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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

HIS work has a double object. Every great opera has a two-
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, Lokengrin, 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

S 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 to 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).! In this
poem, by the way, he also found the nucleus of his future libretto
of Lokengrin.

With his mind already working at white heat upon the Tann-
hiuser 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 Hoérselberg, 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
Tannhéuser 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 Tannh#user out of the last-named singer
and another, largely mythical, who bore the actual name of Tann-
hiuser, and was the hero of legends similar to that set forth for us
in the opera.

The historical Tannhduser 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 Tannhduser 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 Tannkauscr

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
Intendant 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 wilhingly 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 brilhant and joyous
music, had Iittle capacity for expressing suffering or the darker
emotions generally. He made a tremendous effect in the closing
moments of the first act of Tannkauser, 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 Tannhduser’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 ker 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 Tannkauser 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. ¢ 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 o.
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 1gth 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 Flymng
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 Tennhauser, 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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chology of the character. In 1852 he wrote an exhaustive treatis
on Thke Performing of Tannhduser, in which he gave singers an(
stage directors the minutest instructions as to the proper concep
tion of the work. He had two hundred copies of the bookle
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 oper:
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:

(1) y  Andante maéstoso.

. -
in 4 1 1 1 . % |
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The theme has a decidedly religious character, that comes not
merely from its melody and harmony but from the peculiar colou
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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

‘-‘ .
~ bo. = 7

T

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. 1) in the same church-like colour-
ing as before. This time its development is abruptly interrupted

2 The reader must always bear 1n 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 1s 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.

(6) “a

=

This last is more particularly associated with the Sirens, and it is
completed by another hectic theme:

m! !5 )

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

é’!’ 3 friera frier o

4

—
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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:

(11) . —
EQ - - o .
« =
PEEEE—— —

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. 1 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 rigueur; 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 td 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 18435, and two
new themes are added to them:
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{r3)
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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:

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; Tannhduser
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 thougit? ” 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 ”—an unfortunate perversion of Tannhiuser’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:
“1 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 himn,
reminds him, in a tone of quiet astomshment, 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 sct 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 “ 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 19

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 (No 11); the orchestral accompaniment, however, is
now much richer and more claborate.

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? ”

Wagner’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 the 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 Tannhduser’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

(15)

A . way, thou mad man,  seek there for grace!

Seck there for grace, and find it ne:erl

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.”

Tannhduser 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
Tannhéuser,  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.

Tannhéduser 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:

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 Tannhauser, 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 of
his opera, filing past the goatherd in the valley below. He made
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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 ”:
7
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In the Dresden version the shepherd’s song was continuous. In
the Paris version he inserts in the muddle of it another little
strain on the pipe:

(which reminds us slightly of more than one motive in the Rmg).
When the song is over, the final words being “ 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:

(19)
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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.
Tannhduser 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)
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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):
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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 knighi. Wolfram, Tannhauser’s closest friend
of old, is the first to hasten towards him and to recognise him
with a cry of “ 'Tis Henry! ” 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
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We wel-come thee, thou val - iant min-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! ” 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! ” 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,
aftectionate, and earnest, of Wolfram:

(24)
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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' 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:

(25)
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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
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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. 25 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 eaters 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, Tannhduser 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 Tannhduser rise from his knees; her melody
is typical of Wagner at this period, especially in its use' of the
“turn ”’:

that thou a gan art here!

“ But where,” she asks him, ‘“ hast thou wandered so long? ”
Tannhiuser 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.” “1 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:

(28)
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and continuing with a strain in which we see once more Wagner’s
use of his beloved “ turn”:
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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 Elisa
beth, rushes to Wolfram and embraces him warmly, and the twe
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:

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-

rtl”
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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:

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 Tannhduser shall
be celebrated in another friendly contest as of old. The secret
of his going and returnirg 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, Tannhéduser 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 Tannhduser’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 Tannhiuser’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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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:

¥ : +
I plead for him, oh, spare him, I 1m - 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 Tannhduser,
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:

(36)
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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 Tannhduser’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 * Tannhduser’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:

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:

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;
halfiway 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. 1), 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 obligato phrase that keeps recurring in the bass clarinet.
She ends with a prayer that her pleadings may win Tannh#duser
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



38 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

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.
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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? T/ky name I know right
welll 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
Rome! ” 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 bells
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,
“1If thou hast dwelt in Venus’s hill thou art eternally accursed!
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. s, 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 him 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; Tannhiuser
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:
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wrought! Sal.va.tion to the world hath brought!

of the miracle that symbolises the redemption of Tannhduser's
soul. Finally, everyone joins in a majestic intonation of the mo-
tive of Salvation by Grace (No. 1), round which the pulsating vio-
lin figures (No. 3) play as in the overture.



THE MASTERSINGERS OF
NUREMBERG

HOSE who know the scule on which the Mastersingers is

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 Tannhkduser. 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 medizval 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.
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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 Lokengrin and the first
sketch for the Rinmg. In 1857, for practical reasons, he
suspended work upon the Ring and took up Tristan. It was not till
after the Tannkauser catastrophe in Paris in 1861 and the difficul-
ties in connection with the production of T7istarn in Vienna that he
turned seriously to the Mastersingers; and it 1s 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
1843, 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 hbretto 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 21st 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:

This is followed by a hint of the expressive theme associated with
the wooing of Walther:

—l
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and this by the magnificent Mastersingers’ Fanfare, which is a
genuine old Mastersinger tune:




44 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

Then comes a superb expansion of a theme that is heard in the final
chorus of the work, in which the \Turemberg population sing the
praises of German art-

i

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. 1):

It is given-out 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 théme of the Mastersingers
(No. 1); 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 httle 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:

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:

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:

hope, Sir nght, 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 1n the
arts of verse and tone, and that nothing would give him greater
pleasure than to become a Mastersinger. He receives a little set-
back when he 1s 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, 1s 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 Mastersinger 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
bumorously 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.

