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The Grand Recital, given on Friday, February 14th, by Mr. Serge Rachmaninoff, drew an 
unprecedented crowd. It was as if Paderewsky had been expected to make himself heard. 
However, much to the chagrin of the most ardent admirers of the immense genius of the 
tirelessly lauded ivory-tool maker, Mr. Rachmaninoff is far from being a Paderewsky. And 
certainly, Messrs. Horowitz, Braïlowsky, Cortot, Saüer, and Robert Casadesus have nothing 
to envy him. This pianist, enjoying an incredible reputation, possesses astonishing and 
extreme virtuosity. Who has ever seen a scale-roller play with such ease on the most 
challenging piano pieces? Technique holds no secrets for him. Undeniably, Mr. Rachmaninoff 
is a magnificent tamer of notes. The technique, pushed to such a degree, is particularly 
baffling. But technique and mechanism aren't the only things that matter. Feeling and heart 
are also important. How can one make an audience experience an impression one doesn't feel 
oneself? It goes without saying that we don't mean to imply that Mr. Rachmaninoff is devoid 
of feeling and heart. We simply intend to make it clear that while Mr. Rachmaninoff 
interprets Beethoven, Chopin, and Liszt like a pianist possessing all the resources of his craft, 
knowing every nuance and subtlety, there are moments when one wishes that the eminent 
performer would inject more emotion into his playing, if only to alleviate some of the dryness 
that one, rightly or wrongly, perceives in it. 
Mr. Rachmaninoff achieved the most dazzling success imaginable. He was expected to play 
his famous Prelude, applauded everywhere, which established him as a composer. He 
preferred to play other pieces. Nevertheless, a performance of the Prelude, to which we are 
referring, would have fulfilled the secret wishes of many a listener. A. C 
 
[Translation: Google] 
 


