THE PERFECT WAGNERI TE: A COMMENTARY ON THE NI BLUNG S RI NG

by Bernard Shaw

Preface to the First German Edition

In reading through this German version of ny book in the Manuscript of
my friend Siegfried Trebitsch, | was struck by the inadequacy of the
nmerely negative explanation given by nme of the irrel evance of Ni ght
Falls On The Gods to the general philosophic scheme of The Ring. That
explanation is correct as far as it goes; but, put as | put it, it now
seens to ne to suggest that the operatic character of Night Falls On
The Gods was the result of indifference or forgetful ness produced by the
| apse of twenty-five years between the first projection of the work and
its completion. Now it is clear that in whatever other ways Wagner may
have changed, he never became carel ess and he never became indifferent.
I have therefore inserted a new section in which I show how t he
revol uti onary history of Western Europe fromthe Liberal explosion of
1848 to the confused attenpt at a socialist, mlitary, and municipa
adm nistration in Paris in 1871 (that is to say, fromthe begi nning of
The Niblung's Ring by Wagner to the | ong-del ayed conpl etion of N ght
Falls On The Gods), denonstrated practically that the passing away of
the present order was going to be a nuch nore conplicated business than
it appears in Wagner's Siegfried. | have therefore interpolated a new
chapter which will perhaps induce sone readers of the original English
text to read the book again in German.

For some time to come, indeed, | shall have to refer English readers to
this German edition as the nost conplete in existence

My obligation to Herr Trebitsch for making me a living German aut hor
instead of merely a translated English one is so great that I am bound
to point out that he is not responsible for nmy views or Wagner's, and
that it is as an artist and a nan of letters, and not as a propagandi st,
that he is conveying to the German speaki ng peoples political criticisns
whi ch occasionally reflect on contenporary authorities with a European
reputation for sensitiveness. And as the very synpathy which makes his
translations so excellent may be regarded with suspicion, |let ne hasten
to declare | am bound to Germany by the ties that hold my nature nost
strongly. Not that | like the average Gernman: nobody does, even in his
own country. But then the average man is not popul ar anywhere; and as

no German considers hinself an average one, each reader will, as an
exceptional man, synpathize with ny dislike of the cormon herd. And if

| cannot | ove the typical nodern German, | can at least pity and
understand him H's worst fault is that he cannot see that it is
possi bl e to have too nuch of a good thing. Being convinced that duty,

i ndustry, education, loyalty, patriotismand respectability are

good things (and I am magnani nous enough to admit that they are not

al t oget her bad things when taken in strict noderation at the right

time and in the right place), he indulges in themon all occasions
shanel essly and excessively. He commits hideous crines when crime is
presented to himas part of his duty; his craze for work is nore ruinous
than the craze for drink; when he can afford secondary education for his
sons you find three out of every five of themw th their nminds |aned



for Iife by exam nations which only a thoroughly wooden head coul d go
through with inpunity; and if a king is patriotic and respectable (few
kings are) he puts up statues to him and exalts hi mabove Charl enmagne
and Henry the Fow er. And when he neets a man of genius, he
instinctively insults him starves him and, if possible, inprisons and
kills him

Now | do not pretend to be perfect nyself. Heaven knows | have to
struggl e hard enough every day with what the Germans call ny

hi gher inpul ses. | know too well the tenptation to be noral, to be
self-sacrificing, to be loyal and patriotic, to be respectable and

wel | -spoken of. But | westle with it and--as far as human fraility wll
al l ow-conquer it, whereas the Gernman abandons hinself to it w thout
scruple or reflection, and is actually proud of his pious intenperance
and sel f-indul gence. Nothing will cure himof this mania. It may end

in starvation, crushing taxation, suppression of all freedomto try

new soci al experinments and reform obsolete institutions, in snobbery,

j obbery, idolatry, and an omni present tyranny in which his doctor and
his school master, his lawer and his priest, coerce himworse than

any official or drill sergeant: no matter: it is respectable, says the
German, therefore it must be good, and cannot be carried too far;

and everybody who rebels against it nust be a rascal. Even the

Soci al -Denocrats in Germany differ fromthe rest only in carrying
academ c orthodoxy beyond human endur ance--beyond even German endur ance.
| ama Socialist and a Denocrat nyself, the hero of a hundred platforns,
one of the |l eaders of the npbst notable Socialist organizations in

Engl and. | am as conspicuous in English Socialismas Bebel is in Gernman
Socialism but do you suppose that the German Soci al - Denbcrats tolerate
me? Not a bit of it. | have begged again and again to be taken to the
bosom of nmy Gernman conrades. | have pleaded that the Super-Proletarians
of all lands should unite. | have pointed out that the German

Soci al -Denocratic party has done nothing at its Congresses for the |ast
ten years except the things | told themto do ten years before, and that
its path is white with the bones of the Socialist superstitions | and ny
fell ow Fabi ans have slain. Usel ess. They do not care a rap whether |
ama Socialist or not. All they want to know is; Am | orthodox? Am I
correct in nmy revolutionary views? Am| reverent to the revol utionary
aut horities? Because | am a genuine free-thinker they look at ne as a
pol i ceman | ooks at a midnight prowl er or as a Berlin bourgeois |ooks

at a suspicious foreigner. They ask "Do you believe that Marx was
omiscient and infallible; that Engel s was his prophet; that Bebel and
Singer are his inspired apostles; and that Das Kapital is the Bible?"
Hastening in ny innocence to clear nyself of what | regard as an
accusation of credulity and ignorance, | assure them earnestly that

I know ten tines as nmuch of econonmics and a hundred tines as nuch of
practical admnistration as Marx did; that | knew Engels personally and
rather liked himas a witty and am able old 1848 veteran who despi sed
nodern Socialism that | regard Bebel and Singer as nmen of |ike passions
with nyself, but considerably | ess advanced; and that | read Das Kapita
in the year 1882 or thereabouts, and still consider it one of the

nost i nmportant books of the nineteenth century because of its power

of changing the mnds of those who read it, in spite of its unsound
capitalist economcs, its parade of quotations from books which the

aut hor had either not read or not understood, its affectation of

al gebraic formulas, and its general attenpt to di sguise a masterpiece

of propagandi st journalismand prophetic invective as a drily scientific
treatise of the sort that used to i npose on people in 1860, when any



book that pretended to be scientific was accepted as a Bible. In those
days Darwin and Hel mholtz were the real fathers of the Church; and
nobody would listen to religion, poetry or rhetoric; so that even
Socialismhad to call itself "scientific,” and predict the date of the
revolution, as if it were a conet, by cal cul ati ons founded on "historic
[ aws. "

To ny amazenent these reasonable renmarks were received as hi deous

bl asphem es; none of the party papers were allowed to print any word

of mne; the very Revisionists thenselves found that the scandal of ny
heresy damaged them nore than ny support aided themy and | found nyself
an outcast from German Soci al - Denocracy at the nonent when, thanks to
Trebitsch, the German bourgeoisie and nobility began to snile on ne,
seduced by the pleasure of playing with fire, and perhaps by Agnes
Sorma' s acting as Candi da.

Thus you may see that when a German, by becom ng a Soci al - Denocr at
throws off all the bonds of convention, and stands free from al

al l egi ance to established religion, |law, order, patriotism and

| earning, he promptly uses his freedomto put on a headi er set of
chains; expels anti-mlitarists with the blood-thirstiest martia
anti-foreign ardor; and gives the Kaiser reason to thank heaven that he
was born in the conparative freedom and Laodi cean tol erance of Ki ngship,
and not in the Calvinistic bigotry and pedantry of Marxism

Wy, then, you may ask, do | say that | ambound to Gerrmany by the ties
that hold ny nature nost strongly? Very sinply because | shoul d have
peri shed of despair in ny youth but for the world created for me by that
great Cerman dynasty which began with Bach and will perhaps not end wth
Ri chard Strauss. Do not suppose for a nonment that | learnt my art from
English men of letters. True, they showed ne how to handl e English
words; but if | had known no nore than that, ny works woul d never

have crossed the Channel. My nasters were the masters of a universa

| anguage: they were, to go fromsunmt to summt, Bach, Handel, Haydn,
Mozart, Beethoven and Wagner. Had the Germans understood any of these
men, they woul d have hanged them Fortunately they did not understand
them and therefore only neglected themuntil they were dead, after
which they learnt to dance to their tunes with an easy consci ence.

For their sakes Germany stands consecrated as the Holy Land of the
capitalist age, just as Italy, for its painters' sakes, is the Holy Land
of the early unvul gari zed Renascence; France, for its builders

sakes, of the age of Christian chivalry and faith; and G eece, for its
scul ptors' sakes, of the Periclean age.

These Holy Lands are ny fatherlands: in themalone am| truly at hone:
all ny work is but to bring the whole world under this sanctification

And so, O worthy, respectable, dutiful, patriotic, brave, industrious
CGerman reader, you who used to fear only God and your own conscience,
and now fear nothing at all, here is my book for you; and--in al
sincerity--much good may it do you

London, 23rd. Cctober 1907.



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDI TI ON

The preparation of a Second Edition of this booklet is quite the nost
unexpected literary task that has ever been set ne. Wien it first
appeared | was ungrateful enough to renonstrate with its publisher for
printing, as | thought, nore copies than the nost sangui ne Wagnerite
could ever hope to sell. But the result proved that exactly one person
buys a copy on every day in the year, including Sundays; and so, in the
process of the suns, a reprint has becone necessary.

Save a few verbal slips of no inportance, | have found nothing to alter
inthis edition. As usual, the only protests the book has elicited are
protests, not against the opinions it expresses, but against the facts
it records. There are people who cannot bear to be told that their

hero was associated with a fanous Anarchist in a rebellion; that he
was procl ained as "wanted" by the police; that he wote revol utionary
panphl ets; and that his picture of N blunghome under the reign of

Al beric is a poetic vision of unregulated industrial capitalismas it
was made known in Germany in the mddle of the nineteenth century by
Engel s's Condition of the Laboring classes in England. They frantically
deny these facts, and then declare that | have connected themwth
Wagner in a paroxysm of sensel ess perversity. | amsorry | have hurt
them and | appeal to charitable publishers to bring out a newlife of
Wagner, which shall describe himas a court rnusician of unquestioned
fashi on and orthodoxy, and a pillar of the nost exclusive Dresden
circles. Such a work, would, | believe, have a |arge sale, and be read
with satisfaction and reassurance by nmany | overs of WAgner's nusic.

As to ny much denurred-to relegation of Night Falls On The Gods to

the category of grand opera, | have nothing to add or withdraw. Such a
classification is to me as nmuch a matter of fact as the Dresden rising
or the police proclamation; but | shall not pretend that it is a matter
of such fact as everybody's judgment can grapple with. People who prefer
grand opera to serious nusic-drama naturally resent ny placing a very
grand opera bel ow a very serious nusic-drama. The ordinary | over of
Shakespeare woul d equal |y denur to ny placing his popul ar catchpenny

pl ays, of which As You Like It is an avowed type, below true
Shakespearean plays |ike Measure for Measure. | cannot hel p that.
Popul ar dramas and operas nay have overwhelmng nerits as enchanting
make- bel i eves; but a poet's sincerest vision of the world nust al ways

t ake precedence of his prettiest fool's paradise.

As many English Wagnerites seemto be still under the inpression that
Wagner comnposed Rienzi in his youth, Tannhauser and Lohengrin in his

m ddl e age, and The Ring in his later years, may | again renind them
that The Ring was the result of a political convul sion which occurred
when Wagner was only thirty-six, and that the poem was conpl eted when
he was forty, with thirty nore years of work before hin? It is as nuch
a first essay in political philosophy as Die Feen is a first essay in
romanti c opera. The attenpt to recover its spirit twenty years |ater
when the music of Night Falls On The Gods was added, was an attenpt to
revive the barricades of Dresden in the Tenple of the Gail. Only those
who have never had any political enthusiasns to survive can believe that
such an attenpt could succeed. G B. S.

London, 1901



Preface to the First Edition

This book is a conmentary on The Ring of the N blungs, Wagner's chi ef
work. | offer it to those enthusiastic admrers of Wagner who are unabl e
to follow his ideas, and do not in the | east understand the dil emma of
Wot an, though they are filled with indignation at the irreverence of the
Philistines who frankly avow that they find the remarks of the god too
of ten tedi ous and nonsensical. Now to be devoted to Wagner nerely as a
dog is devoted to his master, sharing a few el enentary ideas, appetites
and emotions with him and, for the rest, reverencing his superiority

wi t hout understanding it, is no true Wagnerism Yet nothing better

is possible without a stock of ideas comon to master and disciple.
Unfortunately, the ideas of the revol utionary Wagner of 1848 are taught
neither by the education nor the experience of English and American
gent | emren- amat eurs, who are al nost al ways political nugwunps, and hardly
ever associate with revolutionists. The earlier attenpts to translate
hi s numerous panphl ets and essays into English, resulted in |udicrous

m xtures of pure nonsense with the absurdest distorsions of his ideas
into the ideas of the translators. W now have a translation which is a
mast erpi ece of interpretation and an em nent addition to our literature;
but that is not because its author, M. Ashton Ellis, knows the German
dictionary better than his predecessors. He is sinply in possession of
Wagner's i deas, which were to theminconceivabl e.

Al | pretend to do in this book is to inpart the ideas which are nost
likely to be lacking in the conventional Englishman's equipnment. | cane
by them nysel f nuch as Wagner did, having |earnt nore about nusic

t han about anything else in ny youth, and sown ny political wild oats
subsequently in the revolutionary school. This conbination is not conmon
in England; and as | seem so far, to be the only publicly articulate
result of it, | venture to add ny comentary to what has al ready been
written by nusicians who are no revol utionists, and revol utionists who
are no nusicians. G B. S

Prelim nary Encouragenents
The Ring of the N blungs
The Rhine CGold

Wagner as Revol uti oni st
The Val kyri es

Siegfried

Si egfried as Protestant

Ni ght Falls On The Cods
Wy He Changed His M nd
Wagner's Oan Expl anati on
The Music of The Ring

The A d and the New Misic
The Nineteenth Century
The Music of the Future
Bayr eut h



THE PERFECT WAGNERI TE

PRELI M NARY ENCOURAGEMENTS

A few of these will be welconme to the ordinary citizen visiting the
theatre to satisfy his curiosity, or his desire to be in the fashion
by witnessing a representation of Richard Wagner's fanobus Ring of the
Ni bl ungs.

First, The Ring, with all its gods and giants and dwarfs, its

wat er - mai dens and Val kyries, its w shing-cap, magic ring, enchanted
sword, and miraculous treasure, is a drama of today, and not of a renote
and fabul ous antiquity. It could not have been witten before the second
hal f of the nineteenth century, because it deals with events which were
only then consunmating t hensel ves. Unl ess the spectator recognizes in

it an image of the life he is hinself fighting his way through, it nust
needs appear to hima nonstrous devel opnent of the Christmas pant om nes,
spun out here and there into intolerable | engths of dull conversation by
the principal baritone. Fortunately, even fromthis point of view The
Ring is full of extraordinarily attractive episodes, both orchestral and
dramati c. The nature nusic alone--nusic of river and rainbow, fire and
forest--is enough to bribe people with any |love of the country in them
to endure the passages of political philosophy in the sure hope of a
prettier page to come. Everybody, too, can enjoy the |ove nusic, the
hamrer and anvil mnusic, the clunping of the giants, the tune of the
young woodsman's horn, the trilling of the bird, the dragon nusic and

ni ght mare nusi c and thunder and Iightning nusic, the profusion of sinple
nmel ody, the sensuous charm of the orchestration: in short, the vast
extent of common ground between The Ring and the ordinary nmusic we use
for play and pleasure. Hence it is that the four separate nusic-plays

of which it is built have becone popul ar throughout Europe as operas. W
shall presently see that one of them N ght Falls On The Gods, actually
i s an opera.

It is generally understood, however, that there is an inner ring of
superior persons to whomthe whole work has a nost urgent and searching
phi | osophi c and social significance. | profess to be such a superior
person; and | wite this panphlet for the assistance of those who w sh
to be introduced to the work on equal terns with that inner circle of
adept s.

My second encouragenent i s addressed to nodest citizens who may suppose
t hensel ves to be disqualified fromenjoying The Ring by their technica

i gnorance of nusic. They may dismss all such msgivings speedily and
confidently. If the sound of music has any power to nove them they wll
find that Wagner exacts nothing further. There is not a single bar of
"classical music" in The Ring--not a note in it that has any ot her point
than the single direct point of giving nmusical expression to the drama
In classical nusic there are, as the analytical progranms tell us, first
subj ects and second subjects, free fantasias, recapitulations, and
codas; there are fugues, with counter-subjects, strettos, and peda

poi nts; there are passacaglias on ground basses, canons ad hypodi apent e,



and ot her ingenuities, which have, after all, stood or fallen by their
prettiness as much as the sinplest fol k-tune. Wagner is never driving at
anything of this sort any nore than Shakespeare in his plays is driving
at such ingenuities of verse-making as sonnets, triolets, and the I|ike.
And this is why he is so easy for the natural musician who has had no
academ c teaching. The professors, when WAgner's nusic is played to
them exclaimat once "What is this? Is it aria, or recitative? Is there
no cabaletta to it--not even a full close? Wiy was that discord not
prepared; and why does he not resolve it correctly? How dare he indul ge
in those scandalous and illicit transitions into a key that has not

one note in common with the key he has just left? Listen to those fal se
rel ati ons! What does he want with six drunms and ei ght horns when Mbzart
worked miracles with two of each? The man is no nusician." The | ayman
nei t her knows nor cares about any of these things. If Wagner were to
turn aside fromhis straightforward dramatic purpose to propitiate the
professors with correct exercises in sonata form his nmusic would at
once becone unintelligible to the unsophisticated spectator, upon whom
the famliar and dreaded "cl assical" sensation would descend |ike the

i nfluenza. Nothing of the kind need be dreaded. The unskilled, untaught
musi ci an rmay approach Wagner boldly; for there is no possibility of a

m sunder st andi ng between them The Ring nmusic is perfectly single and
simple. It is the adept nusician of the old school who has everything to
unl earn: and himl |eave, unpitied, to his fate.

THE RI NG OF THE NI BLUNGS

The Ring consists of four plays, intended to be perforned on four
successi ve evenings, entitled The Rhine Gold (a prol ogue to the other
three), The Val kyries, Siegfried, and Night Falls On The Gods; or, in
the original German, Das Rheingold, D e Wal kure, Siegfried, and Die
Cot t er dammer ung.

THE RH NE GOLD

Let me assume for a nmonment that you are a young and good-| ooki ng woman.
Try to imagi ne yourself in that character at Kl ondyke five years ago.
The place is teeming with gold. If you are content to | eave the gold

al one, as the wise |leave flowers w thout plucking them enjoying with
perfect naivete its color and glitter and preci ousness, no human bei ng
will ever be the worse for your know edge of it; and whilst you remain
in that frame of mnd the golden age will endure

Now suppose a man cones along: a man who has no sense of the gol den
age, nor any power of living in the present: a man with comon desires,
cupidities, anmbitions, just |like nost of the men you know. Suppose you
reveal to that man the fact that if he will only pluck this gold up
and turn it into noney, mllions of nen, driven by the invisible whip
of hunger, will toil underground and overground night and day to pile
up nmore and nmore gold for himuntil he is naster of the world! You wll
find that the prospect will not tenpt himso nmuch as you m ght i magi ne,
because it involves sone distasteful trouble to hinmself to start with



and because there is sonething el se within his reach invol ving no

di stasteful toil, which he desires nore passionately; and that is
yourself. So long as he is preoccupied with |ove of you, the gold, and
all that it inplies, will escape him the golden age will endure. Not
until he forswears love will he stretch out his hand to the gold, and
found the Plutonic enpire for hinmself. But the choice between | ove and
gold may not rest altogether with him He may be an ugly, ungracious,
unam abl e person, whose affections may seem nerely |udicrous and
despicable to you. In that case, you may repulse him and nost bitterly
hum |iate and di sappoint him Wat is left to himthen but to curse the
| ove he can never win, and turn renorselessly to the gold? Wth that,
he wi Il make short work of your gol den age, and | eave you lanmenting its
| ost thoughtl essness and sweet ness.

In due time the gold of Klondyke will find its way to the great cities
of the world. But the old dilemma will keep continually reproducing
itself. The man who will turn his back on love, and upon all the
fruitful it, and will set hinmself single-heartedly to gather gold in an
exul tant dreamof wielding its Plutonic powers, will find the treasure
yielding quickly to his touch. But few men will nake this sacrifice
voluntarily. Not until the Plutonic power is so strongly set up that the
hi gher human i nmpul ses are suppressed as rebellious, and even the nere
appetites are denied, starved, and insulted when they cannot purchase
their satisfaction with gold, are the energetic spirits driven to build
their lives upon riches. How inevitable that course has become to us is
pl ai n enough to those who have the power of understandi ng what they see
as they |l ook at the plutocratic societies of our nodern capitals.

First Scene

Here, then, is the subject of the first scene of The Rhine Gold. As

you sit waiting for the curtain to rise, you suddenly catch the booni ng
ground-tone of a mghty river. It beconmes plainer, clearer: you get
nearer to the surface, and catch the green light and the flights of

bubbl es. Then the curtain goes up and you see what you heard--the depths
of the Rhine, with three strange fairy fishes, half water-midens,
singi ng and enj oyi ng thensel ves exuberantly. They are not singing
barcarol l es or ball ads about the Lorely and her fated |lovers, but sinply
trolling any nonsense that comes into their heads in tinme to the dancing
of the water and the rhythmof their swimmng. It is the gol den age; and
the attraction of this spot for the Rhine maidens is a lunp of the Rhine
gold, which they value, in an entirely uncomercial way, for its bodily
beauty and spl endor. Just at present it is eclipsed, because the sun is
not striking down through the water.

Presently there cones a poor devil of a dwarf stealing along the
slippery rocks of the river bed, a creature with energy enough to make
him strong of body and fierce of passion, but with a brutish narrowness
of intelligence and sel fishness of inagination: too stupid to see that
his own wel fare can only be conpassed as part of the welfare of the
world, too full of brute force not to grab vigorously at his own gain.
Such dwarfs are quite comon in London. He comes now with a fruitfu

impulse in him in search of what he lacks in hinself, beauty, |ightness
of heart, imagination, nusic. The Rhine mmidens, representing all these
to him fill himwth hope and | ongi ng; and he never considers that he

has nothing to offer that they could possibly desire, being by natura
[imtation incapabl e of seeing anything from anyone el se's point of



view Wth perfect sinplicity, he offers hinself as a sweetheart to
them But they are thoughtless, elenental, only half real things, much
i ke nodern young | adies. That the poor dwarf is repulsive to their
sense of physical beauty and their romantic conception of heroism that
he is ugly and awkward, greedy and ridicul ous, disposes for themof his
claimto live and | ove. They nmock him atrociously, pretending to fall in
love with himat first sight, and then slipping away and nmaki ng gane of
him heaping ridicule and di sgust on the poor wetch until he is beside
hinself with nortification and rage. They forget hi mwhen the water
begins to glitter in the sun, and the gold to reflect its glory. They
break into ecstatic worship of their treasure; and though they know the
par abl e of Kl ondyke quite well, they have no fear that the gold will be
wrenched away by the dwarf, since it will yield to no one who has not
forsworn love for it, and it is in pursuit of |ove that he has cone to
them They forget that they have poi soned that desire in himby their
nockery and denial of it, and that he now knows that life will give him
not hi ng that he cannot west fromit by the Plutonic power. It is just
as if some poor, rough, vulgar, coarse fellow were to offer to take his
part in aristocratic society, and be snubbed into the know edge t hat
only as a mllionaire could he ever hope to bring that society to his
feet and buy hinself a beautiful and refined wife. His choice is forced
on him He forswears |ove as thousands of us forswear it every day; and
in a nonent the gold is in his grasp, and he di sappears in the depths,
|l eaving the water-fairies vainly screaming "Stop thief!" whilst the
river seenms to plunge into darkness and sink fromus as we rise to the
cl oud regi ons above.

And now, what forces are there in the world to resist Al beric, our
dwarf, in his new character of sworn plutocrat? He is soon at

wor k wi el ding the power of the gold. For his gain, hordes of his

fell owcreatures are thenceforth condemmed to sl ave m serably,
overground and underground, |ashed to their work by the invisible whip
of starvation. They never see him any nore than the victins of our
"dangerous trades" ever see the sharehol ders whose power is neverthel ess
everywhere, driving themto destruction. The very wealth they create
with their | abor becones an additional force to inpoverish them for as
fast as they make it it slips fromtheir hands into the hands of their
mast er, and makes him m ghtier than ever. You can see the process for
yourself in every civilized country today, where mllions of people toi
in want and di sease to heap up nore wealth for our Alberics, laying up
not hi ng for thensel ves, except sonetines horrible and agonizi ng di sease
and the certainty of premature death. Al this part of the story is
frightfully real, frightfully present, frightfully nodern; and its
effects on our social life are so ghastly and rui nous that we no | onger
know enough of happi ness to be di sconposed by it. It is only the

poet, with his vision of what |ife mght be, to whomthese things are
unendurable. If we were a race of poets we woul d make an end of them
before the end of this mserable century. Being a race of noral dwarfs
i nstead, we think them highly respectable, confortable and proper, and
allowthemto breed and multiply their evil in all directions. If there
were no hi gher power in the world to work against Al beric, the end of it
woul d be utter destruction.