(17)

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 int
the workshop and bids Dawid 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 sprin
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 ¢
mind, and is settling down to his work, Eva enters. A long an
beautiful fluent musical dialogue occurs between the two. Each :
first fences with the other; Sachs divines the reason for her comir
to him, while Eva expects him to spare her modesty the task «
disclosing her real purpose. The elderly widower has always love
her, and we gather that had Walther not come upon the scen
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 intentic
of entering her house, but pauses in great agitation at the doc
Sachs follows her with his eyes, his heart full of understandin
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 harc
visible. Eva bids Magdalena go inside and say that her mistre
has gone to bed. But Magdalena has a message for her from Bec

messer; Eva is to be at the window that night, when Beckmes:
will sing her a serenade — a rehearsal of the song with which



THE MASTERSINGERS OF NUREMBERG 55

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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Je - rum! Je - rum! 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)
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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.?

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 turhs 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! ”
(“ 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 awfid 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 thisisa
better effort than anything he himself is capable of, he slips the
manuscript into his pocket just as Sachs enters, and then upbraids
his 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 T'7:stan.

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 medizval 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:

(32)
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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 melndy is that shown as No. 21; 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,
before 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 comes 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 1t 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
Mastersingers pointing to him as their chief, while the whole
assembly repeats the final words of the old cobbler.

The Mastersingers is, and will probably long remain, the great-
est of all comedies in music, if indeed “ comedy ” 1s 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 hfe. Tke
Mastersingers has had only one real successor in music — Strauss’s
masterpiece The Rose-Cavalier.



LOHENGRIN

AGNER 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 Rsenzi and Tke 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 Tanmhauser 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 Lokhengrin. 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. Lokengrin, 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
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\d 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 Lokengrin
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
iile 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 Lokengrin But I was
staken; for no sooner had I got into my noontide bath than
elt so strong a desire to write out Lokengrin that, unable to re-
iin 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 Lokengrin 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 Lokengrin.
tween that month and March 1847 he wrote the third act of the
sra. The first was written in May and June 1847, and the second
, with the Prelude, between June and August. The orchestration
s 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-
1ary disturbances of that month. In January 1850 he went from
itzerland to Paris, hoping to get an opera produced there. It
5 about this time that he became involved in the affair with
dame 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 Lokengrin 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 Lokengrin. He first
heard the opera in Vienna on the 15th 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 Lokengrin. But, he says, “ 1 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 Lokengrin 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 Lokengrin 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 medizval 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 Lokengrin 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:
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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



68 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

from Lohengrin’s words to Elsa in the third act, when he asks her
if she will give him all her trust:

No. 1 is now resumed in warmer colours than at first, and
gradually works up to a great climax:

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:

vhich 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-
ng; it may be summarised thus:
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“ Qut 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 Preludz.”

The second act of Lokengrin, 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:
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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’ 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
kin 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:

1]

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 1s 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. 1), 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:

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:

(x1)

=S

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. 11. “ 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. 1).
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:

(x2)
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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 - er;
Nie solist du mich be - fra - gen,
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Brood not up on them ev - er From
noch Wis-sens Sor- ge  tra - gen, wo -

whence I hi - ther came, or what my
e e - her i1ch kam der Fahrt, noch wie mein

Nam' und  Art!
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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 behef 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 11), 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] Lord of heav'n, hearnow my
Mem Herr und Gott, nun ruf' ich

- £ 7
} L

(r4)
2 N
M | .4 P ) 1 1
m ) Ale o 1 - 1
Db pdg—F

fA —

% : = l '
) A 5 W o | | N
%E:s' s
. .
o

o]



8o STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

prayer! Look down up -on this bat - tle - field .
dich, Dass du dem Kampf zu - ge - gen ser'st!

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. 11).
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:

(o] songs... of joy I'draise thee,
o fdnd'... ich Ju - bel-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 ¢remolando in the kettledrums we hear
in the ’cellos the sinister theme of Ortrud’s Witchcraft:

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:
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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 has the power to draw
his secret from him: it is she. then who must be wronght unon ta
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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! 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:
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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 blerd 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:
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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 Aer 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 1n 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 shghtly,
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, ske 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 the 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:
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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:



LOHENGRIN 89

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:

Friends at your side, bride-groom and bnide,
Treu - ch ge - fuhrt zie - het da - hin,
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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 main 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:

while Elsa expresses the depth of her bliss in a graciously flowing
melody:

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! 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:
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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-

(29) &-‘FT o |

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-
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grin, deeply moved, sums up the whole tragedy in one expressive
sentence:
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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. 11). 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. 1), 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:
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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. 1) 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

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 T'ristan 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 1oth 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
Celtic 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
Kanoél 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 sphnter 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 1s 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 1s 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
White Hand malignantly buries them on epposite 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 medieval 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 medizval 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
of 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 1t 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 T7istan and Isoide. 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 Traume (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 Lokengrin, 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 spiritual 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 1n the ’cellos,
that is completed by harmonies in the oboes, clarinets, English
horn and bassoons:
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The reader who knows this passage only from a pianoforte ar.
rangement of the Prelude must be careful not to imagine that the
melodic hne 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. 1A 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. 1B 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 1B. 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. 1B 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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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:
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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 the 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:

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. 1), 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
en 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 schweift der Blick, ost-vi.i'rts streichtdas
West-wards smeeps the eye, east-ward on we

i-rischKind,wo wei-lestdu?
Z-yishchild,where tarviest 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 dreant; 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

@,

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 - geweih-tes  Hanpt!
® Death~de-vo - ted  head!

