cries distractedly,
4 *

Oh, who will save

him?"

From the crypt we hear Ramphis solemnly indicting Radames

for his offences; he betrayed the secrets of his country to the

enemy; he deserted the camp the very day before the battle

should have commenced; he has broken his faith, been false to

country, King, and honour.
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Solemnly Ramphis, from time to time, exhorts him to defend

himself, and the exhortation is repeated by the priests; while

Amneris keeps breaking in with despairing appeals for mercy; in

one of her cadences:

&9>
Allegro

Nu - ml,- pie - ta^ Wu - ini,_ pie
-

Ah sfare him, heaven,ok spare him

-til

pray/

we recognise the old familiar Verdi of the sobbing cadence, but

here it has an expressiveness and a dignity it never achieved in

any of the earlier operas.

There is an extraordinary solemnity and fatefulness in the

monotone of Ramphis and the other priests, but even more awe-

inspiring are the silences that follow each exhortation to Ra-

dames to speak. As he persists in remaining silent, judgment is

pronounced upon him; his shall be the death of all traitors he

shall be entombed alive beneath the altar of the god he has

flouted. As the sentence is pronounced, the orchestra, rising to its

topmost height, gives out a wailing theme of the type shown in

Xo. 29, and Amneris shrieks out a curse upon these relentless

priests who call themselves the ministers of the gods and who

can never get blood enough to sate them.

The priests, coming out of the crypt, file slowly across the

stage, and Amneris again assails them with insults and curses.

They are punishing the guiltless, she cries.
"
Priest!

"
she hurls

at Ramphis,
"
this man whom you are murdering, you know

was once loved by me. The curse of a tortured heart will be upon

your head with his blood!
"

To all her ravings and wailings the priests only reply,

with monotonous and implacable iteration, that the man is a

traitor and must die. Ramphis and the priests having gone out,
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the maddened Amneris raises her hands and her voice in a last

passionate appeal to the gods to avenge her, and the curtain

falls.

The effective arrangement of the stage in the final scene was

Verdi's own idea. He had already experimented with the divided

stage in Rigoletto, but there the division was vertical, the scene

representing both the inside and the outside of a house In this

last scene of Aida the stage is divided horizontally. The upper

section shows us the interior of the temple of Vulcan, bathed in

a bright light and glittering with gold. The lower section is the

crypt in which Radames is awaiting death a vast, gloomy

place, the pillars of which are supported by colossal statues of

Osiris with crossed hands. In the -temple two priests, as the cur-

tain rises, are lowering the stone that seals up the apartment

below.

Radames, in the dark crypt, hears the fatal stone closing over

him, and laments that he will see Aida no more. He hears a groan,

and for a moment fancies he sees a beloved phantom; but it is

Aida herself, who, having learned her lover's fate, has come to

share death with him. He cries out in horror at the thought

she, so beautiful and pure, to die in the flower of her age for

love of him! Aida, in an ecstasy of abandonment that is near

madness, greets the radiant death that is hovering over them

She sees heaven opening above them, that heaven in which their

immortal love will truly begin.

In the temple above, a solemn ritual is being conducted by the

priests and priestesses, who, as the slow dance goes on, sing the

invocation to Phtha that we have already quoted as No. 10, it

is followed, as before, by Xo. 11.
"

It is the joyous dance of the

priests," says Radames. "It is our hymn of death!
"

answers

Aida. Radames makes a desperate attempt to move the stone

that closes in the vault, but all his strength does not avail; and

resignedly the lovers set themselves to await the inevitable end.

Aida bids farewell to the world in a strain of spiritualised

ecstasy:
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. ,

c r i F J
ter-raad-di-o,ad-di-o va - le di

Farewell oh earth,farewell thouvale of

pian . ti

sor - row

Radames takes up the words and the melody after her; the

final strain:

(31) ^ .^r w W *

Jo - la -no al rag- gio delF e - ter- no
There att un - sha-dowed e - ter-nal shall

^
du
glow.

is their Liebcstod, a mystical anticipation of the flight of their

souls to the eternal day.

The further course of the duet is blended with the chorus of

the priests and priestesses above. Amneris, in mourning, en-

ters the temple, and throwing herself on the stone that closes the

vault, sobs out a broken farewell to Radames and a prayer to Isis

for his soul Aida at last falls dying in the arms of Radames Am-
neris keeps on intoning her appeal to Isis, the priests invoke great

Phtha once more, and the curtain slowly falls as the orchestra, the

strings Deeming to soar to the skies, gives ovt slowly a last

reminiscence of the ecstatic Xos. 30 and 31.

Aida may be tegarded a^ the culminating point of the older

Italian opera It makes use of nothing but the long-familiar ap-

paratus spectacular singing, gorgeous stage settings, and the

ballet but it lifts each of these factors up to its highest pos-

sible point of expression, and, on that high level, blends them in

a perfect unity.
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VERDI'S
work, like that of most composers who had a long

life, falls into three fairly well-defined "periods." The

first, extending from 1839 to ^so, contains some sixteen operas,

among which the modern reader will recognise the titles of no

more than two or three / Lombardi, Ernani, and Lutsa Miller.

His rate of production slowed down as he grew older and became

more thoughtful. The second period (1851-67) contains only ten

operas, several of which, however, still keep the stage among
them are Rigoletto (1851), // Trovatore (1853), La Travtata

( I 853), Un Batto in Maschera (1859), La Forza del Destino

(1862), and Don Carlos (1867).

During the next fourteen years Verdi wrote only one new opera

(Aida, 1871), though in 1881 he revised an earlier work, Simone

Boccanegra. There are hints of the coming of the third period in the

later works of the second, but its real beginning is in Aida. Six-

teen years elapsed between this work and Otello (1887), while

the third opera of the third period, Falstaff, was not produced till

1893, when Verdi was eighty years old.

For so thoroughly dramatic a composer as Verdi good stage sub-

jects and skilled librettists were necessities. He was not badly

served by some of his earlier librettists, but it was not until he

collaborated with Arrigo Boito (1842-1913) that he found his

ideal. Boito, besides being a man of great culture, was enough of

a genuine poet to turn out better libretti than the ordinal y the-

atrical
"
poet

"
could do, and enough of a musician to understand

what goes on in a composer's mind when he is writing an opera.

Boi'to himself wrote music, though he was never more than a
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cultured amateur in it; his Mefistofele (1868; revised version

1875) keeps the stage to-day by virtue of its subject, its impressive

stage scenes, and the genius of certain great basses who play the

part of Mephistopheles, rather than as the result of anything

original or notable in the music. His posthumous Nerone, that was

produced with great pomp in Milan three years or so ago, is also

insignificant musically but theatrically imposing. We need have

no quarrel with Boito, however, for not being a better composer.

If he had been, he would probably have been too busy setting

his own libretti to want to write libretti for anyone else; and in

that case he and Verdi might never have come together. Boi'to's

highest claim on the gratitude of music lovers is that he provided

the great Italian master with the
" books "

of his last two operas

two of the best libretti that have ever been placed at the service

of a composer.

We may perhaps regard it as a piece of good fortune for Verdi

that he did not meet Boito earlier in his career. He would no

doubt have had one or two better Shakespearean libretti than that

of the Macbeth of 1847, but he himself, at that time, would not

have been musically ripe for them. The gods acted wisely in keep-

ing the thirty-years-younger Boito in reserve for him till he had

attained to complete mastery of his ideas and his technique.

Boito's adaptation of Shakespeare's Othello is an exceedingly

skilful piece of work. Music requires more room to spread itself,

if we may use the expression, than speech does, because its very

essence is the elaboration and intensification of emotion; where

the poet can say
"

I love you
"

in three words, the musician will

need anything from ten bars to ten pages to say it in his way. A
previously existing full-sized drama therefore calls for drastic con-

centration before it can be made fit for opera: the only exception

we know is Pelleas and Melisande. Debussy has set Maeterlinck's

drama to music line by line; but he only manages to do so by

writing the greater part of his opera in a sort of recitative, avoid-

ing the big emotional expansions that other composers delight in.

The five acts of Othello, then, had to be boiled down consider-

ably for operatic purposes. It would be difficult to imagine the
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thing being better done than as Boito has done it He often keeps

so faithfully to Shakespeare that the musical phrase that Verdi

has written to the Italian words can be sung also to the English

words, or to words singularly close to these Boito has also been

most skilful in his compressions and condensations of the original

Sometimes two or more scenes will be rolled together in his con-

jurer's palm, as it were, and then when his hand is opened we

find a single scene that contains the essence of the others. For

instance, no one who knows his Shakespeare would think an opera

on this subject complete if it did not contain something at least

of Othello's famous speech to the Senate, in which he tells how he

wooed and won Desdemona by regaling her with the story of his

campaigns and the dangers he had run A less expert librettist

than Boito would have done one of two equally unsatisfactory

things: he would either have omitted this altogether or wasted a

great deal of valuable time by devoting a whole act to the scene

before the Senate. Boito begins his opera with Othello and Des-

demona already married, and in the course of a short love-duet

between them in the first scene he makes their minds run back

upon his wooing of her In Shakespeare Othello says:

" She loved me for the dangers I had

passed,

And I loved her that she did pity

them."

In the opera the pair go over it all in retrospect and in dialogue

form.
" When you told me," says Desdemona, in effect,

"
of your

exiles, your adventures, your long miseries, I listened to you in

rapture."
"
I described for you," Othello answers her,

"
my bat-

tles, my going into the deadly breach . . ." And so on between

the two until the lyrical interchange culminates with Othello's:

" You loved me for the dangers I had

passed,

And I loved you that you did pity

them,"

to which Desdemona replies, to the same musical phrase:
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"
I loved you for the dangers you had

passed,

And you loved me that I did pity

them."

The substance of the whole of Shakespeare's long independent

scene is thus given us in a few swift and very telling strokes In

the later parts of the opera there is a similar condensation and

telescoping, so to speak, of the scenes in which lago slowly casts

his net round Othello, Desdemona, and Cassio.

Shakespeare 's opening scenes in Venice are dispensed with, the

whole action of the opera takes place in Cyprus. The first scene

shows us a tavern on the quay, with the battlements and the sea

in the distance. It is night, and a hurricane is raging. There is no

overture
;
the curtain rises after a few tremendous bars that suffi-

ciently paint the tempest. The chorus, with Montano and Cassio,

are anxiously watching Othello's ship battling with the waves and

wind, and praying for its safety. lago thinks and hopes the ship

is lost, but he has hardly spoken when the chorus break out into

a great cry of
"
She's safe' She's safe!

" and a few moments later

Othello appears upon the fortifications, followed by his soldiers

and sailors.
"
Exult!

" he cries,
"
the Ottoman pride is buried in

the sea; to us is the glory under heaven' After our arms came the

tempest and destroyed them' "

Othello's cry of victory lasts only a dozen bars, but they con-

stitute perhaps the most difficult first entry for a tenor in the

whole of opera; they require enormous vocal power and a tre-

mendous stage personality. Verdi wrote the part of Othello for

Tamagno, a great bull of a man who had one of the hugest voices

ever heard on the stage.

The crowd follows up Othello's ejaculation with a chorus of

victory, during which the storm dies completely away. The crew

of the ship come up from the shore and carry arms and baggage

into the citadel, while the populace come from behind the fort

with pieces of wood, with which they make a fire. Against this

moving background lago talks to Roderigo on the lines that will

be familiar to the reader who knows his Shakespeare: lago gives
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vent to his hatred of Othello, promises Roderigo possession of

Desdemona, and pours out his scorn and envy of Cassio, who has

now entered and taken his place among a group of soldiers,

lago's

"And I, God bless the mark* his Moorship's ancient," is

set to a subtly ironic phrase:

io ri - man* go di sua Mo-re-scaSi-gno-

na...... 1'al fie re!

The fire is now blazing away merrily, and neither Verdi nor his

librettist, being Italians, can resist the temptation for a chorus on

the subject: this is one of the three or four cases in Otello in

which the conventions of the older Italian opera assert themselves.

When the chorus is over and the fire has died down, lago, Rod-

erigo, Cassio, and a few other soldiers are seen at a table; some

are sitting, some standing. lago exhorts the company to drink,

forces wine on Cassio in spite of the latter's refusals of it, and

breaks out into Boito's version of the song
" And let the canikin

clink." Verdi has found the perfect musical expression for the

lines a rollicking melody with a refrain:

va. be

va, be - va. be-vacon met
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that has almost a drunken jollity and yet a touch of the sinister

about it.

The chorus take up the song; Cassio becomes tipsier and tipsier,

and tries to sing the first phrase of it himself but fails at it, to

the amusement of the others. Montano comes in to tell him he is

expected for sentry duty on the bastion. Roderigo provokes Cassio

by laughing at him for being drunk, and a fight ensues between

the two, followed by Cassio's assault upon Montano when the

latter intervenes. During the excitement Roderigo is sent off by

lago to raise the town, and the noise soon brings out Othello, who
orders the combatants to put down their arms, demands an ex-

planation, listens to lago's hypocritical story of how the quarrel

began, and cashiers the repentant and sorrowful Cassio with the

words,
" Never more be officer of mine."

Desdemona, who also has been disturbed by the tumult, now
enters. Othello dismisses everyone, and the pair break out into the

love-duet which, as we have said, covers most of the ground of

Othello's speech to the Senate in an earlier scene in Shakespeare.

The ramparts of a fort may seem an odd place for two lovers to

choose to pour out their hearts to each other in, but opera is opera.

Anyhow, in view of the beauty of the music, we are not inclined

to be too critical of dramatic probability. The phrase to which

Othello sings:
" You loved me for the dangers I had passed," etc., runs thus:

(3)
_

gpp^cir r r c
:

tu m'a-raa-vi per le mie sven tu - re,

^
ed 10 t'a-raa-vo per la tua pie ta

Desdemona takes up the melody and the words (with the necessary

changes in the pronouns) ;
and the lovers feel the cup of their

happiness to be brimming over.

The duet comes to a quiet, ecstatic end with the lovely theme

of the "
Kiss ":
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(4) J=88.^.

& m
gfefe^

-8-

that will be used again with poignant effect in the final moments
of the opera. The pair go into the castle with their arms about each

other, and the curtain falls.
t

The scene of the second Act is laid in a room on the ground-
floor of the castle, with a garden at the back and porches at the

sides. There is a brief orchestral introduction, based on the smooth,

sinister, insinuating music that, when the curtain rises, accom-

panies lago's advice to Cassio to beg Desdemona to intercede for

him with Othello. Cassio goes out, lago follows him with a look

of contempt, and delivers himself of his famous l *

Credo
" He be-

lieves only in a cruel God who has made him in his own image.
" From some vile germ was I born

;
I am wicked because I am a

man, and feel the elemental mud in my being. I believe that the

good man is only a bantering comedian, and everything about

him tears, kisses, sacrifices, and honour nothing but false-

hood. After all this absurdity comes Death And then'* And
then? Death itself is nothing, and heaven only an ancient idle

tale." This "
Credo," of course, is Boito's invention The ke\ t >

Verdi's subtle and terrible musical commentaiy on it is given ir.

the motive that prefaces it in the orchestra.

col Sva bassa.

Desdemona comes into the garden with Emilia; lago draws

Cassio from his place of retirement in the porch, and sends him tv

her. lago conceals himself in the porch on the left, gazes at the

pair fixedly, and pretends not to see Othello on the latter's entry.
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As in Shakespeare, he skilfully works up the Moor's suspicion by
means of hints and ejaculations, and Verdi's music is as subtle

as the words; note, for instance, the insinuating melodic line of

the query:
4< Did not Cassio know Desdemona in the first days

of your love?
"

'"

1 1 t-
k

I

Cas - sio, oei pri-mi di del vos tro-amor, De-

sde-mo-na non co-no-sce - va?

and the creeping, serpent-like phrase to which lago sings the

equivalent of Shakespeare's

'

It is the green-eyed monster, which

doth mock

The meat it feeds on ".

(7)

\ \ r^ M *

rir Mpr
Eun' i dra fo sea, h-vi da, cie ca,

f pi r nJ J

col suo ve le - no se stes sa at-tos - ca.

The dialogue between the two, which is treated throughout in

masterly fashion, is marred somewhat by another hark-back on

Verdi's part to the methods of the older opera type: he must have

a chorus at this point, so he introduces a number of maidens,

children, Cypriot and Albanian mariners, and so on, who surround

Desdemona and offer her flowers; by way of local colour, they

accompany their song with the guzla (a kind of mandoline) and

other instruments.
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The chorus over, Desdemona graciously dismisses her admirers

and comes forward to Othello, with whom she intercedes on behalf

of Cassio. Othello tries to shelve the question, but she insists.

She takes out her handkerchief and tries to bind up Othello's

head, but he throws the handkerchief to the ground. It is picked up

by Emilia, from whom, later, it is snatched by lago, during a

quartet of the characters in the course of which Desdemona pro-

tests her love for Othello, while the latter fancies he sees their

golden love trampled in the mud. Desdemona withdraws sadly

with Emilia, and Othello gives full cry to his grief, ending with

the famous "
Othello's occupation's gone'

"
lago, pretending to

reassure him, subtly adds fuel to his suspicions ,
his

"
I lay with

Cassio lately . . ." is a masterpiece of insidious suggestion. The

scene ends with Othello's oath of vengeance, in which "
honest

lago
"

insists on joining him.

The third Act takes place in the great hall of the castle, at the

back of which is a colonnade. The orchestral introduction is based

on the phrase to which lago has lately sung,
"

It is the green-

eyed monster "
(No. 7). When the curtain rises, Othello and lago

are seen in the hall. From the colonnade a herald announces that

the look-out has signalled the Venetian galley that is bringing the

ambassadors to Cyprus. Othello dismisses the herald, turns to

lago, and bids him continue what he was saying. lago advises

him to conceal himself and observe Cassio with Desdemona.

Meanwhile lago goes out as Desdemona enters
,
his last words to

Othello are to remember the handkerchief.

The dialogue between Desdemona and Othello is at first con-

ducted on lines of high courtesy ,
but the atmosphere becomes dis-

turbed when Desdemona speaks of Cassio. Othello tells her he

feels his old malady coming upon him, and begs Desdemona to

bind his head for him. The handkerchief that she produces will

not do; he asks for the one he had once given her as a pledge of

his love, the charmed handkerchief that an Egyptian woman had

given his mother: woe to her if she has lost it' If she has, let her

look for it at once! Desdemona believes he is merely feigning in

order to turn her from her advocacy of Cassio; she harps upon
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her own theme until the maddened Othello takes her under the

chin and by the shoulder and forces her to look at him. In answer

to his tortured questions she protests that she is his chaste and

loving wife. His mood softens for a moment into pity for himself

and her; then his fury rises, and hurling a last insult at her, he

orders her away. When she has gone, he breaks out into a pitiful

lamentation over his lost happiness: he would, he says, have borne

uncomplaining the worst misfortune with which it would have

pleased heaven to visit him, but not this to have had the illu-

sion that sustained his soul and heart destroyed. His final cry,

commencing with the phrase:

(8)

Spen 10 4 quel sol. quel sornso. quel rag - gio che mi fa

vi vo. che mi fa lie - - - to!

(Extinguished is that sun, that smile, that ray, that

gives me life, that gives me gladness')

is of a heart-rending pathos. Then his jealousy takes possession

of him once more, and he resolves first to wring a confession from

Desdemona and then to kill her.

He conceals himself as Cassio enters. lago goes to meet the

latter and gets him to speak gaily of his mistress Bianca, Othello,

not having heard this name, which was spoken softly by lago, of

course assumes that it is his amour with Desdemona that Cassio

is describing so light-heartedly. Cassio produces the mysterious

handkerchief that lago has caused to be left in his room, and

Othello needs no more evidence to confirm his suspicions. Trump-

ets ring out, followed by a discharge of cannon the signal of

the arrival of the Venetian ship; lago urges Cassio to go before

the hall fills with people.

When he has gone, Othello emerges from his hiding-place and,

as in* Shakespeare, summarises his whole emotion in the one grim

question,
" How shall I murder him, lago?

" He nominates logo
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his lieutenant, and asks him to bring him a poison that night,

but lago counsels him rather to suffocate Desdemona in her bed,

and the justice of this mode of vengeance appeals to Othello.

First, however, to avoid suspicion, Desdemona is to be shown to

the legates. lago goes to bring her, and Othello places himself in

position to receive the Venetian dignitaries, who now enter, along

with Desdemona, Emilia, soldiers, Rodengo, Lodovico (Desde-

mona's uncle), and others finally also Cassio.

After a short chorus of greeting, Lodovico hands the Senate's

message to Othello, who respectfully kisses the parchment and

then opens and reads it. While he is doing this, the others engage

in conversation. Desdemona tells them how her heart is oppressed,

and lago hypocritically hopes that Othello's anger against her will

leave him. But when, still anxious to serve the dismissed lieuten-

ant, she says to lago,
4k You know how true my affection 15 for

Cassio," Othello, still ostensibly reading, hisses sotto voce at her JL

command to check her tongue, and then, unable to control himselt

any longer, bursts out with a u
Silence, devil'

"
that horrifies them

all. He gives the herald an imperious demand to bring CabSio t >

him, and then quietly bids lago watch both Desdemona an I

Cassio when the latter comes

Othello announces the will of the Senate that he shall return

to Venice, his place in Cyprus to be taken by Cassio. Lodovic >

begs him to say a word of comfort to Desdemona, but his only

reply is, "We set sail to-morrow f
"
Then, m a gust of rage, he

seizes Desdemona and, to everyone's horror, throws her to the

ground. Emilia and Lodovico raise her, and she pours out her sor-

row in long, touching musical phrases that are continued through

the elaborate ensemble that follows. Othello, at the end of it, hurl^

himself at the company and imperiously orders them to depart

Desdemona runs to him with a cry of
" My husband'

"
but he

repulses her with a curse. The stage empties, except for Othello

and lago. Othello, foaming, cries out
"
Blood'

"
raves about the

handkerchief, and falls in a swoon.
" My poison works 1

"
says

lago. Outside, the crowd shouts "Long live Othello! Long live

the Lion of Venice!
"
lago looks at the prostrate form of the Moor,
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and with a fiendishly derisive gesture points to it and says
" Behold

the Lion!
v
as the curtain falls.

The fourth Act commences with a short orchestral prelude

based on the
'* Willow "

song that Desdemona sings later (see

No. 9).

When the curtain rises, we see Desdemona's bedchamber. A
lamp burns before an image of the Madonna that stands over a

faldstool. It is night, and the room is dimly lit by a candle on

a table. Desdemona tells Emilia how Othello has ordered her to

await him, and in touching tones bids Emilia to lay on her bed her

wedding sheets, and

"If I do die before thee, prithee

shroud me
In one of those same sheets."

"
I am so sad, so sad," she sighs, and, seating herself mechanically

before the mirror, she breaks out into the tale of the
" maid

called Barbara '' and her song of
"
Willow," which begins thus:

Pian f gea . . .. can tan do nel-Per*raa

_

r
"* .11^ '^

Un da, pian-gea la me sta. .

goes on to the mournful cry of
" Willow ":

(10)

.,WP._,
_

.

f fir r
iir

f
iir i

r
a

O Sal ce! Sal-ce! Sal ce!

and ends with the Italian equivalent of
"
Sing all a green wil-

low must be my garland ":
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(n) Can - da roo! cafl - ite - - raol

^
Three other verses of the ditty she sings, interrupting herself

from time to time to give Emilia orders. In the third stanza she

sighs
" Poor Barbara! ":

Po * ve ra!

After the fourth verse she bids Emilia " Good night," and the

maid turns to depart; but hardly has she done so than a pre-

monition of coming evil overmasters Desdemona, and she bursts

out into a heart-rending cry of
"
Emilia, farewell 1 ":

Ah I E <-- mil la. E- aril-fa, ad - dto,

tt *T' C
' *

The wild passion of it, the unexpectedness of it, and the sud-

den fortissimo of the orchestra make this simple phrase the most

terribly poignant moment in the whole work

Emilia embraces her and goes out. Left alone, Desdemona

kneels at the faldstool, sings a quiet, touching prayer to the

Virgin, and then lies down in the bed. A secret door opens, and

Othello appears; as he slowly and furtively makes his way down
the stage he is accompanied by some most sinister phrases low

down in the double basses: it is as if some great fearsome beast

were stalking its prey in the darkness. He lays his sword on the
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table, pauses before the candle, looks for a moment at Desdemona,
then puts out the light, makes his way to the bed, pauses again,

draws the curtain aside and contemplates the sleeping figure.

Thrice he kisses her, while we hear in the orchestra the earlier
"
Kiss

"
motive. Desdemona awakes. Othello accuses her of lov-

ing Cassio and of having given him the prized handkerchief; bids

her not perjure herself on her deathbed by denying it, and suf-

focates her in the midst of her prayers and cries.

As he stands contemplating her, a noise is heard without.

Emilia knocks and feverishly demands entrance. When at last

Othello has admitted her, she cries out that Cassio has killed

Roderigo, but that Cassio still lives; and from the bed is heard

a choked cry from Desdemona. "O falsely, falsely murdered '

... A guiltless death I die! Farewell!
" " She lies!

"
says

Othello,
" 'twas I who killed her."

Emilia passionately scorns his story of Desdemona's guill

with Cassio, runs to the door and calls frantically for aid. Lodo-

vico, Cassio, lago, and others enter. Emilia denounces her hus

band's perfidy, and Montano rushes in with the news thai

Roderigo, before he died, has exposed lago's wiles. The villaii

flies. Othello takes up his sword, but at the bidding of Lodovicc

lets it fall again. He goes to the bed, utters over Desdemona a las

pathetic monologue, draws a dagger from his doublet and stab:

himself. With the last of his strength he kisses her, to the straii

of the
" Kiss "

motive, and the curtain falls.



CHARLES FRANQOIS GOUNOD

FRANCOIS GOUNOD was born in Paris on

\_xthe lyth June, 1818. His father, an engraver and lithog-

rapher of repute, died when he was five years old. His mother,

of whom he was passionately fond, exerted a great influence upon
the soft, impressionable nature of the child who was left entirely

in her charge. She supported herself and her two children at first

by continuing her husband's business as a lithographer, and

afterwards by teaching the piano. To her Charles Frangois owed

the rudiments of his musical education; for his general education

he attended the Lycee Saint-Louis.

His bent towards music had asserted itself at a very early age,

and he was no more than thirteen, and still at the Lycee, when he

begged his mother to let him adopt the art as a career. His

mother, however, wisely kept him at his general studies for

some years longer, and it was not until he was eighteen that he

was allowed to enter the Conservatoire, where he became the pupil

of Halevy for counterpoint and fugue, and of Lesueur for com-

position. He entered three times for the Prix de Rome The first

time he was placed second
;
the second time he failed completely ,

the third time, in 1839, ^e won the coveted prize with a cantata,

Fernand. The next three years he spent, in accordance with the

terms of the prize, mostly in Rome, visiting Germany on the way
back to his own country.

He was all his life of a deeply religious temperament, and in

1846 there was some question of his entering the Church, a temp-
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tation which he managed in the end to withstand. During the

years immediately following 1846 he wrote a Mass in G, four

numbers from which were performed at St. Martin's Hall, Lon-

don, under John Hullah, on the i5th January, 1851. This was

the beginning of Gounod's long and close association with Eng-

land

He dallied with various forms of composition, including the

symphony, but, like every other French composer of that time, he

had to look to the theatre for a career, and for the theatre he was

only in a minor degree fitted by nature. He had an abundant flow

of pleasing music of several kinds, but the one kind that was

mostly lacking in him was the dramatic. Hence the large number

of his stage works that were either partial successes or complete

failures. In Rome he had attracted the attention of the great

singer Pauline Viardot, who later asked him to write something

especially for her. The result was Gounod's first three-act opera,

Sapho, which, no doubt owing to the influence of Madame Viar-

dot, was produced at the Paris Opera in 1851. The work did not

keep the stage, in spite of a remodelling, in two acts, some seven

years later; all that the ordinary music lover of to-day knows

of it is the aria
" O ma lyre immortelle/' A second stage work,

Ulysse choruses and incidental music for a five-act tragedy by
Ponsard (1852) was no more successful, this, too, was re-

vised and put on again in 1854, but without breaking its ill-

luck.

A third opera, La Nonne Sanglante, produced in Paris in 1854,

ran only to eleven performances. A comic opera, founded on

Moliere's Le Median malgre lui (in the English version The

Mock Doctor), produced in 1858, was fairly successful It was

not until he was nearly forty-one that Gounod made a success,

and that a world-wide one, with his Faust (Paris, igth March,

1859); in this he was for once fortunate enough to find a story

strong enough in itself to hold his charming lyrical music to-

gether.

After that came another sequence of failures and semi-failures:

Philtmon et Baucis (1860), La Reine de Saba (1862) (given in
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English under the title of Irene), Mireille (1864), La Colombe

(1866), Cmq Mars (1877), Polyeucte (1878), Le Tribut de

Zamora (1881), and Sapho (1884) (a third version, in four

acts, of his first opera, 1851). One enduring success broke the

monotony of these discouragements Romeo et Juliette (1867).

All this while Gounod had been devoting considerable atten-

tion to religious music, with occasional excursions into lighter

moods, to one of which we owe the delightful Funeral March 0} a

Marionette. The Mass in G had been followed in 1855 by the

Saint Cecilia Mass, and this by some nine other Masses In addi-

tion he wrote, concurrently with his operatic works, an immense

quantity of music for the Church or associated with religious

words. In his later years he became more and more absorbed in

religion. The Redemption was begun in 1868, but not finished

until 1881; it was first performed at the Birmingham Triennial

Festival of 1882. 'Mors et Vita was produced at Birmingham in

1885. His last work was a Requiem (1893). It is interesting to

recall that his motet Gallia was produced at the Albert Hall, Lon-

don, at the opening of the International Exhibition of 1871, and

that out of the English choir that he created later to perform in

the newly opened Albert Hall there developed what is now known

as thjB Royal Choral Society.

To this large output has to be added some forty sacred songs

(among them the famous Nazareth) and over two hundred

secular songs, two symphonies, three string quartets, a number

of piano and organ works, and the well-known Meditation

on the first Prelude of Bach's "
48," which was written about

He had fled to London from the German invasion of France in

1870, and the English capital remained his home for the next

three years. Here he formed that association with Mrs Weldon

that was at first a consolation and a stimulus and afterwards a

sore trial to him. His friends managed to tear him away from

the
"
sorceress

"
in the summer of 1874, and to plant him in his

native country again. The lady, a prey to the traditional fury of

the woman scorned, made it impossible for him ever to enter
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England again without having to face a lawsuit and probable

arrest.

He was working at his Requiem one afternoon in the October

of 1893, in the company of a pupil, Henri Biisser, when he was

attacked by a congestion of the brain, and fell forward on the

piano. He died three days later, on the i8th, at Saint-Cloud. He
was given a State funeral.



FAUST

THE
Faust legend is a very old one, and is probably, even

in the earliest form in which it has reached us, a com-

posite from various sources Marlowe reduced the story to dra-

matic form in The Tragicall History of Doctor Faustus (1604)

Towards the end of the eighteenth century, for some reason or

other, the legend took possession of a great many of the most

serious minds in Germany. It was a period of profound spiritual

change, and the idealists seemed to recognise themselves in the

old mediaeval figure who was broken in his attempt to
" read the

riddle of the painful earth."

A writer of 1784 says that Goethe "undertook his work at a

time when in every quarter of Germany Fausts wete announced

as forthcoming; and I know that he completed it I have been

positively informed that he only delayed his publication in order

that the other Fausts might appear
" We know, in fact, of some-

thing like thirty other treatments of the legend in Germany dur-

ing the long period, lasting some sixty years, in which Goethe

was working out his own vast plan

The great poet probably first conceived the idea of a work on

the subject when he was about sixteen certainly before he was

twenty. Nothing of it saw the light, however, until 1790, when

certain scenes from the First Part of Faust as we now have it

appeared It was not until 1808, when Goethe was fifty-nine years

old, that the complete First Part was published He had long

been working at intervals at the colossal Second Part, but it was
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not until he was seventy-five that he settled down seriously to the

completion of this. The gigantic project was at last carried out

to the appointed end in July 1831, a month or so before the poet's

eighty-second birthday. He sealed the manuscript up, not wish-

ing it to be published until after his death. He died on the 22nd

March, 1832.

Few English people of the present day can boast of an ac-

quaintance with the Second Part of Goethe's Faust. It is prob-

able, indeed, that most people to-day are indebted entirely to

Gounod's opera for their knowledge of the legend.

The libretto that Gounod has set to music corresponds in its

essentials with the First Part of Goethe, this shows us the weary
old philosopher who has given up in despair the hope of ever re-

ceiving an answer to his question as to the meaning of life, per-

suaded by Mephistopheles to sell his soul in return for the re-

newal of his youth, and then falling in love with Marguerite,

who is afterwards executed for the murder of their child. In

answer to Mephistopheles' malicious
" She is judged!

" a celes-

tial voice cries out
" She is saved!

" and the First Part ends with

the devil disappearing with Faust. In the slowly spun Second

Part we see the gradual redemption of Faust through his unself-

ish love of humanity; the situation is summed up in the final

song of the Angels who soar into the higher atmosphere, carrying

the immortal part of Faust:

" The noble spirit now is free,

And saved from evil scheming:

Whoe'er aspires unweariedly
Is not beyond redeeming.

And if he feels the grace of Love

That from on High is given,

The Blessed Hosts that wait above

Shall welcome him to Heaven! "

It was inevitable that a subject of this kind should attract

musicians Beethoven at one time thought of taking it up
and it would probably be impossible to-day to enumerate all
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he musical settings of the legend. Schumann, in what, on the

arhole, is his finest work Scenes from Goethe's Faust has

nade a not unsuccessful attempt to combine the essentials of

3oth Goethe's realistic First Part and his mystical Second. Ber-

ioz, in his Damnation of Faust, treated the subject from a stand-

point entirely his own, his work ending with a macabre " Ride to

.he Abyss."

Wagner, in his young days, projected a Faust Symphony, but

iid not proceed with it further than the first movement, which,

in a later revision, we now possess as the Faust Overture. Liszt

treated the subject in the form of a" symphony, with a mystic

:horus at the end of the last movement. In our own day, Busoni

has given a new turn to the story in his posthumous opera Doktor

Faust.

Gounod's Faust was produced for the first time at the Theatre

Lyrique, Paris, on the ipth March, 1859, and was at first only

moderately successful. It quickly established itself in public

favour, however, and in a very short time had overrun all Europe,

including even Germany, which had come to regard itself, in a

special sense, as the guardian of the Faust subject It has been

said, though with what truth we do not know, that it was the

overwhelming popularity of Gounod's Faust that held Wagner
back from the completion of his own work. Reading between the

lines of his autobiography, we can perhaps see that Wagner was

anything but pleased with this success of a French composer in

what was regarded as a specifically German subject. During the

troublous days of the production of Tannhauser in Paris in 1861,

Gounod boldly championed the cause of Wagner.
'" As an ac-

knowledgment of this," says Wagner,
"

I presented him with the

score of Tristan and Isolde, being all the more gratified by his

behaviour because no considerations of friendship had been able

to induce me to hear his Faust."

Gounod's opera was, in its first form, an opera comique. This

term does not necessarily denote a comic opera, but merely an

opera in which the non-lyrical portions are carried on by means

of spoken dialogue; Bizet's Carmen, for instance, is an opera
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comique in spite of the tragic nature of the subject. When Faust

was taken to the Paris Opera, on the 3rd March, 1869, the spoken

portions were replaced by music, and it is in this later form that

Faust has come down to the present generation. The librettists of

Gounod's opera were Jules Barbier and Michel Carre, the former

a prolific French dramatist of some ability, the latter a minor

man of letters who had already produced a little play entitled

Faust et Marguerite. Barbier had a good deal of skill in the manu-

facture of opera texts, and was greatly in demand in Paris for

this class of work
; among the best known of his other " books "

are those for Meyerbeer's Dinorah and Ambroise Thomas's

Hamlet.

We have rather contradictory accounts of the origin of Faust.

Gounod tells us in his autobiography that during one of his noc-

turnal rambles while he was living as a student in Rome there

first occurred to him the idea of a setting of the Walpurgis Night
scene in Goethe's poem, and that for many years after he jotted

down any idea which he thought might be useful if ever he should

compose an opera on the subject. One would think, therefore, that

he is entitled to be believed when he says that, having made the

acquaintance of Barbier and Carre in 1856, he asked them to

collaborate with him and suggested Faust, an idea which pleased

them both. That he had had the idea of an opera on the subject

of Faust in his mind since his Roman sojourn appears to be be-

yond dispute, but he was perhaps in error in saying that it was

he who suggested Faust as a subject for collaboration with

Barbier and Carre.

Barbier's own story is that he had conceived an admiration for

the genius of Gounod, whom he regarded as a coming man, and

that having met him by accident one night on the boulevard, he

asked to be allowed to write a libretto for him, and suggested

Faust as a subject; whereupon Gounod said animatedly,
" Ah!

my dear sir! I have had that in mind from my earliest years!
"

Carvalho, the director of the Theatre Lyrique, who first pro-

duced Faust, gives us yet another version of the matter. He tells

us that he met Gounod at a performance of an opera by Masse
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towards the end of 1866, and reproached him in a friendly way
with not having brought a work to him for production at his

theatre.
" There is nothing I should like better," Gounod replied;

" but what am I to do? Find me a subject'
" "

Well," said Car-

valho, "do me a Faust "; and he continues,
" That was thirty-

five years ago, but I can still see the astonishment and delight

in his eyes.
' A Faust,' he cried.

'

Why, I have had that in my
stomach for many years.' I give his reply verbatim; I have never

forgotten it. We fixed up a meeting next day with Jules Barbier

and Michel Carre, and it was decided that Gounod should begin

work on Faust."

Barbier, by the way, had already offered a libretto on the sub-

ject to Meyerbeer, who refused it because, as a good German,

he was outraged at the thought of turning the great national poem
into an ordinary stage show.

Carre entered into the scheme with some reluctance; he

thought the plot
" worn out

"
by that time, and not particularly

well suited to the theatre. His own share in the libretto seems to

have been a small one. In his Faust et Marguerite there had been

a version of the song about the King of Thule, and this was in-

corporated in the Gounod libretto, apart from this, his only

contribution, so far as we can make out, was the song of the
"
Calf of Gold "

in the second act, which was the final survivor

of no less than thirteen experiments on Gounod's part

It has been said that when the new opera was ready, the

authors first offered it to Roqueplan, the director of the Paris

Opera, who refused it, declaring the subject to be "
out of date

"

His successor, Royer, also declined it, his reason being that there

were not sufficient opportunities for scenic display in it. But

whether Faust came to Carvalho in the first place or in the third

place, it is certain that he agreed to put it on at the Theatre

Lyrique, in the Boulevard du Temple. But ill-luck still pursued
it. A Faust by a dramatist named Dennery was put on at another

theatre in the immediate vicinity, and it would have been in-

judicious to embark on the opera until this was out of the way
It was to keep Barbier and Gounod from chafing during the many
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months of waiting that Carvalho commissioned them to write Li

Medecin malgre lui, which was produced in January 1858.

Meanwhile, though the part of Marguerite was being studiec

by Madame Ugalde, Carvalho's wife, who was also a singer, hac

taken a fancy to it, and Madame Ugalde had to be compensatec

with the leading part in an opera by another composer. Carvalho,

after the fashion of theatrical managers, made all sorts of criticisms

and suggested all kinds of alterations, some of which the authors

had to accept: the church scene in particular was placed now

before the love scene, now after it, and then before it, and then

after it again. Carvalho's own account of the matter, in his

Memoirs, is that originally the opera
" was too long, and the

performance would never have finished."

Gounod was very well pleased with his singers during the re-

hearsals, especially Madame Carvalho and Balanque, the latter

of whom played Mephistopheles. Gounod had hoped for great

things from the tenor, Guardi, but the latter fell ill during the

rehearsals, and the part had to be given to a provincial tenor,

Barbot.

It was during the rehearsals that Carvalho managed, though
with great difficulty, to persuade Gounod to cut out certain sec-

tions from the opera, especially a duet, at the beginning of the

Kermesse, between Marguerite and Valentine, during which

Marguerite gave her brother the little cross that figures later in

his duel with Faust. Carvalho's objection was a rational one: he

argued that the part of Marguerite would be much more effective

if the spectators saw her for the first time as she crosses the stage

and rejects the advances of the stranger Faust, instead of first

appearing earlier in a somewhat unnecessary scene with her

brother. There were also cut out a song in which Valentine praised

the beauty of his sister, and the whole of the scene in the Hartz

mountains, which was so long as to be quite impossible in a single

evening. In place of the song of Valentine's just mentioned there

appeared the Soldiers' Chorus, which had already been written

by Gounod for another opera, Ivan the Terrible, which was never

finished.
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Almost at the last minute there were difficulties with the censor,

who raised objections, on religious grounds, to the cathedral scene.

Carvalho, who was at first in despair, got out of this difficulty in a

highly ingenious way. One of Gounod's greatest friends and ad-

mirers was Monseigneur de Segur, the Apostolic Nuncio at Paris.

Partly out of liking for the composer, partly out of love of music,

this dignitary attended all the final rehearsals

One day, when the censor was raising his old objection in the

theatre itself, Carvalho, who had Monseigneur de Segur in his

own box, said,
"
Well, we have with us Monseigneur de Segur, the

Apostolic Nuncio. Let us go to him/ and I will ask him, before

you, his opinion on the question whether the susceptibilities of

Rome are likely to be hurt by the cathedral scene
''

They ap-

proached the Nuncio and put the question to him, and he replied,
"
But, Monsieur Carvalho, I should like all the theatres to have

scenes like that What' suppress the cathedral scene? Who on

earth asked you to do that?
" The censor went away quite satis-

fied. Carvalho, however, had very sagaciously omitted to mention

to him that the Papal Nuncio was blind.

It is sometimes said that Faust was a failure on its production

That is not true, the work, containing so much that was new,

certainly did not take the Parisian public by storm all at once,

but it had a steadily growing success, and fifty-seven performances

of it were given during the first year.

