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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE.

- S the present volume’s subdivision into a number of
’ shorter essays has given me the opportunity of pre-
fixing a historical note to wellnigh each of them,
only one or two points are left for treatment in a
preface.

In the first place I have to justify the title chosen for the book
as a whole: “ THE THEATRE.” Volumes I. and II. having each
a distinctive title—in the one case taken from its longest essay, in
the other from Wagner’s own superscription—it seemed advisable
that the remainder of the series should follow their example; for
this Volume III., then, the question was simply ¢ What?” For
long I weighed the conflicting claims of “On Tannhiuser,”
“ Judaism in Music,” “ Music of the Future” etc., etc.; but each
of these would have been misleading as to the general character
of the contents, while the third not only would have fathered upon
the author a title invented by his enemies, but would have collided
with Mr. E. Dannreuther’s able translation of the * Zukunftsmusik”
article and with the late Dr. Huefler's somewhat ill-named
brochure on Richard Wagner himself. Upon thinking over the
chief characteristics of the present volume, however, it suddenly
occurred to me that “The Theatre” would best meet the
emergency, and for the following reasons. It forms a portion of
the titles of two of the most important essays in this book, namely
the second and the last; the matter of those two essays is largely
supplemented by significant suggestions for theatrical management
in the article that constitutes the centre of the volume, “ On the
Performing of Tannhiuser” ; the “ Preface to the ¢ Ring’ Poem”
contains an outline of the theatre proposed by the author when-
ever his tetralogy should come within measurable distance of a
representation ; and throughout the question of theatrical mis-
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vi TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE.

management and theatric reform is uppermost in Wagner's
thoughts, perhaps more markedly here than anywhere else.
Moreover, while OPERA AND DraMA was chiefly occupied with
the substance and form of the Artwork itself, the contents of this
volume are very largely devoted to the general question of
performance, in other words to THE THEATRE in its broadest
sense.

Reserving a word about the period in Wagner’s life covered by
the accompanying essays, I may mention that they represent the
whole of the prose-writings in volumes v., vi.,, and vii. of the
Gesammelte Schriften—the remaining space of those volumes
being filled by the poems of Der Ring des Nibelungen, Tristan
und Isolde and Die Meistersinger von Nirnberg—also that the
article on “Judaism in Music” belongs partly to an earlier,
partly to a later period, for part of it was published before its
author had commenced to write his Oper und Drama, and part
five years later than the last essay included in this book (in fact,
as will be seen on page 76, it belongs to vol. viii. of the Ges. Sckr.,
though this is my only departure from the original order).

Of all the present contents, it was this “ Judaism ” that created
the greatest stir, both its earlier and its later publication gaining
Wagner more and bitterer foes than anything else that came from
his pen. Of course it was attributed to personal envy, though in
1850 one of the two musicians discussed was dead, and in 1869
not only were they both dead, but even Meyerbeer’s artistic
reputation was decidedly on the wane in Germany. Further, if
one looks at the matter calmly and dispassionately, there was
nothing so very dreadful in * Judaism in Music ” about Meyerbeer,
whilst Mendelssohn is handled in almost an affectionate manner,
so far as concerns his personality.

In the later section of *Judaism in Music” Wagner himself
has given us the history of what the earlier brought down upon
his head ; his fate with the publication of 1869 may be gathered
from a glance at the catalogue of the British Museum. There
we find ten Replies in German, of varied character, two alone
being at all moderate : namely a pamphlet by a Herr J. Lang,
called “An Attempt at reconciling Richard Wagner with the
Jews,” and another * published by the Alliance Israélite Univer-
selle,” written by “ E. Liéser,” an obvious pseudonym (Eleazar),
and entitled “ The Modern Jew-haters and J. Lang” etc. In the
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rest the argument mostly takes the following lines: “To us the
prophet of the music of the future seems great in only one re-
spect—the naivety and consistency with which he pursues his
literary, poetical and musical humbug, as no poet and composer
before him.” This sentence comes from a pamphlet called
“R. Wagner und das Judenthum : von einem Unparteiischen”—
the “ impartial ” (umparteiisck) is very funny !

