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Rachmaninoff   
BUILDING FOR Arts and Sciences    
H. de G. It is perhaps because I have placed Rachmaninoff's art so vastly above the general 
public that I became a little disappointed last night, that is to say, regarding the man who 
reveals himself in his art. I saw him so truly, so purely, so simply in all his grandeur, so 
entirely above the taste of the masses, so totally averse to the slightest concession, to 
anything even remotely contrary to artistry and reverence for the music, that I regarded him 
as an almost unique figure in the artists' world. But Rachmaninoff, too, turns out to be just a 
human being in the end, and to that is probably the reason why the program contained a 
whole series of arrangements. It began with a Liszt setting of an organ fantasy and fugue (G 
minor) by Bach. It is true, however, that it is one of the rare arrangements rendered faithfully 
to the notes, yet instrumentally and psychologically unjustifiable. Every instrument has its 
own soul, its own essence, and the psyche of the organ cannot possibly be replaced by that of 
the soundboard. Every soul has its own language. Furthermore, Rachmaninoff played a 
fragment from Wagner's "Fliegende Holländer," listed on the program as "La fileuse," also a 
Liszt arrangement, followed by a Liszt setting of an étude by Paganini, and as if all that were 
not enough, he added two more arrangements: "Das Wandern" by Schubert-Liszt and 
"Liebeslied" by Kreisler, probably arranged by Rachmaninoff himself. Let us pass by and 
listen to the artist in Beethoven, Chopin, and Rachmaninoff himself.    
There lies over Rachmaninoff's playing the spirit of a life experience, a wisdom of life that 
marks it as something very special. This art is neither optimistic nor pessimistic; it is 
permeated with a melancholy that does not even deny itself in the vitality that characterizes 
it. It is the manifestation of a man who has believed it for a long time, whose illusions have 
long belonged to the past, and who no longer has any faith in the evolution of humanity. A 
life attitude which, incidentally, I can fully share. But such people are precisely the greatest 
men of feeling. And Rachmaninoff's art is clear proof of that, too. But how immeasurably 
deep and pure that feeling probes, and that is precisely what is so moving and prompts 
reflection even long after the concert. Whether Rachmaninoff's interpretations deviate in 
tempi, agogics, and dynamics from the so-called customary leaves me indifferent. The main 
point is that in Beethoven's D minor sonata (op. 31, no. 2), he let Beethoven speak to us, and 
that in Chopin (Polonaise in C minor, Nocturne D-flat major, Mazurka C-sharp minor, and 
Scherzo C sharp minor) he moved us inexpressibly, and in the nocturne, he moved us to 
emotion.    
In three "Etudes-Tableaux," Rachmaninoff poured out his own soul: the first in G minor, 
moving and meditative; the second in E-flat minor, like a revival, the beginning of a new 
season, the awakening of nature; the third grander, more exuberant, quasi-heroic, yet across 
all three that settled quality permeated by melancholy, which, as described above, also 
extends to Rachmaninoff's re-creative art.   
The program also mentioned Liszt's "Sonetto del Petrarca", of which the performance was a 
beautiful reinterpretation.   
Technically, Rachmaninoff’s playing is of exemplary transparency, with a rare clear 
prominence of the melodic element and a fine sense and feel for the harmonic.  The 
success, rising to great enthusiasm, compelled the artist to make the aforementioned 
concessions, among which his own famous C sharp minor prelude must also be mentioned.   
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