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RACHMANINOFF. 
Recital for the Art Circle. 
EVENING WITH MANY GRANDIOZE PERFORMANCES. 
The inaccessible, bitterly furrowed face at rest, the body taut, the arms barely moving: 
Rachmaninoff. He sits before the packed large hall—coughing and spluttering according to 
old custom—in a recital featuring works by Beethoven, Chopin, Liszt, and Liszt 
transcriptions, and he presents the beauties of his masterful style, the great Romantic concert 
style of which he is one of the last interpreters. 
He will need a relatively large number of notes this evening to warm up, and he is also going 
to present a considerable number of works, specifically transcriptions of a kind that no longer 
appeals to the modern listener. But what does it matter, after such a Chopin and such a Liszt? 
Chopin, Liszt, and the original works: they formed this concert. The opening with Bach-Liszt 
passed the audience unmoved, and with Beethoven's Sonata opus 31 no. 2, they detected no 
more than an incidental beginning of warmth; yet with the first notes of the Polonaise opus 
40 no. 2, all the glow is suddenly present: the haughty reserve now remains outwardly visible 
only, and the sound radiates. 
The great, expansive life of the true, the only concert style reveals itself now. The bows 
stretch broad and far, the power becomes as formidable as the devotion tender, the passion 
flares up beneath the austere aspect. It is here now, that sound, that spirit of power, that fierce 
and deep breath, and it reigns. The notes receive its inspiration and they glow in this 
magnificent, exalted life: grand in all things and even in those details which one knows from 
every other interpretation as futile: grand and radiant and charged with a drive that is the 
secret of this generation of giants.... 
Chopin sounds like this, Rachmaninoff and Liszt, whose Sonetto del Petrarca, in an 
unparalleled lyricism, becomes the highlight of the entire evening. Then, while the hall is still 
shaking, the master begins the transcription works—Paganini-Liszt and Wagner-Liszt—and 
the emotion subsides. One holds the admiration for a virtuosity that is and remains class in 
itself, that never abandons its simple and serene allure, that never becomes a pose for a 
second, and that knows nothing but the necessary, sincere, and natural gesture; yet beneath 
that admiration, the heart begins to close itself to that foolish, ugly music: the state of the 
evening's first works resurfaces. And remains so when the generously given extras—Chopin I 
could still hear and "Den Feuerzauber"—sound. 
As said: it does not matter after those great numbers. They remain with the listener in their 
glory, belonging to the few moments for which the expression "unforgettable" is not an 
empty word.... 
L. M. G. ARNTZENIUS 
 
[Translation: Google] 