Gounod, in his autobiography, says,
" The success of Famt

was not overwhelming, yet so far it has been my greatest success

in the theatre. Does this mean that it is my best work? I am

absolutely unable to say, but in any case it confirms what I have

already said on the matter of success, namely, that this is rather

the result of a certain concurrence of fortunate circumstances

and favourable conditions than a proof and a measure of the

intrinsic value of the work itself. What wins the favour of the

public at first is what lies on the surface of the work
;
but it is

in virtue of what lies beneath that it maintains and strengthens

its position. A certain amount of time is required to grasp the

expression and the infinity of detail that make up the drama.
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... I would call it a sensation rather than a shining success.

The musical habits of the public, of the singers, and of the critics,

and consequently of the publishers, were somewhat upset by it;

the only publisher who nibbled at it was Monsieur Colombier,

who had the magnanimity to offer us, for a work of five acts, the

fabulous sum of four thousand francs t Our delicacy recoiled before

so generous a proposition."

The publisher Heugel is said to have accepted the score, and

then declined it under pressure from his partner. At last a friend

of Gounod, Prosper Pascal, found a small publisher, Choudens,

who had just started in a modest way. Pascal persuaded him to

put practically the whole of his capital, ten thousand francs, into

the purchase of Faust. The lucky investment laid the foundations

of the fortunes of the house of Choudens, and must have paid for

itself thousands of times over.

We have seen that for a fairly considerable time in the early

part of his life Gounod coquetted with the idea of entering the

Church. The impulses driving him in the direction of religion were

probably more emotional than intellectual, his spiritual aspira-

tions, in fact, were only the other side of his general longing for

love. In this respect he strongly resembled Liszt, who all his life

fluctuated between a very real appreciation of women, wine, and

song, and a desire to live in a world entirely spiritual.

In 1857 Gounod seems to have passed through a final emotional

crisis, for we read in a letter of Berlioz to Escudier of the 8th

October of that year:
"

I expect you have heard of the new trouble

that has descended on the Zimmermann family poor Gounod has

gone mad, he is at present in the asylum of Dr. Blanche, and his

reason is despaired of." The Zimmermanns were his wife's family,

with whom he was at that time living. He had been out riding in

the morning. During dinner he suddenly went very pale, burst

into tears, and went to his own room. The others followed him,

and found him in a faint on the floor. He became possessed with

the idea that his mother was
ill, and insisted on being taken to

Paris. No sooner had he arrived there than he had to take to his

bed, where he became so delirious that at first a cerebral fever was
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feared. The convulsion passed; but as his reason still seemed

affected, it was thought prudent to take him to the establishment

of Dr. Blanche, where he stayed ten days or so.

By the i8th the French papers could announce the end of an ill-

ness that had caused considerable sensation in Paris. It seems

likely that round about this period Gounod's physical, mental, and

spiritual forces were all working at a white heat, and it is to this

incandescence an incandescence to which he never quite at-

tained at any later epoch of his life that we owe both his

temporary breakdown and his Faust, which is the quintessence

of all that is best in his genius.

Faust has become so familiar an object to the modern world,

and so much has happened in music since 1859, that it takes a

slight effort of the historical imagination to realize how over-

whelming was the effect it produced upon its own generation.

For its day it was an exceedingly original and a very disturb-

ing work. The more serious Germans did their best to disparage

it; they could not reconcile themselves to so predominantly

sensuous a treatment of a subject which, for them, was mainly

spiritual and philosophical. But nothing could stay the triumphal

progress of the opera even in Germany.
If we want to see how Gounod impressed his more intelligent

contemporaries, we cannot do better than turn to the English

critic, H. F. Chorley, of the Athenozum. Chorley, who had heard

Gounod's Sapho in 1851, declared it to be "the best first opera

ever written by a composer, Beethoven's Fidelio (his first and

last) excepted." Ke described the special characteristics of Gou-

nod as consisting in
" a certain placid grandeur of line, a richness

of colour, not perhaps sufficiently various, an elegance and ten-

derness of melody which belonged to no preceding model." Gou-

nod, in fact, created almost as much stir in the musical world

of his day as Wagner did. He was the subject of not only dis-

paraging but wrathful criticism in some quarters, while Chorley
made bold to declare, about 1862, that he "

is now one of the

very few individual men left to whom musical Europe is looking

for its pleasure."

Chorley's article upon Faust is too long to reproduce in its en-
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tirety here; the reader will find it in his Thirty Tears
9 Musical

Recollections, and a perusal of it will prove very instructive. In

those days Faust was not what it has become now, a coin that has

been somewhat worn by its constant passing from hand to hand

for more than half a century. It was fresh from the mint, and the

people who heard the opera for the first time were better qualified

than we are to detect the many features of it that were audaciously

original.

The love-duet Chorley describes as
"
a real love-duet, if there

was ever such a thing written; one of those inspirations which

might have been born among the dews of a summer twilight, and

the scent of flowers, and the musical falling of distant waters. The

brief adagio which contains the full confessions of the pair has a

luxury of tenderness and beauty which are unsurpassable
" Our

modern conception of love-music has been altered by the duet in

the second act of Tristan. In comparison with the terrific fire of

that, the love-music of Faust may seem to us to-day to inhabit

a world of a rather lower temperature ;
but Chorley was right

at the time when Faust appeared there was no operatic love-

music to compare with this either for sweetness or for depth of

passion.

We see once more the difference between that age and this in

our attitude towards the Soldiers' Chorus as compared with that

of the generation of 1860. For us, the chorus has been somewhat

cheapened by popularity; to the people who heard it for the first

time it was a thrilling expression of communal feeling. Chorley

says of it:
" The return of the regiment is one of those seizing

pieces of music which are instinct with fire. I shall never forget

the riotous enthusiasm which burst out when this magnificent

chorus, to which an army of myriads might sweep on its way to

victory, electrified the ears of the Theatre Lyrique on the night

of the first performance of the opera. I feel it thrill in my pen as

I write
"

Goethe's poem begins with a Prologue in Heaven, in which

Mephistopheles pours out his scorn upon man, and particu-

larly on 4k
the gleam of heavenly light which Thou hast lent

him ":
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" He calls it Reason thence his powers increased,

To be far beastlier than any beast."

Humanity is so vile and so stupid that he has "
scarce the heart

to plague the wretched creature." The Almighty asks him if he

knows Faust. Mephistopheles replies.

" Forsooth! He serves you after strange devices.

No earthly meat or drink the fool suffices:

His spirit's ferment far aspireth;

Half-conscious of his frenzied, crazed unrest,

The fairest stars from Heaven he requireth,

From Earth, the highest raptures at the best,

And all the Near and Far that he desireth

Fails to subdue the tumult of his breast."

The Almighty replies that though Faust is still in confusion as to

his service under Him, some day he is certain to find the light.

Thereupon Mephistopheles bets the Almighty that he can seduce

the soul of Faust. The Almighty gives him permission to try, but

prophesies his failure.

" A good man, through obscurest aspirations,

Has still an instinct of the one true \\ay/'

These last two lines are vital for an understanding of Goethe's

poem. It is clear from these that the First Part of it describes only

the preliminary stage of Faust's trial, the full meaning of the

Almighty's words does not become evident until, at the end of

the Second Part, Faust has redeemed himself by love and good
works. It is for this reason that the musicians who have had a

sure understanding of the significance of Goethe's poem as a

whole, like Schumann and Liszt, have tried to round off their

Fausts somewhat in the manner of Goethe's.

The French librettists and the French composer, on the other

hand, ignored the mystical philosophy of the poem. They were

content with a Faust who, after the restoration of his youth, has

an ordinary love-affair with Marguerite, which ends in a way in

which a great many love-affairs do, and at the finish, though
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Marguerite, in spite of her crime, is saved by her essential purity,
the spectator is sent away with the impression that Faust becomes

the property of Mephistopheles for all time.

The opera has no formal overture, but only a short Introduc-

tion, the first part of which (adagio molto) paints the melancholy

philosophical broodings of Faust, while the second consists of a

simple statement of Valentine's aria in the second act. This aria,
" Even bravest heart may swell, In the moment of farewell," was

written for Charles Santley when the opera was produced in

English at Her Majesty's Theatre in 1864, so that the Introduc-

tion as we now have it is an afterthought.

The adagio has always been recognized as the most truly Faust-

like music in the whole opera. It commences with an arresting

fortissimo chord, followed by a pianissimo unfolding of a con-

templative theme:

(i) .
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One of the most noticeable peculiarities of Gounod's style is the

immediate repetition of a phrase, or a group of phrases, in another

key, generally a higher one than the first. We see this love for the

sequence (to give its technical term) on the opening page of

Faust: the whole of the matter quoted as No. i is instantly re-

peated, the fortissimo chord being this time A flat instead of F,

and the succeeding theme also being given out a minor third

higher. A second theme:

hints further at the doubts and difficulties that beset the soul of

Faust. This theme is taken up and developed fugally.

rising to a climax and then dying away. Old-fashioned music-

lovers in the eighteen-sixties shook their heads solemnly at this

Introduction, the harmonies of which seemed to them dangerously

revolutionary.
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The music, which began in the key of F minor, has now swung
itself round into F major, in which key we hear Valentine 's song:

(4)

" sr

A few placid bars, of which the following, with its flowing triplets,

is typical:

(5) -^ -?

bring the Introduction to an end. It will be seen that there is

nothing in this short and unassuming prelude to justify the charge

of
"
Wagnerism

"
that was hurled at Gounod by some of his

agitated contemporaries.

The curtain rises on Faust's study, a narrow, lofty, gloomy
Gothic chamber Faust, an old, bearded man, is poring over his

folios and crucibles. The brief orchestral prelude to the scene is in

the vein of the genuinely Faust-like music we have already heard;

the basis of it is the following theme

which, in accordance with Gounod's practice, is repeated again

and again in higher keys, mounts to a climax, and finally dies

away in exhaustion. Faust, in a recitative, describes his weary

vigils, in which he has sought in vain for an answer to his enquiries
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as to the meaning of the universe. When, in a more glowing pas-

sage, he speaks of his great age and yet his inability to find refuge

in death, we have the first hint of Gounod's dramatic limitations;

the music in itself is charming in its lyrical way, but it is hardly

the kind of music we should expect an old philosopher like Faust

to be singing under such circumstances.

As if in mockery of his cares, the orchestra gives out a merry

dance-tune, for it is Easter Day, and all the world is rejoicing:

~~

Faust resumes his lament, night is passing away, another day is

about to dawn; he calls upon death to come in its pity and end

his strife. Then he comes to a sudden resolution. If death thus

avoids him, why should he not go forth and seek it? He bursts into

a joyous song of greeting to his last and brightest day:

hailj my bright -est day and lastl

Once more the lilting strain of human delight in the joys of earth

is heard (No. 7, now given to a distant chorus of female voices).

As he raises to his lips the goblet that has so often been drained

by his fathers, another merry tune is heard without, this time

from the men who are going to the fields. They end with a call to
"
Rejoice and pray," and the

"
Pray

"
is taken up and echoed

by Faust in a kind of ironical despair. If he prays, who is there

to hear him? Who will give him back his youth, with its love

and its faith? In a revulsion of feeling he curses everything that

has formerly given him pleasure his hopes, his ambitions, his

learning. He calls upon the powers of evil to come to his aid, and

at once, to the accompaniment of some sinister chords:
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Mephistopheles appears, gaily dressed as a rich nobleman, with

sword by his side and a cloak thrown over his shoulder. We have

to take his own word for it that his purse is full of money. Faust,

suddenly chilled with terror, bids him begone, but Mephistopheles

ironically pleads for politer treatment. He can grant Faust his

heart's desire. Shall it be gold? Faust contemptuously asks what
value gold would be to him. Glory then, perhaps? Mephistopheles

enquires No, not glory either There is only one thing that Faust

longs for the return of his youth; and he breaks out into a

song of love of beauty and passion:

Be mine the de -
light Of Beau -

ty's ca

res ses, Her soft wa-vy tres-ses, Hei

smile beam-ing bright I
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The accommodating devil is quite willing to satisfy Faust's de-

sire in this respect also. Faust asks what the fee will be, and

Mephistopheles assures him that that is a mere trifle, hardly

worth talking about; up here he will be Faust's humble servant,

but down there Faust must wait on him. Seeing him waver at

this, Mephistopheles plays his last and surest card. He causes a

vision of a beautiful woman to appear: it is Marguerite at her

spinning-wheel. The orchestra gives out one of the themes of the

later love-duet (See No. 27), Mephistopheles again promises

Faust all the delights of youth and love for which he longs, and

the old philosopher at last signs the fatal bond. He is at once

transformed into a young cavalier, and his first question is,
" When

shall I see her again?
" "

To-day," Mephistopheles promises him;

and the pair indulge in a joyous duet on the theme shown as

No 10, at the conclusion of which the curtain falls

The second act shows us a Kermesse, or rustic merrymaking,
in the market-place of a small German town. The orchestra gives

out a gay theme:

which is quickly taken up by the basses of the chorus, represent-

ing the students, their song is in praise of drink. One of them,

Wagner, carries on the melody as a solo:

Stu dent vers'd in ev 'ry bar rcl, Save the

one of wa-ter white,

the students taking up his phrase after him.
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They are followed by the soldiers (second basses), who sing
of the delights of capturing any citadel, whether pertaining to

girls or to more scientifically fortified places; the tune that char-

acterises the soldiers is given not to the voices but to the orchestra:

P3E

To these succeed the citizens (first tenors)-

(Ml

f EIE CEC C
Each new Sun - day brings the old sto -

ry,

Dan ger gone by. How we en - joy I

These old philosophers are content, they assure us, to sit under

the trees and watch the boats going along the river, drain their

goblets, and let the worrying and fighting be done by younger

people.

The girls then break in:

On -
ly look how they do eye... .

us, Yon-der fel-lows gay.

and their melody is taken up in a higher key by the students

(second tenors) to the words " How those merry girls do eye us;

we know what it means." Finally the tune is sung by the old men

(the second sopranos, in a piping voice), who have observed the
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by-play between the students and the girls and think that they

themselves are more deserving of the attentions of the latter. By

way of finish, the drinking song (No. n) is given out sonorously

by the first basses, generally reinforced by the orchestra, while

the other characters, in a piece of charming ensemble writing,

carry on their own merry by-play.

Valentine now enters, contemplating a medallion that his sister

Marguerite has given him. He is about to go to the wars, but be-

lieves that no harm will come to him so long as he is protected

by this charm, which he hangs round his neck, singing the while

the aria already mentioned,
" Even bravest heart may swell

"

Wagner accosts him, demanding the cause of his gloom; Valen-

tine replies that he is oppressed by-the thought of the young sister

whom he is leaving behind him with no one to care for her, their

mother being dead. A young boy of the company, Siebel, promises

to take Valentine's place as protector of Marguerite, and, this

load being removed from Valentine's mind, the party gives itself

up to jollity once more.

Wagner attempts the historic
"
Song of the Rat," without which

no Faust can be considered complete, but has haidly got past the

first couple of lines when he is politely interrupted by Mephis-

topheles, who has meanwhile come upon the scene unobserved.

(Faust follows later.) Like the amiable and well-bred gentleman

he is, the Prince of Darkness asks to be allowed to make one of

the party; he begs Wagner to continue the song he has begun so

well, and after that he himself will sing the company a better one.

Wagner, however, exhorts him to begin his own performance at

once, which Mephistopheles courteously proceeds to do. There

is an outburst of demoniac jollity in the orchestra.

(16)
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after which Mephistopheles plunges into his
"
Calf of Gold "

song,

which is in praise of gold as the true ruler of the world:

(17)

Clear the way forthe Calf of Gold, In his

pomp and pnde a - dore him,

The song, after the first phrase, is accompanied in the orchestra

by the swirling figure seen in the treble part of No. 16.

The words and the melody are so much to the taste of the com-

pany that at the finish all take them up with Mephistopheles.

Then they begin to reflect about the matter; the song strikes

them as a strange one, but Valentine finds the singer of it stranger

still. Wagner opines that Mephistopheles' throat must be dry

after this vocal effort of his, and offers him a glass. But a sinister

atmosphere now begins to settle upon the scene. Mephistopheles,

glancing at Wagner's hand, professes to be horrified by the pre-

sage he reads in its lines; if Wagner goes to the wars, he will be

killed. Siebel is also anxious to test the prophetic power of the

stranger, and asks to have his hand read: Mephistopheles crushes

him with the announcement that every flower he touches shall

wither. A further cynical hint to Siebel to
" Look to your nose-

gays for Marguerite
"

brings in the fiery Valentine, who resents

this use of his sister's name. Mephistopheles turns on him and

tells him in sinister tones to beware, as his slayer is already

awaiting him.
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The mysterious stranger now puts the glass to his lips, but

throws it away in disgust and offers to provide the company with

something better. He puts his magic upon the barrel that con-

stitutes the sign of the inn, and bids the company choose which-

ever wine they fancy while he proposes the health of Marguerite

Valentine, infuriated at this fresh impertinence, draws his sword

and tries to attack Mephistopheles, but finds his weapon power-

less in his hand. Realising now with whom they have to deal, the

soldiers and citizens point the crosses of their swords toward

Mephistopheles, and defy him in a chorus that, rightly enough,

has a certain ecclesiastical tinge about it.

Valentine and the citizens leave the stage, still pointing their

crosses at Mephistopheles. The latter is a little disconcerted at

first, but soon recovers his normal sinister gaiety. He turns to

Faust with a contemptuous
" Bah! "

for the rabble, and asks his

companion what he can do for him. Faust, to the strain of the

youthfully eager No. 10, begs to be taken to the lovely girl who

has been shown to him in his cell or was it only a figment of

his imagination, the result of sorcery? Mephistopheles assures

him that she is real enough, but that he will find it anything but

easy to overcome her virtue. As he speaks of her being under the

protection of Heaven we hear in the orchestra a motive:

which we shall meet with again later. Gounod, as will be seen, had

imbibed a good deal of the Wagnerian doctrine of leading mo-

tives.

Mephistopheles, with a renewed assurance that he is Faust's

slave on earth, promises that he shall see Marguerite soon.

The orchestra now gives out a preliminary hint of a waltz,
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and the populace enter once more and dance to the strain of the

famous waltz melody, that is given to the orchestra:

(J9)

SE 3 m

m

m
the chorus accompanying it with a tune of their own. A charm-

ing effect of double rhythm, it will be observed, is obtained by

syncopating the melody across the bars, while the accompanying
instruments maintain the regular one-two-three of the waltz.

This number has lost none of its charm in nearly three-quarters

of a century, and its gaiety must have been intoxicating to the

audiences that heard it for the first time.

Mephistopheles and Faust, the latter all impatience for the ar-

rival of Marguerite, stand aside and watch the happy crowd.

Siebel is also waiting for her to come: but he is too young and shy
to declare his passion. He expresses his sentiments to the ac-

companiment of a tune that carries on the waltz very happily, yet

somehow or other concentrates the attention of the moment not

on the dancing crowd but on Siebel:

(20)

Then, when Marguerite at last enters, yet another change comes



184 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

over the spirit of the waltz. Here again we can now see Gounod's

superiority as a craftsman to the other French opera composers

of his time; the music to the scene has been unbrokenly con-

tinuous from the beginning, yet with all sorts of changes of

mood and atmosphere.

Siebel rushes forward with a cry of
"
Marguerite," but is iron-

ically hedged off by Mephistopheles Faust approaches Mar-

guerite, and courteously offers to escort her home.

High-born and lovely maid, forgive my humble du -
ty

She declines the offer with equal courtesy, disclaiming all title to

the compliments he has paid her beauty, and passes off the stage,

followed by Faust's passionate cry of
"
Angel of Heaven' I love

thee!
"

Faust, in reply to Mephistopheles' query how he has

fared, tells of his rebuff, and Mephistopheles once more sardoni-

cally promises his help. The girls of the chorus whisper among
themselves at this strange happening Marguerite has refused the

attentions of a young and handsome nobleman 1 Gounod once

more shows genius at this point, on the surface the orchestra

seems still to be developing the same waltz as at the co-nmence-

ment, but the strain has a different colour each time the circum-

stances change.

The chorus soon forget the incident and plunge into the de-

lights of the waltz again, till the curtain falls on the swirling

groups.

When the curtain rises for the third act we see Marguerite's

garden, with her humble cottage on the right. At the back is a

high wall, with a door leading into the street A brief orchestral

introduction paints for us the calm of a beautiful summer evening,

with a suggestion of a tremor in the air. But suddenly this moocl

changes. Gounod's marking of the new six-eight movement is

"
Allegretto agitato

" a point that is too often missed by both

conductors and hearers. When Siebel enters it is not merely, as
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is generally supposed, to bring flowers for Marguerite and sing a

pretty song over them. We have to bear in mind Siebel's role all

through the opera that of guardian of Marguerite, a guardian-

ship prompted at first by his own love, then confirmed by Val-

entine's committal of her to his charge while the brother is at the

war.

Now Siebel has been greatly perturbed by the sinister stranger

in the second act, with his prophecy that every flower he touches

the nosegays he is so fond of offering to Marguerite shall

wither. Siebel wishes to put the prophecy to a test. The agitato in

the marking is therefore important: it gives us the clue to the

frame of mind in which the boy hastens to the garden, dimly con-

scious of an evil that is threatening both him and Marguerite. The

spasmodic phrases in the orchestra as he enters are intended to

suggest his agitation.

He sings a simple little song of love:

Gentle flow'rs in the dew, Bear message from roe.

as he contemplates the nosegay he has brought. Innocent as the

melody is, his perturbation is indicated in the accompaniment He

finds the flowers withered. So the stranger was right! Near by hirr

is a statue of the Virgin, with a little bowl of holy water. In this

he dips his fingers, and finds, to his joy, that the next posy h(

plucks is unharmed. As he speaks of Marguerite coming eacl

evening to the statue to pray, we hear again the motive of th<

"protection of Heaven," as we might call it (No. 18). He sing

his little song once more, this time with a stouter heart.

Faust and Mephistopheles enter. Faust's mind is more tha

ever concentrated on Marguerite now that he is in her garden an

feels her presence in the beauty of the flowers; No. 10 is hear

again in the orchestra. Mephistopheles accosts Siebel ironical!}

and the timid boy flies in terror. Faust would be alone with hi

dreams, and Mephistopheles leaves him, declaring that he wi
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bring a present for Marguerite that will more than match the

simple offering of Siebel.

Left alone, Faust breaks into his famous cavatina,
"
All hail,

thou dwelling pure and lowly! ":

"
r E E c t
All hail, thou dwelling pure and low .

S^E ^
All hail, thou dwelUng pure and low - ly I

(Note, in the instantaneous repetition of the first phrase a tone

higher, that love of the
"
sequence

" on Gounod's part to which

we have already referred.) The cavatina is a fine specimen of

continuous lyrical development, and to this day it is without a

superior in its own genre in French opera.

Mephistopheles returns with a casket of jewels, which he de-

posits, by the side of Siebel's nosegay, at Marguerite's door Now,
however, doubts assail Faust. He is too full of the thought of

Marguerite's purity to wish to carry the adventure any further,

and he begs Mephistopheles to leave with him The tempter

laughs at him, but humours him for the moment in order that the

evil charm may work.

As the pair retire, Marguerite enters from the cottage, her

thoughts running on the handsome young stranger who had ac-

costed her at the fair. Who can he be? What is his name? She

seats herself at her spinning-wheel and sings, in a sort of reverie,

the ballad of
"
King of Thule ":

J
|
J

O'er the sea in Thu - le of old

1
r

J'
'

I

Reign'd a king who was true * heart - ed,
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That her mind is on the adventure rather than on the song is

shown by her unconsciously interrupting it every now and then

to muse upon the grace of Faust's bearing and the kindliness of

his looks, and her own embarrassment at the meeting. Then her

thoughts turn to Valentine and to her own loneliness. She takes

up Siebel's nosegay and sings tenderly of the faithful boy.

But now the casket, with its key lying by it, has caught her

eye. Her curiosity is too much for her, she opens the box, and

woman-like she is fascinated by the jewels it holds. She decks

herself with them, seeing herself no longer as poor and humble

Marguerite, but as a king's daughter. This idea is the theme of

her
"
Jewel Song," another of the numbers in Faust that has lost

not a particle of its first freshness: it is a perfect expression of the

emotions of a girl, still little more than a child, dazzled by the

sight of gems and overcome by the thought of all they will mean
to her.

(25) ^ tr tr tr fr

past compare these jew els bright to wear t

Her old guardian, Martha, now enters, and Marguerite has

hardly had time to show her these new-found treasures when

Faust and Mephistopheles come upon the scene. Mephistopheles

takes charge of the old woman, first telling her that her husband

has died and sent her his blessing, and then making grotesque

love to the simple old soul, who is vain enough to think she has

fascinated a fine gentleman. We hear first this couple and then

Faust and Marguerite dialoguing, while occasionally the voices

blend in a quartet.

The whole scene is a masterly piece of writing of its kind; the

music flows on with logical coherence, yet each of the four char-

acters is clearly differentiated from the others, not only in the
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solo passages but in the ensembles. Marguerite confides to Faust

the sadness of her own lot her mother and her dearly-loved

little sister dead, her brother at the war. Night is coming on, and

she begs Faust to leave her, while he implores her to accept his

love. They pass off the stage for a moment, leaving the scene to

Mephistopheles, who, in a sinister monologue, calls upon night to

draw around the lovers and complete his evil work.

Faust and Marguerite return, and the love-duet proper be-

gins with an ardent melody from Faust:

(26)

Let me gaze, let me gaze on the form be-fore me,

It is taken up by Marguerite, who, to test her lover, plays pret-

tily the old game of
" He loves me, he loves me not," with the

petals of a flower, their final answer being
" He loves me! " The

music slows down to adagio, breaks into a new and more passion-

ate strain (afterwards taken up by Marguerite).

(27)

-1 I rrirE-PCEN
O ten-der moon, O star-ry Hcar'n.

that may be regarded as the central and highest peak of the duet.

Again Marguerite implores Faust to leave her:

(28) _

m
I dare not dare not hear, Ah I how I

fal-ter. I faint with fear, I faint with fear I

and Faust responds with a cry to her beauty and innocence (No.

23 in the orchestra). Marguerite promises to see him on the mor-

row, and Faust lets her leave him and re-enter the cottage a

weakness for which he is derided by Mephistopheles. Faust's

better nature still urges him to fly, but the devil holds him fast
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and points to the window of the cottage. This slowly opens ;
Mar-

guerite leans out, and, believing herself alone, pours out all her

rapture to the night "He loves me! "
she says again and

again.
" At morn! At morn! Oh, speed the night away! He will

return! Come! " A passionate motive in the orchestra accom-

panies her ecstatic cries:

(39)

*= fi ^ ~
f

1

The intoxicated Faust rushes to her with a wild cry of
" Mar-

guerite," and the mocking laughter of the triumphant Mephis-

topheles is heard through a last orchestral outpouring of No. 29.

The fourth act contains two scenes the return and death of

Valentine, and the church-scene. The former should come first,

but in some productions it is placed last, because of the effective-

ness and popularity of the Soldiers' Chorus.

By now it has become known in the town that Marguerite has

had a lover and is about to become a mother. After a brief, mel-

ancholy orchestral prelude, we see Marguerite's girl-companions

passing her by with a jeering song of lovers who "
love and ride

away and never return." She reflects sadly that she too was once

only too ready to censure the frailties of other women; now,

when she craves for sympathy and pity, everyone scorns her.

Gounod here fails us somewhat; the music he puts into Mar-

guerite's mouth has not the depth of expression we have a right

to expect at so critical a moment in the drama.

Siebel, who alone remains faithful, now enters. Though he is

but a boy in years, he says, he has the heart of a man: he will

seek out the seducer and kill him. But Marguerite still loves Faust,

and will hear no evil of him. She will go before the altar and pray;

as she quits the stage we hear in the orchestra a reminiscence of

one of the phrases from the love-duet in the preceding act. (The

song of Siebel in this scene,
" When o'er thy joying shone

the pure sun of gladness," is another of the later additions to
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the original score; it was written for the London production of

1864.)

A cheering crowd runs upon the scene, welcoming the soldiers

returning victorious from the war; they sing a breezy, rousing

song. Among the soldiers is Valentine, who catches sight of Siebel.

Valentine learns from the boy that Marguerite is in the church,

praying, he has no doubt, for him; but how greedily she will lis-

ten to the tales of the war that he has to tell her! The soldiers,

with plenty of support from the orchestra, sing the vigorous and

effective Soldiers' Chorus, at the end of which all march off the

stage, leaving Valentine and Siebel.

The former is all impatience to reach his home and tell his

tale and celebrate his safe return in a goblet; but Siebel holds

him back. His troubled manner and evasive answers at last arouse

the suspicions of the soldier
;
and when he is implored to

"
forgive

her," he is just about to brush the boy aside and make for the

cottage when Faust and Mephistopheles appear. The devil, who is

in excellent spirits, would enter the cottage and find Marguerite,

but the remorseful Faust bids him be still: already he has brought

too much misery on the girl. Then why stay in her neighbour-

hood? asks Mephistopheles; are there not other beauties waiting

for him? Laughing at Faust for his weakness in still loving Mar-

guerite, Mephistopheles declares that he will bring her out with

a song. His mocking serenade:

Ca ta - ri na,while you play at sleeping, You con*

tnve to bear, you con-tnve to hear,

is a song supposed to be addressed to a certain Caterina by her

lover, asking her to admit him: the singer, however, warns her

to
"
lock thy heart like a prison till thou hast a ring!

" The song

is punctuated by bursts of derisive laughter from Mephistopheles.
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Valentine, who, in the background, has heard the serenade, re-

alises its bearing upon his sister. He steps forward, and we enter

upon the trio that is one of Gounod's best efforts in the whole

opera.
" What is your will with me? "

he asks Mephistopheles.
" With you?

"
the devil replies;

"
nothing! It is not for you my

serenade was intended.
" " For my sister, then!

"
cries Valen-

tine; and Faust learns, to his horror, that this is Marguerite's
brother. Mephistopheles mocks the young soldier with great

politeness: has something upset him, or is it that he does not like

the song? Valentine brushes the banter aside, and furiously de-

mands to know upon which of the two he shall be avenged for the

wrong done to his sister. Faust has no stomach for the fight, for

he feels that Heaven will be on the side of the avenger; but

Mephistopheles urges him to take up the challenge. Valentine

contemplates sadly the charm that Marguerite once gave him,
curses it, and throws it from him an action that is ironically

approved by Mephistopheles. Swords are drawn, and the two
men clash: aided by Mephistopheles, Faust deals Valentine a mor-

tal wound, and the pair hasten away.
It is now night. The noise has aroused Martha and the other

neighbours, who enter hurriedly. They raise the dying man, who
bids them have no care for him, for he knows his end is near:

Too latet too late! There's no

(31) tJ.

need, good friends, to be wail me I

J J J*J* J J

r r ' ir

Marguerite runs to him, but he repulses her: "Her shame has

slain me! Her fine seducer's sword has sent her brother home! "

To long, wailing phrases in the orchestra, Siebel and the others

implore him to forgive her, but in vain; Valentine warns her that

some day, after the life of sin to which she is now committed, her
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end also will come; and with his dying breath he curses her. The
four bars of unaccompanied choral music with which the people

pray for the peace of his soul are singularly moving ,
once more we

see how readily Gounod finds the right expression for a religious

mood.

The scene changes to a side-chapel in a great church in which

a service is being held, while Marguerite pours out her broken-

hearted penance before the altar. Some rising and falling

chromatic chords suggest impending evil, then the organ gives out

a solemn phrase. Marguerite prays for mercy, but is mocked by
Mephistopheles (invisible, of course, to her, his voice seeming
to be simply that of her own conscience), who denies her the right

to pray, and calls upon the demons to terrify her, which they do

(basses behind the scene crying threateningly "Marguerite' ").

Mephistopheles reminds her of the days of her innocence, of her

fall, and of the damnation now awaiting her, his biting phrases
are sung to the accompaniment of the organ in the remoter part
of the church:

(32) _

time when the an-gels ca -
ress-ing Did teach thee to

"ft? I'.
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A chorus behind the scenes, representing the church choir, thun-

ders out, along with the organ, the words of the old Latin hymn,
" Dies irae," though not to the old plainsong melody always as-

sociated with that poem. Marguerite's emotions are suffocating

her, but Mephistopheles is relentless. At last she bursts into a

passionate appeal to Heaven for mercy, her voice soaring above

those of the choir. Mephistopheles claims her as his own for ever;

she gives a shriek and falls senseless to the ground, where she is

found by the congregation as it streams out of the church to the

final strains of the organ.

The last scene shows us Marguerite in prison, her misfortunes

have driven her mad, and in her frenzy she has killed her child.

The orchestral prelude opens with a passage that, in its majestic

severity, seems designed to depict the inexorableness of the law

as well as the sadness of Marguerite's fate. Then we hear a sound

of galloping, and Faust and Mephistopheles enter. The latter

is bent on acquiring the soul of Marguerite along with that of her

lover. The warder has been put to sleep, and Mephistopheles has

obtained admittance with his keys; but what he has to do must be

done before the break of day, or it will be too late. The scaffold

on which Marguerite is to pay the penalty of her crime is ready,

and if Marguerite is to escape she must come quickly. Mephis-

topheles goes out, leaving Faust to prevail on Marguerite to fly

with him. He contemplates her sleeping form for a time, his heart

full of remorse and love. Then he wakens her. She breaks out into

a cry of love for him:
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(33)

"Tire
Ah I Hove thee on-ly, love thee, love thee on-ly.

Death on the scaffold has no terrors for her now. Faust takes up
the melody, and urges her to escape with him and commence a

new life of happiness.

But now her crazed mind begins to wander. Faust and the prison

are no longer realities to her; she begins to live again in the

happy scenes of the past. Very softly the orchestra gives out the

theme of the waltz from the second act, and she recalls her first

meeting with Faust at the fair. .She runs over in her memory his

first greeting and her modest reply to it (No. 21). Then she is in

her own garden once more, with Faust pouring out his love to

her. The distracted Faust again and again implores her to fly

with him while there is time, but she no longer has either the

power or the wish to move. Mephistopheles enters, and bids Faust

either come with him or stay and perish with her. Marguerite

sees him, and recognises him for what he is the symbol of all

evil. Once more we hear the horses stamping in the yard, im-

patient to be gone. Marguerite turns to Heaven as her only

refuge; her ecstatic song:

my spi-rit

longs with... thee to rest I

is given out three times, each time a tone higher. The voices of

Faust and Mephistopheles blend with hers, the former trying to

convince her that he has come to save her, the latter, more and

more excitedly, urging Faust to make his own escape, as dawn is

on the point of breaking. Her frenzy increasing, Marguerite sees
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blood on Faust's hand and bids him in horror begone. Her prayer
has been heard: a celestial choir sings

" She is saved," and pro-

claims salvation for all sinners who repent. Mephistopheles makes

his escape, taking with him only one of his hoped-for victims

Faust.



GEORGES BIZET

A LEXANDER CESAR LEOPOLD BIZET was born at Paris

2\> on the 2 5tn October, 1838. His father was a teacher of sing-

ing; his mother was the sister of a pianist who married the famous

singing teacher Francois Alexandre Delsarte. The boy's godfather

invariably called him Georges; the name was adopted by the

family, and it is as Georges Bizet that he is now always known.

He entered the Paris Conservatoire at the age of nine, and

quickly became recognised as one of the most promising students

of that institution. He studied the piano under the celebrated

Marmontel, and counterpoint under Zimmermann, the father-in-

law of Gounod; sometimes the future composer of Faust himself

gave the boy his lesson. Later he worked under Halevy, the com-

poser of The Jewess. He carried off many prizes, showed extra-

ordinary facility in all kinds of directions, and in particular became

a pianist of the first order. His sight-reading, especially of orches-

tral scores, was also remarkable.

In 1857 he shared with Lecocq the prize for an operetta on the

subject of Doctor Miracle; for a time both works were given in

the same evening at the Bouffes Theatre. In this same year Bizet

won the coveted Prix de Rome with a
"
lyric scene

"
entitled

Clovis et Clotilde.

In Italy he studied Rossini, Cimarosa, Mozart, and other com-

posers of comic opera, as well as some of the serious German

masterpieces. One of the works he sent home, in accordance with

the terms of the prize, was an opera bouffe, Don Procopio, set to
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Italian words. The score, after having been lost for some years,

was discovered long after his death, and the opera was produced
for the first time at Monte Carlo on the 6th March, 1906.

The three months from August to October 1859 he spent in

Naples, where he suffered seriously from a throat trouble to which

he was always subject, and which, in all probability, was the root-

cause of his early death. On his return to Paris he found more

opportunities of gaining a hearing than fall to the lot of most

composers of his age. An orchestral suite of his had been given at

the Institut in 1861, and a commission from Carvalho, the director

of the Theatre Lyrique, produced the opera The Pearl Fishers,

which was brought out on the 29th September, 1863. It ran to

only eighteen performances.

He had no better luck with his immediately succeeding stage

works. The libretti of some of them were lacking in dramatic

interest, while his own talent seemed to be less dramatic than

lyrical. The score of Ivan the Terrible (a subject that had at-

tracted Gounod for a time) he burned. The Fair Maid of Perth,

produced by Carvalho on the 26th December, 1867, was with-

drawn after twenty-one performances, and Djamileh (22nd May,
1872) after ten His other works of this period included an orches-

tral suite, Souvenirs de Rome, that afterwards became the Roma,
another suite, Jeux d'Enjants, that had been originally planned

for piano duet, and an overture Patrie (isth February, 1874).

In 1872 Carvalho gave up the Theatre Lyrique for the Vaude-

ville, where he produced Alphonse Daudet's drama L'Arlesienne.

For this he asked Bizet to write certain musical numbers. The

play had no more than fifteen performances, but Bizet's music,

arranged for the concert-room, soon became very popular. Car-

men was produced at the Opera-Comique on the 3rd March, 1875.

It is generally supposed that the opera was a failure, and that

the disappointment killed Bizet. Neither statement is true. Car-

men was fairly successful from the first with the public, however

severe some of the critics may have been on it. Between the date

of its production and February 1876 it had fifty performances.

Then it disappeared from the bills, to be revived, after it had
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become popular all over the world, on the 2ist April, 1883. This

time there could be no doubt as to its success: in Paris alone

the work had 1,000 performances during the next twenty

years.

Three months after the first production Bizet died suddenly

at Bougival, near Paris, on the 3rd June, 1875 His death was in

no way the result of the reception of Carmen. He had been per-

sistently overworking for years, and the immediate cause of

death was either heart failure or an embolism, with an abscess

in the throat as contributory cause. He left an unfinished opera,

The Cid.

His wife, whom he had married on the 3rd June, 1864, was

the daughter of his master Halevy
In addition to the works here enumerated, Bizet wrote a

number of songs and piano pieces, and collaborated with Legouix,

Jonas, and Delibes in a work, entitled Marlbrough s'en va-t-en

guerre, that was staged in the Athenee Theatre, Paris, in 1867;

Bizet contributed the music to the first of the four acts The best

of the songs, perhaps, is the Adieu* a I'hotcsse arabe, but

though Bizet could write such original and expressive melodies

in his theatrical works, the detached song was not his vein Nor

have his piano works any particular distinction, with the excep-

tion of the twelve charming pieces for four hands, Jeux d'En]ants,

they show his genius, in 1870, just ripening for the masterpieces

of his later years.

Bizet was a passionate admirer of Wagner, and fought for him

at a time when there was in many French musical circles a strong

prejudice against him. It was perhaps the knowledge of this

that made some of the critics of the time profess to see a Wag-
nerian influence in some of Bizet's later works, for it is difficult

for us to-day to detect any such influence Bizet was undoubtedly
stimulated by Wagner's example, but he was too original a genius

to become a mere imitator of the great German; whatever he

took from Wagner he assimilated and made part of himself.

When Nietzsche turned his back on his former idol, Wagner, he

tried to set up Carmen as the model of what opera should be, and
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the example of everything that Wagner's music dramas were not.

One phrase of Nietzsche's has become famous " Music must

be Mediterraneanised "
meaning that it must get away from

the fogs and mists and philosophising of the North. Carmen is

certainly the ideal music of the type Nietzsche had in view.



CARMEN

IT
will probably be a long time yet before the legend dies that

Carmen was a failure at first, and that the failure was the

direct cause of the death of Bizet.

There is no truth in either part of this pathetic story. Bizet, it

is true, went away from the first performance somewhat de-

pressed. But it is not at all an uncommon occurrence for com-

posers to feel a little depressed after the first performance of a

work in which they have put their whole heart and soul, and of

which the reception did not quite come up to their fevered ex-

pectations; and Bizet was already an aiLng and monstrously over-

worked man, an easy prey to depression.

There was necessarily a great variety of critical opinion upon
the new opera, as there is upon every new work of any originality,

and if a good deal that the critics wrote about Carmen after the

first performance reads very stupidly now, it must be remembered

that the musical Press of Paris in the eighteen-seventies included

a greater number of stupid and self-sufficient nonentities than have

ever exercised the functions of musical criticism in Paris or any
other town before or since.

At the first performance the first act was very warmly re-

ceived, but the enthusiasm declined sensibly through the three

remaining acts. For this there were special reasons which we

shall consider later. But there is no justification whatever for

regarding the opera as a failure at its debut. One of the librettists,

Ludovic Halevy, has told us that
"
after the vexatious premiere
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the performances went on. but not, as has been said, before

empty houses; the receipts, on the contrary, were respectable, and

generally in excess of those for the other works in the repertory.

Little by little, at each of the performances of Carmen, there was

an increase in the number, at first small, of the admirers of

Bizet's work. Things went on thus during the months of March,

April, and May. Bizet left for the country, sad, but not dis-

couraged
"

That the opera found favour with the public is evident from the

fact that by the i8th June that is to say, only three months

and a half after its production it had reached its thirty-seventh

performance at the Opera-Comique. It was put on again at the

commencement of the new season, and by the i5th February,

1876, had attained its fiftieth performance. It is true that it

then disappeared from the boards of the Opera-Comique for seven

years, but operas cannot be given in theatres unless the directors

so will it, and it happened that the director of the Opera-Comique
was not particularly enamoured of Carmen. But while the work

was thus falling into neglect in Paris it had already commenced

its triumphal career over Europe.