) ¥

[P s %————:
I == ~— ——

7

! ' »r



106 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

Tod - ge-weih-tes Herz!
D':mth;le- vo - ted heart!

She speaks scornfuily 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 rche, 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.

110) P
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+ Wer Korn-walls Kron® und Eng-lands
Who Corn-walls crown  and Eng-lands
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Erb an Ir-lands Maid ver-macht,
gealm  to K-rin's maid be- qucaths,

and breaks out at the end into a mocking refrain:
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Herr Mo-rold zog zu Mee-re her, in
A - cross the sea our fax {fo gain,to
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Korn-wall Zins zu ha - ben,
Corn-wall Mo -rold hur - ried;

ending with a shout of contemptuous defiance
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Her!unser Held Tris-tan,wie der Zins zahlen kann!
Hei! Tris-tan our lord tribute payswithhissmord!

1 Z

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 efiort
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 humilation.

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
“ 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



108 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

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:

(18) . ,_——-\% ’ Ly
L 1 __

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 c¢ustom — 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



110 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

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 1 and 2,
Tristan and JIsolde, 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 1s
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:
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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 the 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. 1B, No 8)°
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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. ¢) 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:
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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, hke 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 1t
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, bhind-
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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Later there comes a motive expressive of the lovers’ yearning for
release in Death:

(25)

(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:

So stiir - ben wir, um
So showld we die, no
. /——_\ A
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el - ;:ig oh - me End".
one in end - less  joy.

Twice the voice of Brangaene floats down from the tower, warn-
ing them that Day hes 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.
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oh - me Mei-éen, oh - me Sc;hei-den,
no more shunning, no move pari-ing,
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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:

is expressive of Marke’s sorrow. The second:

@) = et ‘q, . ; E

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 Karéol, 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:

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:

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:

(’g)! 3 3
and again:
(¢])
) s i 33 :2

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 Karéol to be healed: accompanying his speech
is the typical Karéol 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 his 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:
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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:

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. 1). 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 Tsolde’s magic and Isolde’s longing.
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AGNER 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 Lokengrin in January 1848 and his
commencement upon the Rkinegold 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 nghts, 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.

“1 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 T7istan 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 19th 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 Pars:fal 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.
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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. 1,
interspersed with broad chords and arpeggios, are followed by the
theme of the Holy Grail, which the reader will recognise as the
Dresden Amen:
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Then comes the theme of Faith, given out in ringing tones by the
trumpets:

(®)
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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 1, 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 1n 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. 1). 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:
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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:
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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 * Devil’s 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:

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 Herodias, some-
thing of Gundryggia, the messenger who serves the heroes in some
of the northern sagas, something also of the Prakriti of T%ke 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 htter 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:
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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 “ 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:

At Gurnemanz’s suggestion Amfortas takes the vial that Kundry
has brought; he thanks her, but, still prostrated on the ground,
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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 1t, 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 1s 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 hes under a
curse; she may be expiating the sins committed in a former hfe.
At any rate, she is now doing her best fo 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:
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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. 1A and No. 1B), 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:
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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 1t to seize the Grail also. Two important new motives make
their appearance during this narrative — that of Klingsor:
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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:

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:

(@15)

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. 1).

(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 swar 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 ”
(presuruably 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. 11) 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:
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The old man has been struck by the artlessness of the boy, and
there seems to be an 1dea 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 Amfortas is
given out three times in succession, the last cime 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. 1). 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 to 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' 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. 1), 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 Iitter, 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 fortisssmo 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
horn 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-
cerving 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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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 1n 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!
Huw 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! 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:

(1)

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,
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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 rumned wall, and says gravely, “ Thou knowest where
thou mayest find me when thou wilt! ”” As he disappears, Kundry
raises herself a hittle and gazes after him as the curtain falls.

The wondeifully expressive slow orchestral introduction to the
third act describes by anticipation what will be more fully disclosed
to us later — the wearmess and despair that have settled upon
the community of Knights, which is symbolised in a motive which
we may call that of Desolation:
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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:

(24)

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:

(27)

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 Titurel’s 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 1, 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 Titurel’s body all
break into a cry of woe. To a strain of the utmost solemnity in the
orchestra:

(28) (R % ‘
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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. 1).

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 T4e Ring by taking it on tour throughout Europe, and
to whom Wagner was under very great obligations, he wrote in
1881: “ 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 Rickard Wagner Neumann tells us that
when he was in Bayreuth in August 1882, arranging a fresh contract
in connection with T4e 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 Pars:fal 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, ‘ 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. T
told him what had happened in this notable hour, and added, ¢ Carl,
today, by renouncing Parsifal, 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 19o1 Wagner’s widow addressed to the German
Reichstag a memorial praying that in the case of Pars:fal 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 Parsifal 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