Such a force there is, however; and it is called Godhead. The nysterious
thing we call life organizes itself into all living shapes, bird, beast,
beetle and fish, rising to the human marvel in cunning dwarfs and

in | aborious nuscul ar giants, capable, these last, of enduring



toil, willing to buy love and life, not with suicidal curses and

renunci ations, but with patient manual drudgery in the service of higher
powers. And these higher powers are called into existence by the same
sel f-organi zation of life still nmore wonderfully into rare persons who
may by conparison be called gods, creatures capable of thought, whose
aims extend far beyond the satisfaction of their bodily appetites

and personal affections, since they perceive that it is only by the
establishment of a social order founded on comon bonds of noral faith
that the world can rise fromnmere savagery. But how is this order to be
set up by CGodhead in a world of stupid giants, since these thoughtless
ones pursue only their narrower personal ends and can by no neans
understand the ainms of a god? Godhead, face to face with Stupidity, nust
conprom se. Unable to enforce on the world the pure | aw of thought, it
must resort to a mechanical |aw of conmandnents to be enforced by

brute puni shments and the destruction of the di sobedient. And however
carefully these laws are franed to represent the hi ghest thoughts of the
franers at the monent of their promul gation, before a day has el apsed

t hat thought has grown and wi dened by the ceasel ess evolution of life;
and | o! yesterday's |law already fallen out with today's thought. Yet if
the high givers of that |aw thensel ves set the exanple of breaking

it before it is a week old, they destroy all its authority with their
subj ects, and so break the weapon they have forged to rule themfor
their own good. They nust therefore maintain at all costs the sanctity
of the law, even when it has ceased to represent their thought; so that
at last they get entangled in a network of ordi nances which they no

| onger believe in, and yet have nmade so sacred by customand so terrible
by puni shment, that they cannot thensel ves escape fromthem Thus
Godhead' s resort to law finally costs it half its integrity--as if

a spiritual king, to gain tenporal power, had plucked out one of his
eyes--and it finally begins secretly to long for the advent of sone
power higher than itself which will destroy its artificial enpire of

| aw, and establish a true republic of free thought.

This is by no neans the only difficulty in the dom nion of Law The
brute force for its execution nmust be purchased; and the mass of its
subj ects nust be persuaded to respect the authority which enploys this
force. But how is such respect to be inplanted in themif they are
unabl e to conprehend the thought of the | awgiver? Cearly, only by
associating the legislative power with such displays of splendor and

maj esty as will inpress their senses and awe their imaginations. The god
turned | awgi ver, in short, nust be crowned Pontiff and King. Since he
cannot be known to the common folk as their superior in wisdom he nust
be known to themas their superior in riches, as the dweller in castles,
the wearer of gold and purple, the eater of mghty feasts, the conmander
of armes, and the w el der of powers of |life and death, of salvation
and damation after death. Sonmething may be done in this way w thout
corruption whilst the golden age still endures. Your gods may not
prevail with the dwarfs; but they may go to these honest giants who will
give a day's work for a day's pay, and induce themto build for Godhead
a mghty fortress, conmplete with hall and chapel, tower and bell, for

t he sake of the homesteads that will grow up in security round that
church-castle. This only, however, whilst the golden age |asts. The
nmonent the Plutonic power is |et |oose, and the | ovel ess Al beric cones
into the field with his corrupting mllions, the gods are face to face
wi th destruction; since Alberic, able with invisible hunger-whip to
force the labor of the dwarfs and to buy the services of the giants,

can outshine all the tenporal shows and splendors of the gol den age,



and nmake hinsel f nmaster of the world, unless the gods, with their bigger
brai ns, can capture his gold. This, the dilema of the Church today,

is the situation created by the exploit of Al beric in the depths of the
Rhi ne.

Second Scene

Fromthe bed of the river we rise into cloudy regions, and finally conme
out into the clear in a nmeadow, where Whtan, the god of gods, and his
consort Fricka lie sleeping. Wtan, you will observe, has | ost one eye;
and you will presently learn that he plucked it out voluntarily as the
price to be paid for his alliance with Fricka, who in return has brought
to himas her dowy all the powers of Law. The nmeadow is on the brink of
a ravine, beyond which, towering on distant heights, stands Godhone, a
m ghty castle, newy built as a house of state for the one-eyed god and
his all-ruling wife. Witan has not yet seen this castle except in his
dreans: two giants have just built it for himwhilst he slept; and the
reality is before himfor the first time when Fricka wakes him 1In that
maj estic burg he is to rule with her and through her over the hunbl e

gi ants, who have eyes to gape at the glorious castles their own

hands have built from his design, but no brains to design castles for

t hensel ves, or to conprehend divinity. As a god, he is to be great,
secure, and mighty; but he is also to be passionless, affectionless,
wholly inpartial; for CGodhead, if it is to live with Law, nust have no
weaknesses, no respect for persons. Al such sweet littl enesses nust be
left to the hunble stupid giants to make their toil sweet to them and
the god nust, after all, pay for A ynpian power the sane price the dwarf
has paid for Plutonic power.

Wbt an has forgotten this in his dreans of greatness. Not so Fricka. What
she is thinking of is this price that Wtan has consented to pay,

in token whereof he has promised this day to hand over to the giants
Fricka's sister, the goddess Freia, with her golden | ove-appl es. Wen
Fricka reproaches Whtan with having selfishly forgotten this, she finds
that he, like herself, is not prepared to go through with his bargain,
and that he is trusting to another great worldforce, the Lie (a European
Power, as Lassalle said), to help himto trick the giants out of their

reward. But this force does not dwell in Whtan hinself, but in another
a god over whom he has triunphed, one Loki, the god of Intellect,
Argument, Imagination, Illusion, and Reason. Loki has promised to

deliver himfromhis contract, and to cheat the giants for him but he
has not arrived to keep his word: indeed, as Fricka bitterly points
out, why should not the Lie fail Wtan, since such failure is the very
essence of hin®

The giants come soon enough; and Freia flies to Wtan for protection
agai nst them Their purposes are quite honest; and they have no doubt
of the god's faith. There stands their part of the contract fulfilled,
stone on stone, port and pinnacle all faithfully finished fromWtan's
design by their mghty [ abor. They have come undoubtingly for their
agreed wage. Then there happens what is to theman incredible,

i nconcei vabl e thing. The god begins to shuffle. There are no nonents in
life nore tragic than those in which the hunmbl e conmon nman, the manua
wor ker, leaving with inplicit trust all high affairs to his betters, and
reverencing themwholly as worthy of that trust, even to the extent

of accepting as his rightful function the saving of themfrom al
rougheni ng and coarsening drudgeries, first discovers that they are



corrupt, greedy, unjust and treacherous. The shock drives a ray of
prophetic light into one giant's mnd, and gives hima nonmentary

el oquence. I n that nmoment he rises above his stupid gianthood, and
earnestly warns the Son of Light that all his power and em nence of

pri est hood, godhood, and kingship nust stand or fall with the unbearable
cold greatness of the incorruptible | awgiver. But Wtan, whose assuned
character of lawgiver is altogether false to his real passionate
nature, despises the rebuke; and the giant's ray of insight is lost in
the murk of his virtuous indignation.

In the mdst of the wangle, Loki comes at |ast, excusing hinself

for being late on the ground that he has been detai ned by a matter of

i mportance which he has prom sed to | ay before Wtan. Wen pressed to
give his mind to the business immediately in hand, and to extricate
Whtan fromhis dil enma, he has nothing to say except that the giants are
evidently altogether in the right. The castle has been duly built: he
has tried every stone of it, and found the work first-rate: there is
nothing to be done but pay the price agreed upon by handing over Freia
to the giants. The gods are furious; and Wt an passi onately decl ares
that he only consented to the bargain on Loki's promse to find a way
for himout of it. But Loki says no: he has promsed to find a way out

i f any such way exist, but not to nake a way if there is no way. He has
wander ed over the whole earth in search of sone treasure great enough

to buy Freia back fromthe giants; but in all the world he has found

not hing for which Man will give up Wonan. And this, by the way, rem nds
himof the matter he had promised to | ay before Wtan. The Rhine nai dens
have conplained to himof Al beric's theft of their gold; and he nentions
it as a curious exception to his universal |aw of the unpurchasable
preci ousness of love, that this gol d-robber has forsworn | ove for the
sake of the fabul ous riches of the Plutonic enpire and the mastery of
the world through its power.

No sooner is the tale told than the giants stoop |ower than the dwarf.
Al beric forswore |l ove only when it was denied to himand nmade the
instrument for cruelly nurdering his self-respect. But the giants,

with love within their reach, with Freia and her gol den apples in their
hands, offer to give her up for the treasure of Al beric. Cbserve, it

is the treasure alone that they desire. They have no fierce dreans

of dom nion over their superiors, or of nmoulding the world to any
conceptions of their own. They are neither clever nor anbitious: they
simply covet noney. Alberic's gold: that is their demand, or else Freia,
as agreed upon, whomthey now carry off as hostage, |eaving Wtan to
consi der their ultimatum

Frei a gone, the gods begin to wither and age: her gol den appl es, which
they so lightly bargai ned away, they now find to be a matter of life and
death to them for not even the gods can |live on Law and Godhead al one,
be their castles ever so splendid. Loki alone is unaffected: the Lie,
with all its cunning wonders, its glistenings and shiftings and m rages,
is a nere appearance: it has no body and needs no food. Wat is Wtan
to do? Loki sees the answer clearly enough: he nmust bluntly rob Al beric.
There is nothing to prevent himexcept noral scruple; for Al beric, after
all, is a poor, dim dwarfed, credulous creature whoma god can outsee
and a lie can outwit. Down, then, Wtan and Loki plunge into the m ne
where Al beric's slaves are piling up wealth for himunder the invisible
whi p.



Third Scene

Thi s gl oony place need not be a mne: it mght just as well be a

mat ch-factory, with yell ow phosphorus, phossy jaw, a | arge dividend, and
pl enty of clergymen shareholders. O it mght be a whitel ead factory,

or a chem cal works, or a pottery, or a railway shunting yard, or a
tailoring shop, or a little gin-sodden | aundry, or a bakehouse, or a big
shop, or any other of the places where human life and welfare are daily
sacrificed in order that sone greedy foolish creature may be able to
hym exultantly to his Platonic idol

Thou mak' st me eat whilst others starve, And sing while others do
| anent: Such untome Thy bl essings are, As if | were Thine only care.

In the mne, which resounds with the clinking anvils of the dwarfs
toiling mserably to heap up treasure for their master, Al beric has set
his brother Mme--nore famliarly, Mmmy--to make hima helnmet. M mmy
dimMy sees that there is some magic in this helnet, and tries to keep
it; but Alberic wests it fromhim and shows him to his cost, that it
is the veil of the invisible whip, and that he who wears it can appear

i n what shape he will, or disappear fromview altogether. This helnet is
a very commn article in our streets, where it generally takes the form
of atall hat. It nmakes a man invisible as a sharehol der, and changes
himinto various shapes, such as a pious Christian, a subscriber to
hospital s, a benefactor of the poor, a nodel husband and father, a
shrewd, practical independent Englishman, and what not, when he is
really a pitiful parasite on the commonweal th, consum ng a great deal
and produci ng not hing, feeling nothing, know ng nothing, believing
not hi ng, and doi ng not hi ng except what all the rest do, and that only
because he is afraid not to do it, or at least pretend to do it.

VWhen Wht an and Loki arrive, Loki clains Al beric as an ol d acquai ntance.
But the dwarf has no faith in these civil strangers: Geed instinctively
mstrusts Intellect, even in the garb of Poetry and the conpany of
Godhead, whilst envying the brilliancy of the one and the dignity of the
other. Alberic breaks out at themwith a terrible boast of the power now
within his grasp. He paints for themthe world as it will be when his
dom nion over it is conplete, when the soft airs and green nosses of

its valleys shall be changed into snoke, slag, and filth; when sl avery,
di sease, and squal or, soothed by drunkenness and mastered by the

pol i ceman' s baton, shall becone the foundation of society; and when
not hi ng shall escape ruin except such pretty places and pretty wonen as
he may like to buy for the slaking of his own lusts. In that kingdom of
evil he sees that there will be no power but his own. These gods, wth
their noralities and legalities and intellectual subtlety, will go under
and be starved out of existence. He bids Wtan and Loki beware of

it; and his "Hab' Acht!" is hoarse, horrible, and sinister. Wtan

is revolted to the very depths of his being: he cannot stifle the
execration that bursts fromhim But Loki is unaffected: he has no nora
passion: indignation is as absurd to himas enthusiasm He finds it

exqui sitely amusi ng--having a touch of the comic spirit in him-that the
dwarf, in stirring up the noral fervor of Wtan, has renoved his |ast
noral scrupl e about beconming a thief. Wtan will now rob the dwarf

wi t hout renorse; for is it not positively his highest duty to take this
power out of such evil hands and use it hinself in the interests of
Godhead? On the loftiest noral grounds, he lets Loki do his worst.



Alittle cunningly disguised flattery makes short work of Al beric. Loki
pretends to be afraid of him and he swallows that bait unhesitatingly.
But how, enquires Loki, is he to guard against the hatred of his mllion
slaves? WIIl they not steal fromhim whilst he sleeps, the magic ring,

t he synbol of his power, which he has forged fromthe gold of the Rhine?
"You think yourself very clever,” sneers Al beric, and then begins to
boast of the enchantnments of the magic helnet. Loki refuses to believe
in such marvels wi thout witnessing them Alberic, only too glad to
show of f his powers, puts on the helnet and transforns hinself into a
nmonstrous serpent. Loki gratifies himby pretending to be frightened out
of his wits, but ventures to renmark that it would be better still if the
hel met could transformits owner into sonme tiny creature that could hide
and spy in the smallest cranny. Al beric pronptly transforns hinself

into a toad. In an instant Wotan's foot is on hinm Loki tears away the
hel met; they pinion him and drag himaway a prisoner up through the
earth to the meadow by the castle

Fourth Scene

There, to pay for his freedom he has to summon his slaves fromthe
depths to place all the treasure they have heaped up for himat the feet
of Wdtan. Then he denmands his liberty; but Wtan nust have the ring

as well. And here the dwarf, like the giant before him feels the very
foundati ons of the world shake beneath himat the discovery of his

own base cupidity in a higher power. That evil should, in its |ovel ess
desperation, create nmalign powers which Godhead coul d not create, seens
but natural justice to him But that Godhead should steal those malign

powers fromevil, and weld themitself, is a nonstrous perversion; and
his appeal to Wtan to forego it is alnost terrible in its conviction
of wong. It is of no avail. Wtan falls back again on virtuous

i ndignation. He rem nds Alberic that he stole the gold fromthe

Rhi ne mai dens, and takes the attitude of the just judge conpelling a
restitution of stolen goods. Alberic knowing perfectly well that the
judge is taking the goods to put themin his own pocket, has the ring
torn fromhis finger, and is once nore as poor as he was when he cane
slipping and stunbling anong the sliny rocks in the bed of the Rhine.

This is the way of the world. In older tines, when the Christian |aborer
was drained dry by the knightly spendthrift, and the spendthrift was
drai ned by the Jew sh usurer, Church and State, religion and |aw, seized
on the Jew and drained himas a Christian duty. Wen the forces of

| ovel essness and greed had built up our own sordid capitalist systens,
driven by invisible proprietorship, robbing the poor, defacing the
earth, and forcing thensel ves as a universal curse even on the generous
and hurmane, then religion and law and intellect, which would never

t hensel ves have di scovered such systens, their natural bent being
towards wel fare, econony, and life instead of towards corruption, waste,
and deat h, nevertheless did not scruple to seize by fraud and force

t hese powers of evil on presence of using themfor good. And it

i nevitably happens that when the Church, the Law, and all the Talents
have nade common cause to rob the people, the Church is far nore

vitally harned by that unfaithfulness to itself than its nore nechanica
confederates; so that finally they turn on their discredited ally and
rob the Church, with the cheerful co-operation of Loki, as in France and
Italy for instance.

The twin giants come back with their hostage, in whose presence Godhead



bl oons again. The gold is ready for them but now that the noment has
cone for parting with Freia the gold does not seemso tenpting; and

they are sorely loth to let her go. Not unless there is gold enough to
utterly hide her fromthem-not until the heap has grown so that they
can see nothing but gold--until noney has cone between them and every
human feeling, will they part with her. There is not gold enough to
acconplish this: however cunningly Loki spreads it, the glint of Freia's
hair is still visible to Gant Fafnir, and the nagi c hel met nust go on
the heap to shut it out. Even then Fafnir's brother, Fasolt, can catch a
beam from her eye through a chink, and is rendered i ncapabl e thereby of
forswearing her. There is nothing to stop that chink but the ring; and
Whtan is as greedily bent on keeping that as Al beric hinself was; nor
can the other gods persuade himthat Freia is worth it, since for

t he highest god, love is not the highest good, but only the universa
delight that bribes all living things to travail with renewed life. Life
itself, with its acconplished marvels and its infinite potentialities,
is the only force that Godhead can worship. Wtan does not yield unti

he is reached by the voice of the fruitful earth that before he or the
dwarfs or the giants or the Law or the Lie or any of these things were,
had the seed of themall in her bosom and the seed perhaps of sonething
hi gher even than hinself, that shall one day supersede himand cut the
tangl es and alliances and conprom ses that already have cost himone

of his eyes. Wen Erda, the First Mother of life, rises from her

sl eeping-place in the heart of the earth, and warns himto yield the
ring, he obeys her; the ring is added to the heap of gold; and all sense
of Freia is cut off fromthe giants.

But now what Law is left to these two poor stupid | aborers whereby one
shall yield to the other any of the treasure for which they have each
paid the whole price in surrendering Freia? They | ook by nmere habit

to the god to judge for them but he, with his heart stirring towards

hi gher forces than hinself, turns with disgust fromthese | ower forces.
They settle it as two wolves might; and Fafnir batters his brother dead
with his staff. It is a horrible thing to see and hear, to anyone who
knows how nuch bl ood has been shed in the world in just that way by its
brutalized toilers, honest fellows enough until their betters betrayed
them Fafnir goes off with his booty. It is quite useless to him He has
neither the cunning nor the anbition to establish the Plutonic enpire
with it. Merely to prevent others fromgetting it is the only purpose it
brings him He piles it in a cave; transfornms hinself into a dragon by
the hel met; and devotes his life to guarding it, as much a slave to it
as a jailor is to his prisoner. He had nuch better have thrown it al
back into the Rhine and transforned hinself into the shortest-Ilived
animal that enjoys at least a brief run in the sunshine. H s case,
however, is far too common to be surprising. The world is overstocked

wi th persons who sacrifice all their affections, and nmadly tranple and
batter down their fellows to obtain riches of which, when they get them
they are unable to nake the smallest use, and to which they becone the
nost m serabl e sl aves.

The gods soon forget Fafnir in their rejoicing over Freia. Donner

t he Thunder god, springs to a rocky sunmt and calls the clouds as a
shepherd calls his flocks. They conme at his sunmons; and he and the
castl e are hidden by their black |egions. Froh, the Rainbow god, hastens
to his side. At the stroke of Donner's hamer the black murk is riven in
all directions by darting ribbons of lightning; and as the air clears,
the castle is seen in its fullest splendor, accessible now by the



rai nbow bridge which Froh has cast across the ravine. In the glory

of this nmoment Wbtan has a great thought. Wth all his aspirations

to establish a reign of noble thought, of righteousness, order, and
justice, he has found that day that there is no race yet in the world
that quite spontaneously, naturally, and unconsciously realizes his

i deal . He hinmself has found how far short Godhead falls of the thing

it conceives. He, the greatest of gods, has been unable to control his
fate: he has been forced against his will to choose between evils, to
make di sgraceful bargains, to break themstill nore disgracefully, and
even then to see the price of his disgrace slip through his fingers.

Hi s consort has cost himhalf his vision; his castle has cost himhis
affections; and the attenpt to retain both has cost himhis honor. On
every side he is shackled and bound, dependent on the |aws of Fricka and
on the lies of Loki, forced to traffic with dwarfs for handicraft and
with giants for strength, and to pay themboth in false coin. After all,
agodis apitiful thing. But the fertility of the First Mdther is not
yet exhausted. The life that came from her has ever clinbed up to a

hi gher and hi gher organi zati on. Fromtoad and serpent to dwarf, from
bear and el ephant to giant, fromdwarf and giant to a god wi th thoughts,
wi th conprehension of the world, with ideals. Wiy should it stop there?
Why should it not rise fromthe god to the Hero? to the creature in whom
the god's unavailing thought shall have becone effective will and life,
who shall make his way straight to truth and reality over the | aws of
Fricka and the lies of Loki with a strength that overcones giants and a
cunning that outwits dwarfs? Yes: Erda, the First Mther, must travai
again, and breed hima race of heroes to deliver the world and hinsel f
fromhis limted powers and di sgraceful bargains. This is the vision
that flashes on himas he turns to the rainbow bridge and calls his wfe
to come and dwell with himin Val halla, the hone of the gods.

They are all overcone with Valhalla's glory except Loki. He is behind
the scenes of this joint reign of the Divine and the Legal. He despises
these gods with their ideals and their gol den apples. "I am ashaned," he
says, "to have dealings with these futile creatures.” And so he foll ows
themto the rai nbow bridge. But as they set foot on it, fromthe river
bel ow rises the wailing of the Rhine maidens for their lost gold. "You
down there in the water,"” cries Loki with brutal irony: "you used to
bask in the glitter of your gold: henceforth you shall bask in the

spl endor of the gods."” And they reply that the truth is in the depths
and the darkness, and that what blazes on high there is fal sehood. And
with that the gods pass into their glorious stronghold.

WAGNER AS REVOLUTI ONI ST

Before | eaving this explanation of The Rhine Gold, | nust have a word or
two about it with the reader. It is the |east popul ar of the sections of
The Ring. The reason is that its dramatic nmoments lie quite outside

t he consci ousness of peopl e whose joys and sorrows are all donestic

and personal, and whose religions and political ideas are purely
conventional and superstitious. To themit is a struggle between half a
dozen fairytal e personages for a ring, involving hours of scolding and
cheating, and one long scene in a dark gruesonme mne, with gloony, ugly
musi ¢, and not a glinpse of a handsome young man or pretty woman. Only

t hose of wi der consciousness can followit breathlessly, seeing in it



t he whol e tragedy of human history and the whol e horror of the dil enmas
fromwhich the world is shrinking today. At Bayreuth | have seen a party
of English tourists, after enduring agoni es of boredom from Al beri c,
rise in the mddle of the third scene, and al nbst force their way out

of the dark theatre into the sunlit pine-wod without. And | have

seen people who were deeply affected by the scene driven al nost beside

t hensel ves by this disturbance. But it was a very natural thing for the
unfortunate tourists to do, since in this Rhine Gold prologue there is
no interval between the acts for escape. Roughly speaking, people who
have no general ideas, no touch of the concern of the phil osopher and
statesman for the race, cannot enjoy The Rhine Gold as a drama. They may
find compensations in some exceedingly pretty nusic, at times even grand
and glorious, which will enable themto escape occasionally fromthe
struggl e between Al beric and Wtan; but if their capacity for nusic
should be as limted as their conprehension of the world, they had
better stay away.

And now, attentive Reader, we have reached the point at which sone
foolish person is sure to interrupt us by declaring that The Rhine Gold
is what they call "a work of art"™ pure and sinple, and that \Wagner never
dreant of shareholders, tall hats, whitelead factories, and industria
and political questions |ooked at fromthe socialistic and humanitarian
poi nts of view W need not discuss these inpertinences: it is easier

to silence themwith the facts of Wagner's life. In 1843 he obtai ned
the position of conductor of the Opera at Dresden at a salary of L225 a
year, with a pension. This was a first-rate permanent appointnent in the
service of the Saxon State, carrying an assured professiona

position and livelihood with it In 1848, the year of revol utions,

the discontented middl e class, unable to rouse the Church-and-State
governments of the day fromtheir bondage to custom caste, and | aw by
appeals to norality or constitutional agitation for Liberal reforns,
made common cause with the starving wage-working class, and resorted to
armed rebellion, which reached Dresden in 1849. Had Wagner been the nere
nmusi cal epicure and political mugwunp that the term"artist" seens to
suggest to so nmany critics and amateurs--that is, a creature in their
own | azy |ikeness--he need have taken no nore part in the politica
struggl es of his day than Bi shop took in the English Reform agitation of
1832, or Sterndal e Bennett in the Chartist or Free Trade novenents. What
he did do was first to nake a desperate appeal to the King to cast off
his bonds and answer the need of the tinme by taking true Kingship on

hi nsel f and | eading his people to the redress of their intol erable
wrongs (fancy the poor nonarch's feelings!), and then, when the crash
cane, to take his side with the right and the poor against the rich and
the wong. When the insurrection was defeated, three | eaders of it were
especi al ly marked down for vengeance: August Roeckel, an old friend

of Wagner's to whom he wote a well-known series of letters; M chae
Bakooni n, afterwards a fanmous apostle of revolutionary Anarchisn and
Wagner himnsel f. Wagner escaped to Switzerl and: Roeckel and Bakoonin
suffered long terns of inprisonment. \WAgner was of course utterly

rui ned, pecuniarily and socially (to his own intense relief and
satisfaction); and his exile lasted twelve years. Hi s first idea was

to get his Tannhauser produced in Paris. Wth the notion of expl aining
hinself to the Parisians he wote a panphlet entitled Art and

Revol ution, a glance through which will show how t horoughly the
socialistic side of the revolution had his synpathy, and how conpletely
he had got free fromthe influence of the established Churches of his
day. For three years he kept pouring forth panphl ets--sonme of them



el aborate treatises in size and intellectual rank, but still essentially
t he panphl ets and mani festoes of a born agitator--on social evolution
religion, life, art and the influence of riches. In 1853 the poem of The
Ring was privately printed; and in 1854, five years after the Dresden
i nsurrection, The Rhine Gold score was conpleted to the last drumtap

These facts are on official record in Germany, where the proclamation
summ ng up WAgner as "a politically dangerous person" nmay be consulted
to this day. The panphlets are now accessible to English readers in the
translation of M. Ashton Ellis. This being so, any person who, having
per haps heard that | ama Socialist, attenpts to persuade you that ny
interpretation of The Rhine Gold is only "ny socialisni read into the
works of a dilettantist who borrowed an idle tale froman old saga to
make an opera book with, may safely be dism ssed fromyour consideration
as an ignoranus.