On the 23rd October, 1875, it was produced in Vienna with

great success, and with still greater success at Brussels on the 3rd

February, 1876 It was revived in the French provinces in 1878.

In that year it was given in France, at Lyons, Marseilles, Angers,

and Bordeaux, in Belgium, at Ghent; in Russia, at St. Petersburg;

in Italy, at Naples and Florence
,
in Germany, at Mainz and Han-

nover. On the 25th June of the same year it was performed, in

Italian, at Her Majesty's Theatre, London. On the 5th of the fol-

lowing February the Carl Rosa Company produced it in English.

By 1883 Parisians were asking themselves why this character-

istically French opera, that had been so enthusiastically received

everywhere else, should not be heard in Paris also; and public

opinion ultimately forced the Opera-Comique to revive the work

on the 23rd April, 1883. That production does not seem to have

been a particularly good one; and the real revival of Carmen in

Paris dates from the 2?th October of the same year, when the
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original Carmen, Galli-Marie, appeared in the title-part once

more.

There were several reasons why the opera was a little slow in

making its way at the very first. For its time it was a very original

work, that cut clean across the routine of the Opera-Comique at

several points. It lacked the happy ending that the audiences at

that respectable institution had become accustomed to. Its musi-

cal texture was rather too closely woven and continuous for some

of the listeners of that day, and brought on Bizet the usual charge

of Wagnerism.

It is significant that the
" numbers "

greeted with most ap-

plause at the first performance or two were those in the more

conventional form the duet between Don Jose and Micaela in

the first act, Escamillo's song in the second, and Micaela's song
in the third. Both the audiences and the singers of that day were

fettered by conventions that we of to-day find it a little difficult

to understand; when Colonel Mapleson produced Carmen at Her

Majesty's Theatre in 1878, the Don Jose, Campanini, took a

dislike to his part because the only number in the opera that

could be said to approach a love-duet had to be sung with the

second lady of the piece. Italian tenors of that time were not

accustomed to this sort of thing: it looked to them like disre-

spectful treatment.

The subject, again, was not only new and a little disturbing for

some sober tastes, but presented difficulties for both producer and

artists. In the front of the house a good many susceptibilities were

shocked by the novel spectacle of women smoking on the stage;

while on the scene itself not only was there an absence of

convincing ease about the efforts of the chorus girls to manage
their cigarettes in the first act, but the results are said to

have been physically distressing in the case of some of the

ladies.

The bourgeois morals of the Paris of 1875 were shocked at

some of the incidents in the opera, and the charge of immorality

was freely levelled against Carmen, as it had been sixteen years

earlier against Gounod's Faust. The Opera-Comique was a very
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decorous theatre, and its habitues found the realism of Carmen

rather too strongly flavoured for their taste. It is said, indeed, that

a chief reason for the first antipathy to the opera on the part of

many of the Parisians was the very realistic performance of

Galli-Marie, who stressed the wild and sensual element in the

character of Carmen.

It is highly probable, indeed, that she played the part as she

understood it not simply from the libretto, but from the short

story of Prosper Merimee one of the world's masterpieces in

its genre on which the book was based. The Carmen of

Merimee is a very different character from the Carmen of Halevy
and Meilhac. Merimee shows her as a captivating gipsy woman

completely lacking in moral qualities. She is a creature of the

wilds, who knows no law but that of her own appetites. She can

love, but refuses to be fettered by any man after she has wearied

of him. She is not merely the romantic associate of smugglers;

she is, when opportunity serves, a very common sort of thiet. She

has no scruple in compassing or conniving at the death of any
man who stands in the way of the realisation of her desire of the

moment. She is not immoral; she is simply non-moral a su-

perbly vital and fascinating animal that knows no law but that of

the wilds.

The character has been considerably softened down by the

librettists, and successive performers of the part have gradually

toned down even the crudities that remained in the French

libretto, till the part of Carmen has, in our day, become more or

less an agreeable and pretty convention.

The libretto does not follow the original story with any great

exactness. There is no Micaela in the original; the character had

to be invented partly in order to provide a contrast of colour in

the women's voices, partly in order to ingratiate Don Jose with

the audience by showing him to be simple and virtuous at bot-

tom, always longing, until Carmen comes across his path, for the

domestic virtues of his native village.

There is no Escamillo in the original, this character is an expan-

sion and variation of a picador named Lucas, with whom Carmen
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has one of her passing flirtations. Le Dancaire and Le Remen-

dado are not the comic-opera smugglers shown us in the opera,

but two business-like and serious-minded members of the band

of brigands with which Jose becomes connected. Both come to a

violent end some time before the conclusion of the story Le

Remendado is wounded in a fight with the pursuing soldiers*

Jose wishes to save him, but Garcia, the one-eyed husband of

Carmen at the moment, unwilling to lose time over an act of

mere humanity, calmly empties his revolver a dozen times into

the wounded man's head, with the object of making his face un-

recognisable to the pursuers. Le Dancaire is killed in a later

melee with the emissaries of justice. Garcia is killed by Jose in

single combat.

Jose, driven mad by jealousy, both loving Carmen and hating

her, unable to live with her and unable to face the prospect of

life without her, urges her to fly with him to America, where

they can begin a new life. Carmen refuses scornfully; she no

longer loves Jose, and is too proud to pretend that she does, even

to save her life. Jose kills her, but not during the bull-fight, as in

the opera, but in a secluded valley, after having visited a hermit

and asked him to say a mass for the soul of one who is about to

die.

Almost from the beginning of their association Carmen has

told Jose that it is written in the book of fate that he shall kill

her and that he will be hanged. Both prophecies come true, after

stabbing Carmen and burying her in the valley, he gives him-

self up, and it is his story to a traveller, while he is in prison

awaiting execution, that Merimee has told us. Apart from these

differences, the opera follows the story fairly closely, though some

of the incidents are transposed, others telescoped, and others de-

veloped at greater length. In the original, Carmen, in her quarrel

in the cigarette factory, draws her knife and slashes an S across

the face of a girl who has offended her; if Galli-Marie played the

part along these lines, one can hardly be surprised at the taste of

1875 being a little shocked at the realism of it.

The Prelude commences with the lively strain which, in the
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last act of the opera, accompanies the preparations for the bull-

fight.

* '

It is followed by a tune of a slightly quieter kind, though in the

same vein:

after which No. i is resumed for a moment. Then, without warn-

ing, the music makes a transition from the key of A to that of F,

an abrupt proceeding that greatly scandalised the academic

purists of the time; and after a few preliminary chords to mark

the key the orchestra gives out softly the melody that terminates

Escamillo's song in the second act:

It is repeated in rather louder tones, and then, by a modulation as

swift and unexpected as the earlier one, we are switched back
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into A major again, in which key No. i is heard as before. Then

the tempo slows down from allegro giocoso to andante moderate,

and underneath a tremolando in the strings we hear the motive

that throughout the opera characterises the fascination of Car-

men and the fatality associated with her:

This is at once repeated in a higher key, and for a moment it

looks as if Bizet were about to develop it symphonically at some

length; but he suddenly cuts it short with a crashing chord in the

full orchestra, and after a longish silence the curtain rises.

The scene is a square in Seville. On the right is the door of

the tobacco manufactory; on the left are the quarters of the

guard; at the back is a bridge. When the curtain rises, the brig-

adier Morales and a number of soldiers are grouped before the

door on the left, while the square is filled with promenaders.
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Throughout the opera Bizet shows an incomparable art in

painting the movement of a scene; and of this art we have a fine

example in the orchestral introduction and the chorus of dragoons,

who comment brightly on the animation of the crowd and the

drollery of the life around them. Another characteristic of the

opera is that even the minor characters in it are given good music

to sing, Morales is only one of the soldiers, and has next to

nothing to do with the working out of the plot, yet almost every

phrase that Bizet puts into his mouth is significant and charm-

ing.

Micaela appears in the background, and the sight of her brings

out all the gallantry of the dragoons. A delicate little phrase

comes tripping out in the orchestra:

(5)

to the accompaniment of which Morales draws the attention of

his companions to the pretty new-comer. He asks her whom she

is seeking; she replies, with the simplicity of manner that be-

comes an operatic blonde,
"
I seek a brigadier."

" A brigadier?

Behold me! "
says the gallant Morales. Micaela, however, makes

it clear to him that what she is in quest of is not the species but

a particular specimen of it, by name Don Jose; does Morales

know the name? They all know him well, Morales replies, but he

is not here; in fact, he does not belong to their company, but

he is due shortly, with the guard that is coming to relieve Morales

and the others. Meanwhile will not the pretty maiden rest her-

self a while in the guard-house?
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Micaela rejects the flattering offer, even after Morales has as-

sured her that she will be perfectly safe; and with a finer irony

than we should have thought a good village maiden capable of she

employs Morales's own words and his own musical phrase for her

reply that she will return when "
the mounted guard comes to

replace the descending guard." The soldiers becoming still more

pressing in their invitation, Micaela thinks it prudent to seek

safety in flight.

In the English version Morales remarks,
" The bird has flown,

it was wise, I own "; but in the French he is much more philo-

sophical, what he says is, "The bird has flown; well, let us

console ourselves and resume our pastime of observing the

crowd "; and the scene is appropriately rounded off with a

chorus of Morales and the soldiers on the lines of their first one.

A trumpet is now heard behind the scenes playing a military call

in the distance, this is echoed by a trumpet in the orchestra, and

the dragoons stand to attention before the guard-house. Right

up at the top of the orchestra a perky little theme comes out, to

the accompaniment of which the relieving guard marches in, ac-

companied by a troop of street-urchins. Behind these are the

lieutenant (Zuniga) and the brigadier (Don Jose) ;
behind these

again come the dragoons. The two groups of guards range them-

selves opposite each other, while the boys, doing their best to

look and behave like soldiers, sing of their valuable services to

an ungrateful country in thus accompanying the guard

(6)

When the soldiers mount on guard, We march with them
A - vec la gar - de mon-tan-te. Nous ar - ri - vons,

man for man, Trumpets 1 ring out our re - ward,
nous voi - la ! Son - ne trompette e*c - la - tan- te !

Plan, ra- ta-plan, plan, ra ta -
plan.

Ta ra - ta la, ta ra - ta ta.



CARMEN 209

Their song, and the orchestral accompaniment to it, are rather

like genuine military music seen, as it were, through the wrong
end of the telescope a burlesque in miniature of the real thing.

Morales tells Don Jose that a charming young girl in a blue

skirt, with blonde plaits hanging down to her shoulders, has been

enquiring for him.
"

It must be Micaela," says Don Jose. The

street-urchins give another imitation of the soldiers and go off,

their perky little tune trailing off in the distance with them.

Zuniga is evidently a stranger to Seville. Is not that big build-

ing opposite, he asks Don Jose, the place where the cigarette girls

work? "
It is indeed," Don Jose replies,

" and certainly nowhere

else will you see girls of such light behaviour." Already, in this

little remark, we see that Don Jose is a very serious and good

young man from the country, who does not at all approve of

either the manners or the morals of the cigarette makers. " But

at least," Zuniga continues,
"
they are pretty?

" "
Lieutenant,"

replies the serious Don Jose,
"
I know nothing about that; I do

not trouble about these gallantries
"
Zuniga replies chaffingly that

he knows what it is that occupies the thoughts of Don Jose a

young girl with plaited hair, in a blue skirt, who answers to the

name of Micaela. Don Jose admits the soft impeachment: he loves

her; as for the work-girls and their beauty, well, here they are,

and Zuniga can judge for himself.

The factory bell is heard, and the cigarette girls enter, fol-

lowed by a number of young men. The latter make love to the

girls:

(7)

'Tis the mid-day bell,

La cloche a son - n ;

loud-ly, gai-ly ring-ing,

nous, des ou-vn - e - res,

ft i' i

For the piet -
ty girls

Nousve-nons i - ci

we im - pa- tient wait.

guet-ter le re- tour;

whose only response is to sing a charming little chorus in praise

of smoking; the music swings and curls as seductively and lullingly



210 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

as the smoke they blow into the air from their cigarettes.

This is the scene that was rather spoiled at the first performance

by the imfamiliarity of the chorus girls of that epoch with the

technique of smoking. Their expressions of delight in the novel

pastime apparently failed to carry conviction to the audience.

But there is one, the men say, who has not yet appeared La

Carmencitaf The words are no sooner out of their mouths than

Carmen enters to the accompaniment of an appropriately impu-

dent flourish in the orchestra, derived from No 4. The men greet

her enthusiastically, protesting that all are her slaves, and asking

her to name the day when she will love them all Simple as Car-

men's reply is, it is one of the most effective first speeches made

by any character in opera When will she love them alP Upon her

word, she does not know perhaps never, perhaps to-morrow,

but certainly not to-day; as she says this she throws a meaning

glance at Don Jose. Light-hearted as her words and the music

are, there is already a touch of the sinister in them. To the rhythm
of the Habanera she tells the men that love is a bird that will not

be captured; if it does not want to be caught, neither prayer nor

caresses will bring it:

Love will like a wild bird-ling fly, Ca-reer-mg
L'amour est un oi-seau re - belle Quenul ne

whi - ther he may choose,

peut ap - pn - voi - ser,

This man, she says, speaks well, while this other is silent, and

it is the latter that she prefers. Love is like the gipsy in that it

knows no law;
"
you may not love me, but I love you, and if I

love you, then beware!
"
Like a bird, love takes wing just when

you imagine you have caught it. Now it is in the distance, and you
wait in vain for it to come to you; then, when you expect it no
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longer, it is there! You think you hold it, and it evades you, you

try to evade it, and it lays hold of you. And always her song takes

up the mocking refrain,
" You may not love me, but I love you,

and if I love you, then beware!
"
Bizet founded this charming and

expressive song on one by a practically unknown Spanish com-

poser, Yradier.

The young men repeat their protestations that they are all

Carmen's slaves, and gather round her. She, however, after a

momentary glance at them, turns to Don Jose, who, indifferent to

all women but Micaela, is making a chain for his sword. She looks

at him fixedly, hesitates for a moment and turns towards the fac-

tory, then retraces her steps, stands in front of Don Jose, takes

from her bosom a flower, and throws it in his face. Then she runs

with a laugh into the factory, while the cigarette girls mock the

brigadier with a phrase from the Habanera.

The factory bell is heard a second time, and the cigarette girls

and young men leave the stage. The soldiers enter the guard-

house, leaving Don Jose alone on the stage. He picks up the

flower, that had fallen at his feet, and in the orchestra we hear

a reminder of the theme of the fatality of Carmen (No. 4). He is

astounded at the effrontery of the woman, but cannot deny that

the flower is pretty and that its scent is strong; as for the woman,

well, if there are witches, she certainly is one ! While he is indulg-

ing in these reflections he hears his name called, and finds, to his

joy, Micaela before him. She has come, he learns, with a message

from his mother, who sends him also a little money and this,

like a modest blonde, she can hardly bring herself to avow a

kiss from the mother with Micaela as the intermediary:

(9)
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day, .....

sent, .....

r p p c c
Longs in her arms once more to

Qu'el - le re-grette et qu'elle es

r

hold him, Par-dons his faults, and loves al -
way...

pe -
re, Qu'el - le par - don-ne et qu'el-le attend*

Micaela gives Don Jose the consigned kiss, and he breaks out into

a simple song of love for his mother and the village in which

his childhood was spent:

[
*

[-

My mo - ther I be - hold,
Ma me - re je la vois !

the vil-lage

Oui, je re -

smiles be - fore me, O vi-sion bnght of childhood's
vois monvil-lage! O sou-ve nirs.. d'au-tre*,

'* V-Vu- , I

days, on you en-chant -ed I gaze
fois, doux sou-ve nirs du pa -

ys !

The whole of the music of this scene is a reversion to the pleasant

lyrical vein characteristic of the Bizet of The Pearl Fishers and

The Fair Maid of Perth. There is a cut in the English edition here.

In the French original the thought of Carmen crosses Don Jose's

mind, and we hear her motive in the orchestra With a shudder

he reflects that he was on the point of becoming the prey of
"
this

demon " from whom he has been saved by his mother and

Micaela's kiss. Micaela anxiously asks him,
" What demon? What

danger?
"

Jose does not give a direct answer.
" Let us speak of

you," he says;
" when do you return?

" Micaela replies that she

is returning the same evening; to-morrow she will see his mother

again.



Don Jose, to the melody to which Micaela has announced his

mother's message (No. 9), sends back a loving answer, and he

returns her kiss through the instrumentality of Micaela. Then
follows a repetition of No. 10, which is developed in a little duet.

The object of the cut in the English version has no doubt been

to avoid a good deal of somewhat unnecessary repetition; the cut,

however, has the disadvantage of depriving us of the significant

moment in which we are first made to realise the sinister spell

that Carmen has already thrown over Don Jose.

Micaela having left him, Don Jose reads the letter in silence,

accompanied in the orchestra by No. 9, softly phrased in caressing

sixths:

I")

"Have no fear, mother," he says; "your son will obey you. I

love Micaela and will take her for my wife, as for your flower, vile

sorceress "; but before he can finish the sentence there is

a great outcry in the wings. Cigarette girls and soldiers flock upon
the stage, and in an ensemble of incessant hubbub the girls, chat-

tering like magpies, appeal to the soldiers to take their part

against Carmen.

There has been a quarrel in the factory. One of the girls, La

Manuelita, happening to say that she thought of buying an ass,

Carmen ironically recommended her to buy a broom instead.

Manuelita having made an appropriately acid reply to this pleas-

antry, she and Carmen had fallen upon each other and torn out

each other's hair.
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When Zuniga can at last hear himself speak among the hulla-

baloo he sends Don Jose and a couple of soldiers into the factory

to discover the cause of the trouble. The girls continue the

argument at the top of their voices, some laying the blame

on Carmen, others on Manuelita, till at length the soldiers

clear them all away. This scene also is curtailed in the English

version

Carmen appears at the door of the factory in the company of

Don Jose, the two soldiers following. Don Jose makes his report

to Zuniga; there has been a quarrel, followed first of all by in-

sults and then by blows, and a woman has been wounded by Car-

men. Asked by Zuniga what she has to say in her defence, Carmen

merely hums an insolent refrain:

(12)

T i i i i, i. i u You ma/^ rae mayTra la la la la la la la, c^.^^ brft. le ^

^
burn me, yet nought wnl I say
moi, je ne te di - rai rien

Seeing the impossibility of bringing her to reason, Zuniga com-
mits her to prison, where, if she likes, she can continue her song.

The chorus give a pleased cry of "To prison!
''

whereupon Car-

men raises her hand to strike one of the girls who is near her.

Remonstrated with again by Zuniga, Carmen hums her tune more

impudently than ever (Bizet's directions are avcc la plus grande

impertinence). It is a great pity, says Zuniga regretfully, for she

is a very nice girl; but she will have to be taught sense, so to

avoid further breaches of the peace he orders her hands to be

tied behind her back.

The dialogue that follows between Carmen and Jose ( the others

having left the stage) is in the form of recitative in the original;

the change to spoken dialogue was made later, with, it must be

admitted, a considerable gain in effect. Carmen begins to exercise
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her wiles upon Don Jose; he will not take her to prison, she as-

sures him, because he loves her; that flower she had hurled at him
oh yes, he can throw it away now if he likes, but it has already

exercised its sorcery!

Forbidden by the agitated Jose to speak to him again, she says
in that case she will commune with herself, for thought, surely,

is free! In an exquisite seguidilla.

Close by the ramparts of Se - -

Pre"s des remparts de Se vil - -

- ville.

le,

Dwells my good friend Lil - las

Chez mon a - mi Lil - las

Pas - tia

Pas - tia ..

she describes how she will dance and sing and look for a new lover

in the tavern of her friend Lillas Pastia, near the ramparts of

Seville. For there is not much pleasure in being alone, she says.

Having quarrelled yesterday with her lover, she must now find

another. A dozen gallants are besieging her, but she will have none

of them, her heart is free; does anyone want it?

The scandalised brigadier again bids her be silent, has he not

forbidden her to speak to him? She is not speaking to him, Carmen

replies, she is merely musing to herself. She is thinking of a cer
1
-

tain soldier who lo\es her, and whom she in her turn might be

able to love. He is not a captain, not even a lieutenant; he is

only a brigadier, but that is good enough for a gipsy like her. The

charm of the flower has already worked; Don Jose feverishly asks

her whether, if he does what she wishes, she will keep her promise

to love him. She gives her word, and as he unties the rope that

binds her hands she sings once more, at first softly, then tri-

umphantly, of the delight of dancing the seguidilla and drinking

manzanilla at Lillas Pastia's. The scene is a little masterpiece of

characterisation; the music perfectly expresses the wildness of
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Carmen, her gipsy longing for freedom and movement, and the

undercurrent of fitful passion there is in her.

Zuniga enters with the order for Don Jose to transport his

prisoner; as he gives it to him he advises him to keep a close eye

on her. Carmen in a low voice tells Don Jose what he is to do, on

the way she will give him a sudden push, whereupon he is to

stumble and leave the rest to her. Completely at her ease again

now, she turns to Zuniga, laughs in his face, and hums once more

her impudent little refrain,
u You love me not, but I love you, and

if I love you, then beware'
"
She sets out with Don Jose and the

soldiers, when she arrives at the foot of the bridge she carrier

out the plan arranged with Don Jose and makes her escape, to t
u e

general delight of the crowd

The second act commences with a short orchestral introduc-

tion based on the little song sung by Don Jose on his entry late-

(see No. 19, pp 220-1) When the curtain rises we see a room i
-

the tavern of Lillas Pastia, which is the meeting-place of tV
band of smugglers of whom Carmen, when not engaged in o'lv

immoralities, is occasionally one Carmen and tvo of ht-i g-i-

companions, Frasquita and Mercedes, are sittm^ at the LiV a -

with Zuniga and other officers of the dragoons Gips\ girk are

dancing:

(14)
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#*.##
u

Carmen, to the same rhythm, sings a gipsy song:

d5)

J*W

tfc

The 21 - thers tin-kled mu-sic sweet, A
Les tnn-gles des sis ires tin - taient, A

3=F^
wild Bo he-miaa love song trill -

ing, And
vec un 6 clat me" tal li - - que, Et

swift -ly, with a mo-tion thfill - mg Each
sur cette - trange m,u -

s,i
- - que Les

t;J'
J i ^

Gip sy girl spfang to her feet

Zm - ga - rel - las se le - vaient . . ..

Frasquita and Mercedes joining her in a piquant refrain:

(16)

la la la la la la la'
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At the end of the third stanza the tempo quickens to presto, and

Carmen, Frasquita, and Mercedes join in the whirling dance,
which has broken out more madly than before.

Frasquita brings them a message from Lillas Pastia, who thinks

it is time for the tavern to be closed. Zuniga wants Carmen to go
with them; when she refuses, he gives vent to his jealousy, evi-

dently she is still thinking of that young soldier who was put in

prison on her account. Well, he is free now, he says; whereupon
Carmen gives a little cry of joy, and she and her two companions

politely but ironically dismiss the men.

There is a cry, however, behind the scenes of
" Hurrah 1 The

Toreador! Hurrah! Escamillo!
" A torchlight procession is pass-

ing, Zuniga tells them, in honour of the conqueror at the Grenada

bull-fight; he invites them all to drink to Escamillo's successes,

past and present. The toreador enters and is greeted joyously by
them all. He thanks them for their toast in the famous "

Tore-

ador's Song/
7

which describes the scene in the arena and the fight

with the bull. A great deal of the superb effect of the song comes

from the strength of the very original rhythm:

fte 1*
J T*fi*+ m + *m + m

Sirs ' your toast, a courteous answer claim - ing, I

Vo-tre toast, ;e peux vous le rcn - dre, Se

lift my glass to sol diers gay and bold .

ftors, se nors, car a - vec les sol dats

To each stage of the graphic description of the bull-fight is ap-

pended a refrain in the major, in which the toreador turns to

thoughts of the bright eyes that are fondly regarding him and the

impressionable hearts awaiting him. In this refrain, the melody of

which has already been heard in the Prelude to the opera (Xo. 3),

the other principals and chorus join. At the end of the last verse

is an exquisite effect that is too often omitted in performance, ow-

ing to the difficulty of finding, for the parts of Frasquita and Mer-
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cedes, chorus girls with sufficient beauty of voice and confidence

in their own powers; the texture of the passage is shown in the

following quotation:

(18) MERCEDES. ESCA
(CHORUS. )

In the English version the words are
" For thee awaits.'' In the

French, however, the whole passage is sung to the words

"L'amour M
(

u
Toreador, 1'amour, Tamour t'attend' ''). Mer-

cedes first sings the words, and is answered expressively by
Escamillo. Frasquita repeats the little phrase at a slightly lower

pitch, Escamillo answering her also. Finally Carmen, with a

glance at Escamillo, strikes in with her expressive contralto

tones; Escamillo returns the glance and echoes her phrase in the

deeper tones of his own register, and then the whole company

carry the refrain to a vigorous conclusion.
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Escamillo has been greatly taken with Carmen, whom he now
sees for the first time. He asks her her name, that he may breathe

it in his next hour of danger. Carmen tells him, but fences with

his enquiry whether it is permissible for him to love her. He
can if he likes; he can hope if he likes; but that is all the consola-

tion she will give him. Zuniga, finding it impossible to persuade

Carmen to go with them, goes out with a threat to return, to

which Carmen's only reply is,
" You had better not!

"

Escamillo makes his exit with great pomp, to the melody, in the

orchestra, of the chorus to his song; and the girls, who have now
been joined by the two smugglers, Le Dancaire and Le Remendado,
settle down to the discussion of business. The men are hoping to

bring off some excellent coups, but for these they need the as-

sistance of the women, for, they assure them, there is nothing fck-*

women when the affair calls for dexterity and trickery The> c.U

express this admirable sentiment in a quintet that is a miracle of

light-fingered characterisation.

Frasquita and Mercedes are willing to join the band at on^e,

but Carmen holds out. It is in vain that the men appeal to her

she persists in her refusal, finally giving her reason she is in

love again. Le Dancaire and Le Remendado compliment her in a

phrase of exquisite irony, but remind her that it would not be

the first occasion on which she had been able to reconcile the de-

lights of love with the call of duty. Answering them in their own
ironic tone, Carmen tells them that normally she would be de-

lighted to set out with them, but this time it is impossible,

as love comes first with her, duty being second. For nimble-

ness of wit and grace of style this scene is without a parallel in

opera.

Off the stage Don Jose is now heard singing, unaccompanied, a

little song in praise of the dragoons of Alcala:

00)

ru-if iiJ.itiiJ-f r.c I

Who goes there ? who goes there ? Dra-goon d'Al-cas -

Hal - te Jal Qut va la? Dra-gon d'Al-ca-
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n - val I must fight
A mon ad - ver sai re.

A dragoon of this martial quality, Le Dancaire and Le Remen-
dado opine, would be an excellent recruit for their band; will

not Carmen try to enlist him? She promises to make the attempt,

and the smugglers leave as Don Jose enters, free at last after his

two months' imprisonment. But he has not grieved, he assures

Carmen; for her he would willingly have served much longer. He
tells her he adores her, and at once his jealousy is roused when he

learns that the officers of his regiment have been in the tavern and

that the gipsies have been dancing for them. But now, she says,

she will dance in his honour; this she does to the accompaniment
of her castanets:

. la .

ia
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but she has hardly begun when there comes from a distance the

faint sound of a bugle blowing the retreat:

The soldier in Don Jose compels him to listen; he stops Carmen

and draws her attention to the call. The wild creature claps her

hands with joy; it is melanchply, she says, to dance without an

orchestra; truly this music has fallen from the skies! And she re-

sumes her dance and her Castanet playing All this time the re-

treat has been increasing in loudness, as if the soldiers were

drawing nearer to the tavern, and Bizet dexterously combines the

bugle-call with the song and dance of Carmen

At last Don Jose stops her again; the soldier in him has asserted

itself peremptorily; it is necessary, he says, for him to get back to

the barracks. To her stupefaction she realises at last that he is

serious. Then the tiger-cat comes uppermost in her; she turns on
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him viciously, calls him by the derisive name of
"
Canary

"
(an

allusion to the yellow tunic of the Spanish dragoons), picks his

helmet and sword up from the table and hurls them at his head,
and contemptuously bids him, poor-spirited creature that he is, to

go back to his barracks. He makes a sad attempt to justify him-

self, protesting that no woman has ever had the empire over his

heart that Carmen has:

US
^*5atiti'-wir

Ah ! cru -el 'tis, Car men,
C'est mad a toi Car men,

to mock my pi
- teous

do te mo-quer de

3E
With ach - ing heart I go,
Je souff -re de par tir,

but her only reply is another outburst of savage mockery; the

thought that the mere sounding of the retreat should have made
a soldier forget her drives her to frenzy. This, then, is his concep-
tion of love!

Don Jose feels that the time has come to play what he hopes
will be a sure card. He takes from his breast the flower that Car-

men had thrown at him in the first act, shows it to her, and

launches into the
" Flower Song ":

SE
See here, thy flow-'ret trea-sur'd well, Its

La fleur que tu m'a-vais je - t6 e Dans

o-dour cheef'd my pn-son cell,

ma pri son m'e-tait res 1& e.

This flower, he tells her, has been his sole consolation during his

imprisonment. Sometimes, in his bitterness, he had hated her;

but against his destiny, he knows, it is useless for him to struggle.
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(It is interesting to recall that the somewhat unusual modulations

in the orchestra in the final phrase of the song aroused the anger

of the pedants of the time.)

Carmen softens, but she is not yet sure of him; if he loved her

he would follow her away to the mountains, where both would be

free he with no officer to obey, no retreat recalling him from

love, the open sky above them both, the world for their country,

for law nothing but their own will, and that liberty so dear to the

gipsy. This she says, accompanied by interjections from Don Jose,

in a wonderful passage in 6/8 time, through the apparent light-

heartedness of which there runs a moving strain of nostalgia, the

heart-hunger of the gipsy for the open*

(25)

feS3
Yes, . o - ver the hills and thro' the glades
Oui! ... La-bas, la-bas dans la mon-ta - gne

But once more Don Jose gets his brain clear of the heady fumes,

and tearing himself violently from the arms of Carmen, swears

that it is impossible for him to desert his flag it would be an

infamy; but when she stonily bids him go, he weakens again. He
wishes to preserve his honour, but he does not want to lose Car-

men, Finally he reconciles himself to the inevitable Despairingly

he bids her adieu for ever, and has just reached the door when

there is a loud knocking on it, followed by a tense silence. It is

Zuniga who has returned

Recognising the danger that threatens Don Jose, Carmen re-

fuses to open, so Zuniga. breaks the door down. At the sight of

Don Jose he understands everything, but, remaining a gentleman,

he merely reproaches Carmen with exquisite irony; this is not

very distinguished of her, he tells her, to take the common sol-

dier when she might have had the officer, surely this is a mis-

alliance! Then he turns to Don Jose and roughly bids him be-

gone. The latter refuses. Zuniga draws his sword and attacks Jose,

who defends himself. Carmen cries loudly for help, and the smug-

glers and gipsies rush in; Le Dancaire and Le Remendado throw
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themselves on Zuniga and disarm him. Then follows a scene

which for the expression of polite irony in music is without its

equal in the whole range of musical art. Zuniga, Carmen assures

him in a tone of mocking triumph, has arrived most inopportunely,

and, much to their regret, they will have to detain him for a little

while for the sake of their own safety.

Le Dancaire and Le Remendado take up the polite conversa-

tion; each of them presenting a pistol at Zuniga 's head avec, as

the score says, la plus grande pohtesse. They regret to be com-

pelled to take him with them when they leave the tavern, but,

after all, what is it but a pleasant little promenade? He will con-

sent, of course? The following quotation will give an idea of the

graceful wit of their exhortation to him:

s
We're just a - bout to say good - bye to Lil - las

Nous al - Ions, s'll vous plait, quit ter cet - te de

"We're just a - bout to say good-bye to Lil - las

Nous al - Ions s'll vous plait, quit - ter cet - te de

Pas tia , You'll come a-long with us ? You'll come a
meu - re ; Vous viendrez a - veo nous ? Vous viendrez

l 3fe
Pas - tia ; You'll come a-long with us ?

meu - re , Vous viendrez a-vec nous ?

t CARMEN.

g^
long with us ?

a - vec nous ?

A walk will do you good,
C'est u - ne pro-me- na - de.

You'll come a-long with us ?

Vous viendrez a-vec nous ?
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Zuniga, like the gallant and well-bred officer he is, answers them

in their own polite style. Their arguments, he assures them, are

perfectly irresistible; nevertheless, he continues, still with im-

perturbable courtesy, but with the hint of a threat in it, his time

will come, and then let them beware!

The reader, the next time he sees the opera, should note the sinis-

ter effect of the trills in the strings; they are like the angry hissing

of a snake; they are more eloquent of Zuniga's suppressed rage

than any words from him could be. The final bar of No. 27, it will

be seen, is in the rhythm of No. 25; and it is to the melody of

Carmen's song in praise of liberty that the company continues.

Zuniga is led out, and Carmen asks Don Jose if now he will join

them. With a sigh he admits that he has no choice. He is not very

gallant, says Carmen lightly, but let that pass; once he has tasted

the joys of the wandering life, with its precious freedom, he will
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long for no other. The gipsies and the smugglers take up the joy-

ous refrain, and the curtain falls.

Between the second and third acts there is played a charming
orchestral intermezzo:

which was originally written not for Carmen, but for L'Arlesienne.

Delightful as it is in itself, it must be confessed that it is more ap-

propriate to its original environment than to the stage of Carmen

at which we have now arrived.

But we are soon plunged again into the real Carmen atmos-

phere when the curtain rises for the third act, showing a wild spot

in the mountains. A number of smugglers are lying on the ground,

wrapped up in their cloaks. The orchestra gives out an expressive

and curiously enigmatic march, to the accompaniment of which

the gipsies enter. They sing an exhortation to each other to be

watchful of the dangers that surround them; in the music there is

something almost sinister that harmonises well with the scene.

While Le Dancaire and the others go to make sure that the

course is clear, Carmen asks Don Jose the cause of his gloom. He
tells her he is thinking of a good and brave old woman who still

believes him to be an honest man; and we hear in the orchestra

No. ii once more. "Who is this woman? "
asks Carmen con-

temptuously. It is his mother, he tells her. That a man, once a

soldier and now a smuggler, should have scruples about his mother

is something that Carmen cannot understand. In the orchestra we
hear the motive of fatality (No. 4) as she advises him to leave not

only the band, but her. If she breathes the word "
separation

"

again, he begins and then breaks off
" You would kill me, I

suppose?
" Carmen answers tranquilly.

" You look at me, but

you do not reply. Well, no matter, destiny is lord!
"
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Frasquita and Mercedes now bring out their cards and set

themselves to play, singing the while a graceful duet:

(29)

1
Now, pret - ty cards, we've plac'd you du
Et mam te nant par

- lez mes bel les,

Now, pret ty cards, we've plac'd you du -
ly,

Et mam -te- nant par - lez mes bel - les,

Each of the girls reads her prospects in the cards for Frasquita

a young lover who carries her off on his horse into the mountains,

for Mercedes a lover who is old but very rich, and who installs

her in an almost royal chateau. Frasquita's young lover becomes

a famous chieftain with a hundred brave followers; Mercedes's

elderly admirer does even better he dies, leaving her a rich

widow.

Carmen, who has a premonition of coming tragedy, now con-

sults the cards on her own account. She turns up first diamonds,

then spades. She recognises that this means death she first,

afterwards Don Jose. In a gloomy monologue she tells herself that

the cards never lie; if the sign they have given is death, you may
play the game twenty times, but it is still

" Death "
that they

will pitilessly repeat. Frasquita and Mercedes, intent only on

their own more amusing affairs, break in upon her sombre reflec-

tions with their gracious little melody (No. 29), and, for finale

of the scene, Bizet works Carmen's gloomy ejaculations most

cleverly into the tissue of their lighter phrases.

Le Dancaire returns with news that the band must now try

to pass the frontier; the coast is fairly clear, but there are three

government officials about who must be evaded. The smugglers

go out carrying their merchandise, leaving Don Jose to guard
some of the bales. The three women express their confidence in

their ability to manage the customs men:
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(30) FRAS. & MERCEDES

fc 3E
As

Quant
CARMEN.

for the guards, 'tis our af

au doua - mer, c'estnotreaf

As for the guards,that's our af-fair, 'us our af -

Quant au douanier,quant au douanier, c'est notre af -

fair, E - ver . they seek

fai re 1 Tout comme un au - -

fan , E - - ver they
faire ! Tout comme un au - tre, il

a^^
to please the fair, And al -

(ways)
tie, il aime a plaire. 11 ai (me)

m
seek to please the fair,

aime & plai
- - - re.

The chorus take up the melody, and, judging from the noise they

make, they are evidently quite free from apprehension on the

score of the authorities

When they have all left the stage, and Don Jose has also gone

to occupy his observation post, Micaela enters She has heard

that Don Jose is now one of the smugglers, and she has sought

him out, in spite of the danger, to bring him another message

from his mother, and to exhort him to leave the sorceress who
has enslaved him. Her big aria,

"
I said nought should frighten me

here
"
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light ; For, tho* I strive . to ban-ish fear,

moij Mais j'ai beau fai - re U vail-lan - te/

is a fine piece of writing, but it is perhaps a little over-elaborated

for the dramatic situation; however, the operatic soprano must

not be denied her rights.

Micaela and Don Jose catch sight of each other simultane-

ously, but Don Jose mistakes her for an enemy and fires, for-

tunately missing her. As she runs away in terror, Escamillo comes

in, looking with rueful amusement at his hat; Don Jose's bullet

has just missed his head. Jose enters and challenges him, and

Escamillo makes himself known. He has come, he says, to find a

woman with whom he is madly in love. Her name is Carmen
,
a

little while ago, he believes, she had a passing affair with a soldier

who deserted on her account, but all this is over now; Carmen's

affairs never last more than six months. " Those who come to take

our women away from us/' says the irritated Don Jose,
" must

fight for them."

Escamillo, very self-possessed and somewhat vain, as becomes a

toreador, declines to take Don Jose seriously, though he is quite

willing to fight him for Carmen. The pair are soon separated by
Carmen and the others, and Escamillo 's tone at once changes from

the bellicose to the ironical. The game for the moment, he tells

Don Jose, is even; the deciding round can be fought any time

his opponent likes.

Le Dancaire asks him to be good enough to take himself off,
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as the smugglers must be getting on their way; and Escamillo,

before leaving, cordially invites them all to his next bull-fight at

Seville.
"
They who love me will come," he says, with an eloquent

glance at Carmen. This is too much for Don Jose, who starts

forward angrily, his menacing gesture being indicated by the sud-

den fortissimo shown in the following quotation:

They who love me will come '

Et qui m'ai - me y vien - dra '

(to Don fosi )

my friend, keep yourself still '
-.

1'a - mi, tiens toi tran - quil
- - le '

if 'PP
'

r
If fr. r^

Escamillo, with cold courtesy, bids him be tranquil, and makes his

departure to the accompaniment in the orchestra of a slow ver-

sion of the refrain of the
"
Toreador's Song

"
(No. 3). Don Jose

tries to hurl himself again on Escamillo, but is held back by the

smugglers. He cries wildly to Carmen,
" Have a care, Carmen! I

can endure no more!
" But he is interrupted by Le Dancaire, who

urges the necessity of immediate departure.

Just then, however, they perceive what they take to be a spy;
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it is Micaela. She is brought in; Don Jose recognises her, and, in

reply to his enquiry why she has ventured into such danger, she

tells him, to the melody of No. 9, of the mortal illness of his

mother, to whom she implores him to return.

Carmen sardonically recommends him to do so, for it is clear,

she says, that a smuggler's life will never suit h.m. The jealous

Jose cannot bear the thought of leaving her to Escamillo, he

wildly swears he will never leave her till death separates them, but

his resolution is broken down when Micaela, playing her last card,

tells him that his mother is on the point of death.
"

I will go," he

cries to Carmen, "but we shall meet again", and we hear the

fateful No. 4 once more in the orchestra. As he is going out with

Micaela the voice of Escamillo is heard in the distance singing

his
"
Toreador's Song

"
again. Carmen tries to run to him, but

Don Jose, with a threatening gesture, bars her path. The curtain

falls to the strain of the
"
Smugglers' March "

as the band makes

its preparations for departure

The fourth act is prefaced by an entr'acte against the dramatic

appropriateness of which nothing can be urged; it is the best pos-

sible introduction to the atmosphere of the bull-ring that envelops

the whole of the fourth act.

This brilliant piece of writing is apparently based on a genuine

Spanish polo (an Andalusian song and dance). One French author

claims that Bizet took his theme from a polo sung with guitar ac-

companiment by a student under the window of his lady-love in

an opera entitled El Criado fingido (The Supposed Servant), a

musical comedy written in 1804 by Manuel Garcia, the founder

of the celebrated family of singers and teachers. No score of this

opera is to be found in any of the libraries, and as the writer to

whom we owe the information admits that, though he had a score

in his possession at one time, it is no longer there, we cannot test

the truth of his statement.

The polo on which Bizet has obviously worked, however, has

been published in various collections of Spanish folk-songs. He

may possibly have seen it in print somewhere, but it is more prob-

able that he had heard it sung by some wandering musician, in



CARMEN 233

any case his treatment of the chief theme is so personal that the

whole entr'acte may really be regarded as his own invention.

The curtain having risen, we see an open place in Seville; at the

back are the walls of the circus in which the bull-fights take place;

the entrance to this is closed. The stage is crowded with vendors

of fans, oranges, programmes, water, cigarettes, and wine; among
them are Zuniga, Frasquita, and Mercedes. The itinerant traders,

in a lively chorus, try to sell their wares to the passers-by.

