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Concertgebouw

Art.

RACHMANINOFF.

Few players bear the name of pianist in such a limited, yet complete sense of the word as
Serge Rachmaninoff, whose fame is great throughout the world. So often one hears pianists
whose talent one might have expected to produce an equally great cellist or organist; the
choice of their instrument seems a coincidence of their training.

Rachmaninoff's playing is certainly "pianistic," but in a sense that the word all too rarely
possesses. The highest goal of his technique is not to clothe the grand piano with "orchestral"
sounds. He does suggest various instruments, but they are always new keyboards, each time
the ideal instrument for which the work being played seems written. If his instrument is to
sing, it does not happen via the detour of the memory of another instrument, but simply
through the fait accompli of a piano that can sing. Rachmaninoff's playing does not point
outwards, but compels time and again to marvel at an instrument that one did not imagine to
be so complete.

The right balance between thought and technique of expression, form and content, that is all;
the pure equilibrium between what is to be said and the manner of saying it, the metre, the
order, that is essentially all that matters. Those creations in which the equilibrium is found
most purely are the immortal masterpieces; "style" or "flow" are of no importance in this
regard. That manner of self-expression, in which the right balance is struck almost
unconsciously, proves to be the brilliant pinnacle of an artist's career. This is also the case
with Rachmaninoff. The way in which he plays Bach, Liszt, Chopin, and his own work is
sublime due to the correct appreciation with which he glides past the passages and actually
concentrates the entire tension of his playing on a few motifs, which therefore very precisely
capture the intrinsic musical cores of thought, around which everything else sounds like the
logical exposition.

That is how we heard the great Russian last night in the Amsterdam Concertgebouw. Only
one thing surprised us: that the turnout was so moderate, at least in proportion to his great
name. When Chaliapin came, there was not a single empty seat.

[Translation: Google]