If you are now satisfied that The Rhine Gold is an allegory, do not
forget that an allegory is never quite consistent except when it

is witten by someone w thout dramatic faculty, in which case it is
unreadabl e. There is only one way of dramatizing an idea; and that is by
putting on the stage a human bei ng possessed by that idea, yet none the
| ess a human being with all the human inpul ses which nmake hi makin and
therefore interesting to us. Bunyan, in his Pilgrims Progress, does
not, like his unread imtators, attenpt to personify Christianity and
Val our: he dramatizes for you the life of the Christian and the Valiant
Man. Just so, though | have shown that Whtan is Godhead and Ki ngshi p,
and Loki Logic and Inmagination without [iving WIIl (Brain wthout Heart,
to put it vulgarly); yet in the drama Witan is a religiously noral man,
and Loki a witty, ingenious, imginative and cynical one. As to Fricka,
who stands for State Law, she does not assune her allegorical character
in The Rhine Gold at all, but is sinmply Wtan's wife and Freia's sister
nay, she contradicts her allegorical self by conniving at all Wtan's
rogueries. That, of course, is just what State Law woul d do; but we nust
not save the credit of the allegory by a quip. Not until she reappears
in the next play (The Val kyries) does her function in the allegorica
schenme becone plain.

One preconception will bew |l der the spectator hopel essly unl ess he

has been warned against it or is naturally free fromit. In the

ol d-fashi oned orders of creation, the supernatural personages are

i nvariably conceived as greater than man, for good or evil. In the
nodern humani tarian order as adopted by Wagner, Man is the highest.

In The Rhine Gold, it is pretended that there are as yet no nmen on the
earth. There are dwarfs, giants, and gods. The danger is that you wll
junp to the conclusion that the gods, at |east, are a higher order than
the human order. On the contrary, the world is waiting for Man to redeem
it fromthe lame and cranmped government of the gods. Once grasp that;
and the allegory becomes sinple enough. Really, of course, the dwarfs,
giants, and gods are dramatizations of the three main orders of men: to
wit, the instinctive, predatory, lustful, greedy people; the patient,
toiling, stupid, respectful, noney-worshipping people; and the
intellectual, noral, talented people who devise and adm ni ster States
and Churches. History shows us only one order higher than the highest of
t hese: nanely, the order of Heroes.

Now it is quite clear--though you have perhaps never thought of it--that
if the next generation of Englishnmen consisted wholly of Julius Caesars,



all our political, ecclesiastical, and noral institutions would

vani sh, and the | ess perishable of their appurtenances be classed with
St onehenge and the crom echs and round towers as inexplicable relics of
a bygone social order. Julius Caesars would no nore troubl e thensel ves
about such contrivances as our codes and churches than a fellow of the
Royal Society will touch his hat to the squire and listen to the village
curate's sernons. This is precisely what nust happen sone day if life
continues thrusting towards hi gher and hi gher organization as it has
hitherto done. As nost of our English professional men are to Australian
bushrmen, so, we nmust suppose, will the average man of some future day

be to Julius Caesar. Let any nman of m ddle age, pondering this prospect
consi der what has happened within a single generation to the articles

of faith his father regarded as eternal nay, to the very scepticisns and
bl asphem es of his youth (Bi shop Colenso's criticismof the Pentateuch
for example!); and he will begin to realize how nmuch of our barbarous
Theol ogy and Law the man of the future will do w thout. Bakoonin, the
Dresden revol utionary | eader wi th whom Wagner went out in 1849, put
forward later on a program often quoted with foolish horror, for

the abolition of all institutions, religious, political, juridical
financial, |legal, academ c, and so on, so as to leave the will of man
free to find its owmn way. Al the loftiest spirits of that tinme were
burning to raise Man up, to give himself-respect, to shake hi m out

of his habit of grovelling before the ideals created by his own

i magi nation, of attributing the good that sprang fromthe ceasel ess
energy of the life within hinself to sone superior power in the clouds,
and of nmaking a fetish of self-sacrifice to justify his own cowardice.

Farther on in The Ring we shall see the Hero arrive and nmake an end

of dwarfs, giants, and gods. Meanwhile, let us not forget that godhood
means to Wagner infirmty and conprom se, and manhood strength and
integrity. Above all, we nust understand--for it is the key to nuch that
we are to see--that the god, since his desire is toward a hi gher and
fuller life, must long in his innmost soul for the advent of that greater
power whose first work, though this he does not see as yet, nust be his
own undoi ng.

In the mdst of all these far-reaching ideas, it is amusing to find
Wagner still full of his ingrained theatrical professionalism and

i ntroduci ng effects which now seem ol d-fashi oned and stagey with as nuch
energy and earnestness as if they were his loftiest inspirations. \Wen
Wbt an wrests the ring from Al beric, the dwarf delivers a lurid and

bl oodcurdling stage curse, calling down on its every future possessor
care, fear, and death. The rnusical phrase acconpanying this outburst was
a veritabl e harnonic and nel odi c bogey to mid-century ears, though tine
has now robbed it of its terrors. It sounds again when Fafnir slays
Fasolt, and on every subsequent occasion when the ring brings death to
its holder. This episode nust justify itself purely as a piece of stage
sensationalism On deeper ground it is superfluous and confusing, as the
ruin to which the pursuit of riches | eads needs no curse to explain it;
nor is there any sense in investing Alberic with providential powers in
the matter.

THE VALKYRI ES



Before the curtain rises on the Val kyries, let us see what has happened
since it fell on The Rhine Gold. The persons of the drama will tell us
presently; but as we probably do not understand German, that may not
hel p us.

Whtan is still ruling the world in glory fromhis giant-built castle
with his wife Fricka. But he has no security for the continuance of his
reign, since Alberic may at any nonent contrive to recover the ring,

the full power of which he can wield because he has forsworn | ove. Such
forswearing is not possible to Wtan: |ove, though not his highest need,
is a higher than gold: otherw se he would be no god. Besides, as we have
seen, his power has been established in the world by and as a system

of laws enforced by penalties. These he nust consent to be bound by
hinsel f; for a god who broke his own [ aws would betray the fact that
legality and conformty are not the highest rule of conduct--a discovery
fatal to his supremacy as Pontiff and Lawgi ver. Hence he may not w est
the ring unlawmfully fromFafnir, even if he could bring hinmself to
forswear | ove.

In this insecurity he has hit on the idea of form ng a heroic bodyguard.
He has trained his | ove children as war-maidens (Val kyries) whose duty
it is to sweep through battle-fields and bear away to Val halla the souls
of the bravest who fall there. Thus reinforced by a host of warriors,

he has thoroughly indoctrinated them Loki hel ping him as

di al ectician-in-chief, with the conventional system of |aw and duty,
supernatural religion and self-sacrificing idealism which they believe
to be the essence of his godhood, but which is really only the machinery
of the | ove of necessary power which is his nortal weakness. This
process secures their fanatical devotion to his system of government,

but he knows perfectly well that such systems, in spite of their nora
pretensi ons, serve selfish and anbitious tyrants better than benevol ent
despots, and that, if once Al beric gets the ring back, he will easily
out-Val halla Valhalla, if not buy it over as a going concern. The only
chance of permanent security, then, is the appearance in the world of a
hero who, without any illicit pronpting from Wtan, wll destroy A beric
and west the ring fromFafnir. There will then, he believes, be no
further cause for anxiety, since he does not yet conceive Heroi smas

a force hostile to Godhead. In his longing for a rescuer, it does not
occur to himthat when the Hero conmes, his first exploit nust be to
sweep the gods and their ordinances fromthe path of the heroic will.

I ndeed, he feels that in his own Godhead is the germ of such Heroism
and that fromhinself the Hero nust spring. He takes to wanderi ng,
nostly in search of love, fromFricka and Val halla. He seeks the First
Mot her; and through her wonb, eternally fertile, the inner true thought
that made himfirst a god is reborn as his daughter, uncorrupted by his
anbition, unfettered by his nachi nery of power and his alliances with
Fricka and Loki. This daughter, the Valkyrie Brynhild, is his true will,
his real self, (as he thinks): to her he may say what he nust not say to
anyone, since in speaking to her he but speaks to hinself. "Was Kei nem
in Worten unausgesprochen,” he says to her, "bleib es ewig: mt nmr nur
rath' ich, red ich zu dir."

But fromBrynhild no hero can spring until there is a man of Wtan's
race to breed with her. Wtan wanders further; and a nortal woman bears
himtw ns: a son and a daughter. He separates themby letting the girl
fall into the hands of a forest tribe which in due time gives her as a



wife to a fierce chief, one Hunding. Wth the son he hinself |eads the
life of a wolf, and teaches himthe only power a god can teach, the
power of doi ng wi thout happi ness. Wen he has given himthis terrible
trai ning, he abandons him and goes to the bridal feast of his daughter
Si egl i nda and Hunding. In the blue cloak of the wanderer, wearing the
broad hat that flaps over the socket of his forfeited eye, he appears in
Hundi ng' s house, the nmiddle pillar of which is a mghty tree. Into that
tree, without a word, he strikes a sword up to the hilt, so that only
the m ght of a hero can withdraw it. Then he goes out as silently as he
cane, blind to the truth that no weapon fromthe arnory of Godhead can
serve the turn of the true Human Hero. Neither Hunding nor any of his
guests can nove the sword; and there it stays awaiting the destined
hand. That is the history of the generations between The Rhine Gold and
The Val kyri es.

The First Act

This time, as we sit |ooking expectantly at the curtain, we hear, not

t he deep boonmi ng of the Rhine, but the patter of a forest downpour
acconpani ed by the nmutter of a storm which soon gathers into a roar

and culmnates in crashing thunderbolts. As it passes off, the curtain
rises; and there is no m staking whose forest habitation we are in; for
the central pillar is a mghty tree, and the place fit for the dwelling
of a fierce chief. The door opens: and an exhausted nman reels in: an
adept fromthe school of unhappiness. Sieglinda finds himlying on the
hearth. He explains that he has been in a fight; that his weapons not
being as strong as his arns, were broken; and that he had to fly. He
desires sonme drink and a nonment's rest; then he will go; for he is an
unl ucky person, and does not want to bring his ill-luck on the woman

who is succoring him But she, it appears, is also unhappy; and a strong
synmpat hy springs up between them Wen her husband arrives, he observes
not only this synpathy, but a resenblance between them a gl eam of the
snake in their eyes. They sit down to table; and the stranger tells them
his unlucky story. He is the son of Wtan, who is known to himonly as
Wl fing, of the race of the Vol sungs. The earliest thing he remenbers is
returning froma hunt with his father to find their home destroyed, his
not her nurdered, and his twin-sister carried off. This was the work of
atribe called the Neidings, upon whom he and Wl fi ng thenceforth waged
i npl acabl e war until the day when his father disappeared, |eaving no
trace of hinself but an enpty wol fskin. The young Vol sung was thus cast
al one upon the world, finding nost hands against him and bringing no
good luck even to his friends. Hs latest exploit has been the slaying
of certain brothers who were forcing their sister to wed agai nst her
will. The result has been the slaughter of the woman by her brothers

cl ansmen, and his own narrow escape by flight.

His luck on this occasion is even worse than he supposes; for Hunding,
by whose hearth he has taken refuge, is clansman to the slain brothers
and is bound to avenge them He tells the Vol sung that in the norning,
weapons or no weapons, he nust fight for his life. Then he orders the
worman to bed, and follows her hinself, taking his spear with him

The unl ucky stranger, left brooding by the hearth, has nothing to
console hinself with but an old prom se of his father's that he shal
find a weapon to his hand when he nost needs one. The last flicker of
the dying fire strikes on the golden hilt of the sword that sticks in
the tree; but he does not see it; and the enbers sink into bl ackness.



Then the woman returns. Hunding is safely asl eep: she has drugged him
She tells the story of the one-eyed nman who appeared at her forced

marri age, and of the sword. She has always felt, she says, that her
mseries will end in the arms of the hero who shall succeed in draw ng
it forth. The stranger, diffident as he is about his luck, has no

m sgivings as to his strength and destiny. He gives her his affection at
once, and abandons hinmself to the charmof the night and the season; for
it is the beginning of Spring. They soon learn fromtheir confidences
that she is his stolen twin-sister. He is transported to find that the
heroi c race of the Vol sungs need neither perish nor be corrupted by a

| ower strain. Hailing the sword by the name of Nothung (or Needed), he
plucks it fromthe tree as her bride-gift, and then, crying "Both bride
and sister be of thy brother; and bl ossomthe blood of the Vol sungs!"

cl asps her as the mate the Spring has brought him

The Second Act

So far, Wtan's plan seens prospering. In the nmountains he calls his
war - mai den Brynhild, the child borne to himby the First Mther, and
bids her see to it that Hunding shall fall in the approaching conbat.
But he is reckoning without his consort, Fricka. Wiat will she, the Law,
say to the | aw ess pair who have heaped incest on adultery? A hero may
have defied the law, and put his own will in its place; but can a god
hold himguiltless, when the whole power of the gods can enforce itself
only by law? Fricka, shuddering with horror, outraged in every instinct,
cones clanoring for punishment. Wtan pleads the general necessity of
encouragi ng heroismin order to keep up the Val hall a bodyguard; but his
renonstrances only bring upon himtorrents of reproaches for his own
unfaithfulness to the lawin roam ng through the world and begetting
war - mai dens, "wol f cubs,” and the like. He is hopel essly beaten in the
argunent. Fricka is absolutely right when she declares that the ending
of the gods began when he brought this wolf-hero into the world;

and now, to save their very existence, she pitilessly demands his
destruction. Wtan has no power to refuse: it is Fricka s mechanica
force, and not his thought, that really rules the world. He has to
recall Brynhild; take back his forner instructions; and ordain that
Hundi ng shall slay the Vol sung.

But now cones another difficulty. Brynhild is the inner thought and will
of Godhead, the aspiration fromthe high life to the higher that is its
di vine element, and only beconmes separated fromit when its resort to

ki ngship and priestcraft for the sake of temporal power has nade it
false to itself. Htherto, Brynhild, as Valkyrie or hero chooser, has
obeyed Wotan inplicitly, taking her work as the holiest and bravest in
hi s ki ngdom and now he tells her what he could not tell Fricka--what

i ndeed he could not tell to Brynhild, were she not, as she says, his

own will--the whole story of Al beric and of that inspiration about the
rai sing up of a hero. She thoroughly approves of the inspiration; but
when the story ends in the assunption that she too nmust obey Fricka,

and help Fricka's vassal, Hunding, to undo the great work and strike the
hero down, she for the first tine hesitates to accept his command. In
his fury and despair he overawes her by the nost terrible threats of his
anger; and she subnits.

Then comes the Vol sung Si egnund, followi ng his sister bride, who has
fled into the nountains in a revul sion of horror at having all owed
herself to bring her hero to shame. Whilst she is |ying exhausted and



senseless in his arns, Brynhild appears to himand solemly warns him
that he must presently |l eave the earth with her. He asks whither he nust
follow her. To Valhalla, to take his place there anong the heroes. He
asks, shall he find his father there? Yes. Shall he find a wife there?
Yes: he will be waited on by beautiful w shmaidens. Shall he neet his
sister there? No. Then, says Siegnund, | will not come with you

She tries to make hi munderstand that he cannot help hinself. Being a
hero, he will not be so persuaded: he has his father's sword, and does
not fear Hunding. But when she tells himthat she comes from his father

and that the sword of a god will not avail in the hands of a hero, he
accepts his fate, but will shape it with his own hand, both for hinself
and his sister, by slaying her, and then killing himself with the | ast
stroke of the sword. And thereafter he will go to Hell, rather than to
Val hal | a.

How now can Brynhild, being what she is, choose her side freely in a
conflict between this hero and the vassal of Fricka? By instinct she

at once throws Wtan's command to the wi nds, and bids Siegmund nerve
hinsel f for the conbat wi th Hunding, in which she pledges himthe
protection of her shield. The horn of Hunding is soon heard; and
Siegnund's spirits rise to fighting pitch at once. The two neet; and
the Val kyrie's shield is held before the hero. But when he delivers his
sword-stroke at his foe, the weapon shivers on the spear of Wtan, who
suddenly appears between them and the first of the race of heroes
falls with the weapon of the Law s vassal through his breast. Brynhild
snatches the fragnents of the broken sword, and flies, carrying off the
woman with her on her war-horse; and Wtan, in terrible wath,

slays Hunding with a wave of his hand, and starts in pursuit of his

di sobedi ent daughter.

The Third Act

On a rocky peak, four of the Valkyries are waiting for the rest. The
absent ones soon arrive, galloping through the air with slain heroes,
gathered fromthe battle-field, hanging over their saddles. Only,
Brynhil d, who cones last, has for her spoil a |live wonan. \When her ei ght
sisters learn that she has defied Wtan, they dare not help her; and
Brynhild has to rouse Sieglinda to nmake an effort to save herself, by
rem ndi ng her that she bears in her the seed of a hero, and nust

face everything, endure anything, sooner than |let that seed m scarry.
Sieglinda, in a transport of exaltation, takes the fragnents of the
sword and flies into the forest. Then Wtan cones; the sisters fly in
terror at his command; and he is left alone with Brynhild.

Here, then, we have the first of the inevitable noments which Wtan did
not foresee. Godhead has now established its dom nion over the world by
a mghty Church, conpelling obedience through its ally the Law, with its
form dabl e State organization of force of arms and cunni ng of brain.

It has submitted to this alliance to keep the Plutonic power in
check--built it up primarily for the sake of that soul in itself which
cares only to make the highest better and the best higher; and now here
is that very soul separated fromit and working for the destruction

of its indispensable ally, the lawgiving State. How is the rebel to be
di sarmed? Slain it cannot be by Godhead, since it is still Godhead s own
very dearest soul. But hidden, stifled, silenced it nmust be; or it wll
wreck the State and | eave the Church defensel ess. Not until it passes



conpl etely away from Godhead, and is reborn as the soul of the hero,
can it work anything but the confusion and destruction of the existing
order. Howis the world to be protected against it in the nmeantine?
Clearly Loki's help is needed here: it is the Lie that nust, on the

hi ghest principles, hide the Truth. Let Loki surround this nmountain top
wi th the appearance of a consumng fire; and who will dare penetrate to
Brynhild? It is true that if any man will walk boldly into that fire,
he will discover it at once to be alie, an illusion, a mrage through
whi ch he mght carry a sack of gunpowder w thout being a penny the
worse. Therefore let the fire seemso terrible that only the hero, when
in the fulness of time he appears upon earth, will venture through it;
and the problemis solved. Wtan, with a breaking heart, takes |eave

of Brynhild; throws her into a deep sleep; covers her with her long
war shi el d; summons Loki, who conmes in the shape of a wall of fire
surroundi ng the nmountain peak; and turns his back on Brynhild for ever.

The all egory here is happily not so glaringly obvious to the younger
generations of our educated classes as it was forty years ago. In those
days, any child who expressed a doubt as to the absolute truth of the
Church's teaching, even to the extent of asking why Joshua told the

sun to stand still instead of telling the earth to cease turning, or of
pointing out that a whale's throat would hardly have been | arge enough
to swal | ow Jonah, was unhesitatingly told that if it harboured such
doubts it would spend all eternity after its death in horrible tornments
in a lake of burning brinmstone. It is difficult to wite or read

t hi s nowadays wi t hout | aughing; yet no doubt mllions of ignorant and
credul ous people are still teaching their children that. \Wen Wagner
hinmself was a little child, the fact that hell was a fiction devised for
the intimdation and subjection of the masses, was a well-kept secret of
t he thinking and governing classes. At that tine the fires of Lok

were a very real terror to all except persons of exceptional force of
character and intrepidity of thought. Even thirty years after \Wagner
had printed the verses of The Ring for private circulation, we find

hi m excusing hinself fromperfectly explicit denial of current
superstitions, by remnding his readers that it would expose himto
prosecution. In England, so many of our respectable voters are stil
grovelling in a gloony devil worship, of which the fires of Loki are
the main bul wark, that no Government has yet had the conscience or the
courage to repeal our nonstrous |aws against "blasphemy."”

SI EGFRI ED

Si egl i nda, when she flies into the forest with the hero's son unborn in
her womb, and the broken pieces of his sword in her hand, finds shelter
inthe smthy of a dwarf, where she brings forth her child and dies.
This dwarf is no other than M nmry, the brother of Al beric, the sane who
made for himthe magic helnet. Hs aimin life is to gain possession of
the helmet, the ring, and the treasure, and through themto obtain that
Plutonic mastery of the world under the begi nnings of which he hinself
writhed during Alberic's brief reign. Mmry is a blinking, shanbling,
ancient creature, too weak and timd to dream of taking arnms hinself to
despoil Fafnir, who still, transformed to a nonstrous serpent, broods
on the gold in a hole in the rocks. M my needs the help of a hero for
that; and he has craft enough to know that it is quite possible, and



i ndeed much in the ordinary way of the world, for senile avarice and
craft to set youth and bravery to work to win enpire for it. He knows
the pedigree of the child left on his hands, and nurses it to nanhood
with great care.

Hs pains are too well rewarded for his confort. The boy Siegfried,
having no god to instruct himin the art of unhappiness, inherits none
of his father's ill luck, and all his father's hardi hood. The fear

agai nst which Siegnmund set his face like flint, and the woe which he
wore down, are unknown to the son. The father was faithful and grateful
the son knows no | aw but his own hunor; detests the ugly dwarf who has
nursed him chafes furiously under his clainms for sone return for

his tender care; and is, in short, a totally unnoral person, a born
anarchist, the ideal of Bakoonin, an anticipation of the "overman" of

Ni et zsche. He is enornously strong, full of life and fun, dangerous and
destructive to what he dislikes, and affectionate to what he |ikes; so
that it is fortunate that his |likes and dislikes are sane and healt hy.
Al toget her an inspiriting young forester, a son of the norning, in whom
the heroic race has cone out into the sunshine fromthe clouds of his
grandfather's majestic entanglenents with [aw, and the night of his
father's tragic struggle with it.

The First Act

Mpmry's smithy is a cave, in which he hides fromthe light Iike the

eyel ess fish of the American caverns. Before the curtain rises the nusic
already tells us that we are groping in darkness. Wen it does rise
Mpmry is indifficulties. He is trying to nake a sword for his nursling,
who is now big enough to take the field against Fafnir. M my can nake
m schi evous swords; but it is not with dwarf nmade weapons that heroic
man will hew the way of his own will through religions and governnents
and plutocracies and all the other devices of the kingdomof the fears
of the unheroic. As fast as M my makes swords, Siegfried Bakoonin
smashes them and then takes the poor old swordsmith by the scruff of
the neck and chastises himwathfully. The particular day on which the
curtain rises begins with one of these trying donestic incidents.

M mry has just done his best with a new sword of surpassing excellence.
Siegfried returns hone in rare spirits with a wild bear, to the extrene
terror of the wetched dwarf. \WWen the bear is dismssed, the new sword
is produced. It is pronptly smashed, as usual, with, also, the usua
effects on the tenper of Siegfried, who is quite boundless in his
criticisnms of the smth's boasted skill, and declares that he would
smash the sword's nmaker too if he were not too disgusting to be handl ed.

Mpmry falls back on his stock defence: a string of maudlin rem nders of
the care with which he has nursed the little boy into nanhood. Siegfried
replies candidly that the strangest thing about all this care is that
instead of making himgrateful, it inspires himwith alively desire to
wing the dwarf's neck. Only, he admts that he always comes back to his
M my, though he | oathes himnore than any living thing in the forest.
On this admission the dwarf attenpts to build a theory of filial
instinct. He explains that he is Siegfried' s father, and that this is
why Siegfried cannot do without him But Siegfried has |earned fromhis
forest conpanions, the birds and foxes and wol ves, that nothers as well
as fathers go to the making of children. M my, on the desperate ground
that man is neither bird nor fox, declares that he is Siegfried s father
and nother both. He is pronptly denounced as a filthy liar, because



the birds and foxes are exactly like their parents, whereas Siegfried,
havi ng often watched his own inmage in the water, can testify that he

is no mre like Mmry than a toad is |like a trout. Then, to place the
conversation on a plane of entire frankness, he throttles Mmmy until he
i s speechl ess. When the dwarf recovers, he is so daunted that he tells
Siegfried the truth about his birth, and for testinony thereof produces
the pieces of the sword that broke upon Wtan's spear. Siegfried
instantly orders himto repair the sword on pain of an unmercifu

t hrashing, and rushes off into the forest, rejoicing in the discovery
that he is no kin of Mmy's, and need have no more to do with hi mwhen
the sword is nended.

Poor Mmy is nowin a wrse plight than ever; for he has |ong ago found
that the sword utterly defies his skill: the steel will yield neither

to his hamer nor to his furnace. Just then there walks into his cave a
Wanderer, in a blue mantle, spear in hand, with one eye conceal ed by the
brimof his wide hat. M mmy, not by nature hospitable, tries to drive

hi m away; but the Wanderer announces hinself as a wi se man, who can tel
his host, in emergency, what it npbst concerns himto know M mmy, taking
this offer in high dudgeon, because it inplies that his visitor's wits
are better than his own, offers to tell the wi se one sonething that HE
does not know. to wit, the way to the door. The inperturbable Wanderer's
reply is to sit down and challenge the dwarf to a trial of wit. He
wagers his head against Mmy's that he will answer any three questions
the dwarf can put to him

Now here were M mmy's opportunity, had he only the wit to ask what he
wants to know, instead of pretending to know everything already. It

is above all things needful to himat this nmonent to find out how that
sword can be nended; and there has just dropped in upon himin his need
t he one person who can tell him In such circunstances a wi se nan woul d
hasten to show to his visitor his three deepest ignorances, and ask him
to dispel them The dwarf, being a crafty fool, desiring only to detect
i gnorance in his guest, asks himfor information on the three points on

whi ch he i s proudest of being thoroughly well instructed hinself. His
t hree questions are, Wio dwell under the earth? Who dwell on the earth?
and Who dwell in the cloudy heights above? The Wanderer, in reply, tells

himof the dwarfs and of Al beric; of the earth, and the giants Fasolt
and Fafnir; of the gods and of Wtan: hinself, as M nmy now recogni zes
with awe.