The toreadors enter and are greeted with enthusiasm by the

crowd, the children being prominent with the melody already

heard in the Prelude and quoted as No. 2, while of course large

use is made of the typical toreador motive (No. i). Finally, the

great star of the occasion, Escamillo, enters, and is enthusias-

tically greeted with a chorus to the melody of No. 3. With him is

Carmen, brilliantly dressed and radiant with happiness. To a

tender melody, packed with those sixths which Bizet loved to

employ to express sentiment, he tells her that soon she will have

cause to be proud of him if she loves him.

If thou lov'st me Car - men, If thou
Si tu m'ai - mes Car - men. Si tu

lov'st me Car - men.
m'ai - mes Car - men.

She replies, to his own melody, that she does love him, may she

die if she has ever loved anyone so much' Their brief colloquy

is put an end to by the entry of the Alcade, accompanied by the

Alguazils; these officials enter the circus, the crowd following

them.

Mercedes approaches Carmen and whispers a word of warning

to her. She has seen Don Jose hiding among the crowd, and now
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she points him out to Carmen. The gipsy has no fear; she is

anxious, indeed, to speak to him and make an end of it all. Mer-

cedes repeats her warning in still more urgent tones, and is sup-

ported by Frasquita; but Carmen merely replies that she has no

fear. Finally the two girls follow the crowd into the arena, and

Carmen and Jose find themselves face to face and alone

An air of fatality broods over the scene that ensues. Carmen,
with a secret conviction that her end is near, is still unshakeably

courageous. Don Jose, however, has come not to threaten her, but

to make a last broken appeal to the memory of her love for him.

Will she not forget the bitter past and join him in another life

under other skies, far from Spain ? Carmen replies inflexibly that

it is impossible; between herself and him everything is finished;

she is incapable of lying, she declares. He implores her once again

while there is yet time; will she not save him, and herself with

him? "
No," she replies.

"
I know well that the hour has come.

I know well that you will kill me. But whether I live or die, never

will I be yours again." He repeats his passionate appeal, and

for a moment the two voices blend in a deeply moving duet.

The distracted Jose makes a still more desperate appeal to

her. If she will only love him again he will resume the life of a

bandit and do anything she wishes. Her sole reply is,
" Never

will Carmen be yours again ' Free she was born, and free she will

die!
"

Just then the crowd in the arena, to the music of No. i, breaks

out in a shout of praise of Escamillo. Carmen, hearing this, makes

a joyous gesture, and attempts to enter the circus, but Don Jose,

who has never taken his eyes off her, places himself in front of

her and bars the way. Jealousy has added the last coal to the

fire of his passion. He extorts from her a wild cry that she loves

Escamillo, even though the confession means her death

As the shouts within the circus break out again she tries once

more to escape, but once more Don Jose stands in her way. He is

now completely beside himself, has he imperilled his salvation, he

asks her wildly, only that she may laugh at him in the arms of

Escamillo? Never will he allow that! Carmen angrily bids him
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either strike her down or let her pass. For the last time he asks

if she will follow him; her reply is to take from her finger the

ring he had once given her and throw it in his face. Again the

chorus in praise of the toreador is heard, and once more Carmen
tries to escape, but at the gate Don Jose meets her and strikes

her dead; then he kneels beside her in an agony of grief. The
crowd rushes in, and we hear for the last time, in all its power,
the motive of fatality (No. 4):

Don Jose gives himself up with a last magnificent cry of love for

his adored Carmen:

(35)

Sirs, your pns - 'ncr am
Vous pou - vez m'ar - rfc -

I ! ......

ter. ...

men i

men,
Lov'd Car -men, no more thou'lt a-wak - en !

ma Car- men a - do - re* - el

The orchestra, with a great crescendo, completes his phrase, and

the curtain falls.



JACQUES OFFENBACH

OFFENBACH
was not the actual creator of the modern

French operetta. That distinction belongs to one Herve

(1825-92), a composer, conductor, librettist, singer, scene

painter, and many other things, whose real name was Florimond

Ronger. But it was Offenbach who took up the genre and gave it

its enormous vogue during the Second Empire and afterwards.

Jacques Offenbach was by birth a German. He was born in

Cologne on the 2oth June, 1819, his father, whose real name was

Juda Eberscht, being a chorister of the local synagogue. His

father gave him his first instruction in music. It was the paternal

wish that he should specialise in the violin, but Jacques's predi-

lection was for the 'cello, which instrument he cultivated in secret

until he attained a certain proficiency on it.

In his fifteenth year he and his brother went to Paris, where

Jacques, in spite of the rule that forbade foreign students ad-

mission to the Conservatoire, somehow or other managed to enter

that august institution by a side-door. At the same time he

obtained, at a salary of 83 francs a month, a post among the 'cellos

of the orchestra of the Opera-Comique, where he and a com-

panion, Seligmann, used to amuse themselves during the per-

formances by playing all sorts of pranks with the music, such as

stopping when they liked and beginning again when they liked,

missing out every other note, or playing their part in another

octave than the right one.
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In 1838, after about three years
7

service at the Opera-Comique,
he left the orchestra and supported himself as best he could by

doing musical hack-work of every sort. Not making a commercial

success of this he took up his 'cello again, and toured as a virtuoso

of sorts through Germany and England.

On his return to Paris he married a Spanish girl, Herminie de

Alcain, and for a long time was hard put to it to maintain a very

modqst establishment. When the revolution broke out in Paris

in 1848 he retired to Germany, whence he returned in 1849. A
friend of his, Arsene Houssaye, had just been appointed Director

of the Theatre-Frangais. He was ambitious to effect many reforms

in the historic theatre, one of them being the maintenance of a

better orchestra than had been customary there, and the provi-

sion of better music. He engaged Offenbach as his conductor at

6,000 francs a year.

Offenbach remained at the Theatre-Frangais several years, at-

tending to the entr'acte music in general and the incidental music

to certain plays, and occasionally contributing some little thing

of his own
;
one of these, the Chanson de Fortunio, became a great

favourite.

It was about this time that Herve began to make Paris talk

to him and his sprightly operettas. Offenbach was quick to see

the possibilities of the style, and when, in the summer of 1855, a

tiny theatre in the Champs-Elysees that had lately been used by
the scientist Lacaze became vacant, he managed somehow or other

to scrape up enough money to obtain a lease of it. His licence

from the Government permitted him to produce musical plays

with not more than three or four characters at the outside, a

limitation which irked him for a considerable time.

He opened the theatre, which he called the Bouffas-Parisiens,

with a little piece entitled Les deux Aveugles (The Two Blind

Men), which was quickly followed by Le Violoneux.

The sparkle of Offenbach's music, the wit of the libretti, and

the dash of the acting soon made the Bouffes the rage of Paris;

Les deux Aveugles itself ran for more than four hundred con-

secutive performances. In Le Violoneux Hortense Schneider, the
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brilliant singer and actress who was the delight of our grand-

fathers, and whose name is indelibly associated with that of Offen-

bach, made her first appearance in his music.

In the winter the theatre in the Champs-Elysees was a little too

far out of town for convenience or comfort, so Offenbach took

a lease of the Salle Choiseul in the city, where he opened in De-

cember with Ba-Ta-Clan. Thereafter, for many years, he occupied

the two theatres alternately; and in twenty-five years he wrote

some hundred works, producing most of them himself.

The chief landmarks in the long story are Orphee aux Enfers

(1858), Genevieve de Brabant (1859), Barbe-Bleue (1866), La

Grande Duchesse de Glrolstein (1867), La Belle Helene (1865),

La Perichole (1868), Madame VArchiduc (1874), La Fille du

Tambour Major (1879), and La Vie Paristenne (1866). Some of

these were produced at other theatres than Offenbach's own; and,

to the great anger of the highbrows, he even obtained a footing

at the Grand Opera with the ballet Le Papillon (1860), and at

the Opera-Comique with Barkouf (1861) and Vert-Vert (1869).

Offenbach gave up management on his own account in 1861,

but in 1873 to k over the Gaite Theatre, where he remained as

director till 1875.

Success brought him money, but money did not bring with it

prudence; and in the early seventies he found himself practically

ruined. To retrieve his fortunes he went on a tour in America in

1875, from which he brought back with him a hundred thousand

francs and materials for a book Notes d'un Musicien en Voy-

age (1877). During the Franco-German War an agitation was

worked up against him as a German, although he had become a

naturalized Frenchman as long ago as 1860. Sanity returned to

the French after the conclusion of the war, and Offenbach once

more became the prime musical favourite of the Paris population.

His health had never been particularly good, and he had per-

sistently overworked himself for the greater part of his life. In

his later years probably the one thing that kept him alive was

his desire to write a work that should show the world that he had

something more in him than the dashing Offenbach whom they
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knew only as a composer of operettas. This was The Tales of

Hoffmann, which was destined for the Opera-Comique. The work

was virtually completed it required only a slight revision by
Ernest Guiraud but before it could be produced Offenbach

died after an attack of rheumatism of the heart on the night of

October 4-5, 1880. His last and greatest work was produced

posthumously at the Opera-Comique on the loth February, 1881.
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libretto of The Tales of Hoffmann, which before Offen-

JL bach took it up, had been offered to Gounod and several

other composers, is by Jules Barbier and Michel Carre, and is

founded on certain stories of the celebrated German romantic

writer Ernst Theodor Wilhelm Hoffmann. (Through an error in

one of his earliest manuscripts the W of Wilhelm was read as A
,

Hoffmann philosophically accepted the transformation, and

thenceforth for the Wilhelm substituted Amadeus, one of the

Christian names of his adored Mozart.)

This Hoffmann, who had an extraordinary influence not only

on his own day but on most of the German poets, prose writers,

and musicians of a later time, down even to Brahms, was born at

Konigsberg on the 24th January, 1776. His parents separated

when he was three years old, his mother returned with him to

the house of her parents, where, devoting herself mainly to re-

ligion, she kept very much to herself, the young Hoffmann being

mostly left to the company of an aunt Sophie and an uncle Otto.

There were several lawyers in the family, and in 1792 the

young Hoffmann entered the Konigsberg University as a student

of law, setting up in practice for himself three years later. In

1796 we find him in Glogau, in 1798 in Berlin, and in 1800 as an

assessor in Posen, in which last town he married. His irrepressible

satirical bent took the form of drawing caricatures of certain

Posen notabilities, with the result that in 1802 he was sent, by

way of punishment, to Ploszk on the Vistula. In 1804 he was in

Warsaw.
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All this while he had been cultivating music passionately, and

in 1808 he obtained the post of musical director of the theatre at

Bamberg. The theatre became bankrupt, and for some time Hoff-

mann had to support himself as best he could by literature and the

teaching of music He was a correspondent of the Leipzig All-

gemeine Musik-Zeitung, for which paper he wrote some essays

on music that were remarkable for their time, among them one

on Beethoven's instrumental music that has become famous. For

a while he was associated in Dresden with the theatrical troupe

of Seconda, another member of which was that Ludwig Geyer who
is supposed to have been the father of Richard Wagner.

In 1814 influential friends obtained for him a legal post in

Berlin, and he seerns to have performed his duties ably and con-

scientiously as Councillor of the Court of Appeal. He had drunk

deeply and lived wildly all his life, and on the 25th June, 1822,

he died of locomotor ataxy. He wrote several operas, none of

which, except Undine (1816), is known at all to-day, and a great

number of stories, most of them in the fantastic vein, interspersed

with illuminative speculations on music and the other arts. Two
volumes of a collection entitled The Serapion Brethren have been

issued in English in a translation by Major Ewing.

As usual with French librettists when dealing with a Ger-

man subject (we have had an example in the case of Mignon)
Barbier and Carre have dealt very freely with their material. None

of the
" Tales

"
of the opera correspond precisely with any stories

of Hoffmann's own or with that of his life. The reader who has a

knowledge of German and would like to go into the matter more

thoroughly for himself may welcome the following information

The first act of the opera is based mostly on a story called Tht

Sandman, which is one of Hoffmann's Night Pieces. The basis o

the second act is one of the New Year's Eve Adventures (fron

the Fantastic Pieces in Callot
9

5 Manner), which contains tfo

episode of the last reflection. Pitichinaccio, however, does not ap

pear in this tale; he is taken from a story in The Serapion Brethren

entitled Signor Formica.

The third act comes from the story Councillor Crespel, in Th
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Serapion Brethren. (The original of Councillor Crespel was an

actual person of the Goethe epoch.) There is no Doctor Miracle,

however, either in Councillor Crespel or in any other Hoffmann

story. There is, it is true, a doctor in Councillor Crespel, but he

is not in the least the sinister Dr. Miracle of the opera. Dr. Miracle

seems to be drawn, in part, from the Coppelius of The Sandman.

The servant Cochenille appears in a story called The Connection

of Things, in The Serapion Brethren ; and there is a servant Frantz

in a story entitled The Succession, in the Night Pieces.

It was, of course, the idea of the French librettists alone to make

Hoffmann himself the protagonist of the various adventures set

forth in the Tales. There is a fair quantity of the historical Hoff-

mann in the Hoffmann of the opera; each is an inveterate amorist

and a feverish seeker for a happiness that can never be realised.

It is unfortunate that The Tales oj Hoffmann has come to be

regarded as, in the main, a comic opera. The most casual spec-

tator, it is true, realises that there is a tragedy in the second act;

but he invariably regards the first act as highly comic, and sees

only the superficially humorous side of Dr Miracle in the first

act his jangling of medicine flasks, his magical entries and

ex.ts, and so on. Offenbach called his work "
a fantastic opera

''

We see the melancholy Hoffmann restlessly searching for his ideal .

he is accompanied in all his adventures by his faithful young friend

Nicklausse, who, himself no visionary, is always trying to correct

Hoffmann's fantasies and to make him see things as they really

are, while opposed to him is a force for evil incarnated in turns

as Lindorf, Coppelius, Dapertutto, and Dr. Miracle.

It is sometimes argued that the three chief women's parts and

the subordinate one of Stella should be taken by four different

singers in order to make clear to us the differences between Hoff-

mann's four loves. That, no doubt, would be in some respects the

ideal way of producing the opera, but it would constitute a very

expensive production. For economic reasons the four parts have

in practice to be played by the same singer, as was done at the

first performance. For the same reason various other parts are

doubled or trebled, the same actor playing Lindorf, Coppelius,
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Dapertutto,.and Dr. Miracle, and another playing the three ser-

vants' parts Andres, Cochenille, and Frantz. Actually, there-

fore, the twenty-two characters of the opera call for only fourteen

actors.

In some theatres it is the practice to omit the Prologue and the

Epilogue, both of which, however, are essential for the whole

understanding of the opera as the librettists and the composer
conceived it.

After a few bars of orchestral prelude, the Prologue opens in

Luther's tavern in Nuremberg (it should really be Berlin, but the

French librettists made the change for some reason of their own

that is not clear to us). The tavern is full of casks that surround

a particularly huge specimen, surmounted by a little figure of

Bacchus carrying a streamer on which is inscribed
" At the Sign

of the Nuremberg Tun." Running round the walls are shelves on

which stand bottles of all shapes and sizes. In front of the big

cask is a small counter. On the left is a stove, and on the right a

clock and a small door concealed in the wainscoting that runs all

round the room to about the height of a man. Tables and benches

are scattered about the room. It is night, the only light in the

tavern being that of the moon.

There is a preliminary chorus of the Spirits of Beer and the

Spirits of Wine, who announce themselves as the true friends of

man and the chasers away of every care. Then the Councillor

Lindorf appears, followed by Andres, the servant of Stella, an

opera singer who has just come from Milan and is now performing

in the Nuremberg theatre

Lindorf is jealous of the numerous admirers of the beautiful

prima donna, and finding that Andres has a missive for one of

these he buys it from him for forty thalers and then consigns him

to the devil. Left alone, Lindorf finds that the letter is addressed

to Hoffmann. He sarcastically comments on the queer taste of

women " Hoffmann! A poet! A drunkard! Well, well!
" He

opens the letter and reads it: it is an apology from Stella to Hoff-

mann for having hurt him. She encloses the key to her dressing-

room; if he loves her, he can come to her there.
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Lindorf sings a song in which, while frankly confessing that he

has no beauty of person, he claims to have a certain attractive-

ness for women and " a satanic aspect that produces on the nerves

the effect of an electric battery." He attains his ends not through

love but through fear. He is old, he says, but he is game, and he

will get rid of Hoffmann. He knows that Hoffmann frequents

Luther's tavern, and he resolves to wait for him.

Luther enters, followed by his waiters, who bustle about under

his orders. When the room has been got ready for the expected

company, Nathanael, Hermann, Wolfram, Wilhelm, and a num-

ber of students enter gaily, and, singing a merry chorus, treat

themselves to wine and beer

We are to understand that the tavern is in the same building

as the opera-house, and that the students are making good use

of the interval between two of the acts. They enthusiastically

drink the health of the diva, and then enquire where Hoffmann

can be. Just then Hoffmann himself enters, followed by Nicklausse.

Hoffmann, a self-absorbed idealist and a hard drinker, looks

gloomy, and for some time cannot be induced to take any interest

in the jokes of the students. On his way to the tavern he has seen

a withered flower that reminded him of a dead love, and a drunk-

ard lying in the mud, whose happy forgetfulness of life he has

envied. To make matters worse, in the theatre, from which he also

has just come, he thinks he has seen his vanished love once more,

and an old wound has been reopened. Making an effort to over-

come his melancholy, he declares that as life is short there is

nothing for it but to make the best of it with wine and song, and

at the request of the company he sings them the story of the dwarf

Kleinzach, once the hideous ornament of the Court of Eisenach,

who wore a cap, had a hump for a stomach, and a nose blackened

with snuff; when he walked his legs went clic-clac, and his

waggling head cric-crac.

He is just about to describe Kleinzach's face when his mind

wanders, and in a sort of dream he describes his vanished love,

with her blue eyes and white throat and her sweet voice whose

echo resounds for ever in his heart. His astonished friends ask him
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if he is still talking about Kleinzach, and pulling himself together

with a smile, Hoffmann goes on with the maliciously humorous

description of the dwarf.

His song finished, he curses the vile beer of the tavern and

demands punch. The lights are extinguished, and Luther lights an

immense bowl of punch, the blue flame illuminating the whole

scene. Hoffmann and Lindorf soon get at cross-purposes, and ex-

change insults that are none the less deadly for their politeness

and wit.

Hoffmann tells the company that Lindorf is his evil genius: if

he plays cards, he loses, if he drinks, it goes down the wrong way;
if he loves here Lindorf interrupts him with a malicious laugh:

so he is in love, then, sometimes? Hoffmann admits the soit im-

peachment, but pours scorn on the innamorate of the others. His

own love is Stella, who is
"
three women in one, three souls in

one, artist, innocent girl, and courtesan; not a mistress but three

mistresses, three charming enchantresses who have shared my
life/* Would they like to hear the story of his mad loves? They
welcome the suggestion and take their seats to listen to the story.

Just then Luther enters with the news that the curtain is just

about to rise, but all protest that they prefer to hear the Tales of

Hoffmann. Luther takes his place at the counter, and Hoffmann,

seating himself on the corner of a table, commands silence.
" The

name of the first," he says, "was Olympia!
" and the curtain

falls.

The three acts that follow are played on the plane of reality,

but we are to understand all the time that we are listening to

Hoffmann's stories of his three great loves.

The first act deals with his love for Olympia, who, although

he did not know it, was only a mechanical doll.

In the English edition the setting is said to be " a doctor's

room.
p
This is one of the very few errors in an admirable trans-

lation. In the original the room is described as
" un riche cabinet

de physicien
"

that is to say, the room of a physicist or natural

philosopher. It is the room of Spalanzani, an eager experimenter

in the mechanical. It so happens that he has just constructed a
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marvellous doll, Olympia, that is as like life as makes no differ-

ence. It is true that Olympia 's conversation is restricted to the

single word
"
Yes," but in every other respect she is as large and

as natural as life. She is entirely Spalanzani's work with the e:>

ception of the eyes, which are the secret of a pseudo-friend and

scientific rival, Coppelius; and this dual property in Olympia is

very irksome to Spalanzani.

When the curtain rises we see that the back of the scene is

closed by curtains, which, as we afterwards discover, are drawn

in front of a corridor. On the sides of the stage are various doors,

also closed by curtains. We see Spalanzani lifting up the curtain

from one of these doors and contemplating admiringly the as yet

invisible Olympia. He not only feels an artist's joy in his work,

but hugs to himself the thought that by means of Olympia he

will make good the five hundred ducats that he has lost through

the bankruptcy of the Jewish banker Elias; the only fly in his

ointment is the thought of the demand that Coppelius may make

on him for his share in the rights of paternity.

Spalanzani has evidently passed off Olympia upon Hoffmann

as his daughter, for when the young man enters, Spalanzani, rather

to Hoffmann's mystification, while praising Olympia, speaks en-

thusiastically of the triumph of physics. He calls his servant

Cochenille, and bids him prepare the lights and champagne for

the coming party.

Master and servant go off, and Hoffmann, alone, muses upon
the delightful prospect of life with the beauty who is now sleep-

ing in the next room. He gently raises the curtain and contem-

plates her. He is interrupted by the entry of Nicklausse, and

quickly lets the curtain fall

Nicklausse, who is always the embodiment of the common
sense that Hoffmann lacks, twits his friend on his infatuation.

Does the lady know that Hoffmann loves her? Hoffmann has to

reply
cl No! " " Then write to her," advises Nicklausse.

"
I dare

not," replies Hoffmann. " Then speak to her," continues Nick-

lausse; and Hoffmann can only reply that that also is dangerous.
" Then sing to her." Hoffmann puts aside the suggestion; it seems
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that Monsieur Spalanzani does not like music.
"
No," says Nick-

lausse, laughing ironically;
"
Spalanzani is all for physics";

and he sings a delicious little song about a little doll with enamel

eyes and a little brass cock with which it used to amuse itself,

pretending it loved it: the reference, of course, is to Hoffmann

and Olympia.

Coppelius enters, and for a moment has difficulty in rousing

Hoffmann out of the trance into which he seems to have fallen.

When he manages to do so he shows Hoffmann the magical ap-

paratus he carries with him, barometers, hydrometers, thermom-

eters, and above all spectacles that enable the wearer to see just

what he will, and, indeed, to penetrate to the secrets of all things,

including the hearts of women. He demands three ducats for a

pair, and the necessary money is handed over by Nicklausse on

Hoffmann's account.

When Spalanzani enters, Coppelius demands his share in the

proceeds of Olympia, for are not the eyes his? Spalanzani, want-

ing to make these eyes his own property, persuades Coppelius

to accept five hundred ducats for them in the form of a draft on

the house of Elias, which, he assures his fellow-scientist is sol-

vency itself. The deal is concluded, and with many compliments

and much embracing between the pair Coppelius takes his leave,

having first recommended Spalanzani to marry Olympia to

the young nincompoop who is evidently so much in love with

her.

Cochenille comes in to announce that the guests have arrived

to make the acquaintance of Spalanzani's charming daughter,

and soon the guests themselves arrive and walk about admiring

the details of the scientist's room. Spalanzani brings Olympia

in, and she excites the liveliest curiosity in the guests, who praise

her face and her figure.
"
Oh, she is adorable!

"
ejaculates Hoff-

mann; and Nicklausse adds an ironic "Charming, incom-

parable!
"

Spalanzani begins to vaunt his daughter's talents. She has a

rare gift for music, it seems, and will be delighted to oblige the

company. Cochenille brings in a harp, and, to Spalanzani's
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accompaniment, Olympia sings, in the true staccato style of the

mechanical doll, a sentimental little ballad that contains some

coloratura of an exquisitely appropriate kind.

The song being finished, Cochenille takes away the harp, and

the guests crowd round and compliment the singer as guests do

on these occasions, Olympia thanks them prettily with a move-

ment first of the right hand, then of the left. A servant announces

that supper is served, and the guests gradually make their way
through the corridor at the back into the supper-room. Meanwhile

Hoffmann has approached Olympia to ask if he may have the

pleasure, and, in response to a touch on the shoulder from Spalan-

zani, the doll squeaks
"
Yes!

"
Spalanzani, however, assures the

young man that she will not eat-anything; whereupon the satiric

Nicklausse murmurs "Poetic soul'
" The mechanism looks like

running down: Spalanzani winds Olympia up and leads her to a

sofa upon which he plants her; then he goes to supper with his

guests.

Hoffmann and Olympia are left alone. He pours out his ro-

mantic soul to her, and, happening to touch her now and then

on the shoulder, she manages to ejaculate her usual
"
Yes'

" He
takes her hand in his and chances to touch a spring, whereupon

Olympia gets up, flutters about the stage for a while, and then

runs through the door at the back without raising her hands to

part the curtains. Hoffmann, thinking he has somehow or other

offended her, is about to follow her when Nicklausse appears at

another door and intercepts him. Nicklausse tries to bring his

infatuated friend to his senses: his adored one, so people say,

is not only dead but was never alive! But Hoffmann is impervious

to reason: he runs out after Olympia, and the devoted Nicklausse

has to follow him.

Coppelius now comes on in a furious temper; he has discovered

that Elias is bankrupt and that the draft Spalanzani gave him is

worthless. Declaring he will have his revenge on the swindler he

slips into Olympiad room. The company returns to dance, and

Hoffmann waltzes with Olympia, to the admiration of all. They
dance off the stage in one direction and return in another, Olympia



THE TALES OP HOFFMANN 249

making the pace madder and madder until Nicklausse, who tries

to stop them, is thrown violently on to a chair. Spalanzani stops

Olympia at last by pressing a spring, and Hoffmann falls dazed

upon a sofa.
"
Enough, enough, my child," says the scientist, and Olympia

answers with her eternal
"
Yes!

" He turns her towards the door

on the right and gives her a push, whereupon the doll, giggling
" Ha' ha' ha' ha' ", trips off the stage.

Nicklausse and the others are attending to Hoffmann when

Cochenille rushes in in great agitation: the man with the glasses

is there' As Spalanzani runs to Olympia 's room there is a horrible

sound of smashing machinery, and Coppelius returns, laughing

triumphantly. Hoffmann hurries away to
y
see what has happened,

while Spalanzani and Coppelius begin fighting and blackguarding

each other. Hoffmann returns, pale and overcome, cries "An
automaton! " and falls exhausted on a sofa. Nicklausse bends over

him, while the company, echoing Hoffmann's cry of
" An automa-

ton!
''
break into derisive laughter at his expense.

It is perhaps inevitable, but all the same a pity, that in perform-

ance the comic elements of this scene should overpower the

fantastic. We ought to be amused at the antics of the doll,

but we ought not to forget the tragical in Hoffmann's situa-

tion: we should try to see him as the idealist coming to wreck

through his inability to distinguish between his fancies and

reality.

The second is the undeniably tragic act of the opera. The scene

is laid in Venice, where a fete is being held in a palace overlooking

the Grand Canal. We see a balustrade, a staircase, lustres, and

rich furnishings. It is the house of Giulietta, a rich courtesan,

whose guests are standing about or reclining on couches. From
the wings come the voices of Giulietta and Nicklausse blending

in the famous barcarolle a charming song to the beauty of

the night and love. The pair enter when the duet is over, and

Giulietta seats herself on a divan where she watches and listens to

Hoffmann, who, declaring that pleasure should not be a matter

for soft sentimental sighing of this sort, breaks out into a " bacchk
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song
"

in praise of more hectic transports, the chorus joining

with him in a cry of "To the devil with whoever weeps for two

beautiful eyes!
"

Schlemil, the shadowless man, enters with one Dapertutto, and

Giulietta presents Hoffmann to the former; the rivals greet each

other with ironical courtesy. Giulietta proposes cards to her guests,

and goes out with them on the arm of the jealous and touchy

Schlemil, leaving Hoffmann and Nicklausse alone on the stage

The faithful friend already sees danger approaching the dream-

ridden Hoffmann; he has, he tells him, two horses ready saddled

for an emergency. Hoffmann laughs at his fears, and the two

go out.

Dapertutto, the villain of the act, now enters. He wants to

compass the death of Schlemil, which he will bring about through

Giulietta. Drawing a ring from his finger, he contemplates the

great diamond that flashes in it; no woman, he is certain, and

least of all a Giulietta, can resist a lure like this.

True enough, Giulietta comes in as if fascinated, and placing

the ring on her finger, Dapertutto states his terms she has already

obtained for him Schlemirs shadow; now he wants Hoffmann's

reflection. As the young man enters, Dapertutto kisses Giulietta 's

hand and retires. The courtesan accosts Hoffmann, who appears

to be about to leave the scene (he has just lost everything at cards) ,

and implores him to leave her, for Schlemil may kill him in her

arms that night. But before he goes will he not leave her some-

thing to remember him by say his reflection in the mirror that

she hands him?

Hoffmann is at once delighted and disturbed by the romantic

idea, and has just looked in the mirror when Schlemil, Dapertutto,

Nicklausse, and Giulietta's admirer Pitichinaccio enter. The jeal-

ous Schlemil at once picks a quarrel with Hoffmann. " You

are pale," says Dapertutto to the latter, handing him a mirror,

and Hoffmann starts back in horror at perceiving there is no

reflection in it. All burst into laughter at the catastrophe that

has befallen him, and Nicklausse implores his friend to fly with

him.
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Hoffmann, however, is too madly in love to leave Giulietta,

whom he both hates and adores. The courtesan blandly assures him

that she adores him also, but confesses that, being a woman, she

was unable to resist so magnificent a diamond as the one she is

now wearing, and Dapertutto and Pitichinaccio laugh at the un-

fortunate young man who has been so crudely betrayed and

humiliated. Schlemil, laying his hand on the hilt of his sword,

promises Hoffmann a kiss not from Giulietta but from the cold

steel. Nicklausse and the other guests pity Hoffmann for being

so sorry a dupe. All this is said in a big ensemble, after which the

gondolas arrive for the guests.

Schlemil conducts them to the water at the back of the scene,

and Giulietta goes out on the left, after throwing a last glance at

Hoffmann, who follows her intently with his eyes. Dapertutto

remains at the back. Nicklausse, seeing Hoffmann sunk in dreams,

goes to him, touches him on the shoulder, and urges him to come

with him, but the young man refuses. Nicklausse is compelled to

leave without him, but he promises to watch over him and be

there if he is wanted.

The episode that follows is one of the most impressive in all

opera. Schlemil returns to the front of the stage, and while the

orchestra gives out the melody of the barcarolle he and Hoffmann

have a brief dialogue, the sudden change to the spoken word

having a curious effect that can be understood only by those who

have experienced it in the theatre.

Earlier in the scene Giulietta has told Hoffmann that Schlemil

has a key belonging to her. This key Hoffmann now demands.

Schlemil refuses to give it up, and draws his sword to attack

Hoffmann. Perceiving that the latter has no sword, the Mephis-

tophelean Dapertutto politely offers him his. The two men ex-

change passes: Schlemil falls dead, and Hoffmann, taking the

key that is suspended round his neck, runs into Giulietta's room.

Pitichinaccio cynically looks over Schlemil and makes sure that

he is dead; Dapertutto tranquilly picks up the sword that Hoff-

mann has let fall, wipes it, replaces it in its scabbard, and then

moves away to the gallery overlooking the Canal. Giulietta
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appears at the back in a gondola, and at the same moment Hoff

mann returns to the stage, in time to see Pitichinaccio enter th(

gondola and take Giulietta in his arms.

At last Hoffmann realises the full perfidy of the courtesan. He

gives a cry of rage, and Nicklausse rushes on and drags him away
for the watch is coming. Giulietta and Dapertutto laugh at the

deluded Hoffmann. " What will you do with him now? "
asks

Dapertutto; and Giulietta replies maliciously,
"

I give him tc

you!
''

These last conversations are carried on in the speaking voice

against the background of the barcarolle in the orchestra and the

voices of the guests, and once more the sinister contrast betweer

music and speech has an electrifying effect

The third act takes place in Crespel's house in Munich (not

Venice, as stated in the English edition). The room that we see

when the curtain rises is strangely furnished On the right is a

harpsichord, on the left, a couch and an arm-chair Violins han

on the walls There are two doors at the back of the scene, and

in the foreground, on the left, a window opening on to a balcony

On the back wall, between the two doors, hangs a large portrait oi

a woman. It is sunset.

CrespePs daughter Antonia is seen sitting at the harpsichord

singing a plaintive little romance and accompanying herself- she

is thinking sadly of a love that has left her. For a moment she

movers away from the harpsichord, then returns to it and accom-

panies her song standing up, turning over the music from time

to time Finally she falls exhausted into the chair in front of the

instrument.

Her father enters hurriedly and runs to her. Anxiously and

lovingly he reproaches her for having disobeyed him has she not

promised him she would never sing? It is her mother who some-

times comes to life again in her, says Antonia : when she sings she

imagines it is her dead mother she hears. That, replies Crespel,

is his torment: her mother, an incomparable singer, has bequeathed
her voice to Antonia He ever mourns his dead wife: may he not

have to mourn the loss also of his beloved daughter! Sadly An-
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tonia gives him her promise never to sing again, and goes out

slowly.

Alone, Crespel gives himself up to despair. On his daughter's

cheeks he has once more recognized the hectic flush that pro-

claims the disease from which she is suffering, and that music

exacerbates.
a

It is this Hoffmann! " he cries;
"

it is he who has

intoxicated her! I fled to Munich to escape him! "

There enters another of Offenbach's comic servants: the Coche-

nille of the first act stammers; the Frantz of the third act is

rather deaf, and always misunderstands his master and others

absurdly, giving answers that have no rational relation to the

questions that have been asked him. Crespel orders him to admit

no one and goes out quickly, unable to keep his temper any longer

with the stupid fellow. Frantz, left alone, closes the door after

Crespel and comes down the stage, where, after a short recitative

of complaint against his unreasonably irritable master, he sings

a little song in praise of his own perpetual patience, assiduity,

and cheerfulness in difficult circumstances. Singing, he assures

us, is his only refuge from his troubles. Not that he is a great suc-

cess as a vocalist, as he frankly admits: his voice is well enough,

but he knows his method is wrong. Anyhow, whether he can sing

or not, he can dance, which he proceeds to do. But seemingly he

is no more of a virtuoso in the one art than in the other, for he

slips and falls, and then, having picked himself up, drops weakly

into a chair just as Hoffmann enters, followed by Nicklausse.

The dialogue between Frantz and Hoffmann who wants to

know how Antonia is runs on the usual lines of complete mis-

understafiding owing to Frantz's deafness. The servant goes out

at last, and Hoffmann, seating himself at the harpsichord, sings a

snatch of the music that is open on the stand. Antonia runs in

and flings herself into his arms, and Nicklausse, murmuring,
"
Je

suis de trop, bonsoir!
" makes a tactful exit.

The re-united lovers, who have been separated by the father

for some reason that neither of them can understand, revel, in a

brief duet, in the thought of soon being each the other's own for

ever. Then Hoffmann smilingly points out the one fault with
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which he has to reproach Antonia: he is jealous of her music,

which she loves too much. Also smiling, the happy Antonia bids

him have no fear: surely he would not, like her father, forbid her

to sing? At this he is a little troubled: he does not quite under-

stand, but he has an intuition that something is wrong; he notices

how unnaturally bright her eyes are and how her hands tremble.

She invites him to judge for himself whether she has lost her

voice or not: she makes him sit at the harpsichord, and leaning

over his shoulder she completes the song that he had begun, Hoff-

mann accompanying her and finally joining in the melody with

her.

But the effort is too much for Antonia, who suddenly clutches

at her heart and appears about. to faint. She assures the alarmed

Hoffmann that it is nothing, and, hearing her father approaching,

slips out as Crespel enters. Hoffmann, anxious to discover

the meaning of the mystery, hides himself in a recess of the

window.

Crespel is just congratulating himself on not finding Hoffmann

there as he had feared, when Frantz enters and announces the

arrival of Dr. Miracle. Crespel cries out that the man is not to be

admitted: he is not a doctor but a grave-digger, a murderer, he

has killed Crespel's wife, and would now kill his daughter' But

it is too late. Outside is heard the clicking of flasks that always

accompanies Miracle like a sort of ghostly leading-motive, and

the sinister fellow himself enters immediately, laughing horribly.
" How is Antonia? " he asks.

" How goes the malady she in-

herited from her mother? But never mind! We will cure her' Take

me to her!
"

In vain Crespel upbraids and insults him and tries to get rid

of him. To the horror of Crespel and the watching Hoffmann,

Miracle, ignoring the distracted father, draws up a chair and

makes magnetic passes in the direction of Antonia's door, which

opens slowly of its own accord. Miracle goes through the gestures

of taking the hand of the invisible Antonia and placing her in

the chair, where he asks the empty space a variety of questions

which he answers himself: she is twenty, in the very springtime
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of life! He draws his watch and extends his hand: the pulse is

irregular a bad symptom! "Sing!
" he suddenly commands,

and the voice of Antonia is heard in the inner room. Miracle de-

scribes her behaviour: see how her face grows animated and her

eyes flash, how she places her hand on her wildly beating heart 1

The door of the inner room closes abruptly, and Miracle, moving
the chair back into its place, says,

"
Truly it would be a pity to let

death have so beautiful a prey'
"

In spite of CrespePs agonized protests, Miracle, jangling his

flasks, offers to save Antonia; calmly ignoring everything the

father says, he prescribes for her a certain medicine each morn-

ing. At last Crespel succeeds in driving him out. Hoffmann, find-

ing the stage empty, emerges from his hiding-place and is followed

by Antonia. He implores her to put out of her mind all thought

of singing and the glory she wants to win by it, and out of love

for him she gives him her promise. Then the happy Hoffmann

leaves her, and Antonia, after following him for a long time with

her eyes, muses sadly on the promise she has given:
" He has

become my father's accomplice' Well, tears will not avail: I have

given him my word, and will sing no more."

Suddenly Miracle appears behind her, as if materialising out

of space, and whispers in her ear.
" Do you realise the sacrifice

you have imposed on yourself? Your grace, your beauty, your
talent will you give up these merely for marriage and chil-

dren?
"
Hoffmann, he warns her, is sacrificing her to his egoism,

and then some day, when her beauty has fled, he will be unfaithful

to her. He magically disappears, then swiftly reappears and bids

the weeping Antonia think of her mother, whose voice speaks

through him, reproaching her with ingratitude.

At thiSj the portrait glows and seems to come to life; and the

phantom of her mother sings,
" Dear child, I call you as of old;

it is your mother; listen to her voice."
"
See," says Miracle:

" She comes to life again as she hears the bravos of the crowd! "

So the horrible, uncanny scene goes on till Miracle seizes a violin,

plays on it madly, and goads Antonia into frenzied singing, the

mother's voice making a trio with those of Antonia and Miracle.
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Antonia rises hysterically to the high C as she speaks of her soul

soaring to the skies; then she falls dying on the couch. Miracle,

with a ghastly laugh, disappears through the earth: the phantom"

vanishes, the light on the portrait dies away, and the canvas re-

sumes its normal aspect. Crespel runs in in time to receive An-

tonia's dying message that her mother has called her to her; he

is followed by Hoffmann, whom he wildly reproaches with having

killed his daughter. Blood may yet revive her 1 and seizing a

knife that is lying on the table he hurls himself on Hoffmann, but

is held back by Nicklausse, who enters at that moment. Hoffmann

calls madly to Nicklausse to bring a doctor, and Miracle, suddenly

reappearing, cries,
" I'm here!

" He feels Antonia 's pulse and pro-

nounces her to be dead. Crespel wails
" My daughter' My child!

"

Hoffmann gives a despairing cry of
"
Antonia 1

" and Frantz, who

also has entered by now, kneels and prays by the side of the dead

Antonia.

The three Tales are told. While the curtain is down we hear in

an orchestral intermezzo the barcarolle once more, and the scene

changes to Luther's cellar, where we see Hoffmann, Nicklausse,

Lindorf
, Nathanael, Hermann, Wilhelm, Wolfram, Luther and the

students in precisely the same places and attitudes as those in

which we left them at the end of the Prologue.
"
That," says Hoff-

mann,
"

is the story of my three loves, the memory of which will

never leave me "
Luther runs in to announce that the prima donna

has had a tremendous success, and Lindorf, with a glance at Hoff-

mann, goes out ejaculating,
" He is no longer to be feared

;
the

diva is mine! "

The company still do not quite understand Hoffmann's Tales:
" What has Stella to do with these > "

asks the student Nathanael.

But Nicklausse understands:
" Three dramas in one! Olympia,

Antonia, Giulietta, are only three women in one Stella 1
" At

his suggestion they would all drink Stella's health, but Hoffmann,

flinging down his glass in a fury, swears that at another word

from Nicklausse he will smash him as he has smashed the glass

He will seek forgetfulness again from his dreams and his pain in

drunkenness and folly; and at his suggestion the chorus break
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delightedly into the song in praise of Luther and his punch that

they sang in the Prologue.

The students go out noisily, leaving Hoffmann sunk in stupor.

The Muse appears to him. She alone is his faithful friend, she

tells him, as the orchestra gives out softly the passionate melody
that Hoffmann once sang to Giulietta. Let him take heart again,

says the consoling Muse: Hoffmann the man is no more; let

Hoffmann the poet be born again, she loves him; let him hence-

forth belong to her, and find peace from his troubles in the cul-

tivation of his genius;
"
smile serenely at thy sorrows: the Muse

will bless and sweeten thy sufferings , for man is great in virtue of

his love, and greater still in virtue of his tears." She disappears;

and to the same ardent melody Hoffmann, with a great cry, gives

himself up to the Muse, whose kiss he feels on his lips and his

eyes.

He sinks down with his head resting on the table. Stella en-

ters, accompanied by Nicklausse and the students. "Asleep!
"

says Stella, contemplating Hoffmann. " No' dead drunk! You are

too late, madame! "
replies Nicklausse. Lindorf, entering, ejacu-

lates
" The devil!

