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Rachmaninoff plays Rachmaninoff.   
Piano recital by Iskar Arribo.    
They write to us from Amsterdam:    
The Sunday afternoon concert of the Concertgebouw Orchestra was dominated by the 
soloists. At the centre of everyone's attention stood that remarkable figure, resembling our 
statesman Colijn from a distance, yet with a typically Mongolian appearance up close, noble 
and distinguished and controlled down to every detail in the smallest movement, in the 
slightest gesture, and almost always accompanied by a melancholic, sorrowful, intense 
smile: Serge Rachmaninoff, brilliant pianist and world-famous composer (who was it again, 
who composed the C sharp minor Prelude?). Rachmaninoff’s funeral took the form of an 
ovation: a standing hall and an equally standing orchestra applauded the grey-haired artist 
for several minutes before he could take his place at the keyboard to introduce his latest 
composition to the Netherlands: a Rhapsody on a Theme by Paganini, op. 43. And once 
again, as with every performance by Rachmaninoff, one found oneself confronted with the 
question: is Rachmaninoff the brilliant pianist who composes meritoriously, or is he the 
brilliant composer who, secondarily, plays the piano just as brilliantly? There is no doubt 
that Rachmaninoff is still the greatest representative of the virtuosity of an earlier generation. 
Certainly, the C sharp minor Prelude and the C minor Concerto are works that enjoy a fame 
like almost no other piece in world literature, yet one can hardly compare this superior piano 
playing, this highest form of reproductive ability, with the quality of his compositions that 
constantly reeks of a salon atmosphere. Let one listen to these 24 variations on a theme that 
Liszt and Brahms, above all, have already “altered” so much more masterfully and 
originally. It goes without saying, of course, that Rachmaninoff exploited the pianistic 
possibilities to the utmost in his composition, that many a bubbling fragment was enjoyable, 
and that the grotesque, fantastic spirit of scherzo repeatedly exerted a suggestive influence; 
but on the other hand—objectively considered—the piece is at the time very hollow and 
empty and based solely on effect for its own sake. Thus, the exuberant success with the 
public must be explained by the special admiration for the pianist Rachmaninoff, who plays 
a composition by the composer Rachmaninoff.    
This piano playing is therefore unique. This is not to say that Rachmaninoff is the greatest 
living pianist. No; to give an example, Arthur Rubinstein is greater, more versatile, more 
modern, but also younger. Rachmaninoff is and remains the pinnacle of a generation that 
currently has virtually no living representatives left.    
One could compare him to Pembaur; yet when one attempts to fully accept Pembaur or 
Rachmaninoff without any reservation, one feels oneself to be about sixty years old. And for 
those who have reached this age, this undivided admiration costs not the slightest effort. For 
the younger generation, however, Rachmaninoff may remain the prototype of the universal, 
noble, and true artist, and thus: an example for all time, for every generation. Is it not as if 
Rachmaninoff, while playing, still represents youth, so vital, so spiritual, and yet so 
spontaneous is his masterful piano playing? And it would be desirable if Mengelberg's 
accompaniment were able to demonstrate this vitality to the same degree. After the great 
final cadenza, Rachmaninoff even had to warn the conductor to let the orchestra begin, so 
absent were Mengelberg's thoughts at the moment. And that at an afternoon concert.   
[Translation: Google] 