Next, it is Mmy's turn to face three questions. Wat is that race
dearest to Wt an, agai nst which Wtan has neverthel ess done his worst?
M mry can answer that: he knows the Vol sungs, the race of heroes born

of Witan's infidelities to Fricka, and can tell the Wanderer the whole
story of the twins and their son Siegfried. Wtan conplinents himon his
know edge, and asks further with what sword Siegfried will slay Fafnir?
M mry can answer that too: he has the whole history of the sword at his
fingers' ends. Wtan hails himas the know ngest of the know ng, and
then hurls at himthe question he should hinself have asked: Wo

will nmend the sword? Mmy, his head forfeited, confesses with

loud |anentations that he cannot answer. The Wanderer reads him an
appropriate little lecture on the folly of being too clever to ask what
he wants to know, and informs himthat a smth to whomfear is unknown
will nmend Nothung. To this smth he | eaves the forfeited head of his
host, and wanders off into the forest. Then Mmmy's nerves give way
conpletely. He shakes like a man in deliriumtrenens, and has a horrible



nightmare, in the suprene convul sion of which Siegfried, returning from
the forest, presently finds him

A curious and amnusing conversation follows. Siegfried hinself does not
know fear, and is inpatient to acquire it as an acconplishnment. M nmy
is all fear: the world for himis a phantasmagoria of terrors. It is not
that he is afraid of being eaten by bears in the forest, or of burning
his fingers in the forge fire. Alively objection to being destroyed

or mai med does not nmake a man a coward: on the contrary, it is the

begi nning of a brave man's wisdom But in Mmy, fear is not the effect
of danger: it is natural quality of himwhich no security can allay.

He is |like many a poor newspaper editor, who dares not print the truth,
however sinple, even when it is obvious to hinself and all his readers.
Not that anything unpl easant woul d happen to himif he did--not, indeed
that he could fail to beconme a distingui shed and influential |eader

of opinion by fearlessly pursuing such a course, but solely because

he lives in a world of imaginary terrors, rooted in a nodest and

gentl emanly m strust of his own strength and worth, and consequently of
the value of his opinion. Just so is Mmy afraid of anything that can
do himany good, especially of the light and the fresh air. He is al so
convi nced that anybody who is not sufficiently steeped in fear to be
constantly on his guard, nust perish imediately on his first sally
into the world. To preserve Siegfried for the enterprise to which he has
destined himhe nmakes a grotesque attenpt to teach himfear. He appeals
to his experience of the terrors of the forest, of its dark places, of
its threatening noises its stealthy anbushes, its sinister flickering
lights its heart-tightening ecstasies of dread.

Al this has no other effect than to fill Siegfried with wonder and
curiosity; for the forest is a place of delight for him He is as eager
to experience Mmy's terrors as a schoolboy to feel what an electric
shock is like. Then M nmmy has the happy idea of describing Fafnir to him
as a likely person to give himan exenplary fright. Siegfried junps at
the idea, and, since Mmmy cannot nmend the sword for him proposes to
set to work then and there to nend it for hinmself. M mmy shakes his
head, and bi ds hi msee now how his youthful |aziness and frowardness
have found hi m out--how he would not [earn the smth's craft from

Prof essor M my, and therefore does not know how even to begi n nendi ng
the sword. Siegfried Bakoonin's retort is sinple and crushing. He points
out that the net result of Mmy's academc skill is that he can neither
make a decent sword hinself nor even set one to rights when it is
damaged. Reckl ess of the renonstrances of the scandalized professor, he
seizes a file, and in a few nonents utterly destroys the fragnments of
the sword by rasping theminto a heap of steel filings. Then he puts

the filings into a crucible; buries it in the coals; and sets to at the
bellows with the shouting exultation of the anarchist who destroys only
to clear the ground for creation. Wien the steel is nmelted he runs it
into a nmould; and | o! a sword-blade in the rough. M my, anazed at the
success of this violation of all the rules of his craft, hails Siegfried
as the mightiest of smths, professing hinself barely worthy to be his
cook and scullion; and forthwi th proceeds to poison some soup for himso
that he may nmurder him safely when Fafnir is slain. Meanwhile Siegfried
forges and tenpers and hanmers and rivets, uproariously singing the
whi | e as nonsensically as the Rhine maidens thensel ves. Finally he
assails the anvil on which Mmy's swords have been shattered, and
cleaves it with a mghty stroke of the newy forged Not hung.



The Second Act

In the darkest hour before the dawn of that night, we find ourselves
before the cave of Fafnir, and there we find Al beric, who can find
nothing better to do with hinself than to watch the haunt of the dragon
and eat his heart out in vain longing for the gold and the ring. The

wr et ched Fafnir, once an honest giant, can only nake hinself terrible
enough to keep his gold by remaining a venonous reptile. Wiy he shoul d
not become an honest giant again and clear out of his cavern, |eaving
the gold and the ring and the rest of it for anyone fool enough to take
them at such a price, is the first question that would occur to anyone
except a civilized man, who would be too accustomed to that sort of
mania to be at all surprised at it.

To Alberic in the night comes the Wanderer, whomthe dwarf, recognizing
his despoiler of old, abuses as a shaneless thief, taunting himwth the
hel pl ess way in which all his boasted power is tied up with the | aws and
bar gai ns recorded on the heft of his spear, which, says Al beric truly,
woul d crunble like chaff in his hands if he dared use it for his own
real ends. Wtan, having already had to kill his own son with it, knows
that very well; but it troubles himno nore; for he is now at | ast
rising to abhorrence of his own artificial power, and |ooking to the
com ng hero, not for its consolidation but its destruction. \Wen Al beric
breaks out again with his still unquenched hope of one day destroying
the gods and ruling the world through the ring, Wtan is no | onger
shocked. He tells Alberic that Brother M ne approaches with a hero whom
Godhead can neither help nor hinder. Al beric may try his |uck agai nst

hi m wi t hout di sturbance from Val hal | a. Perhaps, he suggests, if Alberic
warns Fafnir, and offers to deal with the hero for him Fafnir, my give
himthe ring. They accordi ngly wake up the dragon, who condescends

to enter into bellowi ng conversation, but is proof against their
proposition, strong in the magic of property. "I have and hold," he
says: "leave nme to sleep.” Wtan, with a wise |augh, turns to Al beric.
"That shot m ssed,"” he says: "no use abusing me for it. And now |l et ne
tell you one thing. Al things happen according to their nature; and you
can't alter them" And so he | eaves himAl beric, raging with the sense
that his old eneny has been | aughing at him and yet prophetically
convinced that the last word will not be with the god, hides hinself as
t he day breaks, and his brother approaches with Siegfried.

My makes a final attenpt to frighten Siegfried by discoursing of the
dragon's terrible jaws, poisonous breath, corrosive spittle, and deadly,
stinging tail. Siegfried is not interested in the tail: he wants to know
whet her the dragon has a heart, being confident of his ability to stick
Not hung into it if it exists. Reassured on this point, he drives M my
away, and stretches hinmself under the trees, listening to the norning
chatter of the birds. One of themhas a great deal to say to hin but

he cannot understand it; and after vainly trying to carry on the
conversation with a reed which he cuts, he takes to entertaining the
bird with tunes on his horn, asking it to send hima | oving mate such
as all the other creatures of the forest have. H's tunes wake up the
dragon; and Siegfried makes nerry over the grimmate the bird has

sent him Fafnir is highly scandalized by the irreverence of the young
Bakoonin. He | oses his tenper; fights; and is forthwith slain, to his
own great astonishnent.

In such conflicts one learns to interpret the messages of Nature a



little. Wien Siegfried, stung by the dragon's vitriolic blood, pops his
finger into his mouth and tastes it, he understands what the bird is
saying to him and, instructed by it concerning the treasures within his
reach, goes into the cave to secure the gold, the ring and the w shing
cap. Then Mmry returns, and is confronted by Al beric. The two quarre
furiously over the sharing of the booty they have not yet secured, unti
Siegfried cones fromthe cave with the ring and the hel net, not much

i npressed by the heap of gold, and di sappoi nted because he has not yet

| earned to fear.

He has, however, learnt to read the thoughts of such a creature as poor
M mry, who, intending to overwhelmhimwith flattery and fondness,

only succeeds in naking such a self-revelation of murderous envy

that Siegfried smtes himw th Nothung and slays him to the keen
satisfaction of the hidden Al beric. Caring nothing for the gold, which
he | eaves to the care of the slain; disappointed in his fancy for

| earning fear; and longing for a mate, he casts hinself wearily down,
and again appeals to his friend the bird, who tells himof a woman

sl eeping on a nountain peak within a fortress of fire that only the
fearl ess can penetrate. Siegfried is up in a noment with all the tumult
of spring in his veins, and follows the flight of the bird as it pilots
himto the fiery nountain.

The Third Act

To the root of the nountain cones al so the Wanderer, now nearing his
doom He calls up the First Mother fromthe depths of the earth, and
begs counsel from her. She bids himconfer with the Norns (the Fates).
But they are of no use to him what he seeks is sone foreknow edge of
the way of the WII in its perpetual strife with these hel pl ess Fates
who can only spin the net of circunstance and environnent round the feet
of men. Wiy not, says Erda then, go to the daughter | bore you, and take
counsel with her? He has to explain how he has cut hinmself off from her
and set the fires of Loki between the world and her counsel. In that
case the First Mother cannot help him such a separation is part of

the bewi |l dernment that is ever the first outconme of her eternal work

of thrusting the life energy of the world to higher and hi gher

organi zati on. She can show himno way of escape fromthe destruction he
foresees. Then fromthe innernost of him breaks the confession that he
rejoices in his doom and now hinself exults in passing away with al

his ordi nances and alliances, with the spear-sceptre which he has only
wi el ded on condition of slaying his dearest children with it, with the
ki ngdom the power and the glory which will never again boast thensel ves
as "world without end.” And so he dism sses Erda to her sleep in the
heart of the earth as the forest bird draws near, piloting the slain
son's son to his goal

Now it is an excellent thing to triunph in the victory of the new order

and the passing away of the old; but if you happen to be part of the

old order yourself, you nust none the less fight for your life. It seens
hardly possible that the British army at the battle of Waterl oo did not

i nclude at | east one Englishman intelligent enough to hope, for the

sake of his country and humanity, that Napol eon m ght defeat the allied

soverei gns; but such an Englishman would kill a French cuirassier rather
than be killed by himjust as energetically as the silliest soldier

ever encouraged by people who ought to know better, to call his

i gnorance, ferocity and folly, patriotismand duty. Qutworn life may



have beconme nmere error; but it still clainms the right to die a natura
death, and will raise its hand against the mllenniumitself in
self-defence if it tries to cone by the short cut of nurder. Wtan finds
this out when he cones face to face with Siegfried, who is brought to a
standstill at the foot of the nobuntain by the di sappearance of the bird.
Meeting the WAnderer there, he asks himthe way to the nountain where

a wonan sl eeps surrounded by fire. The Wanderer questions him and
extracts his story fromhim breaking into fatherly delight when

Si egfried, describing the mending of the sword, remarks that all he knew
about the business was that the broken bits of Nothung would be of no
use to himunl ess he nade a new sword out of themright over again from
t he begi nning. But the Wanderer's interest is by no means reciprocated
by Siegfried. Hs majesty and elderly dignity are throwm away on the
young anarchist, who, unwilling to waste tine tal king, bluntly bids
himeither show himthe way to the nmountain, or else "shut his nuzzle."
Wtan is a little hurt. "Patience, ny lad," he says: "if you were an old
man | should treat you with respect."” "That would be a precious notion,"
says Siegfried. "All ny life long | was bothered and hanpered by an

old man until | swept himout of ny way. | will sweep you in the sane
fashion if you don't let ne pass. Wiy do you wear such a big hat; and
what has happened to one of your eyes? Was it knocked out by sonebody
whose way you obstructed?" To which Wdtan replies allegorically that the
eye that is gone--the eye that his marriage with Fricka cost him-is now
| ooking at himout of Siegfried' s head. At this, Siegfried gives up the
Wanderer as a lunatic, and renews his threats of personal violence. Then
Wbt an throws off the mask of the Wanderer; uplifts the world-governing
spear; and puts forth all his divine awe and grandeur as the guardi an of
the nmountain, round the crest of which the fires of Loki now break into
a red background for the majesty of the god. But all this is |lost on

Si egf ri ed Bakoonin. "Aha!" he cries, as the spear is |evelled against
his breast: "I have found ny father's foe"; and the spear falls in two
pi eces under the stroke of Nothung. "Up then," says Wtan: "I cannot

wi t hhol d you," and di sappears forever fromthe eye of man. The fires
roll down the nmountain; but Siegfried goes at themas exultantly as

he went at the forging of the sword or the heart of the dragon, and
shoul ders his way through them joyously sounding his horn to the
acconpani nent of their crackling and seething. And never a hair of his
head is singed. Those frightful flames which have scared mankind for
centuries fromthe Truth, have not heat enough in themto nmake a child
shut its eyes. They are nere phantasmagoria, highly creditable to Loki's
i magi native stage-nanagenent; but nothing ever has perished or will
perish eternally in them except the Churches which have been so poor and
faithless as to trade for their power on the lies of a romancer

BACK TO OPERA AGAI N

And now, O Ni bel ungen Spectator, pluck up; for all allegories cone to an
end somewhere; and the hour of your release fromthese explanations is
at hand. The rest of what you are going to see is opera, and nothing

but opera. Before nmany bars have been pl ayed, Siegfried and the wakened
Brynhild, newy becone tenor and soprano, will sing a concerted

cadenza; plunge on fromthat to a magnificent |ove duet; and end with

a precipitous allegro a capella, driven headlong to its end by the

i npet uous sem quaver triplets of the fanous finales to the first act of



Don G ovanni or the coda to the Leonore overture, with a specifically
contrapuntal theme, points d orgue, and a high C for the soprano al
conpl et e.

VWhat is nore, the work which follows, entitled Night Falls On The Cods,
is a thorough grand opera. In it you shall see what you have so far

m ssed, the opera chorus in full parade on the stage, not presum ng
tointerfere with the prinm donna as she sings her death song over the
footlights. Nay, that chorus will have its own chance when it first
appears, with a good roaring strain in C major, not, after all, so very
different from or at all |less absurd than the choruses of courtiers

in La Favorita or "Per te imrenso giubilo" in Lucia. The harnmony is no
doubt a little devel oped, Wagner augnenting his fifths with a G sharp
where Doni zetti would have put his fingers in his ears and screaned for
G natural. But it is an opera chorus all the sane; and along with it

we have theatrical grandiosities that recall Myerbeer and Verdi: pezz
dinsiene for all the principals in a row, vengeful conjurations for
trios of them romantic death song for the tenor: in short, all manner
of operatic conventions.

Now it is probable that sone of us will have been so tal ked by the nore
superstitious Bayreuth pilgrinms into regarding D e Gotterdamerung as
the mghty clinmax to a mghty epic, nore Wagnerian than all the other
three sections put together, as not to dare notice this startling
atavism especially if we find the trio-conjurations nore exhilarating
than the netaphysical discourses of Wwtan in the three true nusic
dramas of The Ring. There is, however, no real atavisminvol ved.

Di e Cotterdamerung, though the [ast of The Ring dramas in order of
performance, was the first in order of conception and was indeed the
root fromwhich all the others sprang.

The history of the matter is as follows. Al Wagner's works prior to The
Ring are operas. The last of them Lohengrin, is perhaps the best known
of nodern operas. As performed in its entirety at Bayreuth, it is even
nore operatic than it appears at Covent Garden, because it happens that
its nmost ol d-fashioned features, notably some of the big set concerted
pi eces for principals and chorus (pezzi d insiene as | have called

t hem above), are harder to performthan the nore nodern and
characteristically Wagneri an sections, and for that reason were cut out
in preparing the abbreviated fashi onabl e version. Thus Lohengrin came
upon the ordinary operatic stage as a nore advanced departure from
current operatic nodels than its conposer had made it. Still, it is
unm st akably an opera, with chorus, concerted pieces, grand finales,
and a heroine who, if she does not sing florid variations with

flute obbligato, is none the less a very perceptible prim donna. In
everyt hing but nusical technique the change from Lohengrin to The Rhine
Gold is quite revolutionary.

The explanation is that Night Falls On The Gods cane in between them

al though its music was not finished until twenty years after that of

The Rhine Cold, and thus belongs to a later and nore masterful phase of
Wagner's harmonic style. It first came into Wagner's head as an opera

to be entitled Siegfried s Death, founded on the old N blung Sagas, which
of fered to Wagner the sanme material for an effective theatrical tragedy
as they did to Ibsen. Ibsen's Vikings in Helgeland is, in kind, what
Siegfried s Death was originally intended to be: that is, a heroic piece
for the theatre, w thout the metaphysical or allegorical conplications



of The Ring. Indeed, the ultimate catastrophe of the Saga cannot by any
perversion of ingenuity be adapted to the perfectly clear allegorica
design of The Rhine Gold, The Val kyries, and Siegfried.

SI EGFRI ED AS PROTESTANT

The phil osophically fertile element in the original project of
Siegfried s Death was the conception of Siegfried hinself as a type of
the healthy man raised to perfect confidence in his own inpul ses by

an intense and joyous vitality which is above fear, sickliness of

consci ence, malice, and the makeshifts and noral crutches of |aw and
order whi ch acconmpany them Such a character appears extraordinarily
fascinating and exhilarating to our guilty and consci ence-ridden
generations, however little they may understand him The world has

al ways delighted in the man who is delivered from consci ence. From Punch
and Don Juan down to Robert Macaire, Jereny Diddler and the pantom ne

cl own, he has always drawn | arge audi ences; but hitherto he has been
decorously given to the devil at the end. Indeed eternal punishnment is
somet i nes deenmed too high a conplinment to his nature. Wen the late Lord
Lytton, in his Strange Story, introduced a character personifying the
joyousness of intense vitality, he felt bound to deny himthe imorta
soul which was at that time conceded even to the hunbl est characters in
fiction, and to accept m schievousness, cruelty, and utter incapacity
for synpathy as the inevitable consequence of his magnificent bodily and
nmental heal th.

In short, though men felt all the charm of abounding |life and
abandonnent to its inpulses, they dared not, in their deep

sel f-mstrust, conceive it otherwise than as a force making for
evil--one which nmust lead to universal ruin unless checked and literally
nortified by self-renunciation in obedience to superhuman gui dance, or
at least to some reasoned system of norals. Wen it becanme apparent to
the cleverest of themthat no such superhuman gui dance exi sted, and

that their secularist systenms had all the fictitiousness of "revel ation"
without its poetry, there was no escaping the conclusion that all the
good that man had done nust be put down to his arbitrary will as well as
all the evil he had done; and it was al so obvious that if progress were
areality, his beneficent inpulses nmust be gaining on his destructive
ones. It was under the influence of these ideas that we began to hear
about the joy of life where we had fornerly heard about the grace of God
or the Age of Reason, and that the bol dest spirits began to raise the
guesti on whet her churches and |l aws and the |ike were not doing a great
deal more harmthan good by their action in limting the freedomof the
human will. Four hundred years ago, when belief in God and in revel ation
was general throughout Europe, a sinmlar wave of thought |ed the
strongest-hearted peoples to affirmthat every man's private judgnent
was a nore trustworthy interpreter of God and revel ation than the
Church. This was called Protestanti sm and though the Protestants were
not strong enough for their creed, and soon set up a Church of their

own, yet the novenent, on the whole, has justified the direction it

t ook. Nowadays the supernatural elenent in Protestantism has perished;
and if every man's private judgnent is still to be justified as the nost
trustworthy interpreter of the will of Humanity (which is not a

nore extrene proposition than the old one about the will of God)



Protestanti smmnmust take a fresh step in advance, and beconme Anarchi sm
VWi ch it has accordingly done, Anarchi sm being one of the notable new
creeds of the eighteenth and ni neteenth centuries.

The weak place which experience finds out in the Anarchist theory is

its reliance on the progress already achieved by "Man." There is no such
thing as Man in the world: what we have to deal with is a multitude of
men, sone of them great rascals, some of them greet statesnen, others
both, with a vast majority capabl e of managi ng their personal affairs,
but not of conprehendi ng social organization, or grappling with the
probl ems created by their association in enornous nunbers. If "Mn"
means this mgjority, then "Man" has made no progress: he has, on

the contrary, resisted it. He will not even pay the cost of existing
institutions: the requisite noney has to be filched from him by

"indirect taxation." Such people, |ike Wagner's giants; nust be
governed by |aws; and their assent to such governnent must be secured
by deliberately filling themw th prejudices and practicing on their

i magi nati ons by pageantry and artificial em nences and dignities.

The government is of course established by the few who are capabl e of
government, though its nechani smonce conplete, it may be, and generally
is, carried on unintelligently by people who are incapable of it the
capabl e people repairing it fromtinme to time when it gets too far
behi nd the conti nuous advance or decay of civilization. Al these
capabl e people are thus in the position of Wtan, forced to maintain as
sacred, and thenselves submt to, |aws which they privately know to be
obsol escent nakeshifts, and to affect the deepest veneration for creeds
and ideals which they ridicule anong thensel ves with cynical scepticism
No individual Siegfried can rescue themfromthis bondage and hypocri sy;
in fact, the individual Siegfried has come often enough, only to find

hi nsel f confronted with the alternative of governing those who are not
Siegfrieds or risking destruction at their hands. And this dilemma wll
persist until Wtan's inspiration comes to our governors, and they see
that their business is not the devising of laws and institutions to prop
up the weaknesses of nobs and secure the survival of the unfittest, but
t he breeding of men whose wills and intelligences may be depended on to
produce spontaneously the social well-being our clumsy | aws now ai m at
and mss. The majority of men at present in Europe have no busi ness

to be alive; and no serious progress will be made until we address
oursel ves earnestly and scientifically to the task of producing
trustworthy human material for society. In short, it is necessary to
breed a race of men in whomthe life-giving inpul ses predom nate, before
t he New Protestanti smbeconmes politically practicable. [*]

* The necessity for breeding the governing class froma

sel ected stock has al ways been recogni zed by Aristocrats,
however erroneous their nethods of selection. W have
changed our systemfrom Aristocracy to Denocracy wi thout
consi dering that we were at the sane tine changing, as
regards our governing class, from Selection to Prom scuity.
Those who have taken a practical part in nodern politics
best know how farcical the result is.

The nost inevitable dramatic conception, then, of the nineteenth
century, is that of a perfectly naive hero upsetting religion, |aw and
order in all directions, and establishing in their place the unfettered
action of Humanity doing exactly what it |ikes, and produci ng order



i nstead of confusion thereby because it likes to do what is necessary
for the good of the race. This conception, already incipient in Adam
Smth's Wealth of Nations, was certain at last to reach some great
artist, and be enbodied by himin a nasterpiece. It was al so certain
that if that master happened to be a German, he shoul d take delight
in describing his hero as the Freewiller of Necessity, thereby beyond
measur e exasperating Englishmen with a congenital incapacity for

nmet aphysi cs.

PANACEA QUACKERY, OTHERW SE | DEALI SM

Unfortunately, human enlightenment does not progress by nicer and nicer
adj ustrents, but by violent corrective reactions which invariably send
us clean over our saddle and would bring us to the ground on the other
side if the next reaction did not send us back again with equally
excessive zeal. Ecclesiasticismand Constitutionalismsend us one way,
Protestanti sm and Anarchismthe other; Order rescues us from confusion
and | ands us in Tyranny; Liberty then saves the situation and is
presently found to be as great a nuisance as Despotism A scientifically
bal anced application of these forces, theoretically possible, is
practically inconpatible with human passion. Besides, we have the sane
weakness in norals as in medicine: we cannot be cured of running after
panaceas, or, as they are called in the sphere of norals, ideals. One
generation sets up duty, renunciation, self-sacrifice as a panacea. The
next generation, especially the wonen, wake up at the age of forty or

t hereabouts to the fact that their |lives have been wasted in the worship
of this ideal, and, what is still nore aggravating, that the elders who
i nposed it on themdid so in a fit of satiety with their own experinents
in the other direction. Then that defrauded generation foans at the
mouth at the very nention of duty, and sets up the alternative panacea
of love, their deprivation of which seens to themto have been the nost
cruel and mi schievous feature of their slavery to duty. It is useless to
warn themthat this reaction, if prescribed as a panacea, will prove as
great a failure as all the other reactions have done; for they do not
recogni ze its identity with any reaction that ever occurred before.