" and Nicklausse, turning to Stella, says,
" Here

is Councillor Lmdorf, who awaits you f
"

Stella takes her cloak

from the hands of her servant Andres and throws it over her

shoulders, then, taking Lindorf 's arm, she pauses a few steps

from Hoffmann, takes a flower from her bosom, and throws it

at his feet. Hoffmann, still stupefied, follows her with his eyes.

The students break once more into their noisy chorus, and the

curtain falls.



ENGELBERT HUMPERDINCK

NGELBERT HUMPERDINCK was born at Siegburg, in

JLJ/the Rhineland, on the ist September, 1854.

After some preliminary studies he entered the Cologne Con-

servatory in 1872, working under Ferdinand Hiller. Four years

later he won the Mozart Prize, which enabled him to go to

Munich, where he studied at the Royal School of Music, first

of all under Franz Lachner, then under Josef Rheinberger. In

1879 he obtained the Berlin Mendelssohn Prize, on the strength

of which he went for a couple of years to Italy, and in 1881 the

Meyerbeer Prize.

In the early days of January 1880 Richard Wagner, having

finished the composition of Parstjal and being in poor health

through that and other labours in connection with the Bayreuth

theatre, went to live at the Villa d'Angri, Naples Humperdinck,
who was in Rome at the time, was an enthusiastic Wagnerian,

and hearing that the master was in Naples he himself went there

at the beginning of March.

He had no personal introduction, but sent in his card, on

which he was fancifully described as
"
Companion of the Order

of the Grail
" an association of young Munich musicians whose

purpose was to further the cause of Wagner in general and Bay-
reuth and Parsifal in particular. He was at first refused admission

by the servant, but when the disconsolate young man had reached

the garden gate he was recalled; Wagner, who had been amused

by the inscription on the card, received him cordially, and after
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a lively conversation invited him to call again on his return from

the trip he was about to make to Sicily.

Humperdinck returned to Naples on the 2nd May. The next

day Wagner took him and the pianist Joseph Rubinstein (who
made the piano arrangement of Parsifal) to the Conservatory
where the great man frankly expressed his dissatisfaction with the

teaching and its results. He took a great liking to Humperdinck,
who spent most of his evenings at the Villa d'Angri, where he

assisted at many a run-through of Parsifal in the domestic circle.

Wagner returned to Bayreuth in November, and Humperdinck
followed him there in January. Wagner sent to his lodgings each

day as many pages of the full score of Parsifal as he had com-

pleted, and Humperdinck made a connected copy of them, thus

learning, as he afterwards said, more about orchestration in a

few weeks than he could have done m a conservatoire in as many
years. The evenings were spent at Wahnfried in conversation and

music-making, Wagner often coaching the young man in the

classical works he had to conduct for the local musical society.

It was during this Bayreuth period that Humperdinck won the

Meyerbeer Prize (4,500 marks) with three compositions an

overture to the Frogs of Aristophanes, a cantata, and an eight-

part fugue for double choir. Being unwilling to leave Wagner,
he petitioned the Berlin Academy of Arts to allow him to post-

pone the sojourn in France that was one of the conditions

attached to the prize.

During the summer and winter of 1881 he assisted Wagner
not only in various matters connected with the copying of the

score and parts of Parsifal, but in the coaching of some of the

singers for the work, and with the preparation of it generally for

its production in the summer of 1882. In particular he took

charge, during Wagner's absence in Italy in the winter of 1881-2,

of the Grail choir, which he made up of the best voices from

among the Bayreuth schoolboys.

When, in June 1882, the "transformation" scene in the first

act was being rehearsed, it was found that the machinery that

worked the revolving scenery moved so slowly that the music
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gave out before the transformation was completed. After several

experiences of the kind, Wagner, who was exhausted with his

labours over the opera, flew into a temper and declared he

would have nothing more to do with the business. A critical sit-

uation was saved by Humperdinck, who wrote some extra bars

that he took in fear and trembling to the master, who approved
of them cordially. The music now played to exactly the right

time. Later the machinery was speeded up, so that the music could

be restored to the form in which Wagner originally wrote it.

After the festival of 1882 Humperdinck, in accordance with

the conditions of the Meyerbeer Prize, went to Paris; thence he

was called by Wagner to Venice in December to superintend the

production, on Christmas Eve, of Wagner's youthful symphony,
the long-lost parts of which had recently been discovered. The

performance itself, however, was conducted by the composer.

Wagner hoped to establish Humperdinck at the Venice Con-

servatoire (the Liceo Marcello), but this plan came to nothing.

Humperdinck left for Paris on the 2nd January; it was his last

farewell of Wagner, who died a few weeks later.

In 1885, after further wanderings, Humperdinck settled in

Barcelona as teacher at the local Conservatoire He returned to

Cologne in 1887, and in 1890 joined the teaching staff of the

Hoch Conservatoire, Frankfort-on-the-Main, where he remained

until 1896; during this period he also acted as musical critic for

the Frankfurter Zeitung. He had already written various works

that enlarged his reputation, including a Humoreske for orches-

tra and two choral ballads, The Luck of Edenhall and The Pil-

grim to Kevlaar. It was in 1893 that he made a resounding suc-

cess with Hansel and Gretel; and on the strength of this he

retired to Boppard on the Rhine in 1897 to give up the bulk of his

time to composition. In 1900 he accepted the directorship of a

Master School for Composition in Berlin, which post he gave up

twenty years later.

His chief remaining works were a play with music, Die

Kbnigskinder (The Children of the King), 1896, which he after

wards converted into an opera, Dornroschen (The Sleeping
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Beauty), 1902, a Moorish Rhapsody, 1898, a two-act opera, The

Canteen Girl, 1914, a ballad opera, Gaudeamus, 1919, a comic

opera, Die Heirath wider Willen (The Unwilling Marriage),

1905, and a good deal of incidental music to various plays, in-

cluding Shakespeare's Tempest, Winter's Tale, Twelfth Night,

and Merchant of Venice, Maeterlinck's Blue Bird, and Vollmol-

ler's The Miracle. He died at Neustrelitz on the 27th September,

1921. He was an amiable man, of whom it is recorded that % he
"

left no enemies."
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AFTER
the death of Wagner in 1883 there came a wave of

depression over opera in Germany; apparently the last

great German opera had been written, and as the Wagnerian works

became better known and passed into the ordinary repertory

there was naturally a diminution in the fighting enthusiasm that

had made the years from about 1870 to 1883 so glorious for

young people.

There were other causes for depression. From Italy there came

what seemed to many good Germans an invasion of the bar-

barians. In 1890 Mascagni's Cavalleria Rusticana had been pro-

duced in Rome, to be followed two years later by Leoncavallo's

Pagliacci. These two operas, which very quickly had a world-

wide success, looked like setting a new fashion in opera* the talk

was that romance, especially romance of the German order, had

had its day, and that the future of opera lay in
" verism "

the

realistic stage representation of contemporary life.

A number of other Italian composers followed the fashionable

and profitable lead of Mascagni and Leoncavallo, and all over

the classical world of music there was weeping and wailing and

gnashing of teeth over the new "
Italian brutality." Audiences

liked these works because they imposed no intellectual strain on

them; and a section of the Press seized upon them gladly as a

stick with which to beat the Wagnerians. And then, in 1893, the

rot, so to speak, was stopped, so far as Germany was concerned,

by a native work that was both thoroughly good and thoroughly

German.
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Hansel and Gretel took the German people back once more

into the beloved land of their national stories, and it was the

work of a composer with a wholly German idiom and a masterly

German technique. Hansel and Gretel was, of course, more than

a work of the moment. If its sole or chief virtue had been that it

gave the serious German musicians a rallying-point and a slogan

against the Italian invaders, it would have had only a short life.

But it happened, in addition, to be first-rate music of its kind. It

soon became popular in other countries than Germany, and to

this day is part of the ordinary operatic repertory.

In 1890 Humperdinck, then of the age of thirty-six, was living

in Frankfort-on-the-Main; the days of glorious association with

Wagner were long over, and he had settled down resignedly as

one of the many thousands of capable men who compose and teach

music in Germany.
In the spring of 1891 his sister, Frau Adelheid Wette, thought

of producing a children's play in the family circle, and she asked

her brother to write a tune for certain lines the little song,
"
Brother, come and dance with me," that Gretel was later to

sing in the first act of Hansel and Gretel.

Frau Wette was so enchanted with the result that she conceived

the idea of writing, with her brother's co-operation, a little opera

on the subject of Hansel and Gretel for a home theatre. But the

more Humperdinck worked at the subject the more it grew upon

him, and it soon expanded beyond the limits set it by the neces-

sity of a production by children. The domestic play developed

into a full-sized opera; it was fully sketched out by May 1891,

and completely finished, including the orchestral score, during the

course of the following year.

Humperdinck first offered it to the Gotha theatre, but it was

rejected as unsuitable to the stage. It was then brought to the

notice of Hermann Levi, at that time chief Kapellmeister at

Munich, who was so enchanted with it that he decided to pro-

duce it at the Munich Opera. Almost immediately after this

decision had been come to, the opera was accepted for Weimar

by Richard Strauss, who was at that time located there.
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The Weimar production, which had been fixed for the 23rd

December, 1893, was to have been a few days after the Munich

premiere. For some reason or other the Munich production had

to be postponed, so that to Weimar fell the honour of the first

performance of the work. Apart from Strauss, no one in the

Weimar theatre seems to have taken it very seriously. The pro-

duction was put down for a matinee
,
and so little did the Director

of the theatre believe in the future gf the opera that he kicked

at ordering new scenery for it. But it turned out to be a decided

success both in Weimar and Munich. Other towns, including

Frankfort, Berlin, Vienna, Prague, and Dresden, took it up, and

in a very little while it was the vogue of the day all over Ger-

many. It was first given in London in December 1895.

The story of Hansel and Gretel is founded on one of Grimm's

Tales of the same title, with just a dash of another Briider-

chen und Schwesterchen (Little Brother and Little Sister) But

Frau Wette has made several changes, all of them for the better

so far as the sympathies and interest of a theatre audience are

concerned.

In Grimm, a poor woodcutter is greatly exercised how to pro-

vide food for his two children when famine comes upon the land.

His wife suggests taking them out into the thickest part of the

forest, giving them one piece of bread each, and leaving them

there. The good woodcutter at first will not agree to this heart-

less plan, the wild animals, he says, will soon come and tear the

children to pieces. But his wife tells him that it is either this

or death by starvation, so in the end the poor man reluctantly

consents.

But Hansel and Gretel have overheard the conversation. Gretel

can do nothing but weep, but Hansel shows himself to be a little

man. When the parents are asleep that night and the moon is

at the full he creeps out and puts as many bright pebbles in his

pocket as it will hold; they look just like silver pennies. When

day dawns the children are driven out into the wood by the

wicked mother with a piece of bread each Hansel marks the way

they have taken by dropping a white pebble here and there, and
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when night comes, and Gretel begins to cry with fear and hunger,

he leads her back to the house by the light of the moon on the

pebbles. The father is happy to see the little ones again, but the

mother scolds them for having been so long away.
A little later there is again great scarcity, and once more Hansel

and Gretel are sent into the depths of the forest. This time, the

door being locked at night, Hansel cannot get out and pick up
the pebbles again, but the next day, on the way to the wood, he

marks his tracks by crumbs. On this occasion, however, the trail

is lost, for though the moon is shining that night, the birds have

eaten the crumbs.

The children wander about, completely lost, for three days, liv-

ing on berries. At last they come to a beautiful little house built

of bread and covered with cakes, the windows being made of

clear sugar. It proves to be the lair of a wicked old witch, who

has built it to entice little children, whom she kills and eats when

they are plump enough. She locks Hansel in a stable with a grat-

ing, meaning to fatten him up with dainties to the point of

edibility, while Gretel is set to do the cooking and the housework.

Each morning the witch hobbles to" the stable and tells Hansel

to put his finger out through the grating, so that she may see

if he is now fat enough; but he cheats her each time by putting

out a little bone. After four weeks her patience is exhausted, and

declaring she will eat Hansel the next day, she orders Gretel to

light the fire and boil the cauldron. The oven is already blazing

away, and the witch tells Gretel to creep in to see if it is the

right temperature, her diabolical plan being to shut Gretel in,

bake her, and eat her also. But Gretel says she does not know

how to get in the oven, so the witch has to show her. Gretel gives

her a push, bangs the oven door and bolts it, and runs to the

stable and releases Hansel.

They kiss each other and dance for joy and then go into the

witch's house, which they find to be full of jewels and pearls:

Hansel fills his pocket with these, and Gretel her pinafore. When

they at last find their house again, the wicked mother is dead,

but the good father, who has not known a happy hour since
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he abandoned them in the forest, rejoices to see them. They

produce their jewels and pearls, and the three of them live rich

and happy ever afterwards.

It would have been a mistake to set the audience against the

mother at the commencement, so Frau Wette very wisely makes

the departure of the children for the forest the result of the break-

ing of a valuable piece of property an earthenware jug, con-

taining the precious supper milk. The mother, who is not bad at

heart, but only poor and worried, sends them out into the wood

to gather strawberries to replace the milk. At the finish it is the

anxious parents who find their haughty but beloved children,

while the confectionery of the witch's house turns out to be be-

witched boys and girls, who. are now restored to their proper

form.

The story has indeed been most skilfully reconstructed for

stage purposes: the incidents are delightful in themselves, while

even the mother is made sympathetic, for she is not bad at heart,

but only as cross for the moment as worried mothers of lively

children are justified in being.

The woodcutter of Grimm becomes a broom-maker a good

fellow, who, in spite of his poverty, keeps up a stout heart and is

fond of his glass; the mother, though she likes to have both her

husband and her children under her thumb, is also a worthy soul

at heart. The actress who plays the part should beware of over-

doing the henpecking of the husband and the nagging at the

children: no more of this should be done than is absolutely

necessary, given the circumstances of the scene and the financial

condition of the family, for the mother must not be made in the

least degree unsympathetic to the audience.

In the same way the tipsiness of the husband in the first scene

must not be exaggerated, as is generally done. The broom-maker

is not a confirmed drunkard who forgets his obligations to his

poverty-stricken household and spends his substance on riotous

living, but an honest fellow who, having had an unexpected bit

of good business, has celebrated the occasion by a drink or two

just enough to make him agreeably mellow. Frau Wette was
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always angry when the player of the father's part turned him
into the conventional stage toper.

It has to be noted, finally, that whereas in Grimm it is Hansel

who does most of the thinking and acting, in the opera he is just

a natural boy, the brains of the family having mostly been be-

stowed on Gretel, though, girl-like, she has not her brother's

scruples about admitting she is scared when trouble or danger
comes.

Humperdinck has succeeded wonderfully in reproducing not

only the style but the spirit of the German folk-song, and of

the old Church music that grew out of this, the melody (see No
i) that appears in the Prelude, in the "Pantomime" of the

angels, and on the final page of the score, where it is sung to the

pious words:
" When past bearing is our grief,

Then 'tis heaven sends relief
"

might be a chorale from the great period of German spiritual

music, the i6th and early iyth centuries.

But along with this charming simplicity of soul that enables

Humperdinck to place himself inside the shin, as it were, of the

child, the German peasant, and the German worshipper, there

goes a very skilled technique, especially of counterpoint. There

are many passages in the opera that seem to the casual hearer

just a flow of pleasant tune that are the admiration of the theorist

for their clever combination of different melodies. In many ways
Hansel and Gretel reminds us of Wagner's Mastersingers.
The Prelude begins with the chorale in four-part harmony in

the horns:

(9

^JO IJ *J j 'J N J|

The second strain is given out by the strings:
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and a broad line brings the chorale to a clinching finish:

(3)

i r

It is followed by a merry trumpet tune in a faster tempo:

J-4-

which runs into a melody sung in a slightly different form by the

children in the last act to the words " The wind, the wind, the

heavenly wind ":

nJrJ- J^- *i

Later comes a theme that we shall hear again at the commence-
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ment of the third act, when the children are about to waken from

the sleep into which the Sandman has plunged them:

It is generally known as the Morning Motive.

Another melody is heard a little while afterwards in the oboe,

followed by the flute:

Oboe
Flute

The chorale (No. i) is then worked out on broad lines, com-

mencing with a statement of it in the soft tones of the trombones,

a.id it is dexterously combined contrapuntally with other themes.

When the curtain rises we see a small room, evidently, from its

furnishing, that of a very poor household, though it should not

be shown as dirty and untidy, as is done in some theatres by

producers who have not caught the spirit of the story; the broom-

maker and his wife are indeed poor, but they are honest, hard-

working people who neglect neither their house nor their chil-

dren. For the same reason Hansel and Gretel, though their

clothes must show signs of wear and tear, should not have the

appearance of being neglected by a good-for-nothing mother.

In the background is a door, and near it a small window that

looks out on the forest. On the left is the fireplace. The profession

of the father is indicated by a number of brooms, of all sizes,

hanging on the walls. Hansel sits near the door, busy at



270 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

broom-making or as busy as a little fellow of his age can reason-

ably be expected to be; while Gretel sits opposite him by the fire-

place, knitting a stocking. The couple are trying to keep up their

waning enthusiasm for their work by singing a snatch of melody.

Su - se, lie-be Su - se,was ra-schelt im

Su -
sy, lit-tle Su -syjrayahat is the

It is one of the three actual German folk-tunes of which Humper-
dinck has made use in his score, that several of his other melo-

dies have been taken for folk-songs only shows how perfectly he

has caught the immemorial musical spirit of the German people.

Frau Wette has made more use of genuine children's poems than

her brother has of genuine children's songs.

No. 8 runs through most of the scene that follows, but however

expert the technical handling of the music may be, it never be-

comes obtrusively highbrow; invariably it is in the proper child-

like vein. The concluding words of the song are to the effect that

if there is no bread, milk, or sugar, the only thing to do is to go

back to bed; and the lines remind the children how hungry they

are. If only mother would come back! Hansel has eaten nothing

but dry bread for weeks, and that's hard luck, confound it! Good

little Gretel exhorts her brother, who is inclined to rebel against

the gods, to remember the comforting proverb that father re-

peats to mother when she loses heart, as seemingly she often

does:
" When past bearing is our grief, Then 'tis heaven sends

relief!
" This she sings to the melody of the chorale (No. i).
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All very well, says Hansel, who is a bit of a sceptic in his way;
but fine words don't fill the stomach. What a time it is since they
had anything nice to eat! He has almost forgotten what egg-

cakes and buttered rolls taste like 1

Good, resigned little Gretel

tells him not to be peevish, and picking up a broom she goes

through the motions of sweeping trouble and temper out of the

house:

; r ; ir g r

Gries-gram,Grie*ram , gran - li-cherWicht ,

Cross-fatch,Crossfaich ,what is the use

grie-si-ges,gra-mi-ges Qal-gen-ge-sicht,
growl-ingandgrumbling, full of a-buse?

r i j
pac-ke dich, trol-le dich, scha-bi-gerWlcht!
Offwith you,out withyoUfShame onyouftoosel

Hansel follows her good example with the broom, and the pair

work up the tune into a charming little duet.

The evil spirit having been thus expelled from the house,

Gretel confides a secret to her brother: there is some milk in the

jug, sent them by a kind neighbour- their mother will be sure to

make them a rice pudding when she returns. Hansel sings and

dances with joy at the prospect:

Rels-brei,Reis -brei, herr-li - cher Brei! giebt's

Whenblancmangeis , a- ny-wherenear, then

r r c
*

-li - cher Brei! g

Jru F f r
da ist Han-sel da -belt

Jlan-sel, Han-sel is there!
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He cannot resist scooping out a bit of cream and licking it up
for which bit of petty larceny he is rapped over the fingers by the

scandalised Gretel. She tells him to get on with his work, so as

to be able to show mother something when she comes home.

But the cream has gone to his head: it has made him a rebel

against the established order of things. Work is a nuisance; bet-

ter far to dance and be jolly. Gretel falls a willing victim to this

subversive social theory, and she offers to teach Hansel his

steps:

no

r f r r i

"

J-i
Bru - der-chen, komm tanz* mit mir,
Bro - ther come and dance with me,

J. J
ch'ichdlr,bei- de Handchenreich'ichdlr, eln-mal bin,

loth my hands I of-ferthe& rightfootfirst,

r ir g r i

einmal her, Rund he-ram es 1st nicht schwert

left foot thenpound a-bout and back a -gain!

He is a bit awkward, and has to be instructed in the rudiments ol

the art:

r r
Mit den Fuss-chen tapp,tapp,tapp,
With yourfoot you tap, tap, tap;^
mit den Hand-chen klapp,klapp,klapp
with your hands you clap, clap, clap;

Bit by bit, under her expert tuition, he acquires the technique
of the toes and fingers, and right foot and left foot, and offering

his arm to the lady, and so on; but when she dances him round a

trifle too energetically he gives her a push and gruffly declares
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that a man like him finds no pleasure in dancing ^vith girls; he
even points out, with devastating cynicism, that she has a hole in

her stocking. But good-tempered little Gretel wins him over, and

they sing and dance together with such abandon that they lose

their balance and roll over on the ground, just as the door opens
and the mother appears, carrying a basket, which she places on

the table and proceeds to open. She scolds the abashed chil-

dren each of whom begins to put the blame on the other for

their idleness and frivolity a nice thing, this, she and the father

toiling and moiling from early morning till late in the night, while

the children waste their time in play! Hansel, who gets a box on

the ear, has made no progress with his broom-making, while the

depraved Gretel has not finished a single stocking' She threatens

them with a stick, and in so doing manages to knock the milk

jug off the table and smash it, whereupon the corrupt Hansel can-

not repress a snigger.

The poor woman, overwhelmed by this last and crowning mis-

fortune, gives them a hint of what they may expect when father

comes home, bursts into tears over the double loss of the jug and

the milk, and giving Hansel and Gretel a basket packs them off

into the forest to gather strawberries for the evening meal; then,

sinking into a chair, she bewails the emptiness of the larder and

sobs herself to sleep.

Outside, in the distance, is heard a voice trolling a gay
"

tra-

la-la," and soon the father enters with a basket on his back, to

the accompaniment of a tune in the orchestra in the vein of No.

14. He has had a bit of luck, and is in a cheery mood. He sings

ironically a song in praise of hunger the best of all cooks, but

something of a trial to the poor man all the same. Still, why not

be cheerful about it, especially when you can make a good song

out of it:

Ach, wir ar - men, ar - men
Ok for you and me foor
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with a jolly refrain like this to it:

J5im - ^r is the lest of cooks!

He is so unnaturally pleased with himself and life generally that

his wife naturally assumes him to be drunk, whereas he is only

agreeably mellow.

These easy masculine escapes into cheerful forgetfulness, how-

ever, are not for worried wives and mothers
,
and she angrily and

sarcastically invites him to consider their depleted larder. But

he has a surprise for her. Opening the basket he shows her bacon

butter, flour, sausages, fourteen eggs (" Eggs are dear just now! '

she ejaculates), beans, onions, and a quarter of a pound of coffee;

and when he turns the basket upside-down a number of potatoe
fall out. He takes her by the arm and dances round with her, anc

even she, a confirmed pessimist, has to admit that somewhere ir

the sky the sun is shining.

She puts the provisions away in their proper places, lights tru

fire, breaks a few eggs into a saucepan, and listens to his story o

how he came into the possession of all this treasure. There was i

fair in the town: he saw his opportunity, went from house t

house with his brooms, and sold out his stock at high prices. He i
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just treating himself to a drink when an idea occurs to him:

where are the children? The mother, with a shrug of the shoul-

ders, says she does not know; all she knows is that the jug is

broken and the milk lost. The father brings his fist down heavily
on the table, the young rascals have been at it again, have

they?

His wife piles up the indictment against them: when she

came home they were singing and dancing instead of working,
and when she remonstrated with them she had the misfortune to

smash the jug. The father gives a tolerant laugh, and then asks

again where the children can be " How do I know? "
snaps

the bothered mother; at the Ilsenstem, for all she knows.

This perturbs the father: at the Ilsenstem, astray at night in the

dark wood, where the wicked witch lives who gobbles up little

children

(15)

She rides on a besom, she is in league with the devil:

de) m
f C i r

Ei-ne Hex' sleinalt,liausttief imWald, vora

An oldwiich wtth-tn that wooddothdwell, and

r r r

_ Ge-walt.Teu - fel sel - her hat sie

she's in league with the foversofffett.

and at midnight, when honest folk are asleep, she canters off on

her broomstick to the witches' hunt; while her recreation in the

daytime is to lure children to her lair by means of cakes and
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gingerbread, pop them into the oven, do them brown, and eat

them.

The mother is horrified; and the anxious couple make off into

the forest in search of the children, the father, in spite of his

agitation, not forgetting to take his brandy flask with him.

While the curtain is down there is an intermezzo for the or-

chestra, descriptive of the Witches' Ride; this is mostly made up
of statements and transformations of the typical Besom motive

(No. 1 6) and a new motive that symbolises the unhoty joy of the

Witch:

The themes are worked up quite in the manner of Wagner's

Preludes to this or that scene of The Ring. Towards the end, while

the wood-wind continues with No. 17, the trumpet gives out a

broad melody:

yiMT r.i

that commences in the softest tones of the instrument and then

swells to a fortissimo, the trombones helping with the harmony.
We have, as in the slow introduction to the overture to Dcr

Freischutz, the feeling that we are in the depth of the German

forest: soft horn-calls are heard, and the music dies away into

tender little figures in the 'cellos and violas as the curtain rises,

showing us a wood with the dreaded Ilsenstein, surmounted by fir

trees, in the background.

On the right is a great fir tree, under which sits Gretel on a

moss-covered tree-trunk; she is making a wreath of wild roses;
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another garland of flowers lies by her side. Hansel is among the

bushes on the left, looking for strawberries. It is sunset.

Gretel hums to herself a simple old German folk-song.

(19)

Em Mannleinsteht imWal-de ganz still und
fcs hat von lau-ter Pur-pur em MantJem

There stands a lit-tie man in the wood a -

he wears a ht-tle man-tie of vel-vet

stumm,
urn.

-
lone,
Irown.

to which, from time to time, Humperdinck gives a charming ac-

companiment. As Gretel asks,
" Who can the little man be who

stands there with his little black cap on his head? "
she surveys

the wreath critically from all sides, and, standing up, tries to

put it on the head of Hansel, who has just come out from the

bushes, swinging his basket in great glee, and thinking how his

mother will praise him for having filled it so full.

Gruffly, as usual, he rejects the wreath as being something fit

only for a girl to wear, not a boy, and placing it on Gretel he de-

clares that she looks just like the queen of the wood. If she is to

be the queen, she says, she must have the nosegay also. Hansel

gives her this, pays her becoming homage, and hands her the

basket of strawberries, telling her majesty, however, not to eat

too many of them.

Somewhere fiom the wood comes the repeated call of a cuckoo.

The children remember that the cuckoo helps himself unscrupu-

lously out of other birds' nests, and, thinking that they cannot

do better than follow so good an example, they pop the straw-

berries one by one into each other's mouths. They go on with

this pleasant game, calling the cuckoo all the disparaging names

they have learned from their elders, until Hansel begins to help
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himself to the strawberries by the handful. He is called to order

by Gretel, and a quarrel breaks out between them. They fight:

Hansel, who is the winner, puts the whole basket to his mouth and

empties it.

The horrified Gretel clasps her hands in despair; let him wait

till he gets home; won't his mother give it to him for eating all

the strawberries! This is carrying a joke a bit too far, she says.

Hansel calmly retorts that she has had a hand in the game her-

self, and Gretel suggests that they had better set to work at once

and gather some more. But it is obviously getting too dark for

this now: they can see neither leaves nor fruit

Their conscience begins to prick them Gretel realises that she

ought to have been a good girl and gone home sooner, while

Hansel, listening to the now ominous cuckoo and the mysterious

rustling that has begun in the wood, and feeling decidedly afraid,

confesses, with a rather embarrassed manner, that he does not

know the way.
Gretel makes no attempt to hide the fact that she is scared , but

Hansel puts out his chest and swears that, being a boy, he is not

afraid of anything. Gretel begins to see things something glim-

mering in the darkness, something else grinning at her from the

marsh, a light coming towards them. Hansel, though his knees

are trembling and his tongue cleaving to the roof of his mouth,

tries his best not to seem afraid the glimmering thing, he says,

is only a birch tree, the grinning thing only the stump of a willow,

the meving light only a will-o'-the-wisp He valorously makes

faces at them all, and then, going to the back of the stage, calls

" Who's there?
"
through his hands. Echo answers " You there'

"

Poor Gretel begins to be frightened out of her wits. A thick

mist comes up and completely veils the background; and Gretel

running under the trees, falls on her knees and hides behind Han-

sel, crying,
"
Father! Mother! "

while sinister noises come from

the orchestra.

Suddenly the mist dissolves on the left, and a little grey man
with a sack on his back is seen. The orchestral turmoil dies down
into soft harp and violin arpeggios, a trill in the wood-wind, and



HANSEL AND GRETEL 279

a soaring violin solo: then, to an accompaniment of the same

transparent kind, the Little Sandman approaches Hansel and

Gretel in friendly fashion and sings his lovely little song:

M* ir c r r ir J ^ J
i

Der klel . ne Sandmann bin iehrst! tmd
/ shut the children's peepers, sK! and

i

*

gar nichts ar - ges sinri ichr st!

guard the lit - tie sleej>-er$, shf

every now and then throwing sand into their eyes. The burden of

his song is that he loves little children and brings them pleasant

sleep, and if they are good and go to sleep soon the angels come

down from the stars and bring them happy dreams:

J -

dann wa-chen auf die Ster - ne, aus
Then from the star-ry sphere a-bove the

r r rr &^i J j
ho - her Him- mels - ler - ne gar
an - gels come with peace and love and

: & O ' J j J
hoi - de Trau-me bnn-gen euch die

send the chil-dren hap-py dreams white

watch

- lem!

they keep.

The melody comes out in warm, full, but still soft tones in the

orchestra as well as in the voice.

The singer disappears. Half asleep, Hansel murmurs,
" Sandman
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was there!
"

Gretel, also drowsy, does not forget the duty of

the evening prayer; and the two children, squatting down, sing

the old German child's song about the fourteen angels who keep

watch over him while he is asleep, two at his head, two at his

feet, two at his right hand, two at his left, two to cover and pro-

tect him, two to awaken him, and two to guide him to heaven's

paradise. The beautiful melody, which we have already heard in

the Prelude to the opera (No. i), is Humperdinck's own, it is

now given out in the broad, rich key of D major.

The children sink back on the moss and fall asleep in each

other's arms. The stage becomes completely dark for a moment,
then a bright light suddenly shines through the mist, which con-

denses into a cloud and then shapes itself into a staircase running

up from the centre of the stage to the back.

While the orchestra works up Nos. 21 and i symphomcally,

fourteen angels in light, flowing garments come down the stair-

case in pairs and arrange themselves about the sleeping children

as described in the evening prayer two at their heads, two at

their feet, and so on, the seventh pair taking up their position as
"
guardian angels," one on each side. The others then join hands

and perform a solemn dance around the group. The light gradually

grows in intensity, the angels arrange themsehes in a sort of

tableau, and the curtain falls slowly, the strings of the orchestra

floating up softly into the heights

Before the curtain rises again for the third act we hear the

sharply rhythmical motive that will afterwards be associated

with the nibbling of the children at the Witch's gingerbread

house:

Ob _ .

Hora.

It is given out first of all by the horn, ansv ered by the oboe, and

afterwards developed, along with other fragments, in the way

Humperdinck had learned from Wagner. Later the Morning
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melody that we have heard in the Overture (No. 6) sings out in

the oboe, the wood-wind gives out a summons to the children

to awaken, and the curtain rising shows us the same scene as at

the end of the second act, except that the angels are no longer

there.

Morning dawns, and the mist that envelops the background

slowly dissolves. The Little Dewman (the Dawn Fairy) comes

forward and shakes dewdrops from a bluebell on the sleeping

pair.
"

I am the Little Dewman," he sings to a charming melody:

r p ii* J

Der klei - ne Tau-mannheiss'ich, und
Im up with ear - ly dawn -in?> and

der Son - ne re is' ich,

who loves the morn-ing,

who comes with the golden sunshine and pours light into the eyes

of sleeping children, and wakes them with the cool dew on their

eyelids;
u
so up, ye sleepers, for the bright day smiles at you!

"

He goes off singing, and the children begin to move. Gretel

rubs her eyes, looks around her, and raises herself a little, while

Hansel lazily turns over and settles down to another sleep.

The Morning motive (No. 6) winds its way in and out in the

violas and 'cellos as Gretel greets the lovely dawn and the happy

little twittering birds: she imitates their
"

Tire-lire-li
"

as she

wakens her lazybones of a brother. In excellent spirits he answers

her "
Tire-lire-li

" with a "
Ki-ke-ri-ki," and declares that never

has he had a better sleep and never felt so well.
"
Listen, Hansel/'

says his sister; "I have had a lovely dream." "I too!
"

says

Hansel. Gretel tells him how she heard a murmuring and rustling

like a choir of angels singing ,
then came rosy clouds, and she saw

a golden ladder with angels on it beautiful angels with golden

wings.
"
Fourteen of them," interjects Hansel, to the astonishment of

Gretel, who thought the vision had been all her own. "Yes,
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indeed," says Hansel
,

"
I saw them too, and very lovely they were,

and I saw them float away over there."

He turns towards the background as he says this and just then

the last bit of mist clears away. Where before the fir trees were

now stands the Witch's house on the Ilsenstein, sparkling in the

rays of the fully risen sun. A little way off, on the left, is an oven,

and opposite it, on the right, a large cage, both joined to the

house by a fence of gingerbread figures. The children gasp with

astonishment: never could they have believed that such delicious

sights and odours could exist a^little house made of gingerbread

and pastry, with a roof of cake, and windows of clear sugar, raisins

all over the gables, and, just think of it, a gingerbread fence all

round! What a lovely little "castle to eat and drink in, in the

company of the beautiful wood-princess who must own it:

O
O

herr

ma
lich Schloss -

gic cas - tie, how

bist du schmuck und fein f Welch
1

nice youd be to eat! Where

cherprm - zess - chen mag
the frtn cess who

wol drm - nen
so great a

sein! .

treat?

The delight of the children finds expression also in another littfc

figure that is used a good deal later:
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All is still, says the bold Hansel; suppose they go in? But Gretel

is shocked at the suggestion to walk into other people's houses

like that! Who knows who may live there? It must be the angels

who led them hither, says Hansel; whereupon we hear the Angels'

motive (No. i) in the orchestra once more. Gretel agrees, and

they cautiously approach the house on tip-toe, hand in hand.

Hansel is just breaking off a piece of cake from the right-hand

corner when a voice is heard inside:

(*6)

r : r c-4f
Knus-per,knus-per KnUus - chen, wer
Nib - ble, nib - ble, mouse - km, who's

knus-pert mir am Haus - chen?

nib -Wing at my house - kin?

The children are frightened, and Hansel lets the cake fall.
" Did

you hear that?
" he asks.

"
It was the wind," says Gretel, to the

melody of No. 5,
"
the heavenly wind," and Hansel thinks so

too. Growing bolder, Gretel picks up the cake and tastes it; it is

so delicious that Hansel also has to have a bit, and they express

their rapture to the strains of Nos. 25 and 26. Surely, they say,

this must be the house of a sweetmeat maker'

Hansel breaks a piece of cake off the wall a bagger piece this

time; once more the voice is heard from inside asking what mouse-

kin is nibbling at the housekin; and once more the happy but a

trifle anxious pair assure each other that what they hear is the

wind, the heavenly wind. They have not noticed that the upper

part of the door of the house has opened softly and that the

Witch's head has appeared there. They go on gobbling up the

dainties, having a little quarrel now and then over the division of

the spoil; and they do not see the Witch, who, approaching

stealthily from behind, suddenly throws a rope round Hansel's

neck.

Both children are now very scared; they ask the old woman who
she is, and demand that she shall let them go. In as honeyed
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tones as she can command she tells them that she is Rosina Sweet-

tooth, while the orchestra weaves a delightful tissue of sound out

of the waltz (No. 24). She is so fond of little children, she says

(to the melody of No. 8); they are so delicious to eat and

she caresses the shrinking Hansel. She laughs harshly as he re-

pulses her; then, honeying her voice again, she invites them

cajolingly into her house:

Cfc?)
Kommt

,

Come,

klei -

lit -

ne
tie

^
Mans - lein,

mou - sey!

kommt in mein H'aus - lein!

come . in - to my hou

TT
where she will give them every dainty they can desire choco-

lates, and tarts, and marzipan, and cream cakes, and rice pudding,

and raisins, and figs, and almonds, and dates, and, like an ironic

commentary on her words, we hear the orchestra playing No. 25.

But the children distrust her, and Gretel plucks up courage

to ask what she means to do with her brother She will fatten

him up nicely, says the Witch, and if he is a good, well-behaved

boy, she whispers in his ear, there is a great treat in store for him.

Hansel mistrusts her more than ever. He has meanwhile man-

aged to slip out of the rope, and calling to Gretel to follow him he

runs to the foreground. But the Witch stops them by laying a

charm on them; holding out a stick that has been hanging at her

girdle, and making the appropriate gestures, she sings the magic

spell, "Hocus pocus, witches' charm!'
1

Dreadful things will

happen to them if they so much as move hand or foot. Do they see

the stick? The knob of this is now glowing, while the stage has

gradually become darker:
" hocus pocus, bonus jocus, malus

locus, hocus pocus," she mutters as she shepherds the hypno-

tised Hansel, who cannot keep his eyes off the shining stick, into
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the cage, the lattice door of which she closes on him, whereupon,
the spell being ended, the glow dies out of the knob and the stage

becomes light again.

Turning to Gretel, who has been deprived of motion by the

spell, she tells her to be a good little girl wh.le Hansel is being

fattened up, and holding up a warning finger and grinning at the

child she goes into the house to get things ready. While she is

away, Hansel whispers to Gretel to keep her eyes open, say as

little as possible, and pretend to do whatever she is told. The
Witch returns, gives a glance at Gretel to see that she is still im-

mobilised, and proceeds to stuff Hansel with raisins and almonds

from a basket
, then, with a juniper branch and more muttering of

" hocus pocus," she disenchants Gretel, who is now able to move

again.

In grimly caressing tones the Witch sends her into the house

to set out the little dish, the little plate, the little knife, the little

fork, and the little serviette for her little mouth, or else here

she gives a threatening titter she will lock Gretel up too. Hansel

is pretending to be asleep. She quietly bids him go on sleeping till

she is ready for him; meanwhile she will begin on Gretel, who is

so nice and plump and tender just the sort of dainty for a

witch.

She opens the oven door and sniffs in it, and the red glow within

lightens up her face. The sticks are cracking and the dough rising

well. She pushes a few more sticks in and rubs her hands with

glee: she will get Gretel to look in the oven, give her a push, bang
the door, and soon she will be done to a turn. She is so delighted

with the idea that she seizes a broomstick and rides around on it

in the approved witch style, singing gaily:

(8)

^ f <ru c c
Hurr hopphopphopp, Ga-lopplopplopp

T Mem
iop, gal-lop t lop, lopI MySo hop, hop, hop
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the horns accompanying the melody with the Ilsenstein motive

(No. 15).

Her song is all about the various hours of the day and night

and what the witches do with them- at dawn they ride away;
at dead of night, when everyone else is asleep, they are off to the

witches' feast; at five and six, and seven and eight, other devilry;

and nine is one, and ten is none, and much is nothing; and so on

till morning again. In a delirium of joy she hops on her broom-

stick to the back of the stage and disappears behind the house,

Gretel all the while watching her from one of the windows.

The Witch comes into view again, surrounded by lightnings, fly-

ing through the air past the Ilsenstein
;
at last she comes to earth

again in the front of the stage, and throws the broomstick away.
She hobbles to the cage and tickles the apparently sleeping Hansel

with a birch twig. He opens his eyes, and at her bidding sticks out

his tongue. This looks satisfactory enough, but when he puts
out a bit of stick in obedience to her order to show her his thumb
she laments over his leanness and toughness.

She calls Gretel to her and sends her to get some more almonds

and raisins, and while she is feeding Hansel with these, Gretel,

seizing the jumper branch, stands behind her and makes the ges-

ture of disenchantment, murmuring the usual " hocus pocus
"

formula. The Witch turns round sharply and asks her what she is

saying.
"
Only that I hope it will go well with Hansel," says

Gretel.

The Witch sticks a raisin in Gretel's mouth, and decides that

the time has come to eat this dainty morsel. She tells the little

girl to peep in the oven and see if the gingerbread is done: Hansel

meanwhile has managed to open the door of his cage, and when

the Witch again tells Gretel what she has to do he steals out and

whispers a warning to her. Gretel pretends to be stupid and not

to understand what it is the Witch wants: precisely how ought
she to stand on tip-toe and bend her head forward ? Will the

Witch please show her?

The old woman, becoming impatient, creeps up to the oven,

muttering and mumbling, bends over it, and is promptly pushed
in by Hansel and Gretel. Thev bang the door on her and sing her
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a mocking farewell in a parody of her own style, the orchestra aid-

ing and abetting them with an ironic version of Nos. 24 and 25.

The children embrace each other and break out into a joyous

vocal waltz
" Hurrah! the Witch is dead, dead as a doornail! ":

C29)

&
Juch -

ffur -
hei! un ist die

w r r f
Hex - e tot,

ov'fcA ts dead,

mau - se - tot

real - l\

und
No

aus die
to

m
Not!.

They can now eat their fill, they cry delightedly, and dance to

their hearts' content, and have no end of fun: hip, hip, hurrah!

All through the opera Humperdinck has been lavishing all the

severest technical devices of composition on his music without

ever letting the science interfere with the flow of his tunes, and

now he lets himself go, as it were, in a grand final effort. If the

reader will examine the following skeletonised quotation:

^........._._....._....-........
.......

3E^

m
f tfufTirrri

TT I

m^
J

3E

-t
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tf-M s

i u'lffffll

S

he will see that in the bass is the melody associated with the

charm of the gingerbread house, while in the top stave the same

melody is treated canonically i.e. it follows the bass at a little

distance.

