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Concertgebouw.   
Rachmaninoff.   
The history of Russian music is heavy with melancholy! While we were already singing 
songs by Orlando Lasso, Ivan the Terrible played on the backs of his subjects, driving the joy 
of musicality to the moon with a powerful stroke. Peter the Great was more humane, looked 
upon the artistic needs of his people—after all, Father himself played the bass drum?—and 
singing was no longer a sin. Yet the art of music continued to languish, until Glinka breathed 
new life into it.   
In modern Slavic music, the entire developmental history of the Russian people seems to 
live. One composer conveys the ancient love of pomp; something of the reflection of the 
colourful Boyar splendour; the other gives voice to the melancholy which, together with the 
national character, seems to have gradually become refined and deepened. Where 
Rachmaninoff unites both elements in his music, his work is typically Russian and 
extraordinarily sympathetic and captivating to us. There is something of Tchaikovsky's love 
of splendour in his need for full chord playing, alongside a fine, individual desire to render 
his own melancholic moods. And as if arbitrarily, he finds for this something of the sounds of 
the "naive church modes," in which the subjugated Russian people used to sing their sorrow 
and joy to themselves while performing the work....    
As on Thursday, the composer played his 2nd Piano Concerto, this time followed by three 
preludes. The tall, "quite ordinary" man, without a pompous mane, at the grand piano, played 
his work unpretentiously, demanding attention only for his compositions, not for his piano 
playing, which is without striving for effect, agile and with a sensitive sense of halftones. 
Splendour and melancholy in the preludes, as in his concerto, but here within limited 
boundaries, contrasting more strikingly.    
The first prelude, conceived in the mood of Lento, from his concerto, is full of a subtlety 
befitting Chopin. The second rhapsodic with pithy chromaticism, the third strongest, with the 
contrasts of a martial opening, a tender middle section, and a resumption of the first train of 
thought... A subdued work, next to which Tchaikovsky with his Overture 1812—a battle 
between the Marseillaise and the Russian national anthem supported by the organ— 
resembled a national show-off yesterday, and Glazunov with his mondaine symphonie, a 
dandy. The enthusiastic audience gave Rachmaninoff an ovation, whereupon he contributed 
his C sharp minor prelude, which was once prescribed to us as a means of overcoming 
timidity towards sharps and broad spans. Powerful chords, eight staves one below the other... 
What was that for the composer?...... Nichevo! A most beautiful afternoon, Sergei 
Vasilievich!  E. L.   
  
[Translation: Google]  