Take for instance the hackneyed historic exanple of the austerity of

t he Commonweal th being followed by the Iicence of the Restoration

You cannot persuade any noral enthusiast to accept this as a pure
oscillation fromaction to reaction. If he is a Puritan he | ooks upon
the Restoration as a national disaster: if he is an artist he regards it
as the salvation of the country fromgloom devil worship and starvation
of the affections. The Puritan is ready to try the Commonweal th again
with a few nodern inprovenents: the Amateur is equally ready to try the
Restoration with nodern enlightenments. And so for the present we nust
be content to proceed by reactions, hoping that each will establish sone
permanently practical and beneficial reformor noral habit that wll
survive the correction of its excesses by the next reaction

DRANMATI C ORI G N OF WOTAN

We can now see how a single drama in which Wtan does not appear, and of



which Siegfried is the hero, expanded itself into a great fourfold
drama of which Wtan is the hero. You cannot dramatize a reaction by
personi fying the reacting force only, any nore than Archi medes coul d
l[ift the world without a fulcrumfor his lever. You nust also personify
t he established power against which the new force is reacting; and

in the conflict between them you get your drama, conflict being the
essential ingredient in all drama. Siegfried, as the hero of D e
Cotterdamerung, is only the prino tenore robusto of an opera book
deferring his death, after he has been stabbed in the last act, to

sing rapturous | ove strains to the heroine exactly |ike Edgardo in

Doni zetti's Lucia. In order to nmake himintelligible in the w der

signi ficance which his joyous, fearless, consciencel ess heroi smsoon
assuned in WAagner's imagination, it was necessary to provide himwth a
much vaster dramatic antagoni st than the operatic villain Hagen. Hence
Wagner had to create Whtan as the anvil for Siegfried s hamer; and
since there was no roomfor Wtan in the original opera book, \Wagner
had to work back to a prelimnary drama reaching primarily to the very
begi nni ngs of human society. And since, on this world-enbracing scal e,
it was clear that Siegfried must come into conflict with many baser

and stupider forces than those |ofty ones of supernatural religion and
political constitutionalismtypified by Wotan and his w fe Fricka, these
m nor antagoni sts had to be dranmatized also in the persons of Al beric,
M e, Fafnir, Loki, and the rest. None of these appear in Night Falls On
The Gods save Al beric, whose weird dreamcoll oquy with Hagen, effective
as it is, is as purely theatrical as the scene of the CGhost in Hanl et,
or the statue in Don G ovanni. Cut the conference of the Norns and the
visit of Valtrauta to Brynhild out of Night Falls On The Gods, and the
drama remai ns coherent and conplete without them Retain them and the
pl ay becomes connected by conversational references with the three nusic
dramas; but the connection establishes no phil osophic coherence, no
real identity between the operatic Brynhild of the G bi chung epi sode
(presently to be related) and the daughter of Wtan and the First

Mot her .

THE LOVE PANACEA

We shall now find that at the point where The Ri ng changes from

musi ¢ drama into opera, it also ceases to be phil osophic, and becones

di dactic. The philosophic part is a dramatic synbol of the world as
Wagner observed it. In the didactic part the phil osophy degenerates into

the prescription of a romantic nostrumfor all human ills. \Wagner, only
nortal after all, succunbed to the panacea mani a when his phil osophy was
exhausted, like any of the rest of us.

The panacea is by no nmeans an origi nal one. Wagner was anticipated in
the year 1819 by a young country gentleman from Sussex naned Shelley, in
a work of extraordinary artistic power and splendor. Prometheus Unbound
is an English attenpt at a Ring; and when it is taken into account that
t he author was only 27 whereas Wagner was 40 when he conpl eted the poem
of The Ring, our vulgar patriotismmay find an envious satisfaction in

i nsi sting upon the conparison. Both works set forth the sane conflict

bet ween humanity and its gods and governments, issuing in the redenption
of man fromtheir tyranny by the growth of his will into perfect
strength and self-confidence; and both finish by a | apse into



panacea- nongeri ng di dacticismby the holding up of Love as the renedy
for all evils and the solvent of all social difficulties.

The differences between Pronetheus Unbound and The Ring are as
interesting as the |ikenesses. Shelley, caught in the pugnacity of his
youth and the first inpetuosity of his prodigious artistic power by

the first fierce attack of the New Reformati on, gave no quarter to

t he antagoni st of his hero. Hs Wtan, whomhe calls Jupiter, is the
almghty fiend into whomthe Englishman's God had degenerated during two
centuries of ignorant Bible worship and shanmel ess conmercialism He is
Al beric, Fafnir Loki and the anbitious side of Witan all rolled into
one nel odramatic denmon who is finally torn fromhis throne and hurl ed
shrieking into the abyss by a spirit representing that conception

of Eternal Law which has been replaced since by the conception of

Evol uti on. Wagner, an ol der, nore experienced man than the Shelley of
1819, understood Wtan and pardoned him separating himtenderly from
all the compromising alliances to which Shelley fiercely held him
maki ng the truth and heroi smwhich overthrow himthe children of his

i nnost heart; and representing himas finally acqui escing in and worKking
for his own supersession and anni hilation. Shelley, in his |ater works,
i s seen progressing towards the sane tol erance, justice, and humlity
of spirit, as he advanced towards the mi ddl e age he never reached. But
there is no progress from Shelley to Wagner as regards the panacea,
except that in Wagner there is a certain shadow of night and death come
on it: nay, even a clear opinion that the suprenme good of |ove is that
it so completely satisfies the desire for life, that after it the WII
to Live ceases to trouble us, and we are at | ast content to achieve the
hi ghest happi ness of deat h.

This reduction of the panacea to absurdity was not forced upon Shell ey,
because the [ ove which acts as a universal solvent in his Pronetheus
Unbound is a sentinent of affectionate benevol ence which has nothing to
do with sexual passion. It mght, and in fact does exist in the absence
of any sexual interest whatever. The words nmercy and ki ndness connote it
| ess ambi guously than the word | ove. But Wagner sought always for sone
poi nt of contact between his ideas and the physical senses, so that
peopl e m ght not only think or imagine themin the eighteenth century
fashi on, but see themon the stage, hear themfromthe orchestra, and
feel themthrough the infection of passionate enotion. Dr. Johnson

ki cking the stone to confute Berkeley is not nore bent on comon-sense
concr et eness than Wagner: on all occasions he insists on the need

for sensuous apprehension to give reality to abstract conprehension

mai ntai ning, in fact, that reality has no other meaning. Now he coul d
apply this process to poetic love only by following it back to its

all eged origin in sexual passion, the enotional phenomena of which he
has expressed in nmusic with a frankness and forcible naturalism which
woul d possi bly have scandal i zed Shelley. The |love duet in the first act
of The Val kyries is brought to a point at which the conventions of our
soci ety demand the precipitate fall of the curtain; whilst the prelude
to Tristan and Isolde is such an astonishingly intense and faithfu
translation into nusic of the enptions which acconpany the union of a
pair of lovers, that it is questionable whether the great popularity of
this piece at our orchestral concerts really nmeans that our audi ences
are entirely catholic in their respect for life in all its beneficently
creative functions, or whether they sinply enjoy the music w thout
understanding it.



But however offensive and i nhuman nay be the superstition which brands
such exal tations of natural passion as shameful and indecorous, there is
at least as nuch common sense in disparaging |ove as in setting it up as
a panacea. Even the nercy and | ovi ng-ki ndness of Shelley do not hold good
as a universal |aw of conduct: Shelley hinmself nakes extrenely short
wor k of Jupiter, just as Siegfried does of Fafnir, Mne, and Wtan; and
the fact that Pronetheus is saved from doing the destructive part of

his work by the intervention of that very nebul ous personification of
Eternity call ed Denbgorgon, does not in the |east save the situation
because, flatly, there is no such person as Denobgorgon, and if

Promet heus does not pull down Jupiter hinself, no one else will. It
woul d be exasperating, if it were not so funny, to see these poets

| eadi ng their heroes through bl ood and destruction to the concl usion
that, as Browning's David puts it (David of all people!), "All's Love;
yet all's Law "

Certainly it is clear enough that such |ove as that inplied by
Siegfried s first taste of fear as he cuts through the nailed coat of
the sleeping figure on the nountain, and discovers that it is a woman;
by her fierce revolt against being touched by himwhen his terror gives
way to ardor; by his manly transports of victory; and by the womanly

m xture of rapture and horror with which she abandons herself to the
passi on which has seized on themboth, is an experience which it is nuch
better, like the vast majority of us, never to have passed through, than
to allowit to play nore than a recreative holiday part in our lives. It
did not play a very large part in Wagner's own | aborious life, and does
not occupy nmore than two scenes of The Ring. Tristan and |sol de, wholly
devoted to it, is a poem of destruction and death. The Mastersingers,

a work full of health, fun and happi ness, contains not a single bar

of love nmusic that can be described as passionate: the hero of it is

a wi dower who cobbl es shoes, wites verses, and contents hinself with

| ooking on at the sweetheartings of his custoners. Parsifal makes an end
of it altogether. The truth is that the | ove panacea in Night Falls On
The Gods and in the last act of Siegfried is a survival of the first
crude operatic conception of the story, nodified by an anticipation of
Wagner's | ater, though not |atest, conception of |love as the fulfiller
of our WII to Live and consequently our reconciler to night and death.

NOT' LOVE, BUT LIFE

The only faith which any reasonable disciple can gain fromThe Ring is
not inlove, but inlife itself as a tireless power which is continually
driving onward and upward--not, please observe, being beckoned or drawn
by Das Ewig Wi bliche or any other external sentinmentality, but grow ng
fromwi thin, by its own inexplicable energy, into ever higher and

hi gher forns of organization, the strengths and the needs of which are
continually superseding the institutions which were nade to fit our
former requirenents. Wen your Bakoonins call out for the denolition of
all these venerable institutions, there is no need to fly into a panic
and |l ock themup in prison whilst your parliament is bit by bit doing
exactly what they advised you to do. Wen your Siegfrieds nelt down the
ol d weapons into new ones, and w th disrespectful words chop in twain
the antiquated constable's staves in the hands of their elders, the end
of the world is no nearer than it was before. If human nature, which



is the highest organization of life reached on this planet, is really
degenerating, then human society will decay; and no panic-begotten pena

nmeasures can possibly save it: we nust, |ike Prometheus, set to work to
make new nen instead of vainly torturing old ones. On the other hand, if
the energy of life is still carrying human nature to higher and higher

| evel s, then the nore young peopl e shock their elders and deride and
discard their pet institutions the better for the hopes of the world,
since the apparent growth of anarchy is only the neasure of the rate of
i nprovenent. History, as far as we are capable of history (which is

not saying much as yet), shows that all changes fromcrudity of socia
organi zation to conplexity, and from mechani cal agenci es in gover nment
to living ones, seemanarchic at first sight. No doubt it is natura

to a snail to think that any evolution which threatens to do away wth
shells will result in general death from exposure. Neverthel ess, the
nost el aborately housed beings today are born not only w thout houses on
their backs but w thout even fur or feathers to clothe them

ANARCHI SM NO PANACEA

One word of warning to those who may find thensel ves attracted by
Siegfried' s Anarchism or, if they prefer a termw th nore respectable
associ ations, his neo-Protestantism Anarchism as a panacea, is just as
hopel ess as any other panacea, and will still be so even if we breed

a race of perfectly benevolent nen. It is true that in the sphere of

t hought, Anarchismis an inevitable condition of progressive

evolution. A nation wi thout Freethinkers--that is, without intellectua
Anarchi sts--will share the fate of China. It is also true that our
crimnal |law, based on a conception of crinme and punishnent which is
not hi ng but our vindictiveness and cruelty in a virtuous disguise, is
an unmtigated and abom nabl e nui sance, bound to be beaten out of

us finally by the nere weight of our experience of its evil and

usel essness. But it will not be replaced by anarchy. Applied to the

i ndustrial or political machinery of nodern society, anarchy nust always
reduce itself speedily to absurdity. Even the nodified form of anarchy
on which nodern civilization is based: that is, the abandonnent

of industry, in the nane of individual liberty, to the upshot of
conpetition for personal gain between private capitalists, is a

di sastrous failure, and is, by the mere necessities of the case, giving
way to ordered Socialism For the economic rationale of this, | nust
refer disciples of Siegfried to a tract fromny hand published by the
Fabi an Society and entitled The Inpossibilities of Anarchism which
expl ains why, owing to the physical constitution of our globe, society
cannot effectively organize the production of its food, clothes and
housi ng, nor distribute themfairly and econonmically on any anarchic

pl an: nay, that w thout concerting our social action to a nuch higher
degree than we do at present we can never get rid of the wasteful and
iniquitous welter of a little riches and a deal of poverty which current
political humbug calls our prosperity and civilization. Liberty is an
excel l ent thing; but it cannot begin until society has paid its daily
debt to Nature by first earning its living. There is no liberty before
that except the liberty to live at sonebody el se's expense, a liberty
much sought after nowadays, since it is the criterion of gentility, but
not whol esome fromthe point of view of the common weal .



SI EGFRI ED CONCLUDED

In returning now to the adventures of Siegfried there is little nore

to be described except the finale of an opera. Siegfried, having passed
unharned through the fire, wakes Brynhild and goes through all the
fancies and ecstasies of love at first sight in a duet which ends with
an apostrophe to "l euchtende Liebe, | achender Tod!", which has been
romantically translated into "Love that illum nes, |aughing at Death,"
whereas it really identifies enlightening | ove and | aughing death as

i nvol ving each other so closely as to be usually one and the sane thing.

NI GHT FALLS ON THE GODS
PROLOGUE

Di e CGottrerdanmerung begins with an el aborate prol ogue. The three Norns
sit in the night on Brynhild' s nmountain top spinning their thread of
destiny, and telling the story of Wtan's sacrifice of his eye, and

of his breaking off a bough fromthe Wrld Ash to make a heft for his
spear, also howthe tree withered after suffering that violence. They
have al so sonme fresher news to discuss. Wtan, on the breaking of his
spear by Siegfried, has called all his heroes to cut down the withered
World Ash and stack its faggots in a mghty pyre about Val halla. Then
with his broken spear in his hand, he has seated hinself in state in
the great hall, with the Gods and Heroes assenbl ed about himas if

in council, solemly waiting for the end. All this belongs to the old
| egendary materials with which Wagner began The Ring.

The tale is broken by the thread snapping in the hands of the third
Norn; for the hour has arrived when man has taken his destiny in his
own hands to shape it for hinself, and no | onger bows to circunstance,
envi ronnent, necessity (which he now freely wills), and all the rest of
the inevitables. So the Norns recogni ze that the world has no further
use for them and sink into the earth to return to the First Mther
Then the day dawns; and Siegfried and Brynhild conme, and have anot her
duet. He gives her his ring; and she gives himher horse. Away then he
goes in search of nore adventures; and she watches him from her crag
until he disappears. The curtain falls; but we can still hear the
trolling of his horn, and the nerry clatter of his horse's shoes
trotting gaily down the valley. The sound is lost in the grander rhythm
of the Rhine as he reaches its banks. W hear again an echo of the

| anent of the Rhine maidens for the ravished gold; and then, finally, a
new strain, which does not surge like the mghty flood of the river, but
has an unm stakabl e tranp of hardy nmen and a strong | and flavor about
it. And on this the opera curtain at |ast goes up--for please remenber
that all that has gone before is only the overture.

The First Act

We now understand the new tranping strain. W are in the Rhineside hal
of the G bichungs, in the presence of King Gunther, his sister Qutrune,



and Gunther's grimhalf brother Hagen, the villain of the piece. Gunther
is a fool, and has for Hagen's intelligence the respect a fool always
has for the brains of a scoundrel. Feebly fishing for conplinments, he
appeal s to Hagen to pronounce hima fine fellow and a glory to the

race of G bich. Hagen declares that it is inpossible to contenplate

hi mwi thout envy, but thinks it a pity that he has not yet found a

wi fe glorious enough for him Gunther doubts whether so extraordinary

a person can possibly exist. Hagen then tells himof Brynhild and her
ranpart of fire; also of Siegfried. Gunther takes this rather in bad
part, since not only is he afraid of the fire, but Siegfried, according
to Hagen, is not, and will therefore achieve this desirable match

hi nsel f. But Hagen points out that since Siegfried is riding about

in quest of adventures, he will certainly pay an early visit to the
renowned chi ef of the G bichungs. They can then give hima philtre which
will make himfall in love with Gutrune and forget every other woman he
has yet seen

Qunther is transported with adm ration of Hagen's cunni ng when he takes
in this plan; and he has hardly assented to it when Siegfried, with
operatic opportuneness, drops in just as Hagen expected, and is duly
drugged into the heartiest love for Gutrune and total oblivion of
Brynhild and his own past. When GQunt her declares his longing for the
bride who lies inaccessible within a palisade of flane, Siegfried at
once offers to undertake the adventure for him Hagen then explains

to both of themthat Siegfried can, after braving the fire, appear to
Brynhild in the senbl ance of Gunther through the magic of the wi shing
cap (or Tarnhelm as it is called throughout The Ring), the use of which
Siegfried now learns for the first time. It is of course part of the
bargain that Gunther shall give his sister to Siegfried in marriage.

On that they swear bl ood-brotherhood; and at this opportunity the old
operatic | eaven breaks out anusingly in Wagner. Wth trenmendous exordi um
of brass, the tenor and baritone go at it with a will, showi ng off

the power of their voices, followi ng each other in canonic imtation
singing together in thirds and sixths, and finishing with a lurid

uni son, quite in the manner of Ruy Gonez and Ernani, or O hello and

I ago. Then without further ado Siegfried departs on his expedition
taking Gunther with himto the foot of the nountain, and | eaving Hagen
to guard the hall and sing a very fine solo which has often figured in
the progranms of the Richter concerts, explaining that his interest in
the affair is that Siegfried will bring back the Ring, and that he,
Hagen, will presently contrive to possess hinmself of that R ng and
becone Plutonic master of the world.

And now it will be asked how does Hagen know all about the Pl utonic
enpire; and why was he able to tell Gunther about Brynhild and
Siegfried, and to explain to Siegfried the trick of the Tarnhel m The
expl anation is that though Hagen's nother was the nother of Gunther, his
father was not the illustrious G bich, but no | ess a person than our old
friend Al beric, who, |like Wtan, has begotten a son to do for hi mwhat
he cannot do for hinself.

In the above incidents, those gentle noralizers who find the serious
phi | osophy of the nusic dramas too terrifying for them may all egorize
pl easingly on the philtre as the nmaddeni ng chalice of passion which
once tasted, causes the respectable man to forget his lawfully wedded
wi fe and plunge into adventures which eventually | ead himheadl ong to
destruction.



W& now come upon a last relic of the tragedy of Whtan. Returning

to Brynhild' s nountain, we find her visited by her sister Val kyrie

Val trauta, who has w tnessed Whitan's sol emn preparations with terror

She repeats to Brynhild the account already given by the Norns. dinging
in angui sh to Wtan's knees, she has heard himnutter that were the ring
returned to the daughters of the deep Rhine, both Gods and world woul d
be redeenmed fromthat stage curse off Al beric's in The Rhine Gold. On
this she has rushed on her warhorse through the air to beg Brynhild to
give the Rhine back its ring. But this is asking Wman to give up | ove
for the sake of Church and State. She declares that she will see them
both perish first; and Valtrauta returns to Valhalla in despair. Wil st
Brynhild is watching the course of the black thundercloud that nmarks her
sister's flight, the fires of Loki again flanme high round the nountai n;
and the horn of Siegfried is heard as he nakes his way through them

But the man who now appears wears the Tarnhelm his voice is a strange
voice: his figure is the unknown one of the king of the G bichungs. He
tears the ring fromher finger, and, clainmng her as his wife, drives
her into the cave without pity for her agony of horror, and sets Not hung
between themin token of his loyalty to the friend he is inpersonating.
No expl anati on of this highway robbery of the ring is offered. dearly,
this Siegfried is not the Siegfried of the previous drama.

The Second Act

In the second act we return to the hall of G bich, where Hagen, in the

| ast hours of that night, still sits, his spear in his hand, and his
shield beside him At his knees crouches a dwarfish spectre, his father
Al beric, still full of his old grievances agai nst Wtan, and urging his

son in his dreams to win back the ring for him This Hagen swears to

do; and as the apparition of his father vanishes, the sun rises and
Siegfried suddenly comes fromthe river bank tucking into his belt the
Tarnhel m which has transported himfromthe nmountain |like the enchanted
carpet of the Arabian tales. He describes his adventures to Gutrune
until Qunther's boat is seen approachi ng, when Hagen seizes a cowhorn
and calls the tribesmen to wel cone their chief and his bride. It is nost
exhilarating, this colloquy with the startled and hastily arned cl an
ending with a thundering chorus, the drunms marking the tine with m ghty
pul ses fromdom nant to tonic, nuch as Rossini would have nade t hem do
if he had been a pupil of Beethoven's.

A terrible scene follows. Qunther |eads his captive bride straight into
the presence of Siegfried, whom she clainms as her husband by the ring,
whi ch she is astonished to see on his finger: Qunther, as she supposes,
having torn it fromher the night before. Turning on Gunther, she says
"Since you took that ring fromme, and married me with it, tell him of
your right to it; and make himgive it back to you." Qunther stanmers,
"The ring! | gave himno ring--er--do you know hi n?" The rejoinder is
obvi ous. "Then where are you hiding the ring that you had from nme?"
@Qunt her's confusion enlightens her; and she calls Siegfried trickster
and thief to his face. In vain he declares that he got the ring fromno
worman, but from a dragon whom he slew, for he is manifestly puzzl ed;
and she, seizing her opportunity, accuses himbefore the clan of having
pl ayed Gunther false with her

Her eupon we have anot her grandi ose operatic oath, Siegfried attesting
his i nnocence on Hagen's spear, and Brynhild rushing to the footlights



and thrusting himaside to attest his guilt, whilst the clansmen cal
upon their gods to send down |ightnings and silence the perjured. The
gods do not respond; and Siegfried, after whispering to Qunther that the
Tar nhel m seens to have been only half effectual after all, |laughs his
way out of the general enbarrassnent and goes off merrily to prepare for
his wedding, with his armround Gutrune's wai st, followed by the

clan. Gunther, Hagen and Brynhild are left together to plot operatic
vengeance. Brynhild, it appears, has enchanted Siegfried in such a
fashi on that no weapon can hurt him She has, however, omitted to
protect his back, since it is inpossible that he should ever turn that
to a foe. They agree accordingly that on the norrow a great hunt shal
take place, at which Hagen shall thrust his spear into the hero's

vul nerabl e back. The blane is to be laid on the tusk of a wild boar

@Qunt her, being a fool, is renorseful about his oath of bl ood-brotherhood
and about his sister's bereavenent, w thout having the strength of m nd
to prevent the murder. The three burst into a herculean trio, simlar

in conception to that of the three conspirators in Un Ballo in Mschera;
and the act concludes with a joyous strain heral ding the appearance of
Siegfried s weddi ng procession, with strewing of flowers, sacrificing to
t he gods, and carrying bride and bridegroomin triunph.

It will be seen that in this act we have |ost all connection with the
earlier drama. Brynhild is not only not the Brynhild of The Val kyri es,
she is the Hiordis of Ibsen, a majestically savage woman, in whom

j eal ousy and revenge are intensified to heroic proportions. That is the
inevitable theatrical treatment of the nurderous heroine of the Saga.

I bsen's aimin The Vikings was purely theatrical, and not, as in his

| ater dramas, al so philosophically synbolic. Wagner's aimin Siegfried s
Death was equally theatrical, and not, as it afterwards becane in the
dramas of which Siegfried s antagonist Witan is the hero, |ikew se

phi |l osophically synbolic. The two naster-dramati sts therefore produce
practically the sane version of Brynhild. Thus on the second eveni ng of
The Ring we see Brynhild in the character of the truth-divining instinct
in religion, cast into an enchanted sl unber and surrounded by the fires
of hell lest she should overthrow a Church corrupted by its alliance

wi th governnent. On the fourth evening, we find her swearing a malicious
lie to gratify her personal jealousy, and then plotting a treacherous
murder with a fool and a scoundrel. In the original draft of Siegfried s
Death, the incongruity is carried still further by the conclusion, at
whi ch the dead Brynhild, restored to her godhead by Wtan, and again a
Val kyrie, carries the slain Siegfried to Valhalla to live there happily
ever after with its pious heroes.

As to Siegfried hinmself, he tal ks of wonmen, both in this second act and
the next, with the air of a man of the world. "Their tantruns," he
says, "are soon over." Such speeches do not belong to the novice of the
precedi ng drama, but to the original Siegfried s Tod, with its |eading
characters sketched on the ordinary romantic lines fromthe old Sagas,
and not yet reminted as the original creations of Wagner's geni us whose
acquai ntance we have made on the two previ ous eveni ngs. The very

title "Siegfried s Death" survives as a strong theatrical point in the
foll owi ng passage. Qunther, in his rage and despair, cries, "Save ne,
Hagen: save ny honor and thy nother's who bore us both." "Nothing can
save thee," replies Hagen: "neither brain nor hand, but SIEGFRIED S
DEATH." And Gunther echoes with a shudder, "SIEGFRI ED S DEATH "



A VWAGNERI AN NEWSPAPER CONTROVERSY

The devotion which Wagner's work inspires has been illustrated lately

in a public correspondence on this very point. Awiter in The Daily

Tel egraph having commented on the fal sehood uttered by Brynhild in
accusing Siegfried of having betrayed Gunther with her, a correspondence
i n defence of the bel oved heroi ne was opened in The Daily Chronicle. The
i mputation of fal sehood to Brynhild was strongly resented and conbat ed,
in spite of the unanswerabl e evidence of the text. It was contended that
Brynhil d's statenment nust be taken as establishing the fact that she
actual ly was ravi shed by sonebody whom she believed to be Siegfried,

and that since this sonebody cannot have been Siegfried, he being as

i ncapabl e of treachery to Gunther as she of fal sehood, it nust have been
@unt her hinself after a second exchange of personalities not nmentioned
inthe text. The reply to this--if so obviously desperate a hypothesis
needs a reply--is that the text is perfectly explicit as to Siegfried,

di sgui sed as @unt her, passing the night with Brynhild w th Nothung
dividing them and in the norning bringing her down the nmountai n THROUGH
THE FI RE (an inpassabl e obstacle to Gunther) and there transporting
hinself in a single breath, by the Tarnhelms magic, back to the hal

of the G bichungs, |leaving the real Gunther to bring Brynhild down

the river after him One controversialist actually pleaded for the
expedi tion occupying two nights, on the second of which the all eged
outrage m ght have taken place. But the time is accounted for to the
last mnute: it all takes place during the single night watch of

Hagen. There is no possible way out of the plain fact that Brynhild's
accusation is to her own know edge fal se; and the inpossible ways just
cited are only interesting as exanples of the fanatical worship

whi ch Wagner and his creations have been able to inspire in mnds of
exceptional power and culture.