In the second stave from the top is the "Witch's song (No 27),
in the third stave the waltz, and in the fourth stave the melody
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we already know as No. 24. In spite of the science of the construc-

tion, it all
"
sings

"
quite flowingly and naturally.

The children's waltz has gradually brought them to the house:

when they reach it, Hansel breaks away from Gretel, runs inside,

closes the door behind him, and then throws from the upper
window into Gretel's apron apples, pears, oranges, gilded nuts,

and sweetmeats of all sorts. The oven begins to crackle loudly and
the flames mount up, until at last there is a great crash, and the

oven falls in.

In their fright, Hansel and Gretel let their dainties drop, run to

the oven, and stand staring at it motionless. They are still more

astonished when they find around them a number of children

whose coverings of cake have fallen from them.
" How came all

these little children here?
"
ask Hansel and Gretel. The Ginger-

bread Children, who have as yet not moved, and whose eyes re-

main closed as before, sing softly that they are released at last (see

No. 7 in the Prelude):

(31)

3 N *

- lost, be - freit, fur
We're saved* we're freed

al - le ZeitT_
ev er - more/

and beg Hansel and Gretel to touch them, so that they may
awake. Timorously Gretel caresses the nearest child, who opens
its eyes and smiles. At the murmured prayer of the others she

wakes them also; but still they cannot move, till at last Hansel

waves the juniper branch and speaks the magic
" hocus pocus."

The children run toward Hansel and Gretel from all sides and

thank them in a chorus to the tune of No. 7, Hansel strikes in

with the Morning melody (No. 6), which is worked up into a song
of praise of the Angels.

Into the joyous chorus there suddenly strikes the "Tra-la-
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la-la
"
of the Father behind the scenes: he seems merry enough,

" but if only the children were here!
" he says.

"
Why, they are

really here!
" he cries as he comes into view with the Mother.

Hansel and Gretel run towards them shouting with delight, and

are clasped in their parents' arms.

By now the Witch has been reduced to a big gingerbread cake,

which two of the boys drag out of the ruins of the oven- they

place it in the centre of the stage, and all break out into merry

laughter. The Father points the moral the wicked are always

punished, and when we are in greatest need, it is then that Heaven

comes to our aid. The two boys drag the Witch into the house, and

all join in a last solemn singing of the chorale (No. i ) :

" When past bearing is our grief,

Then 'tis heaven sends relief!
"

The curtain falls on a dance of the children.

The musical examples from
"
Hansel and Gretel

"
have been

reproduced by kind permission of Messrs. Schott 6* Co. Ltd.,

London.
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IACOMO PUCCINI, who came of a musical family, was

\JTborn at Lucca on the 23rd December, 1858. He received

his first musical education from his father, the Inspector of the

local Institute of Music, who died in 1864, when the boy was

taken in hand by one of his father's pupils, Angeloni.

Giacomo showed talent at an early age, and while still a boy
acted as organist at the church of San Pietro, Somaldi. In 1877 he

failed to win a prize for composition offered in connection with

an exhibition at Lucca, but he had his unsuccessful cantata and

other works performed on his own account, and by the time he

was twenty it became evident to a few discerning people in the

town that his promise deserved fostering. He was accordingly sent

to the Milan Conservatory, Queen Margharita defraying the cost

of his education for one year, and another patron for two years

more.

He entered the Conservatory in December 1880, his masters be-

ing Bazzini (the composer of the popular violin piece The

Witches' Dance) and Ponchielli (the composer of La Gioconda

and other operas). For his graduation piece Puccini wrote a

Sinfonia-Capriccio that attracted a good deal of attention. This

and a couple of minuets for strings and a Hymn to Rome are al-

most his whole output in non-theatrical music.

His bent towards opera was obvious, and about 1883 Pon-

chielli introduced him to the librettist Fontana, who collaborated

with him in his first opera, Le Vttli, in one act. With this he
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entered for a prize offered by the publishing house of Sonzogno, but

was unsuccessful. The work, however, was put on at the Teatro

dal Verme, Milan, in May 1884, and was so much to the public

taste that it was expanded to two acts and transferred to the

Scala the next year.

Some years of poverty and struggle followed, during which he

wrote a second opera, Edgar, the text being adapted by Fontana

from Alfred de Musset's La Coupe et les Levres. The new work,

which was given at the Scala in 1889, was a failure, mainly ow-

ing to the libretto. Puccini's first notable success came with

Manon Lescaut (Turin, 1893), but this was eclipsed by La

Boheme (Turin, 1896), the "book" of which was by the two

librettists, Giacosa and Illica, -who served the composer so well in

later years. The novelty, the charm, and the expressiveness of the

music to La Boheme made it evident to all Europe that a new

star had arisen in Italian opera: the succession to Verdi seemed

now assured.

The opera was given in English by the Carl Rosa Company at

Manchester in 1897, Puccini attending the rehearsals but not the

production. In the October of the same year the opera was pro-

duced at Covent Garden, again in English, while two years later,

in June 1899, it was performed at the same theatre in Italian,

with Melba as Mimi. The Musetta on this occasion was Zelie de

Lussan, whom the Carl Rosa management, for some strange rea-

son or other, had originally cast for Mimi. This part, however, was

played at Manchester by Alice Esty.

The Manchester rehearsals seem to have given Puccini a good
deal of trouble and anxiety. There were features of English musi-

cal life with which he was making his first acquaintance, and

which he found it hard to understand. It puzzled him to grasp the

reason for putting the brass in a box at one side of the orchestra,

and the drums in another box on the opposite side. From these

little fortresses of their own these instruments made sudden dis-

concerting raids, as it seemed to Puccini, into the main territory

of the music, and then popped back into cover again. Nor did

the four-square tempi of the conductor please him. At last he had
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to dispense with the orchestra for a while and take himself a

couple of piano rehearsals with the principals, after which all

went well.

Tosca (Rome, 1900), founded on the play by Sardou, once

more made him a marked man; many people disliked the work for

its theatricality, its mixture of the religious and the sensuous,

and its often oily sentiment; but they were compelled to confess

that what Puccini did not know about the theatre was hardly

worth knowing.
In 1904, at Milan, Madam Butterfly was produced, the libretto

being based on a play by John Luther Long and David Belasco,

which in turn was adapted from a novel by the former. For some

reason or other the opera did not please the Milanese audience,

and it was withdrawn after the first performance. It was revived

in Brescia a few months later, and at once started on a triumphal

career round the globe. He failed to make so enduring a success

either with The Girl of the Golden West (New York, 1910) or

The Swallow (La Rondine, Monte Carlo, 1917); but he broke

fresh ground with the triptych The Cloak (II Tabarro), Sister

Angelica (Suor Angelica), and Gianni Schicchi (New York,

1918). These were three one-act operas in contrasted styles. The

first two have fallen into unmerited neglect, but Gianni Schicchi

has established itself a favourite. It is universally recognised as

the finest piece of Italian comedy in music since Verdi's Falstaff.

For some years before his death Puccini had been working at

Turandot, a subject drawn from a "
fable

"
by Count Carlo Gozzi

(1722-1806) that has been cast into various dramatic and op-

eratic forms, from Schiller to Busoni. Puccini's constant en-

deavour in this was to get a Chinese atmosphere and colour that

would be different from the Japanese atmosphere and colour of

Madam Butterfly. Before he could finish the opera, a throat

trouble that had been vaguely threatening for some time became

serious. The doctors diagnosed it as cancer, and he was operated

on in November 1924. He died a few days afterwards, on the 29th

November, leaving Turandot unfinished. The little that remained

to be done to it was added by his friend Franco Alfano, and the

opera was produced at the Scala, under Toscanini, in 1926.
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JUCCINFS La Boheme, the libretto of which is by Giacos

and Illica, is based on a, novel entitled Scenes de la vie d

Boheme, by Henry Murger (1822-61).

The book is a faithful picture, by turn amusing, poetic, am

pathetic, of life in the poor artists' and students' quarter of Pari

in the eighteen-forties; the life was extremely hard, but those wh
lived it found many compensations in it, especially among th

grisettes of the Quarter. For his book Murger, who had suffere

great privations in his attempt to live by his pen, drew extensivel

upon his own experiences. The four chief male characters, the po

Rudolph, the musician Schaunard, the painter Marcel, and th

philosopher Colline, are all more or less portraits of the author an

the associates of his youth. Rudolph is, in the main, Murger hirr

self.

A good deal of light upon the others is thrown by an amusin

and little-known book, published in the eighteen-eighties, er

titled Souvenirs de Schaunard, by one Alexandre Schanne. Unt
these reminiscences appeared, few people realised the historic*

character of many of the people and of the incidents that Murge
describes. This Schanne, a humorous fellow, became a member (

the Bohemian circle about 1840. In his book he jests freely aboi

his enormous nose, the generous dimensions of which are test

fied to by the two portraits of himself that he gives us; in h

youth, it seems, he was given the punning nickname of
"
Marsh;

Nez."
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Among his Bohemian associates Schanne was generally referred

to familiarly as Schannard; and it was this name that Murger

gave to one of his characters when, in 1847, he published the

first chapters of the Scenes de la me de Boheme in the Paris

journal Le Corsaire. The printer, however, having reversed the

first n and made a u of it, and the error not being corrected, it was

as Schaunard that the character was known henceforth.

Schanne practised painting, but, like many others of the

young men of his day, dabbled in all the arts, including music; he

actually wrote, though it was never published or performed, that

famous "
Symphony on the Influence of Blue in the Arts," spoken

of in Murger's book, that is generally looked upon as only one

of the jokes of the gay young romantics. Schaunard finished up
more comfortably, though less romantically, as a manufacturer

of children's toys in the Rue des Archives.

Marcel is an amalgam of two painters of the circle, Lazare and

Tabar. Readers of Murger's book will remember that a good
deal of fun is had out of Marcel's picture

" The Passage of the

Red Sea," which goes through various transformations in the

hope of making it more acceptable to the exhibitions, becoming in

turn the
" The Passage of the Rubicon "

(Pharaoh being trans-

formed into Caesar),
" The Passage of the Beresina," and finally

the
"
Passage des Panoramas." "

Having gone so often," says

Murger,
"
forwards and backwards between the artist's studio

and the gallery, the picture knew the route so well that if it had

been put on rollers it would have been able to find its own way
to the Louvre."

It was Tabar, Schanne tells us, who began a big picture of
" The Passage of the Red Sea "; but the expense of models and

costumes being too much for his slender purse he metamorphosed
it into

" Niobe and her Children slain by the Arrows of Apollo

and Diana," in which form it was exhibited in the Salon in 1842.

Colline is a compound of a certain Wallon and one Trapadoux:
Schanne expresses the combination algebraically thus, W+T=C.
Mimi and Musetta are compounded out of various young women

who from time to time attached themselves to the Bohemians; for
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their names and characters and other details the reader must be

referred to Schanne's book. The Mimi of the opera is also, in part,

taken from another character in the Scenes de la vie de Bohkme

Phemie, who was drawn by Murger from one Louisette, whose

occupation was dyeing artificial flowers. The girls of the circle

were as poor as the men, and more than one of them died of sheer

privation.

The episode of Mimi's death is taken from the death of one of

Murger's loves, Lucile, who died of consumption in a hospital.

Murger heard of it too late to claim the body, which, according

to the rules of the institution, was sent to- the School of Medicine

for dissection. Puccini's Mimi, as those who have seen the opera

will recollect, asks on her death-bed for her muff to warm her

poor cold hands.

This episode is taken from a story in the Scenes de la me de

Boheme entitled Francine's Muff. This Francine was Lucile; it

was not a muff, however, but a cloth dress of which poor Lucile

dreamed in her last moments. Louisette (Phemie) provided an-

other well-known incident of the opera that in which Colline,

in order to buy medicine for the dying Mimi, goes out and sells

the oldest and dearest of his friends, the overcoat into whose

capacious pocket he used to cram his beloved books. Louisette,

after a three months' illness, having complained that as she had no

winter wardrobe she felt the cold, Schanne, who was in love with

her, sold his new overcoat for thirty francs, and rigged out

Louisette on the proceeds. She did not die, however, like Mimi;
she tripped out on the ist January in her new finery and never

returned to Schanne.

Leoncavallo also wrote a Boheme, which was produced in

Venice in 1897. There is a story current to the effect that Leon-

cavallo told Puccini one day of the subject he was working at,

that Puccini went away, looked into the story and thought it

would suit him, and stole a march upon his colleague by producing

his own Boheme first. There is no truth in this libel on Puccini.

The fact is that during a conversation one day on the plans that

were then occupying them, each composer, to the consternation of
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the other, announced that he was working at an opera on the sub-

ject of Murger's book. Each of them promptly took steps, by

announcing his own forthcoming opera, to guard against any

charge of plagiarism.

The first scene of the opera is set in the attic that Rudolph

uses as a study and Marcel as a studio. It is poorly furnished,

containing little else but a table, four chairs, a small cupboard, a

bed, a few books, and an easel. On the right of the spectator is a

fireplace, that lacks nothing but a fire to be complete. Through
the window towards the back we see a great expanse of the roofs

of Paris; it is winter, and they are covered thickly with snow.

Marcel is busy at the easel, painting his great picture,
" The Pas-

sage of the Red Sea ", his hand, however, is so cold that he can

hardly hold the brush. Rudolph, also shivering, is looking medita-

tively out of the window; he keeps dancing about on his toes for

warmth, swinging his arms about, blowing on his fingers, and so

on.

The orchestra, in a brief introduction, gives out a motive that

runs through a good deal of this scene:
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and Marcel and Rudolph break into a dialogue.
" This Red Sea

Passage," says the painter,
" seems damp and chill to me, but

in revenge
"

this with a flourish "a Pharaoh will I drown."

Setting himself energetically to work, he asks how his colleague is

faring. Rudolph points to the smoke rising from all the other

houses, and humorously contrasts the devotion to business of all

these chimneys with the shameful laziness of their own stove

an idle rascal that seems to want to live without work, just like a

lord:
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Each confesses that he is so frozen he does not know what to do

with himself; Rudolph can hardly think for the cold, while Mar-
cel's fingers are as chilly as if they had been touching

"
that

iceberg, the heart of false Musetta."

They indulge in some profound reflections on the natures of

the two sexes, and then address themselves m desperation to the

problem of getting a little warmth. Marcel seizes a chair with the

intention of making firewood of it, but Rudolph restrains him.

A better idea has occurred to him his own five-act tragedy,

that is lying on the table f Not to be outdone in generosity, Marcel

proposes making a sacrifice of his picture, but Rudolph's objec-

tion to this plan is that the cremation would make a smell. No,
he will immolate his own masterpiece. He takes the first act from

the bulky manuscript on the table, strikes a flint on steel, lights

a candle, and the pair of them feed the stove with the sheets.
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They are warming themselves with great delight in front of

this bit of fire when the door at the back opens violently and

Colline enters. He too is pinched with cold, and in a bad humour
in addition. Taking a bundle of books out of the handkerchief he

is carrying, he throws it petulantly on the table. It is Christmas

Eve, and it seems that the virtuous population of Paris has a

queer notion of the right way to celebrate the festival, for Col-

line has found the pawnshops closed. He can hardly believe his

eyes when he sees a fire, and learning that it is due to Rudolph's
drama he ironically congratulates his colleague on the sparkling

quality of his work; its only fault is its excessive brevity.

The first act having burnt itself out, and Rudolph complain-

ing, with a shiver, about the length of the entr'acte, another act

of the masterpiece is delivered to the flames; indeed, the recep-

tion of the drama has been so enthusiastic that the gratified author

sends the three remaining acts after the first two. The flames,

however, soon die away again, and Marcel and Colline in mock

anger, set upon the author.

Just then, through the door at the back of the scene, two boys

enter, one carrying food, wine, and cigars, the other a faggot of

wood. Colline takes the latter and carries it joyously to the stove,

while the boys place the provisions on the table. The two Bo-

hemians, to a strain that is cheerfulness itself:

rrtPT
are congratulating themselves on this sudden accession of good

fortune when Schaunard enters in high spirits. The boys go out.

Schaunard scatters coins about, which the others, long unused

to such a spectacle, for the moment take to be merely medals. A
closer inspection, however, reveals the effigy of King Louis

Philippe on them. During the scene that follows, Schaunard does
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his best to explain how this good fortune has come to him, but the

others do not listen; they are too busy putting wood on the

stove and arranging the eatables on the table.

Schaunard goes maundering on and on through all their chat-

ter, trying to tell them about an eccentric Englishman who had

engaged him in an odd professional capacity When Schaunard

arrived he found that what he had to do was to play and sing to

a parrot the property of a neighbour, and a most objectionable
bird until the effect should prove fatal to it. For three days
Schaunard had played himself tired and yelled himself hoarse, but

without any effect on the infernal parrot. Then he made love to

the servant-girl, and, having obtained from her a sprig of parsley
"the prussic acid of parnots," as Murger says the bird's

doom was soon sealed.

A newspaper is used for a table-cloth an excellent idea, as

Rudolph points out, for thus one can eat and read the news of the

day at the same time Rudolph and Marcel set the four chairs

round the table, while Colline arranges the food Schaunard hav-

ing finished his story, and finding that no one has been listening

to him, turns angrily on the others. He rescues the patty and the

roast beef on which they have already set to work, puts them
in the cupboard, and reminds his friends that though they may
drink at home on Christmas Eve they must dine outside, for all

Paris will be enjoying itself in the restaurants that night.

Just as they have filled their glasses with wine a knock is

heard at the door. It is their landlord, Benoit, who has called for

his rent. They receive him with an assumption of great cordiality,

politely insist on his sitting down, offer him a glass of wine, and
drink his health:
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Once more be presents his account, and once more they pledge

him. Marcel shows him the money on the table, and the sight of

it gives him an unaccustomed respect for his tenants. Will he not

join their friendly circle, they ask, and tell them all about his

honoured self his age, for example?

By this time old Benoit is half tipsy. He listens with great

complacency to Marcel's account of how he saw him the other

evening at the Bal Mabille with a charming young beauty; and

Benoit confesses that old as he is his chief delight is still a pretty

girl. He likes them small and piquant, but not lean, for lean

women are cantankerous and scratchy his wife, for example.

At the discovery that the complacent old rapscallion has a wife

the Bohemians break out into an expression of mock horror; the

air of their chaste room must really be purified after it has been

polluted by this immoral fellow. They edge the bewildered and

protesting Benoit to the door and finally push him out
;
then they

divide the money, do themselves up nicely, and Marcel, Schau-

nard, and Colline prepare to go to the Cafe Momus.

Rudolph, however, to the accompaniment of his typical motive

(No. 2), tells them that he must stay awhile to finish the article

he has to do for his new journal the Beaver; it will not take him

more than five minutes. The others leave him, exhorting him to

"
cut short the beaver's growing tale "; and Rudolph, placing the

candle on his table, takes a pen and tries to set to work.

He has just discovered that after all he is not in the humour for

writing when a timid knock on the door is heard, followed by a

gentle voice saying
" Pardon!

'' and in the orchestra we hear the

Mimi motive:

Rudolph having opened the door, he finds Mimi standing there

with a key and an extinguished candle. She is out of breath with

climbing the staircase, and is now seized with a fit of coughing.
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She seems about to faint, and as Rudolph supports her and places

her on a chair she drops her candlestick and the key
The solicitous Rudolph sprinkles a little water on her face;

she declines an invitation to sit by the fire, but takes a sip of wine.

Feeling better now, she asks to be allowed to light her candle,

which, it seems, has been extinguished by the draught as she was

climbing the staircase to her room. Rudolph lights her candle from

his own and escorts her to the door, but Mimi, returning suddenly
to the table, cries out that she has left her key behind her

somewhere:

1
Oh! how stn -

pid, how
Ah! Sven - ta - ta

}
sven-

r
r c e if F rnr r

stn -pid, the key of my poor cham-ber
fa tat La chia-ve del 'la s/an- sa

vheiwhere can I have left it?

do 96 /%o /a seta - fo/*

The draught from the open door blows her candle out again, and
when Rudolph makes to light it a second time his own goes out

too, so that the room is now in darkness.

Explaining that this is very awkward, Rudolph, who has found

himself near the door, carefully closes and fastens it and politely

assures Mimi that she is not at all the tiresome little neighbour
she declares herself to be. Having knocked against the table he

places his candlestick on it, and the pair of them, sinking to their

knees, feel along the floor for the key. A sudden exclamation from

Rudolph lets us know that he has found it, but he slips it into his

pocket, and, still feeling about the floor, at last his hand falls on

that of Mimi.

(This episode is taken from Murger's story of Francine's Muff.

There, however, things run a little differently. When the draught
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blows Rudolph's candle out he puts the matches in his pocket and

pretends he has no more, while it is Francine who, at the critical

moment, kicks the key under a piece of furniture.)

Everything is now prepared for the great duet. Rudolph begins
with an expression of pity for the tiny frozen hand of his visitor;

the phrase to which he sings,
" Your tiny hand is frozen! Let me

warm it into life!
"

will be put to pathetic uses in the final scene of the opera, as will

a little figure that is heard in the orchestra:

Mimi finds a chair, into which she drops as if overcome by emo-

tion, while Rudolph tells her all about himself; he is a poet, he

says, with plenty of wit though rather lacking in wealth; he is

peculiarly susceptible to the beauty of women, and just at present,

he tells her in a phrase greatly loved by the tenors, is fascinated

by Mimi's eyes-

-lieve me,
re
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And now that he has told her his story, will she not tell him hers?

Very modestly and hesitatingly she tells him that though her name

is Lucia she is called Mimi. She lives by embroidering flowers on

silks and satins; and these flowers speak to her of spring and love:

do)

J J IJ
These flowers give me pleasure as in
Mi ftac-cion quel-le co - se ckekansi

ma-gi-cal ac-cents Theyspeakto me of love
dolrce ma-li -

a,, ch* far-la-no d'a-mor

Her life is a simple one: she lives alone and frugally in her little

attic; but when, after winter is over, the first glad rays of the

spring sun greet her, her whole heart warms under its kiss. She

ends with a naive apology for being
" such a tiresome neighbour

"

and for having intruded upon him.

Just then the shouts of the other three Bohemians are heard

from the courtyard, telling Rudolph not to dawdle. Very much

annoyed, he goes to the window and opens it
;
a few rays of moon-

light enter and brighten up the room a little. Explaining that

there are now two of them inside, Rudolph asks them to keep a

couple of places for them at the Momus, and then, turning to

Mimi, who seems transfigured by the moonlight, he breaks out

into a passionate song in praise of her beauty, to a weightier ver-

sion of No. 9. Mimi has by now recovered herself and has become

coquettish. She offers to go with Rudolph to the Momus, although

he insinuates that it would be more pleasant to stay there in the

warm room. She assures him ardently that she will always be near

him.
" And after we return?

"
he asks, whereupon she replies
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archly,
" Who knows? " With scrupulous old-fashioned courtesy

he gives her his arm and they pass out slowly through the door,

their voices dying away as they descend the stairs.

When the curtain rises for the second act, to the accompaniment
of a piquant melody in fifths in the orchestra:

we see a square in the Latin Quarter, on one side of which is the

Cafe Momus. The stage is filled with a motley crowd of citizens,

soldiers, children, students, servant-girls, and so on; all are mov-

ing about animatedly, while the shop-keepers add to the turmoil

by noisily crying their wares. Colline is standing near a rag shop,

while Schaunard is buying a pipe and a horn at a tinker's. Marcel

is among the crowd, Rudolph and Mimi are walking up and down

apart from all the others. It is Christmas Eve; little lamps are lit

outside the shops, while the entrance to the cafe is lit up by a

great lantern.

All on the stage amuse themselves according to their respective

fancies. Colline goes hunting for old books; Schaunard, after hav-

ing obtained the desired horn from the tinker after much haggling,

blows on it vigorously, Marcel invites the girls to make love to

him
,
Mimi and Rudolph go into a shop to buy a bonnet to which

the former has taken a fancy. Having acquired it, she sees a neck-

lace that she also admires; and Rudolph, finding himself out of

cash, tells her that he has an aunt who is a millionaire, and if it

should please God to take the old lady, Mimi shall have an even

finer necklace than this.

As the Bohemians have been unable to find an unoccupied

table outside the cafe, they go inside, and soon Colline, Schau-

nard, and Marcel reappear carrying a table, and followed by a

waiter with chairs. The three are joined later by Rudolph and

Mimi; the poet introduces his new friend to his old ones. Rudolph

and Mimi are obviously very much in love with each other, and
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lave to put up with some delicate chaff from the others. A good
teal of the conversation is carried on over a basis supplied by the

following theme in the orchestra:

A hawker, Parpignol, creates a momentary diversion by pass-

ng through the crowd with a barrow covered with flowers, paper

anterns, etc.; he is followed by a crowd of delighted street-arabs,

Mattering and squabbling. While this episode is going on the

Bohemians are ordering their meal, and preparing to do them-

>elves exceedingly well, Marcel, however, strikes a somewhat dis-

:ordant note by loudly and bitterly ordering a bottle of poison.

His friends are a little astonished at first, but they quite under-

>tand when they catch sight of Musetta, whose infidelity it is that

las caused Marcel to take such a tragic view of life

Musetta, a bold coquette, now enters on the arm of an admirer,

i fussy and over-dressed fop, the elderly Alcindoro To the ac-

:ompaniment of the rhythm that always characterises her volatile

emperament:

ihe shows herself off before the whole company, while Alcindoro,

Crumbling all the while, trots about after her like a little dog.

Noticing the Bohemians at their table, Musetta tells Alcindoro to

secure an adjacent table that has just been vacated; and the pair

dt down, Musetta facing the cafe and the other table. Mimi asks

Rudolph who is this pretty newcomer with the smart clothes. The
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embittered Marcel replies for his friend: her name is Musetta;
her surname is Temptation; her vocation is that of changing one

lover for another, and, like a bird of prey, her favourite tit-bit is

the heart of her victim.

Musetta, for her part, is annoyed at the indifference of Marcel

and the amusement she is visibly creating in the other party; and
at last, her temper getting out of hand, she becomes a trifle

hysterical and smashes a plate by way of relieving her feelings.

Marcel, who sits with his back to her, still obstinately refuses to

look round, and Musetta 's rage increases every moment. It is in

vain that poor old Alcindoro reminds her that there are people

present and implores her to remember her manners, he only gets

viciously snubbed for his pains.

At last Musetta, enraged by the comic turn the situation has

now taken, changes her tactics. Still seated, but addressing her-

self markedly to Marcel, she sings the famous aria:

in which she extols her own irresistible charms and describes her

innumerable conquests. At the end she addresses herself still more

directly to Marcel, who begins to show signs of agitation; at one

point he makes as if to go, but is held by Musetta's voice as by
a spell. Mimi takes a great interest in Musetta, and Rudolph ex-

plains that she and Marcel had once been lovers, but that she

had forsaken him for what she found more profitable game.

Alcindoro, all this time, is trying to induce Musetta to sit down

and behave herself as a lady should in public. At last the voices

of Musetta, Mimi, Rudolph, Schaunard, and Colline are woven

together in a quintet, in which each expresses melodiously his or

her sentiments. Musetta sees that the critical moment has come,
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md that it is necessary to get rid of old Alcindoro. She sits down

again, pretends that her foot is paining her terribly, and hysteri-

cally orders Alcindoro to run to the boot-shop near by and see if he

:an find her a pair of shoes less torturingly tight. The Bohemians

iraw near to the other table, and Marcel is now visibly weakening.

Vlusetta, having taken off her shoe and put it on the table, sends

\lcindoro of! to see about the relief pair. Rudolph picks up the

shoe and hastily puts it under his coat, while Musetta and Marcel

hrow themselves ecstatically into each other's arms.

The general enthusiasm is slightly damped by the waiter bring-

ing in the bill, which the astonished Bohemians pass from hand to

land; somehow or other there is no money in the company. The
vaiter also presents Musetta with Alcindoro 's bill, she coolly tells

lim to add the two amounts together, as the gentleman who came

tfith her will settle them both. A tattoo is heard "
off," and a de-

ighted crowd gradually fills the stage, waiting for the coming
)f the soldiers. At last the patrol enters, and all prepare to follow.

\s Musetta lacks a shoe she cannot walk, so she is carried by
Vlarcel and Colline, much to the delight of the crowd. Rudolph
ind Mimi follow Musetta and the others, then comes Schaunard,

Dlowing his horn vigorously, while the students, townsfolk, and

)thers bring up the rear.

All very pleased with themselves, they march off to the rhythm
>f the tattoo. When the stage is almost empty, Alcindoro returns

with a pair of shoes, carefully wrapped up. He is greeted by the

vaiter, who politely presents him with the double bill, at the

iight of the appalling figures he drops helpless into a chair, and

he curtain falls.

Between the second act and the third, matters have gone rather

jadly with both pairs of lovers. Rudolph and Mimi, though de-

moted to each other, are always quarrelling and on the point of

separating, while Musetta, although Marcel is the only man she

las ever really loved, is too extravagant and too fond of pleasure to

emain faithful to him. So far the atmosphere of the opera has

>een entirely comic, from this point it takes on an ever-deepen-

ng tinge of tragedy.
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The scene is the toll-gate in one of the Paris customs barriers.

It is February, and everything looks bleak and bare. To the left

is a tavern; to the right, one of the boulevards; there is also an

entrance at this side to one of the streets leading to the Latin

Quarter. From the tavern hangs a signboard which is none other

than Marcel's picture
" The Passage of the Red Sea," now de-

scribed, in large letters, as
" The Port of Marseilles." It is early

morning, and lights show from the lower windows of the tavern,

while every now and then we hear from this quarter laughter and

the clinking of glasses. The toll-gate is closed; in front of a brazier,

warming themselves, are a number of custom-house officers, while

another, as the curtain rises, comes out of the tavern with wine.

The brief orchestral introduction, with its bare fifths:

W)

admirably suggests the chilliness of the hour and the time of the

year.

Outside the toll-gate are a number of street-scavengers, blow-

ing on their fingers and adopting other devices to get warm; they

call out vigorously for admission, but the officials take no notice.

At last one of them gets up with a yawn and opens the gate,

through which the scavengers pass to the street on the right, the

official closing the gate after them again. A merry chorus is heard

from the tavern, and mingled with the voices of the revellers is

that of Musetta carolling the strain that is typical of her (No. 14).

Paris is waking up and proceeding to work. First come the

women with the milk, then a number of carters, then peasant-
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women with butter, cheese, chickens, and eggs; all are admitted

by the officials and, after an examination of their goods, allowed

to go their way. At last Mimi, to the accompaniment of her motive

in the orchestra (No. 5), enters from the street on the right, and

looks around her anxiously as if not quite sure of her bearings.

When she reaches one of the plane trees that adorn the scene,

she is seized by a violent fit of coughing, recovering herself, she

approaches the sergeant and asks if he can tell her the name of

the tavern where a painter is now working. The sergeant points

to the cabaret, from which a serving-woman has just emerged.

Going up to her, Mimi asks her if she can find for her the painter

Marcel, to whom she is to say that Mimi has an urgent message
for him. The woman goes back into the tavern, and soon Marcel

comes out and greets Mimi with an exclamation of astonishment

By this time day has come, but the light is still cold and cheerless.

Marcel tells Mimi that he has been staying at the inn for some

weeks with Musetta; to pay their footing Musetta has been teach-

ing singing, while he here he points to pictures of a Zouave and

a Turk painted on either side of the tavern door has been

placing his art at the service of the proprietor

Mimi learns that Rudolph also is in the* tavern Bursting into

tears, she appeals despairingly to Marcel to help her; Rudolph
loves her yet avoids her, for he is madly jealous. Marcel gloomily

tells her that when two people cannot agree it is better for them

to part. Mimi thinks as he does, and asks him to help herself and

Rudolph to separate; it is their own wish, yet of themselves they

find it impossible to realise it. Marcel tells her that what alone

keeps himself and Musetta together is the mirth and laughter that

form a sort of bond between them.

Marcel will waken Rudolph, he says; and he points him out to

Mimi through the tavern window, where the poet, overcome with

fatigue, is sleeping on a bench. Mimi's persistent coughing arouses

the sympathy of Marcel. At his bidding she conceals herself be-

hind one of the plane trees as Rudolph comes out of the tavern

and hastens towards Marcel. He pours out his soul to his friend

and asks his advice; he wants a separation from Mimi. Marcel
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advises him to think again, and impartially points out to the poet
that he has faults of his own; he is not only jealous, but inclined

to be somewhat trying, for he is suspicious, stubborn, and choleric.

Rudolph then pours out all the bitterness of his heart; Mimi, he

tells Marcel, is fickle, and her flirtations are an incessant torment

to him; yet in spite of it all he loves her. Mimi, who has been

listening to all this, comes closer, under the cover of the trees.

In an expressive monologue:

c Ir FE.FF S
Mi - mi's so sick-ly, so ail

Mi . mi e tan- to ma- la - la/

. #
^ i

f c c c c
Kv -'ry day she grory day she grows wea

- gni di pin de - c/*

Rudolph tells his friend that Mimi is ailing; every day she grows

weaker, and he fears she is dying. Marcel, afraid that Mimi may

overhear, tries to keep Rudolph further off, but the poet continues

his melancholy tale to the accompaniment of heavy, slow-moving

chords:
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Mimi's incessant coughing, that shakes her fragile frame, and

her pallid cheeks, tell their own sad tale, he says; and the weeping

Mimi, behind the tree, wails out,
" Woe is met I am dying'

" And

Rudolph can do nothing for her, he is poor, his room is squalid

and cold, and in spite of her attempts to smile he feels that it is

he who is answerable for her misfortunes.

The three voices, over the sombre chords shown in No 16,

unite for a moment, Mimi sobbing
" Mimi must die! Mimi must

die!
" At last her weeping and coughing reach the ears of Marcel,

who rushes to her, takes her in his arms, and tries to lead her into

the tavern. But at that moment a brazen laugh from Musetta

peals out inside the cabaret, and Marcel, realising that Musetta

is flirting once more, gives a jealous cry and rushes indoors to deal

with the hussy.

Left alone with Rudolph, Mimi tells him that she must leave

him, for her lover has failed her and she must die. He is to collect

the few little things she has left behind her a bracelet, prayer-

book, etc. and wrap them up in her apron, and she will send

round for them. Under the pillow he will find her little bonnet,

perhaps he would like to keep that in memory of their love She

sings a sad farewell to him, dwelling on a last remembrance of

their kisses.

Just then a clatter of breaking plates and glasses is heard in

the tavern, and the voices of Marcel and Musetta in hot recrimi-

nation. The quarrel continues after they have emerged into the

open; and the four voices unite in a quartet, Marcel angrily re-

proaching Musetta with her incessant flirting. Musett'i defiantly

declaring that she will be answerable to no one but herself, and
Mimi and Rudolph, who have softened to each other at the thought
of parting, singing poetically of the happiness that may be theirs

when the winter is over and spring and sunlight have come again.

Hurling a few final insults at each other, Musetta and Marcel
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separate, the former rushing out into the street, the latter return-

ing to the tavern. The scene is thus left to Mimi and Rudolph,

who, embracing each other, move slowly off as the curtain falls.

In the interval between the third and the fourth acts the affairs

of the lovers have apparently been going from bad to worse. Mar-

cel has not seen Musetta for months, Mimi has abandoned Ru-

dolph once more; and the poet and the painter, each with his

heart heavy with memories, try to forget their sorrows in work.

When the curtain rises, showing the same scene as in the first

act, Rudolph and Marcel are making a brave attempt to appear

indifferent to the blows of fate. The orchestra having given out

the merry phrase to which the Bohemians were introduced to us

in Act. I (No. i), we see Marcel standing in front of his easel

and Rudolph sitting at his table, each trying to persuade himself

and the other that he is working.

The rising of the curtain has evidently interrupted a conversa-

tion between them. Rudolph has been describing how he has seen

Musetta in a carriage and pair and has asked her how things were

going with her heart, she had replied that if it was still beating

she could not feel it, thanks to the fine velvet dress she was wear-

ing; and we hear in the orchestra the rhythm expressive of

Musetta's superficial gaiety (No. 13). Marcel, greatly chagrined,

tries to pass it off with an assurance that he is glad, very glad!

But his assumed stoicism does not deceive Rudolph, who mutters

aside, "You humbug! You're fuming about it!
"

The pair resume their work for a moment, and then it is Mar-

cePs turn. He has seen Mimi an announcement that causes

Rudolph to stop his writing at once. Like Musetta, Marcel con-

tinues, Mimi appears to have risen in the world; she was finely

dressed, and riding in a carriage just like a duchess.
"
Delightful!

I'm glad to hear it!
"
says the mortified Rudolph, trying to put

the best face on the matter! and Marcel says to himself,
" You

liar! You're pining with love!
" Once more the two stricken souls

try to compose themselves to work.

But after a minute or two it becomes impossible to keep up this

pretence. Rudolph throws away his pen with a curse, while
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Marcel, equally dissatisfied with his brush, flings it away in a pet

He stares at his canvas for a moment, and then furtively takes

from his pocket a bunch of ribbon and kisses it.

A little later Rudolph takes Mimi's tiny bonnet out of the

table drawer, and the couple, now thoroughly sorry for themselves,

pour out their woes in a moving duet, in which each tells how,

through all his attempts at work, he is haunted by the eyes and

the hair of his fickle love:

mmMi.mi!false,fiek.l6 - heart-ed!
Mi - mi tu pi* non tor - n*.

PI*
Afc, beauteousday* de - par - ted!

O gior - nt del /i,

Marcel puts away the ribbon; Rudolph presses the bonnet to his

heart; then, trying to hide his emotion from his friend, he turns

to him and carelessly asks him the time. Marcel starts from his

dream and, the old Bohemian spirit asserting itself again, answers

cheerily,
" Time for our yesterday's dinner 1

"

Schaunard and Colline now enter, and we are soon back again

in the gay Bohemian atmosphere of the first act. Schaunard has

brought with him four rolls, which he places on the table, while

Colline draws from a paper bag a herring, which he lays by the

rolls. The four friends seat themselves at the table and gravely

compliment themselves on the royal quality of the meal, which is

carried through in style.

Placing Colline 's hat on the table and putting the water-bottle

into it, Schaunard declares that the champagne has gone into the

ice. Rudolph, addressing Marcel as "Marquis," offers him the

bread and asks him which he will have, salmon or turbot, then,

turning to Schaunard with another crust, he ceremoniously invites

him to try the excellent vol-au-vent with mushrooms. Schaunard

declines most politely on the ground that he dare not, as he is
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dancing that evening. Colline, after hungrily eating his roD, rises

from his chair, and with an air of great importance informs them

that he must be going, as the King is waiting for him, and after

that he has to see Guizot.

The banter goes on for some time in the same mock-serious

key, and at last Schaunard suggests a choregraphic exhibition.

The proposition is greeted with great applause, chairs and tables

are moved out of the way, and after each of them in turn has sug-

gested a gavotte, a minuet, a pavanella, and a fandango, they
decide that it shall be quadrilles. Schaunard hums an appropriate

tune and beats time, while Rudolph, approaching Marcel and bow-

ing gallantly, offers his homage to the lady, Marcel, putting on

a woman's voice and pretending to be very bashful, implores the

gentleman to respect her modesty.

Rudolph and Marcel dance, while Schaunard picks a quarrel

with Colline, who, resenting the insult, bids his adversary draw.

He rushes to the fireplace and seizes the tongs, while Schaunard

takes the poker. Rudolph and Marcel stop their dancing to watch

the ferocious combat. It is to be to the death, Schaunard tells

them to get a stretcher ready, while Colline orders a graveyard for

his unfortunate opponent.

The duel is fought out with great spirit, Rudolph and Marcel

meanwhile continuing their dancing. Just when one of the com-

batants has his opponent at his mercy the door opens and Musetta

enters agitatedly. Hurriedly and hoarsely she tells the now sobered

Bohemians that Mimi is with her, but that her strength has been

exhausted by climbing the staircase. Through the open door

Rudolph sees Mimi seated on the top stair, he and Marcel rush

to her, while Schaunard and Colline drag the miserable bed for-

ward, and on this she is gently laid by Marcel and Rudolph. At

this point we hear in the orchestra a reminiscence of the Mimi

motive (No. 5), but with an expressive subtilisation of the former

simple harmonies. It is evident at the outset that tragedy is in

the air.

While the lovers are passionately embracing each other,

Musetta, taking the others aside, tells them that having heard
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that Mimi had left the old Viscount with whom she had been

living, she had sought her out and had just found her, almost

dying of privation and exhaustion; Mimi had just strength suf-

ficient to say that she wanted to die near Rudolph. Mimi mean-

while is happy in the arms of Rudolph, but the others see that

her condition is serious. Musetta looks round for something to re-

store her; but the Bohemians have to confess that their larder is

empty. Mimi's hands are cold; if only she had her muff ? she says

softly. Rudolph takes her hands in his and chafes them; she

greets the others affectionately, and they exhort her not to talk.

All, except perhaps Mimi herself, are conscious of the coming
end. Schaunard, in despair, seats himself on the table and buries

his face in his hands, while Colline stands aside, sunk in gloomy

thoughts. Marcel has been standing by the bedside; Musetta now
draws him away, and taking off her earrings, tells him in a whisper

to take them and sell them, get some medicine and bring a doctor;

she herself will go for the muff. They leave together. Mimi has

become drowsy, and Rudolph, drawing up a chair, sits down

beside the bed.

It is now that Colline makes his supreme sacrifice. Taking off

the old coat that has been his inseparable companion for so many
years, he addresses a strangely moving farewell to it:

69)
.

Oar-ment an-tiqne and rns - tyi
Vec-chia zi-mar - ra, sen 4,

A last good-bye, fare -well!
h res-toalpian, tu a-scenjkre)

folds it up, puts it under his arm, and is just about to leave when

he sees Schaunard. He pauses for a word with him: there is not

much that either of them can do, but what they can do they must,
each in his own way;

"
this," he says, pointing to the coat under

his arm,
"

is mine; and yours is to leave them alone together."
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Colline goes out, and Schaunard, having looked round for some

plausible pretext for making his exit, finally takes up the water-

bottle and follows Colline, closing the door softly behind him.