WENTY-SIX years elapsed between the first conception of

Tke 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 Deatk virtually corresponds with the poem that
we now know as The Twilight of the Gods, the last of the four
evenings of Tke 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-
ramed 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 Twitight
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 Rkinegold was per-
formed at Munich on the 22nd September, 1869, and Tke Valkyrie
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on the 26th June, 1870. The other two operas of T/e 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 Tke Fall of the Nibelung, done into
Enghsh by Margaret Armour, Tke Volsunga Saga, translated by
William Morris and E. Magnusson, and William Morris’s epic
poem Stgurd 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 T/e 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:

The movement of the waters seems to become gradually more
rapid, and No. 1 becomes metamorphosed into what, in the later
scenes of the work, does duty as the typical Rhine motive:

Q) = — /-\\E

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 130th 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
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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:
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The maidens greet the lovely sight in rapture:
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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:
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Nur wer der Min - ;e hfacht ver-
He who the power of love Jor -

-sagt, nur wer der Lie- Ee l:ust ver-;a'gt,
swears, fromall de - lights of love  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 1 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. 3),
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 “ measureless might ” that is now to be his. When 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



THE RHINEGOLD 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
-

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:

2
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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 1n 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:
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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 is
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. ** See,” she says to Wotan, “ the
traitorous rogue thou didst trust! ” “ Loge art thou named, but
har [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 te
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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.”” All show astonishment and perplexity, while
Loge, over a symphonic treatment in the orchestra of a new version
of the Freia motive:

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 indicate



172 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

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
Ioge 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 1 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 1t 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 Rkinegold 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:

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:
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begins to dominate the orchestra; this, in the later stages of
The Ring, and especially in Szegfried, 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:

(9) .
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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 Tke Ring:




THE RHINEGOLD 175

3
[

il
h—

———"
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 Tke 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



176 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

ever! Hoho'! Hoho! Hear him, he nears: the Nibelungs’ lord! ”
The servitude of the Nibelungs is symbolised by a descending
figure:

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, Alberich, 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 pamn. 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:

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,
“ 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
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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



THE RHINEGOLD 179

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:
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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:
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-flucht sei die-ser Ring!
-cursed now be this ring!

“ 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 d=clares 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:

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 reiease 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 1n 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, and the
clouds gather round him more quickly; in time he disappears
completely within them:
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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:
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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:
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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: “ 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 R:ng as a musical drama not in four parts
but in three, The Rhmnegold 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.



THE VALKYRIE

A T the end of our analysis of The Rkinegold we saw the gods
entering into Valhalla, greatly troubled The Ring has passed
out of the hands of Wotan :nto 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 1s 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 Rhkine-
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 Tke 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 Rkhinegold, 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 Sieghnde 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:
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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:
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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
’cellos:
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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:
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Looking searchingly into her eyes, which she lowers in sad con-
fusion, he returns to the hearth. “ ¢ 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:

(¢))] v v .....9.

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):

that we have already heard in Tke Rhkinegold.

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:
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we learn that this father was Wotan. In pathetic tones Siegmund
goes on to tell of the loneliness of his hfe from that time and of
his failure to find love or friendship anywhere; ¢ whate’er I did,
where’er I fared, if friend I sought or woman wooed, still was I held
in suspicion. Ill fate lay on me. Whate’er 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 nurabers 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:
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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:
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which we recognise as the Sword motive that has already been
heard in the final scene of The Rkmegold. 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 soul? ” 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 chinging 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 mght 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:

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 mere 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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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:
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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 Rhinegold, where
he knew it as the Renunciation motive:

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.

“ 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' ” With a mighty effort he plucks the
sword from the tree and shows it to the wondering and enraptured



THE VALKYRIE 199

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 1n his arms, tears herself away
fiom him in mad intoxication, and cries, “ Art thou Siegmund
standing before me? Sieghnde am I, who for thee longed thine own
true sister thou winnest at once with the sword' 7’ 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 1s 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 symbolsed.

In Parsifal, for example, when the wounded swan comes upon
the scene, Wagner uses the Swan theme from Lokengrin. 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 Hunding. 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 Tke Rhinegold,
and look at quotation No. 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’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 Rkinegold 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:

Ho-jo - to - ho!
@18)

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:

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 T4e 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® " 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 Sieglinde 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,
‘“ made him the need and gave him the sword? ”

Was 1t 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, byt 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 T%e
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:

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, “ What 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 shamefu! 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.
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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 wlhen 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 Fricka, the offanded guardian of the mar-
riage vow. Brynhilde, knowing how hz 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
won! ”’

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. Wich-maidenc 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 1nsistence 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 Sieglinde 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 Sieglinde 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 voxce 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 hfts 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!
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' " he cries, * harshly will I punish
her crime, if my steed be swift as her flight'! ”’ 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. 17), 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 1n 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 Sieglinde.
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:

(25)

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
(erfrew’ sich 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*
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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' ”” 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 hencefarth 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' 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:
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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 firgt 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 dishunour that her own honour must be lost for ever? Gradually
raising herself to a kneeling position she begs her father to
look 1nto 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 1s
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 Wotan 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.