More pl ausible was the |line taken by those who admitted the fal sehood.
Their contention was that when Wtan deprived Brynhild of her Godhead,
he al so deprived her of her fornmer high noral attributes; so that
Siegfried s kiss awakened an ordi nary nortal jeal ous wonman. But a
goddess can becone nortal and jeal ous wi thout plunging at once into
perjury and rmurder. Besides, this explanation involves the sacrifice of
t he whol e significance of the allegory, and the reduction of The Ring to
the plane of a child' s conception of The Sl eepi ng Beauty. Wioever does
not understand that, in ternms of The Ri ng philosophy, a change from
godhead to humanity is a step higher and not a degradation, m sses the
whol e point of The Ring. It is precisely because the truthful ness of
Brynhild is proof against Whtan's spells that he has to contrive the
fire palisade with Loki, to protect the fictions and conventi ons of

Val hal | a agai nst her.

The only tolerable viewis the one supported by the known history of
The Ring, and also, for nusicians of sufficiently fine judgnent, by the
evi dence of the scores; of which nore anon. As a matter of fact Wagner
began, as | have said, with Siegfried s Death. Then, wanting to devel op
the idea of Siegfried as neo-Protestant, he went on to The Young
Siegfried. As a Protestant cannot be dramatically projected without a
pontifical antagonist. The Young Siegfried I ed to The Val kyries, and
that again to its preface The Rhine Gold (the preface is always witten
after the book is finished). Finally, of course, the whole was revised.



The revision, if carried out strictly, would have involved the cutting
out of Siegfried s Death, now becone inconsistent and superfluous; and
that woul d have involved, in turn, the facing of the fact that The Ring
was no longer a N blung epic, and really denanded nodern costunes, tal
hats for Tarnhelns, factories for N belheins, villas for Val hallas, and
so on--in short, a conplete confession of the extent to which the old
Ni bl ung epic had becone the nmerest pretext and name directory in the
course of Wagner's travail. But, as Wagner's nost em nent English
interpreter once put it to me at Bayreuth between the acts of Ni ght
Falls On The Gods, the master wanted to "Lohengrini ze" again after his
| ong abstention fromopera; and Siegfried' s Death (first sketched in
1848, the year before the rising in Dresden and the subsequent events
whi ch so deepened Wagner's sense of life and the seriousness of art)
gave himexactly the libretto he required for that outbreak of the

old operatic Adamin him So he changed it into Die Gotterdanmrerung,
retaining the traditional plot of nurder and jeal ousy, and with it,
necessarily, his original second act, in spite of the incongruity of its
Siegfried and Brynhild with the Siegfried and Brynhild of the allegory.
As to the |l egendary matter about the world-ash and the destruction of
Val halla by Loki, it fitted in well enough; for though, allegorically,

t he bl ow by which Siegfried breaks the god's spear is the end of Wtan
and of Val halla, those who do not see the allegory, and take the story
literally, like children, are sure to ask what becomes of Whtan after
Siegfried gets past himup the nountain; and to this question the old
tale told in Night Falls On The Gods is as good an answer as anot her.
The very sensel essness of the scenes of the Norns and of Valtrauta in
relation to the three foregoing dramas, gives thema highly effective
air of nystery; and no one ventures to challenge their consequentiality,
because we are all nmore apt to pretend to understand great works of art
than to confess that the neaning (if any) has escaped us. Valtrauta,
however, betrays her irrelevance by expl aining that the gods can

be saved by the restoration of the ring to the Rhine maidens. This,
consi dered as part of the previous allegory, is nonsense; so that even
this scene, which has a nore plausible air of organic connection wth
The Val kyries than any other in Night Falls On The Gods, is as clearly
part of a different and earlier conception as the episode which
concludes it, in which Siegfried actually robs Brynhild of her ring,

t hough he has no recollection of having given it to her. Night Falls On
The Gods, in fact, was not even revised into any real coherence with the
wor | d- poem whi ch sprang fromit; and that is the authentic solution of
all the controversies which have arisen over it.

The Third Act

The hunting party conmes off duly. Siegfried strays fromit and neets

t he Rhi ne mai dens, who al nost succeed in coaxing the ring fromhim He
pretends to be afraid of his wife; and they chaff himas to her beating
himand so forth; but when they add that the ring is accursed and wil |
bring death upon him he discloses to them as unconsciously as Julius
Caesar disclosed it |ong ago, that secret of heroism never to let your
life be shaped by fear of its end. [*] So he keeps the ring; and they |eave
himto his fate. The hunting party now finds him and they all sit

down together to nake a nmeal by the river side, Siegfried telling them
meanwhi |l e the story of his adventures. \Wen he approaches the subject of
Brynhild, as to whomhis nmenory is a blank, Hagen pours an antidote

to the love philtre into his drinking horn, whereupon, his nmenory
returning, he proceeds to narrate the incident of the fiery nountain, to



Qunther's intense nortification. Hagen then plunges his spear into the
back of Siegfried, who falls dead on his shield, but gets up again,
after the old operatic custom to sing about thirty bars to his |ove
before allowing hinself to be finally carried off to the strains of the
fanous Trauer marsch.

* "We nust learn to die, and to die in the fullest sense of
the word. The fear of the end is the source of al

| ovel essness; and this fear is generated only when | ove
begins to wane. How cane it that this | oves the highest

bl essedness to all things living, was so far |ost sight of
by the human race that at last it came to this: all that
manki nd di d, ordered, and established, was conceived only in
fear of the end? My poemsets this forth."--Wagner to
Roeckel , 25th Jan. 1854.

The scene then changes to the hall of the G bichungs by the Rhine. It is
ni ght; and Gutrune, unable to sleep, and haunted by all sorts of vague
terrors, is waiting for the return of her husband, and wondering

whet her a ghostly figure she has seen gliding down to the river bank is
Brynhil d, whose roomis enpty. Then cones the cry of Hagen, returning
with the hunting party to announce the death of Siegfried by the tusk of
a wld boar. But Gutrune divines the truth; and Hagen does not deny it.
Siegfried s body is brought in; Gunther clains the ring; Hagen wl|l

not suffer himto take it; they fight; and Gunther is slain. Hagen then
attenpts to take it; but the dead man's hand closes on it and raises
itself threateningly. Then Brynhild cones; and a funeral pyre is raised
whi | st she decl aims a prol onged scene, extrenely nmoving and i nposing,

but yielding nothing to resolute intellectual criticismexcept a very
power ful and el evated exploitation of theatrical pathos, psychologically
identical with the scene of Ceopatra and the dead Antony in
Shakespeare's tragedy. Finally she flings a torch into the pyre, and
rides her war-horse into the flames. The hall of the G bichungs catches
fire, as nost halls would were a cremation attenpted in the nmiddle

of the floor (I permt nyself this gibe purposely to enphasize the
excessive artificiality of the scene); but the Rhine overflows its

banks to allow the three Rhine naidens to take the ring from Siegfried's
finger, incidentally extinguishing the conflagration as it does so.
Hagen attenpts to snatch the ring fromthe mai dens, who pronptly drown
him and in the distant heavens the Gods and their castle are seen
perishing in the fires of Loki as the curtain falls.

FORGOTTEN ERE FI NI SHED

Inall this, it will be observed, there is nothing new The nusica
fabric is enornously el aborate and gorgeous; but you cannot say, as you
must in w tnessing The Rhine Gold, The Valkyries, and the first two acts
of Siegfried, that you have never seen anything like it before, and that
the inspiration is entirely original. Not only the action, but nost

of the poetry, mght conceivably belong to an Elizabethan drama. The
situation of Cl eopatra and Antony i s unconsciously reproduced w t hout
bei ng bettered, or even equalled in point of majesty and nusical
expression. The loss of all sinplicity and dignity, the inpossibility



of any credi bl e scenic presentation of the incidents, and the extrene

st agi ness of the conventions by which these inpossibilities are got

over, are no doubt covered fromthe popul ar eye by the overwhel m ng
prestige of Die CGotterdamrerung as part of so great a work as The Ring
and by the extraordinary storm of enotion and excitenent which the nusic
keeps up. But the very qualities that intoxicate the novice in nusic
enlighten the adept. In spite of the ful ness of the conposer's technica
acconpl i shment, the finished style and effortless mastery of harnony and
i nstrumentation di splayed, there is not a bar in the work which noves

us as the sanme thenes noved us in The Val kyries, nor is anything but

ext ernal splendor added to the Iife and humor of Siegfried.

In the original poem Brynhild delays her self-inmmlation on the pyre of
Siegfried to read the assenbled choristers a homly on the efficacy of
the Love panacea. "My holiest wisdomis hoard," she says, "now | nake

known to the world. | believe not in property, nor money, nor godliness,
nor hearth and hi gh place, nor ponp and peerage, nor contract and
custom but in Love. Let that only prevail; and ye shall be blest in
weal or woe." Here the repudiations still smack of Bakoonin; but the

saviour is no longer the volition of the full-grown spirit of Man, the
Free Wller of Necessity, sword in hand, but sinply Love, and not even
Shel | eyan | ove, but vehement sexual passion. It is highly significant

of the extent to which this uxorious commonplace lost its hold of Wagner
(after disturbing his conscience, as he confesses to Roeckel, for years)
that it disappears in the full score of Night Falls On The Gods, which
was not conpleted until he was on the verge of producing Parsifal

twenty years after the publication of the poem He cut the homly out,
and conposed the nusic of the final scene with a flagrant reckl essness
of the old intention. The rigorous logic with which representative

musi cal themes are enployed in the earlier dramas i s here abandoned

wi t hout scruple; and for the main thenme at the conclusion he selects a
rapt urous passage sung by Sieglinda in the third act of The Val kyries
when Brynhild inspires her with a sense of her high destiny as the

not her of the unborn hero. There is no dramatic | ogic whatever in the
recurrence of this theme to express the transport in which Brynhild

i mol ates herself. There is of course an excuse for it, inasnmuch as both
worren have an inmpul se of self-sacrifice for the sake of Siegfried; but
this is really hardly nore than an excuse; since the Val halla thene

m ght be attached to Alberic on the no worse ground that both he and

Wbt an are inspired by anbition, and that the anbition has the sane

obj ect, the possession of the ring. The commopn sense of the matter is
that the only thenmes which had fully retained their significance in
Wagner's menory at the period of the conposition of Night Falls On The
Gods are those which are nere | abels of external features, such as

the Dragon, the Fire, the Water and so on. This particul ar thene of
Sieglinda's is, in truth, of no great nusical merit: it mght easily

be the pet climax of a popul ar sentinmental ballad: in fact, the gushing
effect which is its sole valuable quality is so cheaply attained that

it is hardly going too far to call it the nost trunpery phrase in the
entire tetralogy. Yet, since it undoubtedly does gush very enphatically,
Wagner chose, for convenience' sake, to work up this final scene with it
rather than with the nore distinguished, elaborate and beautiful thenes
connected with the love of Brynhild and Siegfried.

He woul d certainly not have thought this a matter of no consequence had
he finished the whole work ten years earlier. It nust always be borne
in mnd that the poemof The Ring was conplete and printed in 1853,



and represents the sociol ogical ideas which, after germinating in the
Eur opean at nosphere for many years, had been brought hone to \Wagner
who was intensely susceptible to such ideas, by the crash of 1849 at
Dresden. Now no man whose mind is alive and active, as Wagner's was to
the day of his death, can keep his political and spiritual opinions,
much | ess his phil osophic consciousness, at a standstill for quarter
of a century until he finishes an orchestral score. Wen Wagner first
sketched Night Falls On The Gods he was 35. Wen he finished the score
for the first Bayreuth festival in 1876 he had turned 60. No wonder he
had lost his old grip of it and left it behind him He even

tanmpered with The Rhine Gold for the sake of theatrical effect when
stage-nmanagi ng it, nmaking Wtan pick up and brandish a sword to give
visible point to his sudden inspiration as to the raising up of a
hero. The sword had first to be discovered by Fafnir anong the N bl ung
treasures and thrown away by him as useless. There is no sense in this
device; and its adopti on shows the same reckl essness as to the origina
intention which we find in the nusic of the |ast act of The Dusk of the
Gods. [*]

* Die CGotterdamrerung neans literally Godsgl oami ng. The
English versions of the opera are usually called The Dusk of
the Gods, or The Twilight of the Gods. | have purposely
introduced the ordinary title in the sentence above for the
reader's information.

VWHY HE CHANGED H' S M ND

Wagner, however, was not the man to allow his grip of a great

phi |l osophic thene to slacken even in twenty-five years if the thene
still held good as a theory of actual life. If the history of Gernmany
from 1849 to 1876 had been the history of Siegfried and Wtan transposed
into the key of actual life Night Falls On The Gods woul d have been the
| ogi cal consunmation of Das Rheingold and The Val kyrie instead of the
operatic anachronismit actually is.

But, as a matter of fact, Siegfried did not succeed and Bi smarck did.
Roeckel was a prisoner whose inprisonnent nade no difference; Bakoonin
broke up, not Wal hall, but the International, which ended in an
undi gni fied quarrel between himand Karl Marx. The Siegfrieds of 1848
wer e hopel ess political failures, whereas the Wtans and Al berics and
Loki s were conspi cuous political successes. Even the Mnes held their own
as against Siegfried. Wth the single exception of Ferdinand Lassall e,
there was no revolutionary | eader who was not an obvi ous i npossibili st
in practical politics; and Lassalle got hinself killed in a romantic
and quite indefensible duel after wecking his health in a titanic
oratorical canpai gn which convinced himthat the great majority of the
wor ki ng cl asses were not ready to join him and that the mnority who
were ready did not understand him The International, founded in 1861
by Karl Marx in London, and m staken for several years by nervous
newspapers for a red spectre, was really only a turnip ghost. It

achi eved sone begi nnings of International Trade Uni oni sm by inducing
Engl i sh workmen to send nmoney to support strikes on the continent, and
recal ling English workers who had been taken across the North Sea to
def eat such strikes; but on its revolutionary socialistic side it was a



romantic figment. The suppression of the Paris Commune, one of the

nost tragic exanples in history of the pitil essness with which capable
practical adm nistrators and soldiers are forced by the pressure of
facts to destroy romantic amateurs and theatrical dreaners, made an end
of nmelodramatic Socialism It was as easy for Marx to hold up Thiers

as the nost execrable of living scoundrels and to put upon Gllifet the
brand that still makes himinpossible in French politics as it was for

Vi ctor Hugo to bombard Napoleon Il fromhis paper battery in Jersey.

It was also easy to hold up Felix Pyat and Del escluze as nmen of nuch
loftier ideals than Thiers and Gallifet; but the one fact that coul d not
be deni ed was that when it cane to actual shooting, it was Gllifet who
got Del escluze shot and not Del escluze who got Gallifet shot, and that
when it came to administering the affairs of France, Thiers could in

one way or another get it done, whilst Pyat could neither do it nor stop
tal king and al |l ow sonebody else to do it. True, the penalty of foll ow ng
Thiers was to be exploited by the landlord and capitalist; but then the
penalty of followi ng Pyat was to get shot |ike a mad dog, or at best get
sent to New Cal edoni a, quite unnecessarily and usel essly.

To put it in terms of Wagner's allegory, Alberic had got the ring back
again and was marrying into the best Walhall famlies with it. He had
t hought better of his old threat to dethrone Wtan and Loki. He had
found that N bel heimwas a very gloony place and that if he wanted to
live handsonmely and safely, he nust not only allow Wtan and Loki to
organi ze society for him but pay themvery handsonely for doing it. He
want ed splendor, mlitary glory, loyalty, enthusiasm and patriotism
and his greed and gluttony were wholly unable to create them whereas
Wbt an and Loki carried themall to a triunmphant climax in Gernmany in
1871, when Wagner hinself celebrated the event with his Kai sermarsch
whi ch sounded much nore convincing than the Marseill aise or the

Car magnol e.

How, after the Kaisermarsch, could Wagner go back to his idealization of
Siegfried in 1853? How could he believe seriously in Siegfried slaying

t he dragon and chargi ng through the mountain fire, when the i mediate
foreground was occupied by the Hotel de Ville with Felix Pyat endlessly
di scussing the principles of Socialismwhilst the shells of Thiers were
already battering the Arc de Trionphe, and ripping up the pavenent of
the Champs Elysees? Is it not clear that things had taken an altogether
unexpected turn--that although the Ring may, |ike the famus Conmuni st
Mani festo of Marx and Engel s, be an inspired guest at the historic | aws
and predestined end of our capitalistic-theocratic epoch, yet

Wagner, |ike Marx, was too inexperienced in technical government

and administration and too nelodramatic in his hero-contra-villain
conception of the class struggle, to foresee the actual process by which
his generalization would work out, or the part to be played in it by the
cl asses invol ved?

Let us go back for a nonent to the point at which the N blung | egend
first becomes irreconcilable with Wagner's allegory. Fafnir in the

al l egory beconmes a capitalist; but Fafnir in the legend is a nere
hoarder. His gold does not bring himin any revenue. It does not even
support him he has to go out and forage for food and drink. In fact,

he is on the way to his drinking-pool when Siegfried kills him And
Siegfried hinself has no nore use for gold than Fafnir: the only

di fference between themin this respect is that Siegfried does not waste
his time in watching a barren treasure that is no use to him whereas



Fafnir sacrifices his humanity and his life nerely to prevent anybody

el se getting it. This contrast is true to human nature; but it shunts
The Ring drama off the economic lines of the allegory. In real life,
Fafnir is not a mser: he seeks dividends, confortable life, and

adm ssion to the circles of Whtan and Loki. His only means of procuring
these is to restore the gold to Alberic in exchange for scrip in

Al beric's enterprises. Thus fortified with capital, A beric exploits his
fellow dwarfs as before, and also exploits Fafnir's fell ow gi ants who
have no capital. What is nore, the toil, forethought and self-contro

whi ch the exploitation involves, and the self-respect and social esteem
which its success wins, effect an inprovenment in Al beric's own character
whi ch neither Marx nor \WAgner appear to have foreseen. He discovers that
to be a dull, greedy, narrow m nded noney-grubber is not the way to nmake
nmoney on a |l arge scale; for though greed may suffice to turn tens

into hundreds and even hundreds into thousands, to turn thousands into
hundreds of thousands requires magnanimty and a will to power rather
than to pelf. And to turn thousands into mllions, Alberic nust nmake

hi nsel f an earthly providence for nasses of worknen: he nust create
towns and govern markets. In the neantime, Fafnir, wallowing in

di vi dends whi ch he has done nothing to earn, may rot, intellectually

and norally, fromnere disuse of his energies and | ack of incentive to
excel ; but the nore inbecile he becones, the nore dependent he is upon
Al beric, and the nmore the responsibility of keeping the world-machine in
wor ki ng order falls upon Al beric. Consequently, though Al beric in 1850
may have been nerely the vul gar Manchester Factory-owner portrayed by
Engel s, in 1876 he was well on the way towards becom ng Krupp of Essen
or Carnegi e of Honest ead.

Now, wi thout exaggerating the virtues of these gentlenen, it wll

be conceded by everybody except perhaps those veteran CGerman

Soci al - Denocrats who have made a cult of obsol escence under the nane

of Marxism that the nmodern entrepreneur is not to be displaced and

di smssed so lightly as Alberic is dismssed in The Ring. They are
really the masters of the whole situation. Witan is hardly |ess
dependent on themthan Fafnir; the War-Lord visits their work, acclains
themin stirring speeches, and casts down their enem es; whilst Lok
makes commercial treaties for themand subjects all his diplomcy to

t hei r approval

The end cannot cone until Siegfried | earns Alberic's trade and shoul ders
Al beric's burden. Not having as yet done so, he is still conpletely
mastered by Al beric. He does not even rebel against himexcept when he
is too stupid and ignorant, or too romantically inpracticable, to see
that Al beric's work, like Wtan's work and Loki's work, is necessary
wor k, and that therefore Al beric can never be superseded by a warrior
but only by a capabl e man of business who is prepared to continue his
work without a day's interm ssion. Even though the proletarians of al

| ands were to becone "cl ass conscious,” and obey the call of Mrx by
uniting to carry the Class struggle to a proletarian victory in

whi ch all capital should become comon property, and all Monarchs,

M1 lionaires, Landlords and Capitalists become common citizens, the
triunphant prol etarians would have either to starve in Anarchy the next
day or else do the political and industrial work which is now being
done tant bien que mal by our Romanoffs, our Hohenzollerns, our Krupps,
Car negi es, Levers, Pierpont Mrgans, and their political retinues. And
in the neantine these magnates nust defend their power and property
with all their mght against the revolutionary forces until these



forces becone positive, executive, admnistrative forces, instead of the
conspi raci es of protesting, noralizing, virtuously indignant amateurs
who mi stook Marx for a man of affairs and Thiers for a stage villain
But all this represents a devel opnent of which one gathers no forecast
from Wagner or Marx. Both of them prophesied the end of our epoch, and,
so far as one can guess, prophesied it rightly. They also brought its

i ndustrial history up to the year 1848 far nore penetratingly than the
academ c historians of their tine. But they broke off there and left

a voi d between 1848 and the end, in which we, who have to live in that
peri od, get no guidance fromthem The Mrxists wandered for years

in this void, striving, with fanatical superstition, to suppress the
Revi si oni sts who, facing the fact that the Social -Denocratic party was
lost, were trying to find the path by the light of contemporary history
instead of vainly consulting the oracle in the pages of Das Kapital
Mar x hi msel f was too sinplem nded a recluse and too full of the
validity of his renoter generalizations, and the way in which the rapid
integration of capital in Trusts and Kartels was confirm ng them to be
consci ous of the void hinself.

Wagner, on the other hand, was conparatively a practical man. It is
possible to learn nore of the world by producing a single opera, or even
conducting a single orchestral rehearsal, than by ten years reading in
the Library of the British Miseum Wagner must have | earnt between Das
Rhei ngol d and the Kai sermarsch that there are yet several dramas to be
interpolated in The Ring after The Val kyri es before the allegory can
tell the whole story, and that the first of these interpol ated dramas
will be nmuch nore like a revised Rienzi than like Siegfried. If

anyone doubts the extent to which Wagner's eyes had been opened to the
admi ni strative-chil di shness and romantic conceit of the heroes of

the revol uti onary generation that served its apprenticeship on the

barri cades of 1848-9, and perished on those of 1870 under Thiers
mtrailleuses, let himread Ei ne Kapitul ation, that scandal ous burl esque
in which the poet and conposer of Siegfried, with the levity of a

school boy, nocked the French republicans who were doing in 1871 what he
hinsel f was exiled for doing in 1849. He had set the enthusiasm of the
Dresden Revolution to his own greatest nusic; but he set the enthusiasm
of twenty years later in derision to the nmusic of Rossini. There is

no m staking the tune he nmeant to suggest by his doggerel of Republik,
Republ i k, Republik-1ik-l1ik. The Overture to WlliamTell is there as
plainly as if it were noted down in full score

In the case of such a man as Wagner, you cannot explain this volte-face
as nmere jingoi smproduced by Germany's overwhelmng victory in the
Franco- Prussi an War, nor as personal spite against the Parisians for the
Tannhauser fiasco. Wagner had nore cause for personal spite against

his own countrynen than he ever had agai nst the French. No doubt his
outburst gratified the pettier feelings which great nen have in conmon
with small ones; but he was not a man to indulge in such gratifications,
or indeed to feel themas gratifications, if he had not arrived at a

pr of ound phil osophi cal contenpt for the inadequacy of the nen who were
trying to wield Nothung, and who had done | ess work for \Wagner's own

art than a single German King and he, too, only a mad one. \WAgner had by
that time done too nuch hinself not to know that the world is ruled by
deeds, not by good intentions, and that one efficient sinner is worth
ten futile saints and nmartyrs.

I need not el aborate the point further in these pages. Like all nen of



geni us, Wagner had exceptional sincerity, exceptional respect for facts,
exceptional freedomfromthe hypnotic influence of sensational popul ar
novenent s, exceptional sense of the realities of political power as

di stingui shed fromthe presences and idolatries behind which the rea
masters of modern States pull their wires and train their guns. Wen he
scored Night Falls On The CGods, he had accepted the failure of Siegfried
and the triunph of the Wtan-Loki-Al beric-trinity as a fact. He had

gi ven up dream ng of heroes, heroines, and final solutions, and had
concei ved a new protagonist in Parsifal, whom he announced, not as

a hero, but as a fool; who was arned, not with a sword which cut
irresistibly, but with a spear which he held only on condition that he
did not use it; and who instead of exulting in the slaughter of a
dragon was frightfully ashamed of having shot a swan. The change in the
conception of the Deliverer could hardly be nore conplete. It reflects

t he change which took place in Wagner's mi nd between the conposition

of The Rhine Gold and Night Falls On The Gods; and it expl ai ns why

he dropped The Ring allegory and fell back on the status quo ante by
Lohengri ni zi ng.

If you ask why he did not throw Siegfried into the waste paper basket
and rewite The Ring from The Val kyries onwards, one must reply that the
time had not come for such a feat. Neither Wagner nor anyone el se then
living knew enough to achieve it. Besides, what he had al ready done had
reached the limt of even his i mmense energy and perseverance and so

he did the best he could with the unfinished and for ever unfinishable
work, rounding it off with an opera much as Rossini rounded of f sone of
his religious conpositions with a galop. Only, Rossini on such occasions
wote in his score "Excusez du peu," but Wagner left us to find out the
change for ourselves, perhaps to test how far we had really followed his
meani ng.