The orchestra gives out softly a theme from the duet in the

first act (No. 9), and Mimi opening her eyes and seeing that all

the others have gone, holds out her hand to Rudolph, who kisses

it gently. She has been feigning sleep to be alone with him, for

there are so many things she has to tell him among them that

he is her only love. Does he still think her pretty? she asks him

anxiously; but when he replies that she is as
"

fair as spring"

she corrects him "
No, as fair as the sunset!

" and the orchestra

gives a sinister turn to her words by softly intoning the gloomy
chords in No. 16.

Mimi's rapidly tiring brain runs wistfully and pathetically over

the past, and especially over her first meeting with Rudolph, when

the key was lost and they groped together in the dark and found

love. The distracted Rudolph can hardly speak; in a desperate

attempt to console her he takes out the little bonnet and gives it

to her, she is overjoyed that he should have treasured it. As she

is faintly repeating Rudolph's words at their first meeting,
" Your

tiny hand is frozen ' Let me warm it into life'
"

a spasm seizes

her, and she sinks back on the bed in a swoon, half suffocating.

Rudolph gives an exclamation of alarm, which is heard by

Schaunard, who has returned at that moment. He hurries to the

bedside. Mimi opens her eyes and, with a smile, tries to reassure

them, declaring that she is better. They lower her gently on to the

pillows, and the orchestra gives out very softly an expressive

version of the typical Mimi motive (No. 5).

No. 13 is heard in the orchestra once more, announcing the

return of Musetta, with whom is Marcel. Musetta brings with her

the muff, while Marcel has a bottle of medicine; this he shows to

Rudolph, telling him that the doctor is coming presently. He lights

a spirit-lamp and places it on the table, while Musetta hands the

muff to Mimi, who seizes upon it with childish delight and buries

her fingers in it, to an infinitely soft accompaniment of No. 8 in

the orchestra. Grateful for this new warmth, she stammers out a
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few faint expressions of love and consolation to Rudolph, and says

that now she is warmer she will settle herself to sleep. Her head

falls back, and an air of contentment steals over her face. Musetta,

who is heating the medicine over the spirit-lamp, intones a prayer

to the Virgin, and then bids Marcel place a book in front of the

flame, so that the flicker shall not worry Mimi's eyes. One or

two of the others talk in whispers to each other, while every now

and then Rudolph goes on tip-toe to the bed, looks anxiously at

the sleeping Mimi, and then returns as quietly to his companions.

At last Schaunard, who has crept softly to the bedside, returns

to Marcel, and in a hoarse voice anci with a sorrowful gesture says

to him,
" She is dead!

" Marcel goes to the bed, gives a look at

Mimi, and retreats in alarm. .

A ray of sunshine comes through the window and falls on

Mimi's face. Afraid that it will disturb her, Rudolph, obeying a

gesture from Musetta, gratefully takes her cloak and screens the

window with it. Turning round, he is about to take Mimi the

medicine, which Musetta signifies is now ready, when suddenly

he becomes conscious of the strangeness of the demeanour of

Marcel and Schaunard. Huskily and almost incoherently he asks

them what it all means, and Marcel, unable to bear it any longer,

embraces him and stammers some words of sympathy.
The orchestra, which all through this scene has been toned

down almost to its faintest, now comes out in a great fortissimo

outburst. Rudolph flings himself on Mimi's bed, lifts her up, takes

her hands, gives a wild cry of
" Mimi! " and falls sobbing upon

her body. Musetta, with a piercing cry, rushes to the bed and

kneels sobbing at the foot of it. Schaunard and Colline seem dazed

at the tragedy; while Marcel turns his back to the audience and

sobs silently. The curtain falls slowly to the accompaniment of a

moving strain in the orchestra that, after another burst of

fortissimo, dies away in the solemn silence. The melody is that

to which, a few minutes before, Mimi had told Rudolph that she

was only feigning sleep to be alone with him.
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OSCA was produced at the Costanzi Theatre, Rome, on the

JL 14th January, 1900.

It appeared on the i2th July of the same year at Covent Gar-

den, when Scotti, who is still singing the part, was the Scarpia,

and the great Croatian soprano, Milka Ternina, the Tosca. The

opera has always been one of the most popular in the repertory,

and we have had a succession of great Toscas, Scarpias, and

Cavaradossis. Each of these parts lends itself to fine acting as

well as effective Italian singing

The story is founded on a play of the same name by Victorien

Sardou, the prolific French playwright who had such a genius for

the invention of absorbing plots and the contriving of telling stage

situations.

In spite of the world-wide popularity of the opera, there is an

astonishingly large number of people who, one finds, do not quite

understand all the details of the action. This is probably because

some of the most important of these details are revealed not in

the great lyrical moments but in the more conversational episodes,

the words of which do not always come over clearly to the

audience.

The action takes place in Rome, in June 1800. The curtain

rises on the church of St. Andrea della Valle. On the right of the

spectator is the chapel of the Attavanti family. On the left is a

dais, on which is an easel with a picture that is at first covered by
a curtain. Sundry artist's implements lie about; and by the dais
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is a basket containing refreshments for the painter. There is no

overture. The opera commences with three striking chords, given

out with the full power of the orchestra, they constitute the motive

typical of Scarpia, the dreaded chief of the Roman police:

Andante molto sostenuto ,

_ q.

ff/ ffS

^

These three bars are succeeded, as the curtain rises, by a hurriedly

descending syncopated theme:

'()

designed to introduce to us Angelotti.

Angelotti is a prisoner who has escaped from the castle of

Sant' Angelo. He enters through a door in the background, on the

right; he is in his prisoner's clothes, which are badly torn, he is

panting, trembling with terror, and obviously almost completely
exhausted. He gives a rapid glance around him. "At last!

"
he

says.
" In my foolish fright I took every face I saw for that of a

police agent'
" For a moment terror assails him again, and we

hear in the orchestra the frenzied motive of his flight, then, mas-

tering himself, he looks round him more calmly, and with a sigh

of relief sees a pillar surmounted by a statue of the Madonna,
under which is a font of holy water.
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It seems that his sister has written to him saying that she has

concealed the key of the Attavanti chapel at the feet of this Ma-
donna. He searches for the key, fails at first to find it, becomes

greatly agitated his discouragement being graphically sug-

gested by a few chords in the orchestra searches again, and at

last, with a choking cry of joy, comes upon the key With the

greatest caution he approaches the Attavanti Chapel, inserts the

key, opens the grille, and disappears into the chapel, carefully

closing the door behind him. The stage is left empty for a moment,
and a few expressive bars in the orchestra awaken afresh our

sympathies for the fugitive.

Then the tempo quickens, and we hear a light-hearted theme.

ft) Allegretto graziosa

that is the characteristic motive of the Sacristan, who now enters

from the background carrying in his hand a number of artist's

brushes. He bustles about the stage, fussily attending to his duties

in connection with the church. He is not precisely a comic char-

acter, but a character with certain touches of the ridiculous about

it. He is given to nervous movements of the head and shoulders,

and to pious bourgeois comments upon the world. The music that

Puccini has written for him is very much in the vein of the lighter

movements of La Boheme:

The Sacristan begins grumbling about the work given him by

the artist who, we are to assume, is engaged on the picture on the

easel; he is always having to wash the dirty brushes, and they are

"
dirtier than the collar of a little choirboy." Looking round, he is
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surprised to find there is no one on the dais, for the Cavalier

Cavaradossi had said he would be returning Putting the brushes

down, he has a peep into the basket, and finding the food in it

untouched, he realises that the painter is coming back. The

angelus sounds, and the Sacristan kneels down and mutters a

prayer.

While he is doing this the painter Mario Cavaradossi enters.

Ascending the dais he throws aside the curtain that covers the

canvas, and we see a Mary Magdalen with blue eyes and a wealth

of golden hair. Cavaradossi stands before it and contemplates it

silently, while the orchestra gives out a theme that had better be

quoted in the extended form it will assume later (see No. 8). This

theme is associated with Tosea, and especially with the curious

mixture of love and jealousy that is characteristic of her. (The
reason for her jealousy of the portrait will appear later.)

The Sacristan is astonished to find that the features are those

of a mysterious lady who has lately been very assiduous in her

devotions in the church, especially in front of the Madonna to

whose statue the Sacristan points. Cavaradossi tells him that he

had noticed the kneeling lady and painted her, but he has incor-

porated in the portrait some of the features of his own love, Floria

Tosca, the celebrated singer; and he rather scandalises the good
Sacristan by drawing a miniature of Tosca from his pocket and

comparing it with the portrait. The painter pours out a little song

of wonder at the recondite harmony of nature in her creations:

r r t ir r
Re - con - di-ta ar- mo - ni - a

Strange har - mo-ny of con - trasts

1 1 1 t t n
99

di bel-lez-ze di - ver - se!

thus de- h-cious-ly blend -tng,

There are all types of beauty, he says, his own ardent Floria is a

brunette, while the beautiful unknown whom he is painting is a
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superb blonde; her eyes are blue, and Tosca's black. He finishes

up the song with a cry that the sole possessor of his heart is Tosca.

All this while the Sacristan has been busy cleaning the brushes

in a little basin by the side of the dais, and muttering his doubts

about this impious artist who thus mixes up sacred matters with

profane. With these dogs of Voltairians, the Sacristan thinks, it is

as well to have nothing to do; and he makes the sign of the cross.

He tells Cavaradossi that he is going; but before doing so he

points to the basket of provisions, remarks that they are un-

touched, and asks if the artist is fasting.
"

I am not hungry,"

replies Cavaradossi.
"
Oh, I am very sorry," says the Sacristan

ironically, and as he goes out he cannot refrain from rubbing

his hands with joy and throwing a greedy look at the basket.

Angelotti, who thinks the church is empty, is now seen inserting

the key in the grille of the chapel. Cavaradossi's back is towards

the chapel, but he hears the clicking of the key in the lock, and

he turns round. Simultaneously Angelotti catches sight of him,

and a frenzied outburst of the agitated No. 2 in the orchestra

paints the terror that seizes upon him once more.

He pauses for a moment as if petrified, then gives a cry of joy,

which he quickly stifles; he has recognised Cavaradossi, and

thanks God for having sent him to him. But Cavaradossi remains

on the dais in his first attitude of astonishment; Angelotti has

been so changed by his imprisonment that his friend does not

recognise him at first. When he does so he quickly puts down his

brushes and palette and runs towards him, at the same time look-

ing round him cautiously. He gives a cry of
"
Angelotti 1 The

Consul of the destroyed Roman Republic!
"

The agitated motive of Angelotti's danger (No. 2) is heard

again as Cavaradossi runs to close the door at the side. Angelotti

has only had time to say that he has escaped from Sant' Angelo,

and Cavaradossi to say
"
Dispose of me," when, to a hint in the

orchestra of the Tosca theme (the first bar of No. 8), the voice

of Tosca is heard outside calling "Mario! "
Hearing this, Cava-

radossi makes a rapid sign to Angelotti to be silent.
" Conceal

yourself!
" he says;

"
it is a jealous woman; I will get rid of her
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in a moment." Tosca calls
" Mario! "

again, and Cavaradossi

answers,
"
I am here!

"

The strain is too great for Angelotti; his mind and body weak^
he supports himself against the scaffolding on the dais and says

mournfully,
"
I am at the end of my strength; I can keep up no

longer." Cavaradossi seizes the basket and hands it to Angelotti,

telling him it contains food and wine, and hurries him into the

chapel again. Tosca, now thoroughly anxious and suspicious at the

delay in opening the door, calls out petulantly,
" Mario! Mario!

Mario! "
and, Angelotti being safely out of the way, the painter

composes himself and opens the door.

Tosca is a woman of quick temper, and, being a prima donna by
profession, we can readily understand that she is something of a

spoiled child. She enters in a furious rage, looking round her sus-

piciously, while the orchestra gives out the theme that is mainly
associated with her:

Andantino sustenufo

Cavaradossi makes as if to embrace her, but she repulses him

roughly, and asks why the door was closed. Assuming an air of

indifference the artist tries to persuade her that this was due to

the Sacristan, but she tells him she has heard whispering, and

asks him to whom it was that he was talking.
" Where is she, this

woman? I heard quick footsteps and the rustle of a gown. Can

you deny it?
"

Cavaradossi not only denies it but passionately assures her that

he loves her. He tries to kiss her, but she repulses him with quiet

irony:
" Not before the Madonna! "

she says. Turning to the

statue, she arranges about it the flowers she has brought with

her, and then kneels before it in prayer. Having crossed herself,
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she rises and tells Cavaradossi, who meanwhile has recommenced
work on the painting, that she is singing that evening in the

theatre, but the performance will be a short one, and he is to

meet her as she comes out and they will go to his villa, where they
will be alone together.

There is a significant hint of No. 2 in the orchestra, letting us

know that Cavaradossi's thoughts at the moment are more full

of his distressed friend Angelotti than of his mistress. He keeps

answering her distractedly, and at last she becomes irritated with

him again. Does he not long, she asks him, to be in their little

nest again:

Allegro moderateS r f r
Non la so . spi - ri la no - stta ea -

J)ost thou not long for our cot - tage se -

~,set-ta ch tut-ta a-sco - sa nel ver- de ei a-

GluJedJrmwhichallcaresaMwxatioi&a&efr

rfspet
- ta?

- clu - dedj

where all is love and beauty? An ardent love burns in her, she

declares, and, taking up her soaring phrase, Cavaradossi declares

with equal ardour that he will come. But now, he says, she must

leave him, for his work presses. A trifle piqued, she is on the

point of going, when she catches sight of the portrait, and re-

turning to Cavaradossi she excitedly asks him who is this blonde

lady. It is the Magdalen, he answers calmly; does it please her?
" She is too beautiful!

"
says the jealous Tosca; and when he

smiles at her and takes the compliment as applicable to his art,

she becomes more and more suspicious; surely she has seen those

blue eyes somewhere?
" There are plenty like them in the world,"

says Cavaradossi indifferently; but after a moment's reflection
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Tosca bursts out triumphantly,
"
It is the Attavanti!

" She under-

stands everything now the locked door, the hurrying, the whis-

pering; he is in love with this beautiful blonde. He assures her

gravely that he saw her by a mere chance yesterday; she was

praying at the statue of the Madonna, and unseen by her he

sketched her.

The jealous Tosca swears that the abandoned woman is look-

ing at her and laughing at her; the blue eyes are a particular

offence. He takes her in his arms and assures her that there are

no eyes on earth like hers, and that she has no occasion to be

jealous. She professes herself convinced, but
"

all the same, let her

eyes be black ones!
"

Her jealousy and her temper vanish as quickly as they came;

all she wants is to be assured that he loves her and no one else.

She knows that she is tormenting him with her jealousy without

any reason:

r-o*-

He gives her his promise that no other beauty shall be admitted

to the chapel while he is at work, and having put in order her

somewhat ruffled hair she falls into his arms and implores him to

forgive her. She offers him her cheek to kiss, and he playfully

repeats her own words: "What! before the Madonna? " "The
Madonna is very good!

"
she says, saluting the statue; and the

lovers kiss. Then she leaves him, stopping at the door, however,

to look again at the picture and say once more,
" But let her eyes

be black ones!
"

Cavaradossi looks thoughtful and perturbed. The Angelotti

theme is heard again in the orchestra as he runs to the door, looks

out, and makes sure that Tosca is no longer in sight. Reassured
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on this point, he hastens back to the chapel; he lets Angelotti out

and they shake hands affectionately. Angelotti has of course

heard the dialogue between Cavaradossi and Tosca, and the artist

thinks it as well to assure his friend that though his mistress is

good at heart, she probably would not be able to conceal anything

from her confessor, so that he thought it wise not to tell her

anything. What are Angelotti's plans? he asks.

His friend tells him that his sister, the Attavanti, had hidden

for him some woman's clothes under the altar; in these he hopes

either to remain safely concealed in Rome or to cross the frontier.

Cavaradossi now understands the extraordinary intensity of the

Attavanti 's devotions; previously he had thought these to be

merely the cover for some love intrigue. It was indeed love, he

sees now, but a sister's love.
"
Yes," replies Angelotti;

"
she has

risked everything to save me from the abominable Scarpia "; and

in the orchestra we hear the Scarpia theme raising itself aloft

like a huge, threatening hand. "
Scarpia!

"
ejaculates Cavara-

dossi.
" A bigot, a satyr, who uses piety as a cloak for his las-

civious designs; at once confessor and executioner!
"

To save his friend from such a man Cavaradossi will risk his

own life. To wait in the chapel until nightfall may be dangerous;

Angelotti must get away at once. Outside the chapel is a garden,

from which a bypath runs across the fields to Cavaradossi's villa.

He gives Angelotti the key of the house and tells him he will join

him there before nightfall. Angelotti takes up the bundle of gar-

ments left for him by his sister, but Cavaradossi thinks there is

no need for him to don them now, as the path is deserted. As

the fugitive is leaving, the artist gives him a last piece of advice;

if the danger should be urgent, he can hide in the well in the

garden, halfway down which is a narrow passage leading to a

dark cellar in which he can take refuge without fear of discovery.

Just then a cannon shot is heard, and the two friends look at

each other anxiously. It is the cannon of the castle, announcing

the discovery of the prisoner's escape; Scarpia and his police will

soon be on his track. Angelotti bids his friend good-bye; but

Cavaradossi comes to the sudden resolution that he will
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accompany him, and if they are attacked they will fight. They
make their exit quickly through the chapel just as the Sacristan,

whose characteristic motive has already made its appearance in

the orchestra, comes in breathless, exclaiming
"
Splendid news,

your Excellency 1
" He is both astonished and sorry to find that

Cavaradossi has gone, for, as he says, whoever grieves an un-

believer wins an indulgence, and he has some news that he

thinks will particularly vex the painter, whose political as well

as his anti-religious opinions he cordially dislikes.

Boys rush tumultuously from all quarters, followed by acolytes,

choristers, and various other types of people connected with the

church. The Sacristan, too much out of breath to sing, manages
to stammer out that the scoundrel Bonaparte has been beaten,

smashed, pounded to pieces by Beelzebub.

The others are somewhat incredulous, but the Sacristan, to the

accompaniment of a joyous melody of the same simple type as

himself:

* ^ j~

rr i?f

announces that there will be great celebrations that night, a

grand torchlight procession, a gala performance at the Farnese

Palace, hymns in all the churches, and a new cantata expressly

written for the purpose (they were evidently quick workers in

those days), to be sung by Floria Tosca. He sends off the choir-

boys to put on their vestments. All laugh uproariously at him and

resist his attempt to drive them into the sacristy.
" Hurrah 1

"

they cry.
" Double wages! Te Deum, gloria! Long live the king!

"

They are enjoying themselves hugely to the tune of No, 9,

when suddenly the domineering theme of Scarpia comes out in the

orchestra, and the dreaded Chief of Police himself is seen stand-

inor in thp Hoorwavi all stand still as if spellbound. Scarpia is



TOSCA 329
<-M-- <- <- ~-^rf"iJ-Lr^<-^^----u~J~-~^^^^J-^^^J-J-x-J-jrurx^^-^,.j--j- j- jrJL

followed by Spoletta and other police agents. He reproaches the

people authoritatively for their scandalous behaviour in the

church, and cutting short the Sacristan's apologies, bids them all

make ready for the " Te Deum." The frightened people creep

out, and the Sacristan is about to follow them, when Scarpia
orders him to stay. Spoletta, who is the chief tool of Scarpia, is

told to search everywhere for the escaped prisoner; he goes out,

signing to two other agents to follow him.

Scarpia gives similar orders to the others, and then, turning to

the trembling Sacristan, orders him to answer his questions. A
prisoner of State has just escaped from the Sant' Angelo castle,

and has taken refuge here in the church. Which is the Attavanti

chapel? The Sacristan points it out, and, going up to the grille,

finds not only that it is unlocked, but the key left in it is not the

usual one. He and Scarpia go into the chapel and return at once;

Scarpia, who is obviously out of humour at not finding Angelotti

as he expected, holds in his hand a closed fan, which he flutters

nervously.

It was a grave mistake, he says, to fire that cannon, as it gave

the fugitive warning that they were after him; however, he has

left a precious piece of booty behind him; who was the accomplice

who helped him to escape? He thoughtfully scrutinises the fan,

and then, perceiving the crest on it, he cries out,
" The Marchesa

Attavanti!
"

He looks all round the church, and at last his attention centres

on the scaffolding. The picture of the Magdalen on the easel, he

sees, is that of the Marchesa, whose features are well known to

him. In answer to Scarpia's question, the Sacristan tells him that

the painter of the picture is the Cavalier Cavaradossi; and just

then a police agent comes out of the chapel, carrying in his

hand the basket taken there by Angelotti.

Scarpia extracts from the Sacristan the information that he had

brought it earlier in the day to Cavaradossi full of food and wine,

that it was impossible for the painter to have put the basket in

the chapel, as he had no key to this, and that Cavaradossi had

assured him that he did not need the provisions, as he was not
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hungry. Scarpia's busy brain has meanwhile been piecing all the

evidence together Cavaradossi, himself a man whose political

and religious opinions are suspect, and the lover of Tosca, on

whom Scarpia himself has set his longing eyes; evidently the pro-

visions have been eaten by Angelotti, and Cavaradossi is somehow

involved in the prisoner's escape.

At this moment Tosca herself enters, and Scarpia resolves to

make use of the incident of the fan to achieve a double purpose

that of encompassing Cavaradossi's ruin and that of getting

Tosca into his toils:
"
to work upon jealousy," he says,

"
lago had

a handkerchief; I have a fan!
" Tosca is in her usual state of im-

patience, calling loudly, "Mario! Mario! " The Sacristan tells

her that the painter is no longer there, and then prudently makes

himself scarce.

When the singer entered the church, Scarpia had concealed

himself behind the pillar bearing the statue of the Madonna, wait-

ing for her to say something that would disclose the state of her

mind. Her ejaculation, "Has he deceived me? No! He could

never do that!
" shows Scarpia that the seeds of jealousy are al-

ready germinating in her mind.

Coming from behind the pillar, he dips his fingers in the font

and courteously offers holy water to Tosca, the bells meanwhile

ringing to church. Insinuatingly and flatteringly he speaks of her

noble qualities and her wonderful influence she who by the

magic of her song revives the faith of men in heavenly things. She

thanks him with a distracted air for his courtesy, her thoughts

evidently being elsewhere. During the scene that follows the

church 'gradually fills with worshippers.

Pious women, Scarpia continues, are rare; Tosca, though by

profession an actress, comes to the church to pray, not like cer-

tain wantons who here he points to the portrait and puts the

utmost possible amount of meaning into his words "look like

Magdalens but come here to carry on intrigues with their lovers."

The startled and agitated Tosca asks him what he means. "
Is

this," he replies, showing her the fan,
" a painter's tool?

" He found

it, he assures her, on the dais; no doubt the lovers had been dis-
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turbed, and in her hasty flight she left behind her some of her

feathers! Tosca, having examined the fan, recognises the crest,

and cries
" The Attavantil My suspicion was correct!

"
while

Scarpia, lago-like, mutters " My end is gained!
"

From time to time, during the foregoing scene, the orchestra

gives out a motive:

Cio)

that symbolises the power placed in Scarpia's hand by the dis-

covery of the fan.

Tosca, hardly able to hold back her tears, and forgetful both

of the place and of Scarpia, pours out her woes: she came here in

sorrow, she says, to tell Mario that she could not meet him that

evening as had been arranged, for she would have to take part
in the celebrations of the victory over Napoleon. Seeing that

his poison is working, Scarpia approaches her and asks who it is

that has thus distressed her: he would give his own liie to dry
her tears. Not heeding him or listening to him, Tosca bewails her

sad loss afresh: while she is sorrowing here, he is deriding her in

the arms of her rival! But she will cleanse her villa, her beautiful

nest, of this mud! The Attavanti shall not possess him that

evening, she swears.

Scarpia hypocritically reproves her for this oath in church, but,

bursting into tears, Tosca swears that God will forgive her, for

she loves. Paying her the gentlest attentions, Scarpia accompanies

her to the door, and then, returning to the pillar, makes a sign,

whereupon Spoletta suddenly appears. The crowd by this time

has grouped itself at the back of the church, where it awaits the

Cardinal; some have fallen on their knees and are praying.
" Three agents ... a carriage . . . quickly . . ." Scarpia says

hurriedly to Spoletta
" Follow her wherever she goes, but do not
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let her see you. Rejoin me at the Farnese Palace." Spoletta goes

out hurriedly, and Scarpia, with a sardonic smile, says,
"
Go,

Tosca! In your heart Scarpia is taking root!
"

The Cardinal and his train arrive, and the Swiss Guards make

the crowd give way and group itself on either side. The organ

peals out softly, and to the accompaniment of religious music and

occasional firing of cannon, Scarpia gloats venomously over the

cunning achievement of his double purpose the ruin of Cavara-

dossi and the capture of Tosca " One to the halter," he cries

savagely,
"
the other in my arms I/'

The Cardinal passes by, blessing the crowd, which turns to-

wards the High Altar. Scarpia stands motionless for a time, star-

ing into space; then, coming to himself as if out of a dream, he

cries,
"
Tosca, for thee I forget God! " and then, in an access of

religious enthusiasm, kneels and joins the others in the
" Te

aeternum Patrem omnis terra veneratur!
" Three times his char-

acteristic motive (No. i) raises its hand in the orchestra, and

the curtain falls.

With all its occasional banality, this first act of Tosca has an

unmistakable bigness about it: it was the first certain sign that

the Italian succession to Verdi was assured. But in the second act

Puccini was to reveal an unsuspected power.
The next scene shows us Scarpia's apartment on an upper floor

of the Farnese Palace. The table is laid for supper. It is night.

OP the left of the room is a large window overlooking the Palace

courtyard. We are to understand that in a room on a lower story

of the Palace Queen Caroline is giving a fete in honour of Gen-

eral Melas.

Scarpia is seated at the table, supping; every now and then

he draws his watch from his pocket and shows nervous signs of

anxiety and disquiet; he is feverishly awaiting the hour of his

interview with Tosca and his triumph over his enemy. Tosca is

a good hawk, he says in his opening soliloquy, and by this time,

he is certain, his agents have the two men in their hands; to-

morrow at dawn Angelotti and Cavaradossi will both be hanging
on the gallows.
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He rings a handbell, and the gendarme Sciarrone enters. Is

Tosca in the Palace? Scarpia asks. A chamberlain has been

sent for her, replies Sciarrone. At Scarpia's bidding he opens the

window, and from the story below we hear very faintly the melody
of a gavotte:

From this Scarpia gathers that the Queen's guests are dancing

while awaiting the coming of Tosca.

He crosses the stage to a desk and hurriedly writes a letter

which he hands to Sciarrone, telling him to wait for Tosca at

the entrance to the Palace, and to give her the letter and say

that he expects her when the cantata is finished. She will come,

he says to himself after Sciarrone has left, for love of her Mario!

and we hear in the orchestra a suggestion of No. 8, which is

succeeded by the Scarpia motive, this time ending in a sinister

diminuendo and pianissimo, as he repeats,
" For love of her

Mario she will yield to me; such is the profound misery of a

profound love."

As for himself, he says feverishly, he prefers a violent conquest

to a soft consent. He is not expert in sighs and romance by

moonlight, nor in touching the guitar, nor in the lore of flowers;

he cannot, he says disdainfully, make eyes or coo like a dove.

Rising imperiously and standing by the table, he continues:
" I

strive for what I desire, and when I have won it I throw it away
and turn to some new attraction. God created diverse forms of

beauty, diverse wines; I would drink deep of these gifts of

heaven! "

Announced by Sciarrone, Spoletta enters. He remains standing

at the door while Scarpia, mastering his agitation and resuming

his supper, puts his questions without looking at him. How has
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the hunt gone? Coming forward a little and showing signs of great

terror, Spoletta tells him that, having followed the track of the

lady', they came to a little villa hidden among trees; the lady

entered, but came out again at once, alone. The Spoletta climbed

the garden wall and entered the house with his companions.
"Well done, good Spoletta!

"
ejaculates the pleased and ex-

pectant Scarpia. But Spoletta, very hesitatingly and timorously,

confesses that their search of the house was in vain. Frowning
and pale with rage, Scarpia rises and asks for news of Angelotti.

When he hears that the fugitive has not been found he bursts

out in wild fury against Spoletta; whom he threatens with the

gallows. The agent timidly tries to placate him with the news
that the painter Cavaradossi yras in the villa; from his ironic

words and gestures it was evident that he knew where the other

was hidden, so Spoletta arrested him. " He is there," he says,

pointing towards the anteroom on the right.
" That is not so bad,"

says Scarpia.

He walks about, apparently lost in thought; then he stops sud-

denly as he hears through the open window the old-world music

of the cantata:

that is being sung by the choir in the Queen's apartments, and
from which he knows that Tosca has returned. Meanwhile the

orchestra has given out a motive:

CIS)
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that will figure largely during the following scene of the question-

ing and torture of Cavaradossi; it is a typical example of the

effect Puccini knows how to make by harping incessantly oh the

same two or three notes.

All the while the cantata is proceeding it is in five vocal parts,

with the voice of Tosca soaring above them the tragedy is

piling itself up in the room below. An idea has struck Scarpia; he

orders Spoletta to bring in the prisoner, as well as Roberti (the

executioner) and the Judge of the Exchequer.

Spoletta and three police agents bring in Cavaradossi, followed

by Roberti, the Judge, and the latter's clerk. Scarpia has seated

himself again at the table, and with deadly courtesy he begs the

angrily protesting Cavaradossi to be seated. The painter refuses

the proffered chair and demands to know the meaning of this

outrage. To-day, Scarpia tells him, looking at him searchingly, a

prisoner escaped from Sant' Angelo; Cavaradossi is suspected of

having met him in the church of Sant' Andrea and provided him

with food and clothes, and afterwards guided him to his villa in

the suburb.

Cavaradossi energetically denies everything and demands to

know who accuses him of all this. "A faithful servant," says

Scarpia suavely. "Your agent," replies Cavaradossi ironically,
" has searched my villa in vain "; to which Scarpia replies,

" A
proof that Angelotti was well hidden." The offended Spoletta,

whose armour-propre has been hurt by his failure, here interjects,

"He laughed at all our searching." "And still laughs!
"

says

Cavaradossi.

The painter's irony and the cantata combined get on Scarpia's

nerves. As Tosca and the sopranos of the choir soar to a fortissimo

on the high B natural he rises in irritation and closes the window

violently, cutting the cantata short, so far as the people in the

supper room and we in the theatre are concerned, on an un-

resolved chord. Then he sets himself to question Cavaradossi

again.

The painter obstinately denies all knowledge of Angelotti

denies that he hid him, fed him, or supplied him with garments,
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Scarpia suddenly changes his tactics; from being violently angry

he becomes deadly suave, and in an almost paternal manner he

advises Cavaradossi, in his own interests, to make a full confes-

sion. In the orchestra we hear a wailing theme:

<I4) Jamenjosa ^

TTTF
that is a foreboding of the scene of torture that is to follow; it

is used and expanded later with all the art that Puccini knew how

to put into a suggestive phrase of this kind.

At this point Tosca enters in great distress, and seeing Cavara-

dossi, runs up to him and embraces him. Under his breath he says

to her,
"
Say nothing of what you saw there, or you will kill me! "

and Tosca gives a sign that she understands. Scarpia solemnly

tells Cavaradossi that the judge is waiting to take his deposi-

tions, and at a signal from Sciarrone opens the entrance to the

torture chamber, while the orchestra thunders out the sinister

torture theme (No. 13). To the executioner, Roberti, Scarpia

says, "First the usual form; afterwards as I shall order you."

The judge goes into the torture chamber, followed by Cavaradossi

and the others, while Spoletta withdraws to the door in the

background.

Only Tosca and Scarpia remain behind. With elaborate courtesy

he signs to her to be seated and invites her gallantly to a little

conversation as between two good friends:

(She does not yet know that her lover is to be tortured; she

thinks he has been taken into the other room merely to be
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questioned.) Scarpia, leaning insinuatingly over the back of the

sofa on which she is seated, tries to reawaken her jealousy over
the incident of the fan; but Tosca, with simulated indifference,
assures him that her jealousy on that occasion was silly.

" The

Attavanti, then," he asks,
" was not at the villa?

" She assures

him that no one was there but Cavaradossi. In answer to another

pointedly malicious question, she insists again that the painter
was alone.

Scarpia twits her on her vehemence, and, turning towards the

door leading to the torture chamber, calls out,
"
Sciarrone, what

does the Cavalier say?
"
"Nothing!

"
replies Sciarrone from the

doorway.
" Be more insistent," says Scarpia loudly.

Tosca, still not understanding what is going on behind the

door, laughs at him, but he gravely advises her to wait a little and
see. Not quite realising the situation even yet, she ironically asks

him whether he wishes her to tell him untruths. His answer is,
"
No; but the truth might abbreviate his hour of anguish."
While the orchestra insists, in Puccini's most effective manner,

upon No. 14 and other motives of a similar harrowing nature,

Scarpia tells her that in the adjoining room her lover lies bound
hand and foot with a fillet of hooked steel about his temples, that

mercilessly brings the blood spurting out from his head at each

of his denials. In confirmation there comes a deep groan from
Cavaradossi. Scarpia again advises Tosca to speak out and save

him. She implores him to release Cavaradossi for a moment, and

this is done. She is not allowed to enter the torture chamber, but

from the door she calls to Mario within, who, in a voice weak
with pain, adjures her to be brave and keep silence.

Another appeal on her part to Scarpia for mercy is rejected:

-tir! e Tr^p-po /of- frir!^

/o^ - cr/ Have mer-cy I pray I
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and at last, angered by her obstinacy, he orders the door to be

thrown open so that she may better hear Mario's groans. Horror

on horror is piled up in the orchestra, while Spoletta, in an atti-

tude of prayer, mutters some lines from the Church's ancient

prayer for the dead "
Judex ergo cum sedebit, quid-quid latet

apparebit, nil inultum remanebit." Cavaradossi keeps urging Tosca

to be steadfast, and at last the infuriated Scarpia calls out loudly,
"
Compel him to be silent!

" There is a prolonged cry of agony
from Cavaradossi, whereupon Tosca, unable to endure any

more, leaps up from the sofa on which she has fallen and in a

stifled voice says rapidly to Scarpta, "In the well ... in the

garden."

Scarpia's triumph is signalised by some repetitions of his

motive in the orchestra. He stops the torture, and in response to

Tosca's plea that she may see Mario, he orders Cavaradossi to

be brought in. To the dolorous melody of No. 13 the painter is

carried in in a swoon and laid on the sofa. Tosca runs towards

him, but is horrified at the blood on his forehead and stands sud-

denly still, covering her eyes with her hands; then, ashamed of

her weakness, she kneels by him, covering him with kisses and

tears.

Sciarrone, the judge, the executioner, and the clerk go out;

but Spoletta and the three agents remain behind in obedience to

a gesture from Scarpia, who has still a fiendish card to play. While

Tosca is consoling Cavaradossi, and he is faintly asking her

whether in his agony he has said anything, Scarpia calls out

loudly to Spoletta, "In the well in the garden! Go! "
Spoletta

goes out hurriedly. Cavaradossi, with a cry of
" Thou hast be-

trayed me! "
tries to rise from the sofa, but falls back in his

weakness, repulsing and cursing Tosca.

At this moment Sciarrone rushes in to announce unpleasant

news; the royal troops have been defeated by Napoleon at

Marengo, and Melas is in flight. The news puts life into Cavara-

dossi; he rises with an exultant cry of
"
Vittoria! Vittoria!

" and

breaks into a vigorous song in praise of freedom and vengeance

upon tyrants:
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He pours out his scorn and hatred of the butcher Scarpia, who

contemptuously orders him to be taken away, telling him that

the hangman is awaiting him. Mario is dragged out by the police

agents, Tosca, who has tried to go with him, being brutally thrust

back by them.

Scarpia closes the door and suavely invites the agitated Tosca

to resume his interrupted supper with him. To the melody of No.

15 he asks her whether they cannot hit upon some plan together

of saving Mario. Polishing a wine-glass with his napkin, filling the

glass with
" wine of Spain," and looking fixedly at her across the

lights of the candelabra, he politely asks her to drink with him,

for the wine will revive her.

She cuts his polished comedy short. Seating herself opposite him

and looking hard at him, leaning her elbows on the table and

shading her face with her hands, she asks him, in tones of the

profoundest disdain,
" How much? " And as the imperturbable

Scarpia pours himself out some wine and mockingly repeats her

words after her, she says, in almost a speaking voice, "Your

price?
"

With a laugh Scarpia assures her that, though people call him

venal, he does not sell himself to beautiful women for money. Her
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beauty, he says, has maddened him, and her rage, her hatred, and

her devotion to her lover have only made him the more resolute

that she shall be his.

She makes for the door, the thought having suddenly occurred

to her to appeal to the Queen. Scarpia, who has swiftly divined

her thought, makes no attempt to restrain her, but tells her

ironically that it will be useless to ask the Queen to pardon a

dead man. This makes her pause and again he approaches her,

inflamed with passion, cynically declaring that, while he knows

that she hates him,
"
the spasms of hatred are not so very re-

mote from those of love." He is Just about to seize her, and she

is calling frenziedly for help to the melody of No. 16, when the

distant sound of drums is heard. Both stand still. It is the escort

of the condemned men, Scarpia tells her. Time is passing; there,

he says, pointing to the window, his agents are erecting a scaf-

fold; her Mario, by her own will, has only another hour to live.

Completely broken, Tosca falls back on the sofa. Scarpia coldly

leans against the edge of the supper table, pours a cup of coffee

for himself, and keeps his eyes fixed upon Tosca while she sings

the aria
"
Vissi d'arte

"
:

(is) Andante lento appassionato

ma - le ad a - ni - ma yi - va!
harmed a liv - ing He - ingI

in which, mostly to the accompaniment of the typical Tosca

motive (No. 6), she tells how she has lived unselfishly for love

and her art, never harming any living thing, helping the poor,

and fulfilling the duties of religion both in her life and in her

song.
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The aria finished, she once more pleads with Scarpia for

mercy, and he again lays down his terms. She is just repulsing

him with scorn, when Spoletta enters hastily with the news that

Angelotti swallowed poison when they seized him, and in the

orchestra we hear the Angelotti motive (No. 2 ) for the last time.

"Let them hang his corpse on the gibbet!" says Scarpia

ferociously.

Spoletta enquires what is to be done with the other prisoner,

and Scarpia turns to Tosca with the quiet query,
" Well? "

She

gives a nod of consent, and, weeping with shame, buries her head

in the cushions of the sofa.

Then comes Scarpia's crowning piece of duplicity. He tells

Tosca that he cannot release Cavaradossi on the instant, as it is

necessary that people should believe him dead; the faithful

Spoletta, however, can be trusted to see that everything is done

properly. Looking fixedly at the cunning agent, who by his ex-

pression and gestures indicates that he fully understands Scar-

pia's real meaning, he tells Spoletta that he has changed his

mind: Cavaradossi is to be shot "a simulated execution, as in

the case of Count Palmieri." Having driven his sinister meaning
in upon Spoletta he dismisses him, after having directed him to

admit Tosca, as she desires, to be the one to tell Cavaradossi of

the change in plans, she is to be admitted at four o'clock.
"
I

understand," says Spoletta meaningly as he goes;
"
just like

Palmieri."

Turning passionately to Tosca, Scarpia declares that he has

now fulfilled his promise and claims his reward. She demands,

however, a safe-conduct enabling her and her lover to quit the

country; and having learned from her that she proposes to travel

by the shortest route, that of Civita Vecchia, he seats himself at

the desk to write the order. At this point a new and expressive

theme:

r
winds its slow way in and out in the orchestra.
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While Scarpia is writing, Tosca goes to the table and, with a

trembling hand, takes up the glass of wine he had poured out for

her. As she raises it to her lips she notices a sharp-pointed knife on

the table. Casting a rapid glance at Scarpia to make sure that his

back is still turned to her, she picks up the knife with infinite

caution, hides it behind her, and, with her eyes fixed on him, leans

on the table trying to collect her strength.

Having finished his writing, Scarpia seals and folds up the safe-

conduct, and then, crying, "Tosca, at last thou art mine'
"

ap-

proaches Tosca with his arms open to embrace her. His voluptu-

ous tone changes to a horrible shriek as Tosca stabs him full in

the breast. He falls to the ground cursing her, while she hisses at

him,
" This is Tosca's kiss!

" IR his agony he writhes towards her

and tries to clutch her by the robe, but she recoils from him in

horror. In the madness of her hatred she pours out insults on him

in his last agony. Is his blood choking him? Killed by a woman '

He tortured her enough; now let him look at his Tosca! Scarpia

makes a final effort to reach her and falls back
, bending over him,

Tosca says,
" He is dead' Now I forgive him' "

Hardly another word is spoken until the end of the act, but the

action, melodramatic as it may be, is as effective in its way as any-

thing in opera. To the accompaniment of No 19 in the orchestra,

Tosca, still keeping her eyes fixed on the corpse, goes to the table,

dips a napkin in the water bottle, and washes her fingers, then,

going to a looking-glass, she arranges her hair, which had become

disordered in the struggle.

Feverishly she looks everywhere on the desk for the safe-con-

duct, but cannot find it. At last she perceives it in the clenched

fingers of Scarpia. With a shudder that is punctuated by a sudden

convulsive forte in the orchestra she raises his arm, takes the

safe-conduct, places it in her bosom, and releases the arm, which

falls helplessly. She looks at the body and says in low tones,
" And

before this man all Rome trembled' "

Before leaving she takes the two candles that are on the desk

and lights them at those in the table candelabrum, afterwards ex-

tinguishing these. The Scarpia motive is heard in the softest tones
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of the orchestra, pale and exhausted, as it were, as she places one
candle at the right of Scarpia's head, the other at the left. Look-

ing round her again she sees a crucifix hanging on the wall. Taking
it down and carrying it with religious reverence, she kneels and

places it on the breast of the corpse. There is a roll of distant

drums as she rises and departs with the greatest caution, closing
the door after her; and the curtain falls on one of the most effec-

tive stage situations ever devised, and one that has been made a

thousand times more effective by Puccini's music.