Falling on her knees before him, Brynhilde implores him to
grant her one thing — at least to surround the rock with appalling
1011018, 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
major form in which it is most generally known:
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This is the Slumber motive. The crackling of Loge’s fire-music
1s 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

Zum letz-ten Mal letz’ esmichheut,mitdes
Theargleamonce more gladdens me now, as my

Le - be-woh-les letz - tem Kuss!
lips meetthinein  loves 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:

hen a first dull flickering of fire in the orchestra as Wotan
trikes the rock three times with his spear. Finally a stream of
irg gushes from the rock:

t grows brighter and brighter, the Loge motive (see Rhinegold,
No. 15), scored for glockenspiel, piccolo, harp, etc.:
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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 Nibelheim, 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 Rkinegold) 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,
his sole instinct is to guard what he has already won by stretching
»ut his monstrous bulk upon it. The slaying of the dragon
would 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
yroblem. First of all, over a continuous rumble in the kettle-drums,
wve hear in the bassoons the motive of Reflection*




SIEGFRIED 223

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:
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This is followed by the hammering motive of the Nibelungs (see
Rhinegold analysis, example No. 19), and this by the motive of
Servitude (RhAmmegold, No. 21). These last three motives are
worked up to a climax, and then we hear the motive of the Ring
(Rhinegold, 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 “ 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:
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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:

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 ichdichauf,
A whimpering babe brought I 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 hkes 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. Tkat
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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that it is because deep down in his heart the dwarf 1s 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 1s not ignorant of what love 1s, 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 and 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
nrimself is “ father and mother in one “ to Siegfried The angry boy
.lls him he is lying, for he can see for himself that the young ones
are 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
iis breath, he reproaches Siegfried once more for his ingratitude
ind hatred, ar.d promises to give him the truth at last.

(From this point onwards to the end of the Ring it becomes
:Imost 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
ieard 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
arlier operas. or anvthing that hac hannanad thara tha anews
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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 1n 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:
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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 Ais 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:
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are always used henceforth to characterise the majesty of the dis-
guised god and his digmfied 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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st; 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.
1e Wanderer, by his own account, has gone over all the world:
1at 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
2 broad back of the earth? ” The Wanderer replies that it is the
ints: the chief of them were Fasolt and Fafner, who made the
vard 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 accompamment of the Valhalla motive, tells him that on the
ud-covered heights dwell the gods, with Valhalla for their hall.
stan 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
:ar on which were engraved the runes of treaties (here the deep
1ss of the orchestra gives out an important new motive, that of
» Might of the Gods):
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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



230 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

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* “ 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
agh 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;
1all be forfeit to him who has never known fear.
vhen 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
int cave comes a fearsome bellowing. With a loud shriek Mime
ipses behind the anwvil 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
1ed that Nothung can be forged only by one who has never
vn 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?
1me 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
1ear 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):
an
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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 Swoid 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
adniit 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 %e master the fearless boy?

Siegfried, still busy at his work, demands the name of the sword,
and learning that it is Nothung, he addresses it in a motive formed
out of the descending octave we have already seen associated
with the Sword

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 1f #ow he thinks Mime dull.

By this time the contents of the crucible are glowing, Siegfried
pours them into a mould and plunges the mouid 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 1s
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:
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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 1t with a great exulting cry, an extraordinar)
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 grear
blow he splits the anvil from top to bottom He holds the Sworc
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:

This will be seen to be derived from the motive of the Giants
(Rhinegold, No. 11), 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 (RAmegold,
Nb. 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 chff. 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.
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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 hium 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
mught 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
1t troubles him not, the might of the Ring shall go to him who
can win 1t 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:
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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: “ 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:

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 lis 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 1t
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 fo.ntain. 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 hike myself! ” What his mother was like, alas'
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
only 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 1t. 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 fa:lure, then g.ves it up with a smile.
But the bird’s singing will not let h:m 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 susta:n-
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!
“ 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 hum cheerily. He would fain know what
fear 1s, perhaps this new-found companion can teach him? If not,
he shall perish by Siegfried’s sword. Fafner laughs heavily at this
arrogance “ Drink I came for,” 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 1n 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 sjnks 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 im, 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 of 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: “ 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 spectatot. 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

@2
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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
lim 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. 1), 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 7 , 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.
Je 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 (Rkinegold, No. 26), and a motive typical henceforth
of the Twilight of the Gods:
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These motives are woven into a tissue of magnificent energy.

The curtain having risen, we see a wild spot at the foot of a rocky
mountain, which rises steeply at the left towards the back. It i
night: a storm is raging, with violent thunder and lightning; the
former ceases after a while, but the lightning continues to flast
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 T 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' ” 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 1f 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:

(27)

S

and that of Love’s Rapture:
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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 Rhinegold, 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:

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 give out a new motive, that of Love’s Resolution:

(32)
0

as the voices blend in a rapturous final duet, 1n 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

S the first act alone of Tke 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 1dea
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 Szegfried, 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 Stegfried, 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):

® :

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 glow increases the fire in the valley at the
vack 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 1s 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 i wisdom, she says,
but strong in will and rich 1n 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, 1n the duet at the end of the
preceding opera, Stegfried and Brynhilde poured out their ecstasy:

reappears as she speaks of the hero who wakened her and became
the lord of her hife, 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,



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS 257

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 ber 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

®) a g a S o

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 (RAinegold, No. 1), 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 1n pace, slackened 1n 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:
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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 angnly at this, and striding agitatedly about the
hall asks Hagen why 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, tken 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 (Sregfried, 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 admura-
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.

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 ficld 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-
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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 1t the subtle
essences of which Hagen spoke, the Magic Deceit that lies in it is
symbohised 1n one of Wagner's most subtly expressive motives:
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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 of
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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, mn 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 1s 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.

(18) ;
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There follows upon this a solemn passage:
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Gunther

UG) 'F" #

Bricht ein Bru - der dem 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:
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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 sinster 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 1n 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 Alberich (Rkinegold, 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. Qutside 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 journeyed through the world as Wanderer, and one
day returned home holding 1n 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 Rhinemaidens 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. i

The flames flare up and then immediately draw back, hence-
forth being visible only 1in 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. 11),
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 1n 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 mtroduction 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 1s 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 1s, 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:
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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 shight 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-
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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!