WAGNER S OWN EXPLANATI ON

And now, having given ny explanation of The Ring, can | give Wagner's
explanation of it? If I could (and I can) | should not by any neans
accept it as conclusive. Nearly half a century has passed since the
tetralogy was witten; and in that time the purposes of nmany half
instinctive acts of genius have becone clearer to the common man than
they were to the doers. Some years ago, in the course of an explanation

of Ibsen's plays, | pointed out that it was by no means certain or even
likely that Ibsen was as definitely conscious of his thesis as I. Al
the stupid people, and sone critics who, though not stupid, had not
t hensel ves witten what the Germans call "tendency"” works, saw nothi ng

inthis but a fantastic affectati on of the extravagant self-conceit

of knowi ng nore about |bsen than Ibsen hinmself. Fortunately, in taking
exactly the same position nowwith regard to Wagner, | can claimhis own
authority to support me. "How," he wote to Roeckel on the 23rd. August
1856, "can an artist expect that what he has felt intuitively should

be perfectly realized by others, seeing that he hinself feels in the
presence of his work, if it is true Art, that he is confronted by a
riddl e, about which he, too, mght have illusions, just as another

m ght ?"

The truth is, we are apt to deify men of genius, exactly as we deify the



creative force of the universe, by attributing to |ogical design what

is the result of blind instinct. What Wagner neant by "true Art" is the
operation of the artist's instinct, which is just as blind as any ot her
instinct. Mdzart, asked for an explanation of his works, said frankly
"How do | know?" WAgner, being a phil osopher and critic as well as

a conposer, was al ways | ooking for noral explanations of what he had
created and he hit on several very striking ones, all different. In the
same way one can conceive Henry the Eighth speculating very brilliantly
about the circulation of his own bl ood w thout getting as near the truth
as Harvey did long after his death.

None the | ess, Wagner's own expl anations are of exceptional interest. To
begin with, there is a considerable portion of The Ring, especially the
portraiture of our capitalistic industrial systemfromthe socialist's
point of viewin the slavery of the N blungs and the tyranny of Al beric,
which is unm stakable, as it dramatizes that portion of human activity
which lies well within the territory covered by our intellectua
consciousness. All this is concrete Home Ofice business, so to speak
its meaning was as clear to Wagner as it is to us. Not so that part

of the work which deals with the destiny of Wtan. And here, as it
happened, Wagner's recollection of what he had been driving at was

conpl etely upset by his discovery, soon after the conpletion of The

Ri ng poem of Schopenhaur's fanous treatise "The Wrld as WII and
Representation.” So obsessed did he becone with this nasterpiece of

phil osophic art that he declared that it contained the intellectua
denonstration of the conflict of human forces which he hinself had
denonstrated artistically in his great poem "I must confess,” he wites
to Roeckel, "to having arrived at a cl ear understanding of nmy own

wor ks of art through the help of another, who has provided nme with the
reasoned conceptions corresponding to nmy intuitive principles.”

Schopenhaur, however, had done nothing of the sort. \Wagner's

determ nation to prove that he had been a Schopenhaurite all al ong

wi t hout knowing it only shows how conpletely the fascination of the
great treatise on The WIIl had run away with his nenory. It is easy to
see how this happened. Wagner says of hinself that "seldom has there
taken place in the soul of one and the sane man so profound a division
and estrangenent between the intuitive or inpulsive part of his nature
and his consciously or reasonably formed ideas.” And since Schopenhaur's
great contribution to nodern thought was to educate us into clear

consci ousness of this distinction--a distinction famliar, in a fancifu
way, to the Ages of Faith and Art before the Renascence, but afterwards
swanped in the Rationalismof that novenment--it was inevitable that
Wagner shoul d junp at Schopenhaur's metaphysiol ogy (I use a word |ess
likely to be m staken than netaphysics) as the very thing for him But
nmet aphysi ol ogy is one thing, political philosophy another. The politica
phi |l osophy of Siegfried is exactly contrary to the political phil osophy
of Schopenhaur, although the sane cl ear mnetaphysi ol ogi cal distinction
between the instinctive part of man (his WIIl) and his reasoning faculty
(dramatized in The Ring as Loki) is insisted on in both. The difference
is that to Schopenhaur the WII is the universal tormentor of man, the
aut hor of that great evil, Life; whilst reason is the divine gift that
is finally to overconme this life-creating will and |lead, through its
abnegation, to cessation and peace, annihilation and Nirvana. This is
the doctrine of Pessimsm Now Wagner was, when he wote The Ring, a
nost sangui ne revol utionary Meliorist, contenptuous of the reasoning
faculty, which he typified in the shifty, unreal, delusive Loki, and



full of faith in the life-giving WII, which he typified in the glorious
Siegfried. Not until he read Schopenhaur did he becone bent on proving
that he had al ways been a Pessim st at heart, and that Loki was the nost
sensi bl e and worthy advi ser of Witan in The Rhine ol d.

Sonetimes he faces the change in his opinions frankly enough. "M

Ni bl ung drama,” he wites to Roeckel, "had taken format a tine when

had built up with ny reason an optimstic world on Hellenic principles,
bel i evi ng that nothing was necessary for the realization of such a world
but that men should wish it. | ingeniously set aside-the probl em why
they did not wish it. |I renmenber that it was with this definite

creative purpose that | conceived the personality of Siegfried, with the
intention of representing an existence free frompain." But he appeals
to his earlier works to show that behind all these artificial optimstic
i deas there was always with himan intuition of "the subline tragedy of
renunci ation, the negation of the will." In trying to explain this, he
is full of ideas philosophically, and full of the nobst anusing
contradictions personally. Optimsm as an accidental excursion into the
barren paths of reason on his own part, he calls "Hellenic." In others
he denounces it as rank Judaism the Jew having at that tine becone for
hi m t he whi pping boy for all nodern humanity. In a letter from London

he expounds Schopenhaur to Roeckel w th enthusiasm preaching the
renunci ation of the WIl to Live as the redenption fromall error and
vain pursuits: in the next letter he resumes the subject w th unabated
interest, and finishes by nentioning that on | eaving London he went to
CGeneva and underwent "a nost beneficial course of hydropathy." Seven
nonths before this he had witten as follows: "Believe nme, | too was
once possessed by the idea of a country life. In order to becone a

radi cal |y healthy human being, | went two years ago to a Hydropathic
Establi shnent, prepared to give up Art and everything if | could once
nore beconme a child of Nature. But, nmy good friend, | was obliged to

| augh at nmy own naivete when | found nyself al nost goi ng mad. None of

us will reach the promised | and: we shall all die in the wl derness.
Intellect is, as sone one has said, a sort of disease: it is incurable.”

Roeckel knew his man of old, and evidently pressed himfor explanations
of the inconsistencies of The Ring with Night Falls On The Gods. Wagner
defended hinself with unfailing cleverness and occasi onal petul ances,
rangi ng fromsuch pleas as "I believe a true instinct has kept nme froma
too great definiteness; for it has been borne in on me that an absol ute
di scl osure of the intention disturbs true insight,"” to a volley of

expl anati ons and commentaries on the explanations. He gets excited and
annoyed because Roeckel will not admire the Brynhild of Night Falls On
The Gods; re-invents the Tarnhel m scene; and finally, the case being
desperate, exclains, "It is wong of you to challenge ne to explain it
in wrds: you must feel that sonething is being enacted that is not to
be expressed in nere words."

THE PESSI M ST AS AMORI ST

Sonetimes he gets very far away from Pessim smindeed, and recommrends
Roeckel to solace his captivity, not by conquering the will to live at
liberty, but by "the inspiring influences of the Beautiful." The next
nmonent he throws over even Art for Life. "Were life ends,” he says,



very wittily, "Art begins. In youth we turn to Art, we know not why; and
only when we have gone through with Art and cone out on the other side,
we learn to our cost that we have mssed Life itself.” His only confort
is that he is beloved. And on the subject of love he lets hinself |oose
in a manner that woul d have roused the bitterest scorn in Schopenhaur

t hough, as we have seen (Love Panacea), it is highly characteristic of
Wagner. "Love in its nost perfect reality,” he says, "is only possible
between the sexes: it is only as man and woman that human bei ngs can
truly love. Every other manifestation of |ove can be traced back to that
one absorbingly real feeling, of which all other affections are but an
emanati on, a connection, or an imtation. It is an error to ook on this
as only one of the fornms in which love is revealed, as if there were
other fornms coequal with it, or even superior to it. He who after the
manner of netaphysicians prefers UNREALITY to REALITY, and derives the
concrete fromthe abstract--in short, puts the word before the fact--nmay
be right in esteemng the idea of |ove as higher than the expression

of love, and may affirmthat actual |ove nade manifest in feeling

is nothing but the outward and visible sign of a pre-existent,

non- sensuous, abstract |love; and he will do well to despise that
sensuous function in general. In any case it were safe to bet that such
a man had never |oved or been | oved as human beings can | ove, or he
woul d have understood that in despising this feeling, what he condemmed
was its sensual expression, the outcone of man's animal nature, and

not true human | ove. The hi ghest satisfaction and expression of the
individual is only to be found in his conplete absorption, and that is
only possible through I ove. Now a human being is both MAN and WOVAN: it
is only when these two are united that the real human being exists; and
thus it is only by love that man and woman attain to the full neasure

of humanity. But when nowadays we tal k of a human being, such heartl ess
bl ockheads are we that quite involuntarily we only think of man. It is
only in the union of man and woman by | ove (sensuous and supersensuous)
that the human being exists; and as the human being cannot rise to the
conception of anything higher than his own existence--his own being--so
the transcendent act of his life is this consunmati on of his humanity

t hrough | ove. "

It is clear after this utterance fromthe woul d-be Schopenhauri an, that
Wagner' s expl anations of his works for the npost part explain nothing but
the nood in which he happened to be on the day he advanced them or

the train of thought suggested to his very susceptible imaginati on and
active mnd by the points raised by his questioner. Especially in his
private letters, where his outpourings are nodified by his dramatic
consci ousness of the personality of his correspondent, do we find him
taking all manner of positions, and putting forward all sorts of cases
whi ch nust be taken as clever and suggestive special pleadings, and

not as serious and permanent expositions of his works. These works mnust
speak for thenselves: if The Ring says one thing, and a letter witten
afterwards says that it said sonething el se, The Ring nmust be taken to
confute the letter just as conclusively as if the two had been witten
by di fferent hands. However, nobody fairly well acquainted with Wagner's
utterances as a whole will find any unaccountable contradictions in
them As in all men of his type, our manifold nature was so marked in
himthat he was |ike several different men rolled into one. \Wen he had
exhausted hinself in the character of the nbst pugnaci ous, aggressive,
and sangui ne of reformers, he rested hinself as a Pessim st and
Nirvanist. In The Ring the quietismof Brynhild s "Rest, rest, thou God"
is sublime in its deep conviction; but you have only to turn back the



pages to find the irrepressible bustle of Siegfried and the revelry of
the clansnen expressed with equal zest. Wagner was not a Schopenhaurite
every day in the week, nor even a Wagnerite. H s m nd changes as

often as his nmobod. On Monday nothing will ever induce himto return to
qui l I driving: on Tuesday he begi ns a new panphl et. On Wdnesday he

is inmpatient of the m sapprehensi ons of people who cannot see how

i mpossible it is for himto preside as a conductor over platform
performances of fragments of his works, which can only be understood
when presented strictly according to his intention on the stage: on
Thursday he gets up a concert of \Wagnerian selections, and when it is
over wites to his friends describing how profoundly both bandsnen and
audi ence were inpressed. On Friday he exults in the self-assertion

of Siegfried's will against all noral ordinances, and is full of a
revol uti onary sense of "the universal |aw of change and renewal ": on
Sat urday he has an attack of holiness, and asks, "Can you conceive a
noral action of which the root idea is not renunciation?" In short,
Wagner can be quoted against hinmself alnmpst without limt, nuch as

Beet hoven' s adagi os coul d be quoted agai nst his scherzos if a dispute
arose between two fools as to whether he was a nel ancholy man or a nmerry
one.

THE MJUSI C OF THE RI NG
THE REPRESENTATI VE THEMES

To be able to follow the nusic of The Ring, all that is necessary is to
become famliar enough with the brief nusical phrases out of which it

is built to recognize themand attach a certain definite significance

to them exactly as any ordinary Englishman recogni zes and attaches a
definite significance to the opening bars of God Save the King. There is
no difficulty here: every soldier is expected to |learn and di stinguish
bet ween different bugle calls and trunpet calls; and anyone who can

do this can | earn and distinguish between the representative themes or

"l eading notives" (Leitnotifs) of The Ring. They are the easier to |learn
because they are repeated again and again; and the main ones are so
enphatically inpressed on the ear whilst the spectator is |ooking for
the first time at the objects, or witnessing the first strong dramatic
expression of the ideas they denote, that the requisite association is
fornmed unconsci ously. The thenes are neither |ong, nor conplicated, nor
difficult. Whoever can pick up the flourish of a coach-horn, the note of
a bird, the rhythmof the postman's knock or of a horse's gallop, wll
be at no loss in picking up the themes of The Ring. No doubt, when it
cones to formng the necessary nental association with the thene, it

may happen that the spectator may find his ear conquering the tune nore
easily than his mnd conquers the thought. But for the nbst part the

t henes do not denote thoughts at all, but either enotions of a quite
simpl e universal kind, or the sights, sounds and fanci es comon enough
to be famliar to children. Indeed sone of themare as frankly childish
as any of the funny little orchestral interludes which, in Haydn's
Creation, introduce the horse, the deer, or the worm W have both the
horse and the wormin The Ring, treated exactly in Haydn's manner, and
with an effect not a whit less ridiculous to superior people who decline
to take it good-hunoredly. Even the conpl ai sance of good \Wagnerites

is occasionally rather overstrained by the way in which Brynhild's



allusions to her charger Gani elicit fromthe band a little rumti-tum
triplet which by itself is in no way suggestive of a horse, although a
conti nuous rush of such triplets nakes a very exciting nusical gallop

O her thenes denote objects which cannot be imtatively suggested by
musi c: for instance, nusic cannot suggest a ring, and cannot suggest
gol d; yet each of these has a representative theme whi ch pervades the
score in all directions. In the case of the gold the association is
established by the very salient way in which the orchestra breaks into
the pretty thene in the first act of The Rhine CGold at the nonent when

t he sunrays strike down through the water and light up the glittering
treasure, hitherto invisible. The reference of the strange little

thene of the wishing cap is equally manifest fromthe first, since the
spectator's attention is wholly taken up with the Tarnhel mand its nagic
when the theme is first pointedly uttered by the orchestra. The sword
thene is introduced at the end of The Rhine Gold to express Wtan's hero
inspiration; and | have already nentioned that \Wagner, unable, when it
cane to practical stage managenent, to forego the appeal to the eye as
well as to the thought, here nmade Witan pick up a sword and brandi sh

it, though no such instruction appears in the printed score. Wen this
sacrifice to Wagner's scepticismas to the reality of any appeal to an
audi ence that is not made through their bodily sense is omtted, the
association of the theme with the sword is not formed until that point
inthe first act of The Val kyries at which Siegnmund is |eft al one by
Hundi ng' s hearth, weaponless, with the assurance that he will have to
fight for his life at dawn with his host. He recalls then how his father
prom sed hima sword for his hour of need; and as he does so, a flicker
fromthe dying fire is caught by the golden hilt of the sword in the
tree, when the theme inmredi ately begins to gl eamthrough the quiver of
sound fromthe orchestra, and only dies out as the fire sinks and the
sword i s once nore hidden by the darkness. Later on, this thenme, which
is never silent whilst Sieglinda is dwelling on the story of the sword,

| eaps out into the most dazzling splendor the band can give it when

Si egnund triunphantly draws the weapon fromthe tree. As it consists of
seven notes only, with a very marked neasure, and a nelody like a sinple
flourish on a trunpet or post horn, nobody capable of catching a tune
can easily mss it.

The Val hall a theme, sounded with sol etm grandeur as the honme of the gods
first appears to us and to Whitan at the begi nning of the second scene

of The Rhine Gold, also cannot be mistaken. It, too, has a nenorable
rhythm and its mgjestic harnonies, far from presenting those novel or
curious problens in polyphony of which Wagner still stands suspected by
superstitious people, are just those three sinple chords which festive
students who vanmp acconpani nents to com c songs "by ear"” soon find
sufficient for nearly all the popular tunes in the world.

On the other hand, the ring thenme, when it begins to hurtle through

the third scene of The Rhine CGold, cannot possibly be referred to any
special feature in the general gloomand turnmoil of the den of the
dwarfs. It is not a nelody, but nmerely the displaced nmetric accent which
musi ci ans call syncopation, rung on the notes of the famliar chord
formed by piling three mnor thirds on top of one another (technically,
the chord of the minor ninth, ci-devant dimnished seventh). One soon
picks it up and identifies it; but it does not get introduced in the
unequi vocal ly cl ear fashion of the thenmes described above, or of that
mal i gnant nonstrosity, the thenme which denotes the curse on the gold.



Consequently it cannot be said that the nusical design of the work is
perfectly clear at the first hearing as regards all the thenes; but

it is so as regards nost of them the main lines being | aid down as
enphatically and intelligibly as the dramatic notives in a Shakespearean
play. As to the coyer subtleties of the score, their discovery provides
fresh interest for repeated hearings, giving The Ring a Beethovenian

i nexhaustibility and toughness of wear

The themes associated with the individual characters get stanped on the
menory easily by the sinple association of the sound of the thene with
t he appearance of the person indicated. Its appropriateness is generally
pretty obvious. Thus, the entry of the giants is made to a vi gorous
stunpi ng, tranping neasure. Mnmy, being a quaint, weird old creature,
has a quaint, weird thene of two thin chords that creep down eerily one
to the other. Gutrune's thene is pretty and caressing: @nther's bol d,
rough, and conmonpl ace. It is a favorite trick of Wagner's, when one

of his characters is killed on the stage, to nmake the thene attached

to that character weaken, fail, and fade away with a broken echo into
si | ence.

THE CHARACTERI ZATI ON

Al this, however, is the nere child s play of thene work. The nore
conpl ex characters, instead of having a sinple nusical |abel attached

to them have their characteristic ideas and aspirations identified with
speci al representative thenmes as they conme into play in the drama; and
the chief merit of the thematic structure of The Ring is the mastery
with which the dramatic play of the ideas is reflected in the

contrapuntal play of the thenes. W do not find Wtan, |ike the dragon
or the horse, or, for the matter of that, |like the stage denon in
Weber's Freischutz or Meyerbeer's Robert the Devil, with one fixed thenme

attached to himlike a nane plate to an unbrella, blaring unaltered
fromthe orchestra whenever he steps on the stage. Sonetines we have the
Val hal l a theme used to express the greatness of the gods as an idea of
Wbt an's. Again, we have his spear, the synmbol of his power, identified
wi t h anot her thene, on which Wagner finally exercises his favorite
device by making it break and fail, cut through, as it were, by the
tearing sound of the thene identified with the sword, when Siegfried
shivers the spear with the stroke of Nothung. Yet another thene
connected with Wtan is the Wanderer nusic which breaks with such a

maj esti c reassurance on the nightrmare terror of M mry when Wtan appears
at the nouth of his cave in the scene of the three riddles. Thus not
only are there several Wtan thenmes, but each varies in its inflexions
and shades of tone color according to its dramatic circunmstances. So,
too, the nerry hamtune of the young Siegfried changes its neasure,

| oads itself with nmassive harnoni es, and becones an exordi um of the nost
i mposi ng spl endor when it heralds his entry as full-fledged hero in the
prologue to Night Falls On The Gods. Even M my has his two or three
thenes: the weird one already described; the little one in triple
measure imtating the tap of his hamrer, and fiercely nocked in the
savage | augh of Alberic at his death; and finally the crooning tune in
whi ch he details all his nmotherly kindnesses to the little foundling
Siegfried. Besides this there are all manner of little nusical blinkings
and shanbl i ngs and whi ni ngs, the | east hint of which fromthe orchestra



at any nonent instantly brings Mmry to mnd, whether he is on the stage
at the time or not.

In truth, dramatic characterization in rmusic cannot be carried very far
by the use of representative thenes. Myzart, the greatest of all masters
of this art, never dreant of enploying them and, extensively as they
are used in The Ring, they do not enable Wagner to dispense with the
Mozartian nethod. Apart fromthe themes, Siegfried and Mmy are stil

as sharply distinguished fromone another by the character of their
musi ¢ as Don G ovanni from Leporello, Wtan from Qutrune as Sarastro
from Papagena. It is true that the thenes attached to the characters
have the same mnusical appropriateness as the rest of the nusic: for
exanpl e, neither the Val halla nor the spear thenes could, wthout the
nmost |udicrous incongruity, be used for the forest bird or the unstable,
del usive Loki; but for all that the nusical characterization nust

be regarded as i ndependent of the specific themes, since the entire
elimnation of the thematic systemfromthe score would | eave the
characters as well distinguished nusically as they are at present.

One nore illustration of the way in which the thematic systemis worked.
There are two thenmes connected with Loki. One is a rapid, sinuous,

twi sting, shifty sem quaver figure suggested by the unsubstanti al

el usi ve | ogic-spinning of the clever one's braincraft. The other is the
fire theme. In the first act of Siegfried, Mmy nmakes his unavailing
attenpt to explain fear to Siegfried. Wth the horror fresh upon hi m of
the sort of nightmare into which he has fallen after the departure

of the Wanderer, and which has taken the form at once fanciful and
synmbolic, of a delirious dread of light, he asks Siegfried whet her he
has never, whilst wandering in the forest, had his heart set hanmering
in frantic dread by the nysterious lights of the gloanming. To this,
Siegfried, greatly astonished, replies that on such occasions his heart
is altogether healthy and his sensations perfectly normal. Here M nmmy's
guestion is acconpani ed by the tremul ous sounding of the fire thene with
its harnonies nost oppressively disturbed and troubl ed; whereas with
Siegfried s reply they beconme quite clear and straightforward, nmaking
the theme sound bold, brilliant, and serene. This is a typical instance
of the way in which the themes are used.

The thematic system gi ves synphonic interest, reasonabl eness, and unity
to the music, enabling the conposer to exhaust every aspect and quality
of his nelodic material, and, in Beethoven's manner, to work mracles
of beauty, expression and significance with the briefest phrases. As a
set-off against this, it has |l ed Wagner to indulge in repetitions that
woul d be intolerable in a purely dramatic work. Alnost the first thing
that a dramatist has to learn in constructing a play is that the persons
must not come on the stage in the second act and tell one another at
great |length what the audi ence has already seen pass before its eyes
inthe first act. The extent to which Wagner has been seduced into
violating this rule by his affection for his thenes is startling to

a practiced playwight. Siegfried inherits fromWtan a mania for

aut obi ography which leads himto inflict on every one he neets the
story of Mmy and the dragon, although the audi ence have spent a whol e
evening witnessing the events he is narrating. Hagen tells the story

to Qunther; and that same night Al beric's ghost tells it over again to
Hagen, who knows it already as well as the audience. Siegfried tells

t he Rhine maidens as nmuch of it as they will listen to, and then keeps
telling it to his hunting conpanions until they kill him Wtan's



aut obi ography on the second eveni ng beconmes his biography in the nouths
of the Norns on the fourth. The little that the Norns add to it is
repeated an hour later by Valtrauta. How far all this repetition is
tolerable is a matter of individual taste. A good story wll bear
repetition; and if it has woven into it such pretty tunes as the Rhine
mai dens' yodel, Mnmmy's tinkling anvil beat, the note of the forest

bird, the call of Siegfried' s horn, and so on, it will bear a good dea
of rehearing. Those who have but newy learnt their way through The Ri ng
will not readily admt that there is a bar too much repetition.

But how if you find some anti-Wagnerite raising the question whether the
themati c system does not enabl e the conposer to produce a nusic drama
with nmuch less nusical fertility than was required fromhis predecessors
for the conposition of operas under the old systen

Such di scussions are not within the scope of this little book. But as
the book is now finished (for really nothing nore need be said about

The Ring), | amquite willing to add a few pages of ordinary nusica
criticism partly to please the amateurs who enjoy that sort of reading,
and partly for the gui dance of those who wish to obtain some hints to
hel p them t hrough such critical small tal k about Wagner and Bayreuth as
may be forced upon themat the dinner table or between the acts.

THE OLD AND THE NEW MUSI C

In the ol d-fashi oned opera every separate nunber invol ved the
conposition of a fresh nelody; but it is quite a m stake to suppose that
this creative-effort extended continuously throughout the nunmber from
the first to the last bar. Wen a nusici an conposes according to a set
metrical pattern, the selection of the pattern and the conposition

of the first stave (a stave in nusic corresponds to a line in verse)
generally conpletes the creative effort. Al the rest foll ows nore

or less nmechanically to fill up the pattern, an air being very like a
wal | - paper design in this respect. Thus the second stave is usually a
perfectly obvious consequence of the first; and the third and fourth an
exact or very slightly varied repetition of the first and second. For
exanpl e, given the first line of Pop Goes the Wasel or Yankee Doodl e,
any nusical cobbler could supply the remaining three. There is very
little tune turning of this kind in The Ring; and it is noteworthy that
where it does occur, as in Siegmund's spring song and M mmy's croon
"Ein zullendes Kind," the effect of the symetrical staves, recurring
as a mere matter of form is perceptibly poor and platitudi nous conpared
with the free flow of melody which prevails el sewhere.

The ot her and harder way of conposing is to take a strain of free

nmel ody, and ring every variety of change of nmood upon it as if it were
a thought that sonetimes brought hope, sonetinmes nelancholy, sonetinmes
exul tation, sonetimes ragi ng despair and so on. To take several thenes
of this kind, and weave themtogether into a rich mnusical fabric
passi ng panoramically before the ear with a continually varying flow of
sentiment, is the highest feat of the nusician: it is in this way that
we get the fugue of Bach and the synphony of Beethoven. The admittedly
inferior musician is the one who, |ike Auber and O fenbach, not to
mention our purveyors of draw ng-room ballads, can produce an unlinited



gquantity of symetrical tunes, but cannot weave thenmes synphonically.

