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RACHMANINOFF PLAYS.    
His piano evening in Amsterdam.    
Amsterdam, March 28, 1939. What lends Serge Rachmaninoff's playing such a special charm 
is the intelligence that reigns over everything and makes even the heaviest program feel light. 
The enthusiasm of a concert hall, packed with members of the Art Circle and a grateful 
audience, is not primarily heightened by admiration for the virtuoso—which Rachmaninoff 
is, in any case, to a high degree in the second instance— but above all because he gives that 
rare interpretation of the works he plays, whereby familiar music suddenly appears to reveal a 
new world. One has indeed seen a veil of this lifted briefly before, but never has one 
experienced its charm so perfectly as Rachmaninoff suddenly manages to convey.   Bach's 
Italian Concerto is heard only under his hands so airy and playful, and at the same time in that 
remarkable interpretation which one accepts from Rachmaninoff, because he gives the 
Steinway grand piano what is due to it with all modesty and keeps matters in such balance 
that Bach, too, lacks nothing and the virtuoso interpreter can let his voice be heard for a 
moment. Nowhere does his tone rise above a restrained forte, and one need not worry about 
his dynamic nuances below that. With Bach, who appeared first on his program, 
Rachmaninoff is very modest in all his sonic expansions become grander in Beethoven's 
sonata opus 111, but here too the intellect reigns supreme over everything; where the 
composer prescribes appassionato, one feels this restraint most strongly. Rachmaninoff's 
primary concern is to construct this sonata thoughtfully and to demonstrate its typically 
majestic character. The same transparency, now even more evident due to the simpler 
structure, enraptures the packed hall after Schubert's Impromptu in A-flat minor and the 
Rondo in D major. The hall is dead silent when the first note sounds, and between the 
movements of a work where Rachmaninoff pauses briefly, one hears the tension briefly 
broken by a slight shuffling of people who, swept along by this powerful performance, 
imperceptibly stiffened in their posture. Before the intermission, tremendous applause 
thunders, which, however, would later assume even greater proportions.   
After two compositions of his own, Rachmaninoff plays Chopin: four etudes (opus 25), in 
which his playing seems to grow in sonority. And finally, two virtuosos have found each 
other: Liszt and Rachmaninoff. The three etudes in major key, Walderrauschen and 
Gnomenreigen, are, after all, virtuoso pieces. But Rachmaninoff holds them in his mighty 
grip and lifts them so high that we all acknowledge that Liszt, too, was great in his emotions.    
After this demanding program, the audience was not satisfied until three encores followed.  
Wdt.   
  
[Translation: Google]  
  