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
amud 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 1n the bassoons a new motive, that of the Covenant of
Vengeance*

)
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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-
cerves Siegfried, her gaze remains fixed on him in stunned amaze-
ment All, including Gunther, from whom Brynhilde has torn
her violently tremblhng 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 liest! ” 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,
gves a terrible cry. Hagen, knowing that the crisis is at hand, comes
from the background and tells the vassals to hsten 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



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS 273

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 1s 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, “ not his, but this man’s wife ”’ — pointing to Siegfried —
& 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 Gutrune for a moment doubts her hero, and calls 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 twe
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:

7
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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 cath is false, she
swears, and may the spear point deal him death!

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 h:s arm gaily round
Gutrune he draws har 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 %e 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? Alas! 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, cries 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 —
Siegfried's death! ”

Gurther reco.ls with horror 2* .. words, and the solemn No. 15
is heard in the orchestra as he cri=s 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 1n 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 Haard.

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 fi.a. bars the darkly suggestive Hagen
theme once more, followed Ly 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 (R#hinegold,
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:

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 chff, 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 1t 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 Rhina-
maidens laugh immoderately at this hero who is so afraid of bin
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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
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 slain,
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' 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 he 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 1s to happen later

Hagen now remarks that he has heard that Siegfried understands
the song of birds. The hero answers hghtly that since he has
heard the sweet singing of women he cares no more for the birds,
but if 1t 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 1t 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 korror. 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 1t 15 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 hornfied 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 Siegfried’s 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 daes.

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

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):

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 “ Hoitho 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 blaodless 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; ke
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' 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 mulk 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, hke 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 finger, 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 1t 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 herseif
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 nds 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 de-
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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:
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given out in soft consolatory tones by the strings.



THE FLYING DUTCHMAN

HE 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 Memours 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 4 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 of 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 Thetzs,
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 t0 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
Iittle 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 18th 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
young 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 Léon 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
Iibrettist 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 Pillet, 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 18th and the 28th May, 1841.

On the 29th June came the good news that Riemzi 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 *‘ not suitable for Ger-
many " ; ‘““and I, poor fool,” he wrote some time afterwards,
‘“ had thought that it was suitable onlyv 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 1n the
April of 1842.

Rienzi was produced with great success at Dresden on the 2oth
October, and the first performance of The Flymmg Dutchman took
place in the same theatre on the 2nd January, 1843. It was not
given in Berlin t1ll a year and five days later.

After the enthusiasm that R:enz: had created in Diesden, 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 stirring 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-



THE FLYING DUTCHMAN 291

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 was 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 Rienzt 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
Flving 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 Flving Dutchman from
the opera of “ numbers,” and in Lokengrin further still; while in
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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 in the second act. This was the * num-
ber ” he actually wrote first; dramatically the whole conception
of the opera 1s contained 1n essence in this cry of sympathy of
Senta for the unhappy sailor whom she has never seen, while
musically, as he said later, the dramatic germ of the ballad spread
itself 1n all directions over the remaining tissue of the opera.

Next 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 arrival 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 we 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-
kauser 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:
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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 toc 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:
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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:

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:

(8)
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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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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. 1).

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 1n 1magination 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 tc
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 Dutckman 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 wood-wind, 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 1s re-established, and the over-
ture, instead of finishing fortsssimo, 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 potpourri 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 Saii-
ors’ 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 chiffs 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
sallors — 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 Tke#s 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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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:
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He exhorts the soft south wind to fill their sails and blow them

home:
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and fimshes up with a vigorous “ Hoyoho! ”:
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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 distanc
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 1) is heard first of all ir
the horns, then in the trumpets and trombones, and at the heigh:
of the orchestral turmoil the Dutchman’s ship ¢asts anchor witt
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 hasty
glance at the helm, is reassured and makes yet another effort
to complete his song; after only a couple of bars of it, however. he
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 1n dead silence The Dutchman’s theme is given out low
down in the trumpets, then again in the horn, as he steps ashore
dressed 1n 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 the
ship. A stumbling sort of figure
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comes out in the violas and ’cellos, and we have Wagner's own
authority for regarding this as descriptive of the rolling walk
characteristic of the sailor when he first steps on land after a long
voyage.

During the recitative and aria that follow, the actor, a¢cording
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 he 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

Wie oft in Mee - res tief-sten Schlund
How oft 1m o - cean’sseeth-mg_feep
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sturzt’ ich voll Sehn-sucht mich hin - 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:
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Tell me, I pray. O an- gel sent from
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par-donand of peace:

Then, with a cry of *“ Vain hope! ” he gives full vent to his fury
and despair: “ Cursed am I for aye! For love and faith unchanging
in vain I pray' " 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:

Nur el - ne Hoff - nung soll mir
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lhght 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:

o) St

it is expressive of the exhaustion and despair of the Dutchman,
and 1s 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,” answers
Daland, whereupon the Dutchman cries, “ May she be my wife! ”

The simple Daland is delighted with the proposition:

‘Wie! Hor'ich recht? Meine To;hter seinWeib? Er
What? ISt a dream?Make my daughter hisbride?Ror

selbst sp:icht aus dem Ge - dan - ken!
her all this wealth dothhe prof - fer!