When this is taken into account, it will be seen that the fact that
there is a great deal of repetition in The Ri ng does not distinguish it
fromthe ol d-fashioned operas. The real difference is that in themthe
repetition was used for the mechanical conpletion of conventiona
metric patterns, whereas in The Ring the recurrence of the thene is

an intelligent and interesting consequence of the recurrence of the
dramati c phenonmenon which it denotes. It should be remenbered al so

that the substitution of synphonically treated thenmes for tunes with
symmetrical eight-bar staves and the like, has always been the rule in
the highest forms of nusic. To describe it, or be affected by it, as
an abandonment of nelody, is to confess oneself an ignoranus conversant
only with dance tunes and ball ads.

The sort of stuff a purely dramatic nusician produces when he hanpers
hinself with netric patterns in conposition is not unlike what m ght
have resulted in literature if Carlyle (for exanple) had been conpelled
by convention to wite his historical stories in rhyned stanzas. That
istosay, it limts his fertility to an occasi onal phrase, and three
quarters of the time exercises only his barren ingenuity in fitting
rhymes and measures to it. In literature the great masters of the art
have | ong emanci pated thensel ves fromnetric patterns. Nobody cl ai ns
that the hierarchy of nobdern inpassioned prose witers, from Bunyan

to Ruskin, should be placed belowthe witers of pretty lyrics, from
Herrick to M. Austin Dobson. Only in dramatic literature do we find the
devastating tradition of blank verse still lingering, giving factitious
prestige to the platitudes of dullards, and robbing the dramatic style
of the genuine poet of its full natural endowrent of variety, force and

simplicity.

This state of things, as we have seen, finds its parallel in nusica

art, since nusic can be witten in prose thenes or in versified tunes;
only here nobody dreams of disputing the greater difficulty of the prose
forns, and the conparative triviality of versification. Yet in dramatic
music, as in dramatic literature, the tradition of versification clings
with the sane pernicious results; and the opera, |like the tragedy, is
conventionally made |like a wall paper. The theatre seens dooned to be

in all things the |ast refuge of the hankering after cheap prettiness in
art.

Unfortunately this confusion of the decorative with the dramatic el enent
in both literature and nusic is maintained by the exanpl e of great
masters in both arts. Very touching dramatic expression can be conbi ned
with decorative symmetry of versification when the artist happens to
possess both the decorative and dramatic gifts, and to have cultivated
both hand in hand. Shakespeare and Shelley, for instance, far from being
hanpered by the conventional obligation to wite their dramas in verse,
found it nuch the easiest and cheapest way of producing them But if
Shakespeare had been conpelled by customto wite entirely in prose, al
his ordi nary di al ogue m ght have been as good as the first scene of As
You Like It; and all his lofty passages as fine as "Wat a piece of

work is Man!", thus sparing us a great deal of blank verse in which the
t hought is comonpl ace, and the expression, though catchingly turned,
absurdly ponmpous. The Cent might either have been a serious drama or

m ght never have been witten at all if Shelley had not been allowed to
carry off its unreality by Elizabethan versification. Still, both



poets have achi eved many passages in which the decorative and dramatic
qualities are not only reconciled, but seemto enhance one another to a
pitch ot herw se unattai nabl e.

Just so in nusic. Wien we find, as in the case of Mdzart, a prodigiously
gifted and arduously trained musician who is al so, by a happy accident,
a dramati st conparable to Moliere, the obligation to conpose operas in
versified nunbers not only does not enbarrass him but actually saves
himtrouble and thought. No matter what his dramati c nobod nmay be, he
expresses it in exquisite musical verses nore easily than a dramati st of
ordi nary singleness of talent can express it in prose. Accordingly, he
too, |ike Shakespeare and Shelley, |eaves versified airs, |like Dalla sua
pace, or Guck's Che fare senza Euridice, or Wber's Leise, |eise, which
are as dramatic fromthe first note to the last as the untramel | ed

t henes of The Ring. In consequence, it used to be professorially
demanded that all dramatic nusic should present the sane doubl e aspect.
The demand was unreasonabl e, since symetrical versification is no nerit
in dramatic nmusic: one mght as well stipulate that a dinner fork should
be constructed so as to serve also as a tablecloth. It was an ignorant
demand too, because it is not true that the conposers of these
exceptional exanples were always, or even often, able to conbine
dramatic expression with symmetrical versification. Side by side

with Dalla sua pace we have Il mo tesoro and Non m dir, in which

exqui sitely expressive opening phrases | ead to decorative passages which
are as grotesque fromthe dramatic point of view as the nusic which

Al beric sings when he is slipping and sneezing in the Rhine nmud is from
t he decorative point of view Further, there is to be considered the
mass of shapeless "dry recitative" which separates these symetrica
nunbers, and which m ght have been raised to considerabl e dramatic and
nmusi cal inportance had it been incorporated into a continuous mnusica
fabric by thematic treatnment. Finally, Mzart's nost dramatic finales
and concerted nunbers are nmore or less in sonata form |ike synphonic
nmoverent s, and nust therefore be classed as nusical prose. And sonata
formdictates repetitions and recapitul ations fromwhich the perfectly
unconventional form adopted by Wagner is free. On the whole, there is
nore scope for both repetition and convention in the old formthan in
the new, and the poorer a conposer's nusical gift is, the surer he is to
resort to the eighteenth century patterns to eke out his invention

THE NI NETEENTH CENTURY

VWhen Wagner was born in 1813, mnusic had newly becone the nost

ast oni shing, the nost fascinating, the nost miraculous art in the world.
Mozart's Don G ovanni had nade all rmusical Europe conscious of the
enchantnents of the nodern orchestra and of the perfect adaptability of
music to the subtlest needs of the dramatist. Beethoven had shown how
those inarticul ate nood- poens whi ch surge through nmen who have, like

hi nsel f, no exceptional conmand of words, can be witten down in nusic
as synphonies. Not that Myzart and Beethoven invented these applications
of their art; but they were the first whose works made it clear that the
dramatic and subjective powers of sound were enthralling enough to stand
by thenmsel ves quite apart fromthe decorative mnusical structures of

whi ch they had hitherto been a nmere feature. After the finales in Figaro
and Don G ovanni, the possibility of the nmodern music drama | ay bare.



After the synphoni es of Beethoven it was certain that the poetry that
lies too deep for words does not lie too deep for nusic, and that

the vicissitudes of the soul, fromthe roughest fun to the |oftiest
aspiration, can make synphonies w thout the aid of dance tunes. As nuch
perhaps, will be clained for the preludes and fugues of Bach; but
Bach's net hod was unattainable: his conpositions were wonderful webs

of exquisitely beautiful Gothic traceries in sound, quite beyond al
ordinary human tal ent. Beethoven's far blunter craft was thoroughly
popul ar and practicable: not to save his soul could he have drawn one
long Gothic line in sound as Bach could, rmuch | ess have woven severa

of themtogether with so apt a harnmony that even when the conposer is
unnoved its progressions saturate thenselves with the enotion which (as
nmodern critics are a little apt to forget) springs as warmy from our
delicately touched admration as from our synpathies, and sonetines
makes us give a conposer credit for pathetic intentions which he does
not entertain, just as a boy inmagines a treasure of tenderness and noble
wi sdomin the beauty of a woman. Besi des, Bach set comi c dial ogue to
musi ¢ exactly as he set the recitatives of the Passion, there being for
him apparently, only one recitative possible, and that the nusically
best. He reserved the expression of his merry nood for the regul ar

set nunbers in which he could nake one of his wonderful contrapuntal
traceries of pure ornanent with the requisite gaiety of line and
nmoverent . Beet hoven bowed to no ideal of beauty: he only sought the
expression for his feeling. To hima joke was a joke; and if it sounded
funny in nusic he was satisfied. Until the old habit of judging al
nmusic by its decorative synmetry had worn out, nusicians were shocked by
hi s symphoni es, and, nmisunderstanding his integrity, openly questioned
his sanity. But to those who were not |ooking for pretty new sound
patterns, but were longing for the expression of their noods in nusic,
he achi eved revel ati on, because, being single in his aimto express his
own noods, he anticipated with revol utionary courage and frankness al
the nobods of the rising generations of the nineteenth century.

The result was inevitable. In the nineteenth century it was no | onger
necessary to be a born pattern designer in sound to be a conposer

One had but to be a dramatist or a poet conpletely susceptible to

the dramatic and descriptive powers of sound. A race of literary and
theatrical nusicians appeared; and Meyerbeer, the first of them nade
an extraordinary inpression. The frankly delirious description of his
Robert the Devil in Balzac's short story entitled Ganbra, and Coethe's
ast oni shingly m staken notion that he could have conposed mnusic for
Faust, show how conpletely the enchantnments of the new dramatic mnusic
upset the judgment of artists of em nent discernnent. Meyerbeer was,

peopl e said (old gentlenen still say so in Paris), the successor of
Beet hoven: he was, if a |l ess perfect nusician than Mdzart, a profounder
genius. Above all, he was original and daring. \Wagner hinself raved

about the duet in the fourth act of Les Huguenots as wildly as anyone.

Yet all this effect of originality and profundity was produced by a
quite limted talent for turning striking phrases, exploiting certain
curious and rather catching rhythns and nodul ati ons, and devi si ng
suggestive or eccentric instrunentation. On its decorative side, it was
t he sane phenonenon in mnmusic as the Baroque school in architecture: an
energetic struggle to enliven organi c decay by nechanical oddities and
novel ti es. Meyerbeer was no synphonist. He could not apply the thematic
systemto his striking phrases, and so had to cobble theminto nmetric
patterns in the old style; and as he was no "absol ute mnusician" either



he hardly got his netric patterns beyond nmere quadrille tunes, which
were either wholly undistingui shed, or else made remarkabl e by certain
brusqueries which, in the true rococo manner, owed their singularity to
their sensel essness. He coul d produce neither a thorough nusic drama
nor a charmng opera. But with all this, and worse, Meyerbeer had sone
genui ne dramatic energy, and even passion; and sonetimes rose to the
occasion in a manner which, whilst the inmagination of his contenporaries
remai ned on fire with the novelties of dramatic nusic, led themto
overrate himw th an extravagance whi ch provoked Wagner to conduct a
long critical canpaign against his |eadership. Thirty years ago this
canpai gn was mentably ascribed to the professional jealousy of a

di sappoi nted rival. Nowadays young peopl e cannot understand how anyone
could ever have taken Meyerbeer's influence seriously. Those who
renenber how his reputation stood half a century ago, and who realize
what a not horoughfare the path he opened proved to be, even to hinself,
know how i nevitabl e and how i npersonal Wagner's attack was.

Wagner was the literary nusician par excellence. He could not, like
Mozart and Beet hoven, produce decorative tone structures independently
of any dramatic or poetic subject matter, because, that craft being

no | onger necessary for his purpose, he did not cultivate it. As
Shakespeare, conpared with Tennyson, appears to have an excl usively
dramatic talent, so exactly does Wagner conpared wi th Mendel ssohn

On the other hand, he had not to go to third rate literary hacks for
"librettos" to set to nusic: he produced his own dramatic poens, thus
giving dramatic integrity to opera, and maki ng synphony articulate. A
Beet hoven synphony (except the articulate part of the ninth) expresses
nobl e feeling, but not thought: it has npods, but no ideas. \Wagner added
t hought and produced the nusic drama. Mzart's |oftiest opera, his Ring
so to speak, The Magic Flute, has a libretto which, though none the
worse for seeming, |ike The Rhine Gold, the merest Christmas tonfoolery
to shall ow spectators, is the product of a talent imreasurably inferior
to Mozart's own. The libretto of Don G ovanni is coarse and trivial

its transfiguration by Mzart's nmusic nmay be a nmarvel; but nobody will
venture to contend that such transfigurations, however seductive, can
be as satisfactory as tone poetry or drama in which the nusician and
the poet are at the sane level. Here, then, we have the sinple secret of
Wagner's preenm nence as a dramatic nusician. He wote the poens as well
as conposed the nmusic of his "stage festival plays,"” as he called them

Up to a certain point in his career \Wagner paid the penalty of
undertaking two arts instead of one. Mdzart had his trade as a nusician
at his fingers' ends when he was twenty, because he had served an
arduous apprenticeship to that trade and no other. WAgner was very far
fromhaving attained equal mastery at thirty-five: indeed he hinself has
told us that not until he had passed the age at which Myzart died did he
conpose with that conplete spontaneity of nusical expression which can
only be attained by winning entire freedomfromall preoccupation wth
the difficulties of technical processes. But when that tine cane, he was
not only a consunmate rnusician, |ike Mdzart, but a dramatic poet and a
critical and phil osophi cal essayist, exercising a considerable influence
on his century. The sign of this consummation was his ability at last to
play with his art, and thus to add to his already fanous achi evenents in
sentinmental drama that |ighthearted art of comedy of which the greatest
masters, like Mdiliere and Mbzart, are so nmuch rarer than the tragedi ans
and sentinentalists. It was then that he conposed the first two acts of
Siegfried, and |ater on The Mastersingers, a professedly conmedi c work,



and a quite Mzartian garden of nel ody, hardly credi ble as the work of
the straining artifices of Tanehauser. Only, as no man ever learns to do
one thing by doing something el se, however closely allied the two things
may be, Wagner still produced no nusic independently of his poens. The
overture to The Mastersingers is delightful when you know what it is

all about; but only those to whomit cane as a concert piece w thout any
such clue, and who judged its reckl ess counterpoint by the standard of
Bach and of Mbzart's Magic Flute overture, can realize how atrocious

it used to sound to nusicians of the old school. Wen | first heard it,
with the clear march of the pol yphony in Bach's B minor Mass fresh in ny
menory, | confess | thought that the parts had got dislocated, and that
some of the band were half a bar behind the others. Perhaps they were;
but nowthat | amfamliar with the work, and with Wagner's harnony, |
can still quite understand certain passages produci ng that effect organ
adm rer of Bach even when performed with perfect accuracy.

THE MJSI C OF THE FUTURE

The success of Wagner has been so prodigious that to his dazzled
disciples it seens that the age of what he called "absol ute" mnusic

nmust be at an end, and the nusical future destined to be an exclusively
WAgneri an one inaugurated at Bayreuth. Al great geniuses produce this
illusion. Wagner did not begin a novenent: he consummated it. He was the
summit of the nineteenth century school of dramatic music in the sane
sense as Mozart was the summit (the word is Gounod's) of the eighteenth
century school. And those who attenpt to carry on his Bayreuth tradition
will assuredly share the fate of the forgotten purveyors of second-hand
Mozart a hundred years ago. As to the expected supersession of absolute
music, it is sufficient to point to the fact that Gernmany produced two
absol ute nusicians of the first class during Wagner's lifetine: one, the
greatly gifted Goetz, who died young; the other, Brahms, whose absol ute
nmusi cal endownent was as extraordinary as his thought was commonpl ace.
Wagner had for himthe contenpt of the original thinker for the nman of
second- hand i deas, and of the strenuously dramatic nusician for nere
brute musical faculty; but though his contenpt was perhaps deserved by
the Triunphlieds, and Schicksal slieds, and El egi es and Requiens in

whi ch Brahnms took his brains so seriously, nobody can listen to Brahns'
natural utterance of the richest absolute nusic, especially in his
chanber conpositions, without rejoicing in his amazing gift. A reaction
to absolute nmusic, starting partly fromBrahnms, and partly from such
revival s of medieval nusic as those of De Lange in Holland and M.
Arnol d Dol metsch in England, is both likely and prom sing; whereas there
is no nmore hope in attenpts to out-Wagner Wagner in nusic dranma than
there was in the old attenpts--or for the matter of that, the new
ones--to make Handel the starting point of a great school of oratorio.

BAYREUTH

VWhen the Bayreuth Festival Playhouse was at |ast conpl eted, and opened
in 1876 with the first performance of The Ri ng, European society was
conpelled to admt that Wagner was "a success.” Royal personages,



detesting his nmusic, sat out the perfornmances in the row of boxes set
apart for princes. They all conplinented himon the astonishing "push”
with which, in the teeth of all obstacles, he had turned a fabul ous and
visionary project into a concrete commercial reality, patronized by

the public at a pound a head. It is as well to know that these
congratul ati ons had no other effect upon Wagner than to open his eyes
to the fact that the Bayreuth experinment, as an attenpt to evade the
ordi nary social and comercial conditions of theatrical enterprise,

was a failure. H's owmn account of it contrasts the reality with his
intentions in a vein which would be bitter if it were not so hunorous.
The precautions taken to keep the seats out of the hands of the
frivolous public and in the hands of earnest disciples, banded together
inlittle Wagner Societies throughout Europe, had ended in their
forestalling by ticket speculators and their sale to just the sort of
idle globe-trotting tourists agai nst whomthe tenple was to have been
strictly closed. The noney, supposed to be contributed by the faithful
was begged by energetic subscription-hunting | adies from people who nust
have had the npbst grotesque m sconceptions of the conposer's ains--anong
ot hers, the Khedive of Egypt and the Sultan of Turkey!

The only change that has occurred since then is that subscriptions are
no | onger needed; for the Festival Playhouse apparently pays its own way
now, and is commercially on the sane footing as any other theatre. The
only qualification required fromthe visitor is nmoney. A Londoner spends
twenty pounds on a visit: a native Bayreuther spends one pound. In

ei ther case "the Folk," on whose behal f Wagner turned out in 1849,

are effectually excluded; and the Festival Playhouse must therefore be
classed as infinitely |l ess Wagnerian in its character than Hanpton Court
Pal ace. Nobody knew this better than Wagner; and nothing can be further
off the mark than to chatter about Bayreuth as if it had succeeded in
escaping fromthe conditions of our nodern civilization any nore than
the Gand Opera in Paris or London

Wthin these conditions, however, it effected a new departure in that
excel lent German institution, the sumrer theatre. Unlike our opera
houses, which are constructed so that the audi ence may present a

spl endi d pageant to the delighted manager, it is designed to secure

an uninterrupted view of the stage, and an undi sturbed hearing of the
musi c, to the audi ence. The dranmatic purpose of the performances is
taken with entire and el aborate seriousness as the sol e purpose of

them and the nanagenent is jealous for the reputati on of Wagner. The
conmmer ci al success which has followed this policy shows that the public
wants sunmer theatres of the highest class. There is no reason why the
experinment should not be tried in England. If our enthusiasmfor Hande
can support Handel Festivals, |aughably dull, stupid and anti-Handelian
as these choral nonstrosities are, as well as annual provincial
festivals on the sane nodel, there is no |ikelihood of a Wagner Festival
failing. Suppose, for instance, a Wagner theatre were built at Hanpton
Court or on Richmond Hill, not to say Margate pier, so that we could
have a delightful sumer evening holiday, Bayreuth fashion, passing the
hours between the acts in the park or on the river before sunset, is

it seriously contended that there would be any lack of visitors? If a
little of the noney that is wasted on grand stands, Eiffel towers, and
dismal Halls by the Sea, all as much tied to brief annual seasons as
Bayreuth, were applied in this way, the profit would be far nore certain
and the social utility prodigiously greater. Any English enthusiasm for
Bayreuth that does not take the formof clanmor for a Festival Playhouse



in Engl and may be set aside as nere pilgrinage nania.

Those who go to Bayreuth never repent it, although the performances
there are often far fromdel ectable. The singing is sonetinmes tol erabl e,
and soneti mes abom nable. Sone of the singers are nere ani mated beer
casks, too lazy and conceited to practise the self-control and physica
training that is expected as a matter of course froman acrobat, a
jockey or a pugilist. The wonen's dresses are prudish and absurd. It

is true that Kundry no | onger wears an early Victorian ball dress with
"ruchings," and that Fresh has been provided with a quaintly nodi sh copy
of the flowered gown of Spring in Botticelli's fanous picture; but the
mail clad Brynhild still clinbs the mountains with her |egs carefully
hidden in a long white skirt, and | ooks so exactly like Ms. Leo Hunter
as Mnerva that it is quite inpossible to feel a ray of illusion whilst
| ooking at her. The ideal of wonmanly beauty ainmed at rem nds Englishnen
of the barmaids of the seventies, when the craze for golden hair was

at its worst. Further, whilst Wagner's stage directions are sonetines

di sregarded as unintelligently as at Covent Garden, an intolerably

ol d-fashioned tradition of half rhetorical, half historical-pictoria
attitude and gesture prevails. The nost striking nonments of the drama
are concei ved as tabl eaux vivants with posed nodels, instead of as
passages of action, notion and life.

| need hardly add that the supernatural powers of control attributed
by credul ous pilgrinms to Madane Wagner do not exist. Prima donnas and
tenors are as unmanageabl e at Bayreuth as anywhere else. Casts are
capriciously changed; stage business is insufficiently rehearsed; the
public are conpelled to listen to a Brynhild or Siegfried of fifty when
they have carefully arranged to see one of twenty-five, nuch as in

any ordinary opera house. Even the conductors upset the arrangenents
occasionally. On the other hand, if we | eave the vagaries of the stars
out of account, we rmay safely expect always that in thoroughness of
preparation of the chief work of the season, in strenuous artistic
pretenti ousness, in pious conviction that the work is of such enornous
i nportance as to be worth doing well at all costs, the Bayreuth
performances will deserve their reputation. The band is placed out of
sight of the audience, with the nore form dable instrunents beneath
the stage, so that the singers have not to sing THROUGH the brass. The
effect is quite perfect.

BAYREUTH | N ENGLAND

| purposely dwell on the faults of Bayreuth in order to show that there
is no reason in the world why as good and better performances of The
Ri ng should not be given in England. Wagner's scores are now before the
worl d; and neither his widow nor his son can pretend to handle themwth
greater authority than any artist who feels the inpulse to interpret
them Nobody wi |l ever know what Wagner hinmself thought of the artists
who established the Bayreuth tradition: he was obviously not in a
position to criticize them For instance, had Rubini survived to create
Siegnund, it is quite certain that we should not have had from Wagner's
pen so amusing and vivid a description as we have of his Qtavio in the
old Paris days. Wagner was under great obligations to the heroes and
heroi nes of 1876; and he naturally said nothing to disparage their



triunphs; but there is no reason to believe that all or indeed any of
them satisfied himas Schnorr of Carolsfeld satisfied himas Tristan, or
Schroder Devrient as Fidelio. It is just as likely as not that the

next Schnorr or Schroder may arise in England. If that should actually
happen, neither of themw ||l need any further authority than their own
geni us and Wagner's scores for their guidance. Certainly the less their
spont aneous i npul ses are sophisticated by the very stagey traditions

whi ch Bayreuth is handing down fromthe age of Crummies, the better

WAGNERI AN SI NCERS

No nati on need have nmuch difficulty in producing a race of Wagnerian
singers. Wth the single exception of Handel, no conposer has witten
musi c so well calculated to make its singers vocal athletes as \Wagner
Abom nably as the Germans sing, it is astonishing how they thrive
physically on his |l eading parts. H s secret is the Handelian secret.
Instead of specializing his vocal parts after the manner of Verdi and
Gounod for high sopranos, screanm ng tenors, and high baritones wth

an effective conpass of about a fifth at the extreme tiptop of their
ranges, and for contraltos with chest registers forced all over their
conpass in the manner of nusic hall singers, he enploys the entire range
of the human voice freely, demanding from everybody very nearly two
effective octaves, so that the voice is well exercised all over, and
one part of it relieves the other healthily and continually. He uses
extremely high notes very sparingly, and is especially considerate in
the matter of instrumental acconpani nent. Even when the singer appears
to have all the thunders of the full orchestra raging against him a

gl ance at the score will show that he is well heard, not because of any
exceptionally stentorian power in his voice, but because Wagner mneant
himto be heard and took the greatest care not to overwhel mhim Such
brutal opacities of acconmpaninent as we find in Rossini's Stabat or
Verdi's Trovatore, where the strings play a rumtum acconpani nent
whilst the entire wind band bl ares away, fortissinmo, in unison with the
unfortunate singer, are never to be found in Wagner's work. Even in an
ordi nary opera house, with the orchestra ranged directly between the
singers and the audience, his instrunmentation is nore transparent to

t he human voice than that of any other conposer since Myzart. At the
Bayr eut h Buhnenf est spi el haus, with the brass under the stage, it is
perfectly so.

On every point, then, a Wagner theatre and Wagner festivals are much
nore generally practicable than the older and nore artificial forns

of dramatic nusic. A presentable performance of The Ring is a big
undertaking only in the sense in which the construction of a railway
is a big undertaking: that is, it requires plenty of work and plenty of
professional skill; but it does not, like the old operas and oratori os,
require those extraordinary vocal gifts which only a few individuals
scattered here and there throughout Europe are born with. Singers who
coul d never execute the roul ades of Semiram s, Assur, and Arsaces in
Rossini's Semram de, could sing the parts of Brynhild, Wtan and

Erda wi thout m ssing a note. Any Englishman can understand this if he
considers for a nonment the difference between a Cathedral service and
an ltalian opera at Covent Garden. The service is a nmuch nore serious
matter than the opera. Yet provincial talent is sufficient for it, if



the requisite industry and devotion are forthcom ng. Let us adnit that
geni uses of European celebrity are indispensable at the Opera (though

I know better, having seen lusty troopers and porters, wthout art or
manners, accepted by fashion as principal tenors at that institution
during the long interval between Mario and Jean de Reszke); but let us
renmenber that Bayreuth has recruited its Parsifals fromthe peasantry,
and that the artisans of a village in the Bavarian Al ps are capable of a
famous and el aborate Passion Play, and then consi der whether England is
so poor in talent that its amateurs nust journey to the centre of Europe
to witness a Wagner Festival

The truth is, there is nothing wong with Engl and except the wealth

whi ch attracts teachers of singing to her shores in sufficient nunbers
to extinguish the voices of all natives who have any tal ent as singers.
Qur salvation rmust come fromthe class that is too poor to have | essons.