When the curtain rises for the third act we see a platform of the

castle of Sant' Angelo. On the left is a casemate containing a

table, on which stands a lantern, a large register book, and writ-

ing materials; near the table are a bench and a stool. On one of

the walls of the casemate is a crucifix, in front of which hangs a

lamp. On the right of the scene is the top of a small flight of steps

leading down from the platform. In the background we see the

Vatican and St. Peter's Church.

It is a serene and starry night, and the orchestral prelude, with

its succession of falling thirds and fifths:

(20)

admirably conveys the atmosphere and spirit of the time and

scene.
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It is a long while after the curtain rises before anything happens
m the stage. In the distance are heard sheep-bells, the sound of

which becomes fainter and fainter. A shepherd's voice, very far

Dff, is heard singing a simple ditty to the accompaniment of No.

20. As the grey light dawns, distant church bells are heard ring-

Ing for matins; they are answered by bells closer by.

A gaoler bearing a lantern comes up from the staircase, goes

to the casemate, and lights first the lamp in front of the crucifix,

then the one on the table; then he goes to the background and

looks over the platform to see if the condemned man and the

firing party have arrived. He meets a sentry who is patrolling the

platform, exchanges a few words with him, returns to the case-

mate, sits down, and waits, half* dozing.

An anticipation of another Cavaradossi theme:

is heard in the orchestra as a picket, commanded by a sergeant,

ascends to the platform, bringing the painter with them. The

picket is halted and the sergeant conducts Cavaradossi to the

casemate. The gaoler rises and salutes the sergeant, who hands

him a paper, which the gaoler examines; then he opens the

register and writes down the answers he receives to the questions

he puts to Cavaradossi.

The sergeant having descended the steps, the gaoler tells

Cavaradossi that he has another hour to live, and that a priest

is at his service. Cavaradossi declines this offer, but asks as a

favour if he may write a few words to a dear one whom he is

leaving behind him, and in the 'cellos we hear a gentle and touch-

ing reminiscence of the Tosca motive (No. 8). With his last re-

maining possession, a ring, he bribes the gaoler to pledge himself

to convey the letter.
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Cavaradossi, again to the soft accompaniment of No. 8, sits

down and writes for a while, then, laying down his pen, he gives

himself up to the old memories that come crowding upon him It

is at this point that he sings his aria
" E lucevan le stelle," the

salient phrases of which are those shown in No. 21. The burden of

the song is the happy hours of Tosca's visits to the villa in the

garden, when the stars are shining and the air full of sweet per-

fumes; now the dream of love is over, and just when life is most

precious to him he is about to die. Covering his face with his

hands he bursts into tears

No. 8 is once more heard in the orchestra as Spoletta comes up

by way of the staircase, accompanied by Tosca and the sergeant,

the latter carrying a lantern. Spoletta indicates to Tosca where

she will find Cavaradossi, gives orders to a sentry to keep his

eyes on the pair, and then descends the stairs with the gaoler and

the sergeant.

As the orchestra rises to a great fortissimo Tosca rushes up to

the weeping Cavaradossi, raises his head, and shows him the

safe-conduct. They both read it aloud
"
Safe-conduct to Floria

Tosca and the Cavalier who accompanies her." Perceiving the

signature at the foot of the document Cavaradossi looks hard

and interrogatively at Tosca. This was Scarpia's first concession,

he says meaningly.
" And his last," replies Tosca, taking the safe-

conduct from him and putting it into her bag. Swiftly and agi-

tatedly she tells him what happened in the supper room, she

killed him, she says, and her hands were reeking with his blood.

Taking her hands lovingly in his own, Cavaradossi sings a ten-

der song of praise and pity over them

She tells him that everything is ready, she has collected her

jewels and money, and a carriage is waiting. But first and

here she bids him smile with her there is a little comedy to be

played, he must go through the pretence of a merely mimic ex-

ecution; when they fire he is to fall down as if dead; the soldiers

will retire, and then to Civita Vecchia and freedom! In a melo-

dious duet they lose themselves for a while in the ecstasies of the

thought of their reunion. They are recalled to the present reality
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of the situation by the entry of the firing party and its command-

ing officer, accompanied by Spoletta, the sergeant, and the gaoler.

Spoletta gives the soldiers the necessary instructions, while, as

the light of the dawn increases, Tosca murmurs to Cavaradossi,
"
I will close thine eyes with a thousand kisses and call thee by a

thousand loving names."

The gaoler, approaching Cavaradossi, tells him the hour has

come, points out the officer to him, takes off his cap, picks up the

register, and goes out by way of the staircase as the church clock

strikes the hour of four. Tosca, going up to Cavaradossi, and

speaking in low tones, hardly able to suppress her happy laugh-

ter, tells him once more to remember that as soon as they fire

he is to lie down, to fall lightly; give no sign that he understands

he is playing in a comedy, and wait.

Cavaradossi follows the officer and takes up his position with

his back to the wall of the castle, Tosca remaining at the casemate.

The sergeant offers to bandage the painter's eyes, but he smilingly

declines the handkerchief. A new theme:

(22) Largo con gravita

m
with its pendant:

(28)

accompanies the action at this point; once more we discover how
well Puccini knows how to intensify the horror by the incessant

repetition of the same phrase.

Anxious, but still confident, Tosca keeps commenting upon the

action point by point. The firing party is drawn up, and as the

officer is about to lower his sword as the signal to fire she stops

her ears with her hands, but nods to Cavaradossi as a signal to

remember her instructions. The sword is lowered, the soldiers fire,

and as Cavaradossi falls she praises the naturalness of his acting.
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The sergeant inspects the body and is about to give the usual

coup de grace, when he is stopped by Spoletta, who leads the

whole party down the steps. Tosca's one fear all this time has

been that Mario may spoil everything by some indiscretion. Even

after the soldiers have gone she exhorts him softly not to move

yet, but to lie quietly and be silent. She looks over the parapet and

finds the soldiers have disappeared; then, returning to Cavara-

dossi, she tells him he can now get up. As he does not move she

touches him, and breaks out into a desperate cry of "Dead!

Dead! "

She throws herself on the body and is moaning in an agony of

grief, when voices are heard behind the scene; Sciarrone is telling

the others that Scarpia has been found, stabbed to death.
"
It

was Tosca! "
replies Spoletta. They come up from the staircase

and Spoletta rushes to Tosca to seize her; she thrusts him back

violently, springs on the parapet of the terrace, and as No. 21

thunders out in the orchestra she throws herself down from the

height. Sciarrone and the soldiers look over the parapet, awe-

struck, while Spoletta stands paralysed with horror and fear.
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fashion of the sentimental Japanese love romance was

probably set by Pierre Loti in his Madame Chrysantheme.

A later creation of the same kind was the Madam Butterfly of

John Luther Long, which was turned into a drama by the Ameri-

can David Belasco.

This play was brought to the Duke of York's Theatre, London,

where it was seen by Puccini; apparently he had been taken or

sent there by Mr. Frank Neilson, at that time stage manager of

the Covent Garden Opera, who seems to have had an intuition

that the subject would prove to be one after Puccini 's own heart.

Puccini saw the drama, and although he understood hardly a

word of English he perceived at once the operatic possibilities of

it. It obviously appealed to the two cardinal qualities in his make-

up as a musical dramatist his sympathies with a heroine in

distress, and his love for a strong theatrical situation.

We can see the former influence at work in his choice of such

heroines as Manon Lescaut, Tosca, Mimi, Madam Butterfly,

and Suor Angelica, all of them women who have been badly used

by the Fates. As an operatic composer Puccini was a strong fem-

inist; his men are rarely drawn with the sympathy, the assurance,

and the force that his portraits of women have.

He dearly loved also the telling dramatic moment, and it is

probable that in some cases a moment of this kind was his actual

starting-point. In Tosca, for example, the two vital points of the

drama are Tosca's encounter with Scarpia in the second act and

the chain of events that leads up to her throwing herself from the
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castle walls in the third. In Manon Lescaut and La Boh&me the

great attraction to him in each case was the possibilities of

pathetic expression afforded by the death-scenes.

Sometimes his absorption in the big climactic scene was so com-

plete as to mislead him as to the virtues of the subject as a whole.

One has the impression, for example, that when he saw the

Belasco play upon which The Girl of the Golden West was

founded, what took his imagination captive was the opportunity

for blood-curdling expression offered him by the scene in which

the concealed hero is detected by the slow falling of drops of

blood from his wound; and he was so taken up with this one

scene that he did not sufficiently reflect upon the thinness of the

interest of most of the remainder of the drama.

We may be tolerably certain that when he saw the play of

Madam Butterfly he realised at once how infinitely more poignant

the scene of the death of Butterfly could be made by means of

music, and that this was sufficient to determine him to make an

opera out of the subject. So fascinated was he with the pathetic

possibilities of the character of Butterfly herself that he does not

seem to have considered how lacking in definition the other

characters are. Suzuki becomes something of a positive person-

ality in the later stages of the opera, but that is because she shares

in the intensity of life that overflows from Butterfly.

Pinkerton is throughout more negative than positive; his main

function is to provide a background of moral ineffectiveness and

unworthiness against which Butterfly's capacity for suffering can

show up all the more vividly. The American Consul, Sharpless,

and the marriage broker, Goro, are little more than lay figures,

though the dramatic weakness of these characters in themselves

is skilfully disguised by the variety and piquancy of the orchestral

background.

Puccini chose as librettists his usual associates, Illica and

Giocosa, and he seems to have begun serious work upon the opera

during 1902. He took a great deal of trouble over the local colour,

consulting all the Japanese authorities he could, and in some cases

having genuine Japanese melodies transcribed for him.
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His first plan was to deal with the Butterfly subject in one act,

with an orchestral intermezzo between the last two scenes. It is

probable that the too continuous tissue of the opera, which was

something to which the Italian audiences of that day were not

accustomed, was partly accountable for its unfavourable recep-

tion at its production at the Scala, Milan, on the iyth February,

1904.

The critics are often blamed for their unsympathetic attitude

towards the music of an innovator. In the case of Madam But-

terfly it was the whole audience that refused to give the new work

a fair chance. Some of them no doubt disliked the exotic quality

of much of the music, necessitated by the Japanese atmosphere.

Perhaps, again, the singers and .the performance generally were

not as efficient as they might have been. But whatever the reason

for the fiasco, of the fact of the fiasco there was no doubt. The

audience that night behaved as badly as only an Italian audience

can do when it is not being given the fare it expects. Puccini was

so angry that after the performance he took the score away with

him, thus making a second performance impossible.

On the 2 8th May of the same year the opera was put on again

at Brescia. On this occasion it was given in two acts, while the

second part of the second act really ranked as a third act, sep-

arated from its predecessor by the intermezzo. The score had

been revised somewhat since the first performance, the chief addi-

tion to it being a short aria for Pinkerton in the final scene. This

time the opera was an instantaneous success. It was given at

Covent Garden on the yth July, 1905, with Caruso as Pinkerton,

Scotti as Sharpless, and Emmy Destinn as Butterfly. The follow-

ing year it was given at the Metropolitan, New York, and in a

very little while it became a part of the repertory of every opera-

house in the world.

When the curtain rises we see, on the left of the stage, a Jap-

anese house, with a terrace and garden. The house evidently

stands on a hill, and below, in the background, are the bay and

town of Nagasaki.

There are a number of themes in Madam Butterfly that are
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repeated so frequently that they have the appearance of leading
motives. It is difficult, however, to attach any precise psychologi-
cal or descriptive significance to some of them; they seem to be

used mostly just as an orchestral background for conversation, at

the same time playing their part in suggesting the Japanese
milieu.

There is no formal overture, its place being taken by a brief

introduction consisting of a quasi-fugal working of the following

theme:

Allegro.

Variety is given by another phrase that is occasionally used:

When the curtain rises, two characters emerge from the little

house. One of them is Goro, who is known to himself and his

clients by the delicately flattering title of a marriage broker;

the other is a young American naval officer, Lieutenant B. F.

Pinkerton.

The young man, it seems, has taken the house on a long lease

nine hundred and ninety-nine years and along with it a

Japanese bride. Goro, who has carried through both transactions

for him, is obsequiously pointing out to him the beauties of the

house, and explaining those details of Japanese construction with

which an Occidental is not likely to be familiar. A good deal of
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what Goro has to say is said over a frequently reiterated little

phrase:

(*>

that seems to be illustrative of the bowing and scraping of this

oily, servile pimp.

Pinkerton cannot quite make ouf the structure of the house,

and Goro has to show him how rooms can be created or abolished

at will by the mere sliding of a partition. Goro claps his hands

three times, whereupon two men and a woman enter slowly and

kneel humbly before Pinkerton. These are the lady's maid, the

cook, and the general servant of the future Mrs. Pinkerton. Goro

describes them by their poetic Japanese names in the English

version of the libretto, Gentle Breeze of Morning, Ray of the

Golden Sunbeam, and Sweet-scented Pine Tree. The first of them

will become better known to us by the name of Suzuki; the others

remain innominate.

Pinkerton, who is a matter-of-fact and rather crude young

sailorman, makes fun of these poetical appellations: he prefers,

he says, to call the three women " Scarecrow First, Scarecrow

Second, and Scarecrow Third." Encouraged by his self-

complacent smile, Suzuki, growing bolder, raises her head and

gives him the benefit of a few Japanese aphorisms:
" Thus spake

the wise Ocunama, a smile conquers all, and defies every trouble.

Pearls may be won by smiling; smiles can open the portals of

Paradise," and so on. But the young lieutenant has no appetite

for this poetic Japanese imagery, and his attention obviously
wanders. Seeing that he is bored, Goro claps his hands thrice, and

the three servants, rising to their feet, disappear into the house;

whereupon Pinkerton indulges in the profound reflection that

when women begin to talk they are all alike.

Meanwhile Goro has gone to the back and is looking down the
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hill. He explains to Pinkerton that he is watching for the arrival

of the bride; everything, he assures his client, is ready, down to

the smallest detail. To the accompaniment of a piquant little

orchestral figure of the chopstick order:

(4)

he explains that the company will include the Official Registrar,

the relations of the bride, the American Consul, and, of course,

the bride herself. The relations are fairly numerous the

bride's mother, her grandmother, her cousins, male and female, a

few ancestors, and sundry other blood relations; in all a couple

of dozen or so.

The most notable of the relations is a Bonze (a Japanese

priest) ,
but he is hardly likely to be present, says Goro, as he

is certain to disapprove of his niece's adventure into matrimony
with an American.

From the subject of ancestors Goro turns, by a natural transi-

tion, to that of descendants, but these, as he slyly hints, can be

safely left to his Honour Lieutenant Pinkerton and the beautiful

Butterfly.

Just as Pinkerton is complimenting this prince of marriage

brokers on the efficiency with which he manages his business, the

voice of Sharpless is heard in the distance, cursing the steepness

of the ascent. The Consul enters out of breath, for the day is hot.

new orchestral figures make their appearance at this point:
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It is over these, with occasional incursions of No i, No. 2, and

No. 3, that the conversation of the two Americans is carried on.

At the bidding of Pinkerton, Gonr and the two under-servants

bring out wicker chairs, glasses, and bottles, the latter being

placed on a small table in the garden. Pinkerton invites his friend

to admire the beautiful view, and explains to him that he has

taken this house for nine hundred and ninety-nine years, with

the option of cancelling the contract any month he likes.

The orchestra gives out a fragment of
" The Star-spangled

Banner," and Pinkerton breaks out into a song of praise of the

Yankee who goes all over the world:

r ir r i

The whole world o - ver,
Do - vun - que al mon-do

f y g >ir^^
bn- si -ness and plea- sure.on bn - si -ness and plea- sure,

lo Tan-bee va-ga - ton - do

getting the best that is to be had out of each country, he inter-

rupts his recital only to ask Sharpless whether he will have a milk

punch or a whisky.
" An easy-going gospel," comments Sharpless

when Pinkerton has finished the exposition of his philosophy
" a very easy gospel, which makes life very pleasant, but is fatal in

the end."

Pinkerton continues his eulogy of the gay, adventurous Ameri-

can; here is he himself "marrying in Japanese fashion, tied for

nine hundred and ninety-nine years, though free to annul the
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marriage monthly "; and the pair end convivially with " America

for ever!
"

to the tune of
" The Star-spangled Banner "

once

more.

Meanwhile Goro has drawn near again, and when Sharpless

asks Pinkerton whether the bride is pretty, it is the officious

broker who gives the answer. She is like a garland of fresh flowers^

he says, like a star in the sky. And what does it cost Lieutenant

Pinkerton? Nothing; a mere hundred yen! If his Honour the

Consul would be good enough also to entrust him with an order,

he has a fine selection. Sharpless waves the offer aside with a

smile, and Pinkerton, turning to Goro, impatiently bids him go

and fetch Butterfly.

When he has left, Sharpless seizes the opportunity to talk

seriously to the young lieutenant. Has he lost his head in this

affair? Sharpless can call it intoxication if he likes, replies Pinker-

ton; all he knows is that he has been hopelessly fascinated by the

grace and charm and daintiness of the little Japanese girl, who

seems to have stepped straight out of a screen.

But Sharpless still has a misgiving. The other day, he says, she

called at the Consulate; he did not see her, but he heard her

speak, and the mystery of her voice touched his very soul
; surely,

he thought, that is how love speaks when it is sincere. It would

be a pity to tear off those dainty wings, and perhaps bring

misery to a trusting heart. The young lieutenant once more

brushes the Consul's middle-aged philosophy aside, mixes him

another whisky-and-soda, and invites him to drink to the day on

which he, Pinkerton, will wed in real marriage this time to a

real wife, an American.

Goro now reappears breathless, with the news that the pro-

cession is approaching the summit of the hill, and behind him we

hear the voices of Butterfly's girl-friends. In the orchestra we

hear a theme that henceforth will always be associated with the

love of Butterfly:
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and blending with the voices of the girls is that of the still in-

visible Butterfly, calling them all to witness that she is the hap-

piest girl in Japan or even in all the world. For she has come in

answer to the call of love, and is now nearing the threshold where

all the meaning of life and death is awaiting her:

:n
*

i rnr
The rapturous theme here quoted is developed in full, and makes

a double effect in virtue of the fact that it is the first long stretch

of emotional music in the score.

As the melody attains its climax and the singer's voice soars

effectively to the high D flat, Butterfly and her friends emerge

upon the stage, all carrying brightly-coloured open sunshades.

Butterfly sees the three men, recognises Pinkerton, closes her

sunshade, and introduces him to her companions, all of whom rise

and approach him ceremoniously. Butterfly is full of pretty com-

pliments to her bridegroom, but these are checked by the not un-

kind but somewhat insensitive young man.

At this point a phrase appears in the orchestra:

60)

r i

of which effective use will be made later.

Sharpless enters into consultation with Butterfly. He learns

that she comes from Nagasaki and that her family were once

well-to-do, but that it has come down in the world, so that she

has had to earn her living as a geisha. Both the men are inter-

ested in her artless prattle; and the childlike gravity of the girl's

mind is dexterously suggested in the music of Puccini, who can be
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an exquisite miniaturist when he chooses. She has no sisters, she

continues, in answer to the Consul's question, but she has a

mother, who, through no fault of her own, is dreadfully poor.

When Sharpless enquires about her father, Goro and the

others all look embarrassed, the subject is evidently an awkward
one. There is a momentary pause, and then Butterfly, by way
of changing the subject, tells Pinkerton of her important uncle

the Bonze, the praises of whose surpassing wisdom and eloquence
are at once sung by her girl-friends. She has another uncle too, she

says an excellent fellow, but unfortunately rather addicted to

drink.

Pinkerton seizes the occasion to make a rough joke about the

two uncles, one of whom, he says, is a Bonzo, while the other is

a Gonzo (in the English version,
" one thinker and one drinker ").

Sharpless asks Butterfly's age, and is astonished and touched to

hear that she is only fifteen an age, however, that Butterfly

herself seems to think so closely verging on the venerable as to

call for pity.

Pinkerton orders Goro to summon the three Scarecrows and tell

them to bring sweetmeats and liquors for the refreshment of his

guests. While this is being done, a crowd of Butterfly's relations

come upon the stage. With them are the Imperial Commissioner

and the Official Registrar; these two remain for a time in the

background. Over No. 4 in the orchestra a short ensemble is

built up, the words of which are generally lost in performance.

Pinkerton is amused at the strange spectacle presented by his

Japanese relations, especially his prospective mother-in-law and

the tipsy uncle. Butterfly points to her bridegroom with pride,

while the others comment rather unfavourably upon his ap-

pearance, and one of the cousins assures Butterfly that Goro had

already offered Pinkerton to her but (presumably) she had re-

fused him. The gratified mother declares that a finer man she

never saw, while the bibulous uncle noses round in search of wine.

The distracting clamour is at last partially stilled by Goro, and

we hear Sharpless congratulating Pinkerton on his luck, and the

latter cordially agreeing with him.



35 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

The Consul utters a last word of warning to his young friend

not to enter into this contract thoughtlessly, for evidently, while

for him it is a mere episode, the girl loves him and puts complete
faith in him. With great ceremony Butterfly introduces her re-

lations and friends to Pinkerton, who, beginning to be bored with

it all, gets them off his hands by drawing their attention to the

refreshments. Goro now brings the Consul, the Commissioner,
and the Registrar to the front, where the papers are examined

and the contract got ready.

While this is being done, Pinkerton enters into conversation

with Butterfly. He wonders why
x

she does not take sweetmeats

like the rest, and learns that it is because her sleeves are stuffed

full of certain apparatus pertaining to women. She spreads the

contents of the sleeves out before him, and goes over them in

detail some handkerchiefs, a pipe, a bit of ribbon, a little

buckle, a mirror, a fan, and a little jar of carmine; fearing that he

does not approve of this last she throws it away. Then she draws

forth a long narrow sheath, which she handles reverently, saying,

very gravely,
" That I hold most sacred." Pinkerton is curious to

know what the sheath contains, but she explains that she cannot

show it to him with so many people about One of the most ex-

pressive motives of the opera here makes its appearance in the

orchestra:
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and while Butterfly is still contemplating the sheath reverently,

Goro whispers to Pinkerton that it was a knife sent by the

Mikado to her father, who, like an obedient subject, committed

suicide with it.

Butterfly continues the tale of her childish possessions, and

then tells Pinkerton that yesterday she went to the Mission, for,

though none of her friends or relations know it, she means to de-

vote herself to the God of her husband. This resolution of hers is

sung to the melody of No. 10 In proof of her sincerity she throws

away the little images that represent the souls of her ancestors.

Goro now commands silence All cease chattering, eating, and

drinking, and, coming forward, listen intently to the formal read-

ing by the Commissioner of the marriage contract between Lieu-

tenant B. F Pinkerton, of the gunboat Abraham Lincoln, of the

United States Navy, and the spinster known as Butterfly, resid-

ing in Omara, Nagasaki. Pinkerton, Butterfly, and the relations

all sign ,
the latter begin to congratulate Butterfly, but make the

mistake of addressing her as
" Madam Butterfly", she at once

corrects them prettily, with her finger raised
"
Nay, Madam

B. F. Pinkerton/'

The Commissioner and the Registrar add their congratulations,

and Sharpless prepares to depart with them Before he does so,

however, he turns to Pinkerton, and in significant tones once more

exhorts him to be careful. The gay, thoughtless Pinkerton re-

assures him with a gesture, and Sharpless, his mind anything but

at ease, goes down the path to the town

Pinkerton is now anxious to get rid of the others. He forces

drink upon the receptive and grateful uncle, and then invites them

all to toast the newly married couple. While this is being done a

cry of
" Cho-Cho-San!

"
is heard in the distance. All show signs

of agitation and annoyance; it is, as they know, the bigoted Bonze

coming to express his opinion of the company and the proceed-

ings. He has heard of Butterfly's visit to the Mission, and he turns

the sentiment of the gathering against her by announcing that she

has deserted the religion of her fathers He curses her zealously,

consigning her soul to everlasting torment.
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By this time Pinkerton has lost patience. He orders them all

out, and the Bonze, thinking better of his temper when the irate

young lieutenant threatens physical violence, goes away and

summons the others to follow him, which they do with a final cry

of
" We renounce you !

"

Gradually the curses die away in the distance, but Butterfly's

childish nerves have snapped under the strain. Childlike, how-

ever, she is soon smiling again at Pinkerton's loving and comfort-

ing words. From within the house comes the subdued voice of

Suzuki murmuring her evening prayer (in Japanese). Evening has

been drawing in, and Pinkerton leads Butterfly gently towards

the house. The way is now clear for the love-duet, which com-

mences with a calm, caressing phrase.

Andantino calmo.

that is divided between the orchestra and the voices.

This is Butterfly's scene rather than Pinkerton's, for it is she

alone who is taking this marriage with absolute seriousness. She

is completely absorbed in her American husband, to whom her

attitude is that of part bride, part adoring child Pinkerton's

more detached attitude towards the girl he has bought is uncon-

sciously shown by his sitting down and smoking a cigarette while

Butterfly exchanges her wedding garment for a piece of pure white

night-attire that has been brought her by Suzuki, and arranges

her hair. To Pinkerton she is just a pretty plaything,
" a little

squirrel." Butterfly is at once ardent and shy Her delicate, ro-

mantic mind runs to all kinds of poetic imagery, and even Pinker-

ton at last catches something of the romance that burns in her.

She tells him that when the broker at first came to her with the

proposal that she should marry an American a foreigner, a

barbarian she was revolted at the idea, but now he is all the

world to her.

The orchestra thunders out a theme that in the preceding
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scene was associated with the Bonze's curse and Butterfly's re-

nunciation by her relatives:

<>
&va

and fancying that she still hears their curses she is seized with a
sudden panic and puts her hands to her ears Then she recovers

herself and once more turns trustingly to Pinkerton, he is so

strong, so handsome, and she is so happy. As a soft phrase steals

out in the orchestra:

Andante sostennto.

m
she begs him to love her a little "Oh, just a very little, as you
would love a baby/' for she comes of a people grateful for small

things in love.

Pinkerton thinks to please her by telling her how appropriate

her name of Butterfly is, but his words make her thoughtful and

a little apprehensive. She has heard that in his country when a

man c
s
atches a butterfly he pierces its heart with a needle and then

leaves it to perish; and as her voice rises in terror at the thought

we hear once more in the orchestra the theme of the curse (No.

13). Pinkerton reassures and consoles her, and the pair pour out

their raptures to the now starlit sky.

The final stages of the duet are based on the typical Butter-

fly love-theme (No. 8). Puccini here finds himself in a slight dif-

ficulty. For an effective ending to the act, Butterfly has to soar

to a height of passion that is not quite consistent with the con-

ception that has so far been given us of her as just an affectionate

child. She now becomes a full-grown woman, and a European
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ven an Italian woman at that. For when he comes to write

the music of forthright passion Puccini can no longer keep within

the exotic assumed idiom in which so much of the music of this

act has been couched. He is not describing Butterfly and her

Japanese surroundings now from the outside; he has to speak in

his natural voice as a composer, and the result is that Butterfly

expresses herself in the same terms as any other Italian opera
heroine would do. The music is none the less moving on that

account.

Both voices soar up to the high C at the climax of the duet,

where the lovers go from the garden into the house. After the

voices have ceased there is a passionate little postlude in the

orchestra, based on No 10, and in the final bars, as the curtain

is falling, Puccini, by a deft touch, once more restores the

quasi-Japanese atmosphere of the scene.

Three years have elapsed between the first act and the second.

Butterfly has heard nothing of Pinkerton during that time, and in

the interval she has become a mother. After a short orchestral

introduction, in which we hear the Curse motive once more, the

curtain rises, showing the inside of Butterfly's house. The room

is in semi-darkness; Butterfly stands motionless near a screen,

while Suzuki prays before an image of Buddah, from time to time

ringing the prayer-bell which is supposed to attract the attention

of the gods.

Misery and poverty have descended on the little household.

Butterfly, to the accompaniment of a theme in the orchestra that

dominates this scene (it is obviously related to No. n):

turns from the gods of her fathers to the God of her husband,

though He too, she reflects sadly, seems to be oblivious of her

trouble. The money of the household has almost disappeared, but

Butterfly still preserves her childlike faith that Pinkerton means
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to return to her; for when he left her did he not say that he would

return with the roses, when the robin redbreasts began to nest

again?

By skilful insistence on the still essentially childlike quality of

Butterfly's mind, Puccini is able to paint a most pathetic picture

of her, made up of a large number of tiny musical details. In an

aria
" One fine day

"
that has become a favourite in the con-

cert-room:

she describes to Suzuki (evidently seeing the whole picture in

her mind) how one day a thread of smoke will appear far out on

the sea, and the ship will glide into the harbour, she will wait on

the brow of the hill, and after a while Pinkerton will call
"
But-

terfly!
" from the distance, and she will hold herself in and wait,

half to tease him, half so as not to die of happiness; and then

she will fall into his arms and he will call her by the baby-names

of old.

As Butterfly dismisses Suzuki, Goro and Sharpless appear in

the garden. Butterfly greets the Consul cordially and does the

meagre honours of the house with a kitten-like charm. He has

with him a letter from Pinkerton, but in her excitement she chat-

ters so incessantly that he has no opportunity to read it; the one

idea in her head is to learn, from this supposed authority on

American ornithology, when the robins nest in that country. Goro,

it seems, having for his part no illusions about his one-time client,

Pinkerton, has been trying to ply his trade once more, and has

urged Butterfly to marry a wealthy simpleton of the name of

Yamadori, for Pinkerton having deserted her, and her relatives

having cast her off, how else can she escape poverty?

At this point Yamadori himself enters with great pomp,
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followed by two servants carrying flowers, which Suzuki arranges

in vases. Butterfly gaily twits Yamadori on his hopeless passion

for her, while Goro calls upon Sharpless to bear out his contention

that she is a fool for not accepting this desirable offer. She still

thinks, he says pityingly, that she is married! Butterfly corrects

him out of the plenitude of her wisdom; desertion may give the

right ol divorce under Japanese law, but in the great and good

United States things are managed more justly. There the judges

are honest, and a husband who tries to get rid of the wife of whom
he has tired 5s quickly clapped into prison.

Goro whispers to Sharpless that Pinkerton's ship is already

signalled, and to both Goro and Yamadori the Consul confides

that that was the very reason why he wished to see her to try

to prepare her for the blow that is about to descend on her. The

disappointed Yamadori leaves, after a final appeal to Butterfly,

who only laughs at the grotesque figure the unsuccessful suitor

cuts.

At last Sharpless induces Butterfly to sit by him. He draws the

letter from his pocket, and Butterfly, seizing it, kisses it and

presses it to her heart. She asks him to read it to her, which

Sharpless does to the accompaniment of a phrase:

that is repeated again and again in the orchestra. The purport of

the letter is that the Consul is to see little Butterfly, and with

great tact and discretion prepare her for the blow that . . . But

Butterfly's excited interruptions, and a pang of pity that he feels

for the poor little trusting thing, make it impossible for Sharp-

less to read the letter to the end.

Gravely he asks her what she would do if Pinkerton were never

to return. In a profoundly moving passage, in which a sugges-

tion of impending tragedy is given by the simplest possible musi-
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cal means, she declares that there are two things she might do

become a geisha once more, or else, which would be better, die.

Full of pity, and in utter despair, Sharpless advises her to ac-

cept Yamadori's offer. This counsel puzzles Butterfly, who, by
way of showing Sharpless the absurdity of the notion, claps her

hands and bids Suzuki bring in the convincing proof that she is

right Pinkerton's child. In pride and triumph she shows the

baby to the Consul, drawing his attention to the quite un-Jap-
anese blueness of its eyes and its golden hair. Sharpless must write

Pinkerton and tell him of this incomparable son that has been

born to him, and then, surely, Pinkerton will hasten over land

and over sea to her.

The music of the ace rises to its greatest height as she pictures

herself dancing before the people, and the Emperor, passing in

pomp with his warriors, stopping to admire this wonderful child

and make him a prince of his kingdom.

Seeing that it is hopeless to try to bring her to reason, and his

heart sick with pain and pity, Sharpless, after embracing the

child, bows to Butterfly and goes out quickly. Just then a wild cry

is heard outside from Suzuki, who comes in dragging Goro after

her. He has been saying that the child born in these conditions

will be an outcast all his life in America. Butterfly, in a rage,

makes to kill him with her father's dagger that hangs on the wall,

but he is saved by Suzuki, who then seizes the child and carries

him into the inner room, while Butterfly, in disgust, spurns the

terrified Goro with her foot. When he has made his escape, But-

terfly remains for a moment as if petrified; then, collecting her-

self, she restores the dagger to its place, and breaks out into a

passionate promise to the child that soon his and her avenger will

be there, to take them both to his own country. t

She is interrupted by the boom of a shot; it is the harbour

cannon announcing the arrival of a man-of-war. Running to the

terrace, Butterfly and Suzuki see the American stars and stripes,

and seizing a telescope Butterfly, trembling with excitement,

manages at last to make out the name of the ship the Abraham

Lincoln. Now she knows that Goro and the rest of them were all
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liars! (Throughout this scene there appropriately runs, in the or-

chestra, the melody of
" One fine day "; and as Butterfly declares

her faith that the end of all her troubles is at hand with the

return of Pinkerton, we hear first of all the accustomed phrase

from " The Star-spangled Banner," and then a reminiscence of

the rapturous love-duet at the end of the first act.) Butterfly ex-

citedly calls upon Suzuki to help her to shake the white flowers

from the cherry tree as a greeting to her lord, and the two women

strip the garden of its flowers, with which they decorate the room.

Suzuki brings the baby from the inner room and places it on

the floor next to Butterfly, who, with the aid of a small hand-

mirror, first of all adds colour to her own faded cheeks and then

puts a dab of rouge on the cheeks of the child, so that it too, when

Pinkerton comes, may show no trace of the weariness of the long

waiting. While the orchestra gives out a reminiscence of No. 12,

Butterfly puts on her wedding garment, and Suzuki envelops the

baby in the robe that its mother has discarded Suzuki completes

Butterfly's toilet by putting a scarlet poppy in her hair

Night now falls fast. Suzuki closes the shosi, in which Butterfly

makes three holes, one high up for herself, a lower one for Suzuki,

and a still lower one for the baby, whom she seats on a cushion ,

lighted lanterns are disposed on the floor in the middle of the

room. Butterfly stands erect and rigid, gazing fixedly out, while

Suzuki crouches down on the other side of the child. It is now

completely dark, the shosi being lit up from without by the rays

of the moon. No. 17 is heard once more in the orchestra, in the

softest tones, accompanied by closed-mouth humming from so-

pranos and tenors in the far distance. Gradually, as the monoto-

nous and suggestive effect spins itself slowly out, first the baby
falls asleep,4hen Suzuki; but Butterfly is still erect and motionless

when the curtain falls.

Between the first and second parts of Act II there is an orches-

tral interlude, towards the end of which we hear once more a

reminiscence of the love-duet in the first act. From far away in

the bay there comes the cry
" Oh eh! Oh eh!

"
of the sailors,

accompanied by the clanking of chains and other sounds from the
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ships in the harbour. When the curtain rises, to the accompani-
ment of a new theme in the orchestra:

PPP
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we see the three figures as we left them at the conclusion of the

preceding scene

The day breaks gradually, the orchestra rising to life with it.

At last, when the sunshine fills the room, Butterfly rouses herself,

wakens Suzuki, and then takes up the baby tenderly. Seeing how

weary Butterfly is, Suzuki implores her to go and rest, promising
that she will call her when Pinkerton arrives. Butterfly goes off

with the child, singing it a sweet little lullaby that has a curious

touch of Grieg about it; after each of the final phrases Suzuki

breaks in with a sad
" Poor Madam Butterfly

*
''

To the accompaniment of one of Puccini's typically sombre,

slow-treading themes:

Suzuki is opening the shosi when a knock is heard at the door.

Opening it, she finds Pinkerton, who signals to her to be silent.

He enters cautiously on tiptoe, followed by Sharpless. Suzuki

tells them of Butterfly's vigil, and how for three years she has

examined eagerly the flag and the colours of every ship that has

crossed the harbour. Pointing to the flowers, Suzuki shows Pinker-

ton the preparations that have been made for his return. Hearing
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a noise in the garden she goes to look out, and is surprised to

find a lady there. A fear of coming evil strikes into her heart, and

she excitedly implores Pinkerton to tell her who this woman is.

At first he tries to evade the question, simply saying,
" She

came with me "; but Sharpless thinks it better to tell her the

truth at once: it is Pinkerton 's American wife The stupefied

Suzuki breaks out into a wild cry of despair and falls to the

ground. Sharpless raises her, tries to soothe her, and explains that

they have come so early in the morning hoping to find her alone

and to be able to count upon her discretion and help To the strain

of No. 19 he tells her that for such a trouble as Butterfly's there

is no consolation, but the future of the baby must be their first

thought; the lady outside dare not enter, but she will give the

child a mother's care. He exhorts Suzuki, however, to go and speak

to the lady, and induce her to come in even though Butterfly

should see her and learn with her own eyes the bitter truth that

none dares tell her.

Meanwhile Suzuki is sobbing out her only half-coherent lamen-

tations, and Pinkerton, seeing his own portrait, is touched by the

evidence that he has been in Buterfly's mind all these years. He
feels himself unequal to the ordeal of meeting her Giving Sharp-

less money for the support of Butterfly, and sobbing out his

anguish and remorse, he bids farewell to the house in which he

had once known such happiness:

f
home, Pare - well, home of love,

-5*7 rft le - ti - *ia e d'a-mor,

and ends his own difficulties by pusillanimous flight. Sharpless,

having shaken him by the hand, bows his head sadly.
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Kate Pinkerton and Suzuki enter from the garden, and from

their conversation we learn that Suzuki has promised to tell

Butterfly everything and give her Mrs. Pinkerton's promise that

she will tend the child like a son.

Butterfly's voice is now heard calling
" Suzuki! Suzuki! Where

are you?
" from the room above; and soon she appears at the

top of the staircase. She is about to descend the stairs when

Suzuki rushes forward to prevent her. But Butterfly will not be

withheld. Something has told her that Pinkerton has come, and

she paces the room joyously and excitedly in search of him. See-

ing only Sharpless, she begins to be alarmed.

After a further search she notices Kate Pinkerton, who is weep-

ing. She asks the strarge lady who she is, but receiving no answer,

begins to understand everything, and shrinks in upon herself like

a frightened child To Suzuki, as the only one she can trust, she

turns with the pitiful question,
"
Say yes, or no, quite softly ,

does

he live?
"

Suzuki mutters despairingly
"
Yes," but at first can-

not be induced to answer Butterfly's next question,
"
They have

told you that he will come no more? "

When the truth has been wrung from Suzuki, Butterfly's last

illusion is gone: at last she understands. She looks fixedly at

Kate, both terrified and fascinated; and Kate can say nothing

but "
Through no fault of my own I am the cause of your trouble.

Forgive me." She would approach Butterfly to console her, but

the latter shrinks from her. Calmly she asks,
" How long ago

was it he married you?
" Kate answers, "A year." She blunders

on with futile expressions of sympathy and offers to do every-

thing for the child, and Butterfly, seemingly filled with a great

calm, the calm of utter despair, congratulates her on her happi-

ness and asks her to take Pinkerton a message that to Butterfly

also peace will come. She implores them all to leave her. Kate,

still not quite sure of the situation, asks Sharpless,
" Can he have

his son?
"

Butterfly, who has overheard this, says gravely,
"
I will

give him his son if he will come to fetch him, in half an hour from

now."

When they have gone, Butterfly seems to be on the point of
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collapsing, but steadies herself. As the light hurts and offends her,

she bids Suzuki close the curtains and the doors, so that the room

becomes almost completely dark. Butterfly, after having insisted

on the weeping Suzuki leaving her, lights the lamp in front of the

Buddah, and stands motionless for a time, sunk in bitter thought.

Then, from a convulsive movement of her body, we see that an

idea has struck her. She takes the white veil from the shrine,

throws it across the screen, takes the sacred dagger from the wall,

kisses the blade, and softly reads aloud the words engraved on

it
" Death with honour is better than life with dishonour."

She is about to thrust the knife into her throat when the door

on the left opens, and Suzuki's arm is seen pushing the child to-

wards his mother. Butterfly .drops the dagger, runs to meet the

little totterer, clasps him in her arms, and kisses him madly. She

bids him an anguished farewell:

Hea - ven ;Straightfrom the throne of glo-ry,
tro -no del- I'al - to Pa ra-di -

so,

telling him that it is for him she is making this last great sacrifice.

Then she seats him with his back to the audience, blindfolds him,

gives him the American flag and a doll to play with, takes up the

dagger again, and, with her eyes always on the child, goes be-

hind the screen.

Sombre and heavily-moving chords in the orchestra intensify

the sense of tragic strain and foreboding in the air. There is a

moment's silence; then the knife is heard falling to the ground,

and the veil is plucked from the screen. Butterfly totters into view,

the veil round her neck, groping blindly for the child. She finds

him at last, embraces him with her last strength, and falls beside

him.
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Just then there is a cry of "
Butterfly!

" behind the scenes;

the door to the garden opens violently, and Pinkerton and Sharp-

less rush in. Butterfly, with a last feeble gesture, points to the

child and dies The horrified Pinkerton falls on his knees in

prayer, while Sharpless, sobbing wretchedly, picks up the child

and kisses him.

In the last few bars the orchestra, in an expressive unison

phrase, once more establishes the Japanese atmosphere of the

drama. But it does more than that. The unison motive in the or-

chestra with which the opera ends is a reminiscence of Butter-

fly's ecstatic vision of the Emperor pausing on his way to notice

her and her child and taking the latter and making a prince of

him. This, Puccini seems to be saying at the finish, this was the

poor thing's dream, and this is the reality. The baby does indeed

go to be a "prince
"

of sorts; but the poor little mother whose

whole life he has been is snuffed out like a candle to make his ele-

vation possible.
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