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 sopon overtake the other.
Daland pipes the crew and the ship is cast loose, the sailors joining
in the Steersman’s Song (No. 11, 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 reahsed this, and he
earnestly beseeches the player of the part not to drag it down to
the obviously comic. Daland, he says, 1s 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 Tke 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
1s then sung by the maidens in harmony:

- chen, mun-ter, mun-ter dreh’

- sng; Gar-ly, gar-ly tumn

ELSSSs s =

dich um!'
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 nterrupts 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: 1f 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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Jose 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 Mary 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-

Saw ye the ship that rides the storm,Blvod

0 1 — a

-rot die Se - gel, sc%warz der h;a-s‘t;—

-red the sails 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: “ 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
Enk, 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) . { j’ :{ 4 S 1 ) ; 4
.) A . B | lr' J

Mein Herz, voll Treu - e

A4 lov - ng heart a__
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bis — zum Ster - ben, mein durf - tig’
lone_ I bring thee; No goods mnor
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D M
Gut, memn Ja - ger - gluck-
gold, a hunt - ers  lot!

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

BB B AR g P

(23)

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 1n 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 kizsed him,
and then both sailed away.

The story kindles Senta’s enthusiasm afresh: waking from her
hypnotic sleep she cries, “ He seeks for me! His fate T go with him
to share' " Erik, with a cry of ¢ She is lost to me' My dream wa-
true' ** 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, Ler gaze riveted on the por-
trait; then, very softly but with deep feeling, she sings the con-
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cluding 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
g:ves 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 —
in which Wagner so dehighted; and he makes the silence more tense
by very much the same methods as in his later works, the kettle-
drums throb fatefully, while 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 Itahan type that obsessed Wagner at this stage
of his career

and the bluff Daland smilingly tells her he has brought with him
a seaman hke himself, who has long wandered over the restless
waters, has biought back great wealth with him, and would now
be their guest:
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Mogst du, mein Kind den frem-den
Wilt  thou, my child ac- cord thss

Mann will-kom-men hei - ssen?
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 well 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. 1 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:

Wohl hub auchich voll Sehnsuchtmei-ne
Oft n themght my sighs to heavnas-

b

1 —

Blik - ke aus tie - fer Nacht em-
-cend - ed, Long-ng for peace  up -

-por—_ zu ei-nem Weib:
-on___ a woman’sbreast.
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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 straimn, Senta, in the same subdued
voice, asks herself if this 1s all a dream:

Ver-sank ich jetzt In wun-der-ba - res
Was all a dream, a vis-ionfasr and

Trau-men? Was 1ch er-blik-ke,
Sleetang? Cansightand hear-ing

%ﬂ%ﬁza

v 15t's etn Wahn?
thus be - tray?

Then her melody takes a great upward movement:

Er steht vor mir mit lei-den-vol-len
See, there he stands,with sor-row wan and

Zu-gen, es spricht sein un-er-hor -ter
wra-ry, &is grief hepoursin-to my

F
T 11

Gram zu mir*

w1l - tng 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) b 3 :l = ) 1 11 : 1 s J
i i
‘Wohl kenn'__ ich Wei - bes
Well know_. I wo- man’s
—
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sa o« cred _du - ty:

Their voices blend in ecstasy, and a new melody 1s launched by
Senta:

——
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Was ist's, d—as mach - tig

Fhat pow'r s this that
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in mir e— le -  bet,
thro’ and thro’ 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. 10), and this in turn by No 3. 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 1s 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-

Furchten we-der Windnoch b6 - sen St;and,
Fear-ing nes-therwind nor vock - y strand,

tr T 1/:’ H 8 |
wol-len heu-te 'mal recht iust - g sein!

We wiil all the day right  mer - vy bel

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: “ A nice sort of
dance tkere,” 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; *‘ 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' ”” 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 Norweglan 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 1nto life
by the flame They are still invisible, but their “ Yohoho' ™ to the
melody of No 1, 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. 1),
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 1nto 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.

(34) x
[

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 accompan.ment of a figure
expressive of her agitation:

Senta, painfully moved, turns away, saying, “ 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,” 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-ns Tags nihtdichmehr ent-
Is thatsweet day so soon by thee for-

T 1 1T

-sln-n;n, als du zu dir mich riefest i'n das
- got-ten, When thoudidsicall me o yon valley
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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 1s still faithful,
and Enk asking himself 1n 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 1s 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. 1 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:
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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 nto the two motives of Re-
demption (No 3 and No 9), which are followed by a thundering
response of the Dutchman’s motive 1n the heavy brass The stage
directions in the origmal 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 many 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,



RICHARD WAGNER

ICHARD 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 (#ée 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). In these
wretched surroundings he learnmed 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, vza 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
2oth October In February 1843 he became one of the conductors
at the Dresden Opera. The Flying Dutckman was produced there
on the 2nd January, 1843, and Tannhauser on the 19th October,
1845. He finished Lokengrin in March 1848, but this opera was
not produced till the 26th August, 1850, 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-
kauser 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 Tr:stan was first produced on the roth June,
1865, followed by the Mastersingers on the 21st 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 Bilow
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(the daughter of Liszt), the jealousy aroused in professional cir-
cles in the town by his bringing in protégés 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 1n 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 1n 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 1n August 1876 with the first complete per-
formance of the Rimg, 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 in the
Albert Hall, Queen Victoria, being unable to attend tke concerts
in person, mvited Wagner to Windsor. The six concerts were so
great a <uccess that a further two had to be given.

