De Maasbode 23-10-1929, p. 9



Scott Davie
De Maasbode 23-10-1929, p. 9





De Maasbode 23-10-1929, p. 9
Downloaded from Delpher, 2026

SERGE RACHMANINOFF.

Rotterdam, 23 October 1929.

A year ago, Serge Rachmaninoff was here at about the same time, and we pointed out at
length the qualities of this great Russian as a sonic magician, and the pianist's very personal
insights and views. Especially when he played Chopin, a very distinctive Chopin. Now that
the likeable, simple artist fortunately found an almost full Groote Doelezaal, it was once
again the same "distinctive" Chopin. But how Rachmaninoff managed to captivate this time
as well with a Chopin performance that radiated with the splendour of its tonal brilliance. The
B flat minor Sonata op. 35 was again different from the usual in its rendition, yet in any case
acceptable from this Russian artist, because the performer ultimately nowhere imposes his
intuition as a capricious wilfulness. The Sonata continually rose in the striking plasticity of
the work through the strictly personal vision, which expressed itself most strongly and
attractively at the same time in the dynamics arranged in reverse during the repetition of the
main motif of the Marche Funébre.

That superior Chopin playing, continued in the B flat minor Mazurka and the G minor
Ballade, was a real relief after a Mozart Sonata (D major) that was very disappointing in
terms of its inner essence. For Mozart—as has become abundantly clear—appears to bring no
success to Rachmaninoff’s psyche. The execution of the Sonata was truly, despite the
technique displayed in perfection, un-Mozart, less well regulated in terms of tonal balance
and variation. The performance threatened to veer towards monotony. The same simplicity,
sincerity, and honesty that make Rachmaninoff so endearing as a man and a reproducing
artist may also apply to his quality as a producing artist. Nowhere does the Russian write
outside his certain conviction. This makes the Prelude, of which the concert performer
interpreted the A and B minors from opus 30 [sic], into very pleasant and acceptable settings.
They are not sensational masterpieces, but solid, honest productions of their kind. It was to be
assumed that a perfection of faith in one's own art would also lie in the interpretation.

Liszt was the cornerstone of the program, with the masterfully performed Sonnetta del
Petrarca and the vital E major Polonaise. And when the artist had to accept ovation after
ovation, he offered three encores. For the last time, his own beautifully composed C sharp
minor Prélude.

[Translation: Google]