The Ring was popularised by an enterprising German impre-
sario, Angelo 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; five days later he was buried in the
garden of his stately house — Wahnfried — at Bayreuth.
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THE LIFE OF MOZART

HE composer whom we know to-day as Wolfgang Amadeus

Mozart 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 (1696-1766?); their eldest son, Johann Georg Leo-
pold, born 14th 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 1758 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,' 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
Vilin 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 21st 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 z29th Octo-
ber, 1829, nearly forty years after her brother; during the last

1 This 1s a convenment 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 1t was from choice or neces-
sity 1t 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 Nanner],
a year or so after the composer’s death, with some interesting
remniscences of him as a child, they were perhaps slightly
1dealised 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  After God comes papa.”

He was barely six years old when his father took him and
Nannerl on the first of their tours. This was to Munich, where
they stayed three weeks (from the 12th January, 1762, to early
in February), the children playing before the Elector. The second
tour lasted from the 1gth September, 1762, to January 1763; the
main 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 18th November,
1763, and remained there until the roth April, 1764, when they
left for London by way of Calais, arriving in London on the 23rd
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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 1st 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 roth 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 httle
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 1n 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 1n 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 of the Roval Society (1770), it relates to
the exhibition performances of Wolfgang in London 1n 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 17th of January, 1756.

“T have been informed, by a most able musician and comboser,
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 st
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.

“1T 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 ? in a most masterly manner, as well as in the
time and stile which corresponded with the intention of the-

3 J.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 wvisited
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 ip 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, I 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, 4 ffeto.
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“Jt 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 agamn 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.

“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 Thke 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-
Ppositions.

“¢ 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.

“¢1It 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 recherchée; 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.’ ”

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 rrth September, and
arrived in Vienna on the 15th. Leopold’s plans, however, were
defeated by the death of the Archduchess, who fell a victim to
smallpox on the 15th 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 roth 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 Finta 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 Le Buona
Figliuola.

The family was back in Salzburg at the end of December, and
on the 1st 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, Verona, 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 Ré 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 13th
August, 1771, arriving in Milan eight days later. The libretto



THE LIFE OF MOZART 17

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 15th October, and the serenata was
performed on the 17th with great success.

Hasse, one of the most admired opera composers of the day,
had had an opera performed on the 16th; 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 16th 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, Il Sogno di: Sciprone
(Scipeo’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 Ttalian 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 13th 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 17th July, 1773, remaining there till the 30th
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
Carmval of 1775. Father and son left Salzburg on the 6th Decem-
ber, 1774, arriving at Munich the next day. The opera, La Finta
Guardinsera (The Feigned Gardener), was produced on the 13th
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 Il Ré 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 rehigious works.

At the beginning of 1777 Leopold seems to have felt more
strongly than 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.



20 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

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 Freischutz, 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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Woligang 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.

‘1t 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' c’est un prodige, c’est inconcevable, c’est étonnant'’ 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 Paris as an operatic composer, his httle local
successes 1n Italy and Munich were unknown to the greater mu-
sical world of Europe. He wrote a little ballet Les Petits Riens,
which was produced on the 11th 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 ‘ 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, whe
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 17th 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 Thamos, 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



24 STORIES OF THE GREAT OPERAS

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 Seraglio, Figaro, Don
Giovanm, and The Magic Flute, 1n 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 Iife 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 I/domeneo 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 16th 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 féted
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 it 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 gth, 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, ¢ Your Grace
does not appear to be satisfied with me.”  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 1t 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 Guwvanni, and 1he 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 gth 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 r781 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.] Ves, 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 martyr 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 famiharities she had
permitted herself with a young dandy at a party, and during the
later years, when she was taking a *‘ cure ” 1in 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, 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 16th 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 Friedrich
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 Giovann:. 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 17th June, 1784, but it
died on the 1gth 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 gemres 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 — Tke Impresario, the text of
which was by Stephanie — and Mozart’s best-known song, Tke
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 17835, his
Freemasons’ Funerel 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 178s.

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 1st 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 com-
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 1t 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 Grovanni
overture but the mere clerical labour had been done long
before.

The first perfc ance of the opera took place on the 29th
October, 1787, with the usual success; and Mozart remained in
his beloved Prague some weeks longer before returning to Vienna.

On the 15th November Gluck died in Vienna, and Mozart re-
ceived the vacant appointment of “ chamber musician and Court
composer,” but at a salary of 8oo 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 Messiak and other Handel works.

In April 1789 he accompanied the young Prince Karl Lichnow-
sky in the latter’s carnage 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 intrigning 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 20th 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 towr 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 1oth 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 1789—9o 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; Cos: 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 porckeria 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 14th December,
1793, Mozart’s authorship of it being acknowledged.

The Magic Flute was given for the first time at Schikaneder’s
theatre on the 3oth 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 estabhished 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, “ No, 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.” 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/sth December, 1791.

The news soon spread in the town. Siissmayr 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
Sussmayr. 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 266% 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 André 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 (17th
September, 1784—31st 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, 1791-29th 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 i3
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 httle 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 hked.
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

[WorLFcANG AMADEUS MOZART]

O understand fully Mozart’s Marriage of Figaro it is neces-

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 chiteau 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 medizval 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 régim
replaced the old.

As a recent French author has put it: “ There came a day wher
the whole of the feelings of every kind, moral, political, and social
that had been developed in men’s hearts by the writings of the
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 régime-applauded the ideas that
were ultimately to bring it to ruin, was the day of the first per-
formance of The Marriage of Figaro (27th 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 1

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 Tke 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,
signor 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 7).

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. Cherubino’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 so0,” 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:
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Allegro.

(¥ Now I seeit! 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:

(3) In mal pun-to, sor qul giun-to;
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