I have said that there are ten of these Replies in the archives
of the British Museum, not including a pamphlet of about seventy
pages written by Dr. Puschmann in 1872 to prove that Richard
Wagner was mad, and suggesting that he was positively criminal,
one of Puschmann’s chief points being that the Bayreuth master
was possessed with the * persecution-illusion.” This number
gives one a very inadequate idea of the hubbub raised, however,
for C. F. Glasenapp tells us that a collector amassed no less than
one hundred and seventy different pamphlets, many of which must
have been written in pure ignorance of the text itself, since the
edition of Wagner’s brochure had not been exhausted by 1876
(the date of Glasenapp’s first Life of Wagner) and we can scarcely
suppose that one half of those who bought it, promptly sat down
to polemise against it. A constantly-recurring cry was, in so
many words, the following: “Your attack of 1850 had been
noticed by no one ; nobody knew you were the author, as you
had used a pseudonym ; zAerefore you had no need to reprint it
in 1869, and you are not telling the truth when you say it has
brought upon you the persecution which you allege.” In fact,
some went so far as to deny that Brendel was ever assailed for
having opened the columns of the Newe Zeitschrift fiir Musik
to the question in 1850, whereas Glasenapp has since given us
the names of the teachers in the Leipzig Conservatoire who
signed a petition to the Directors to “immediately discharge”
Franz Brendel from his post at that institute: these names are
Rietz, Becker, Bohme, David, Hauptmann, Joachim, Klengel,
Moscheles, Plaidy and Wenzel. Moreover Brendel himself—and
mind you, Brendel is well known to have been the soul of honour,
and to have owned the clearest, coolest judgment—Brendel
supplies us with unimpeachable evidence of the  notice” aroused
at the time. On the 4th of July, 1851, he writes in his NVewe
Zeitschrift as follows: “ Das fudenthum in der Musik.—Readers
will remember the article bearing the above title in No. 19 of
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the 33rd volume of this paper ; they will probably remember also
a Reply which followed soon thereafter, in No. 31, after Dr.
Kriiger had already spoken some words of conciliation in No. 27.
The matter was by no means thereby set at rest. But as that
first article had called up a veritable tempest, had given rise to
now friendly, now hostile notices in a crowd of other papers, and
finally had occasioned the sending to me of many expectorations
(sé) of diverse tendencies, destined for these columns, I held it
wisest to let the matter rest a while, to give the heated passions time
to cool. Only to one voice, representing the opposite view, did I
think it my duty to give space, and therefore accepted the article
in No. 31. Further discussions I did not desire for the moment,
and I therefore laid aside all the other manuscripts received by
me, including a tolerably lengthy article from London and a short
rejoinder by Herr Freigedank himself. It was not my object to
stifle the question; I only wished, as said, for calm discussion,
and not the voice of passion. One reason alone would have
sufficed for my not closing the matter for good, namely that in
the said Reply of No. 31 Herr Freigedank was wholly mis-
understood. Though 1 could not agree with him on every point,
still less could I agree with his opponent.” Brendel goes on to
explain his reading of Wagner’s words, agreeing with what he says
about “the common Jew,” i.e. the Polish Jews who swarmed in
Leipzig and Dresden. Presently he comes to this very important
point: “To the educated Jew, as to every other man, the way
stands open to the highest thing; but the question is, whether
they have taken the right road. They have often assimilated our
Culture in a high degree, and have appeared in a productive
capacity. They have mixed with us to such a point that they are
hardly to be recognised, inwardly or outwardly. These are facts.
But Freigedank replies that most of them have thereby fallen into
a hopeless contradiction, i.e. of possessing our culture and yet
remaining Jews, of wishing to be Jew and Christian in one person.
They do not see that to make our culture their own to the very
bottom, they must give up their earlier standpoint, their in-
dividuality. They wish for this as a ready-made result, without
having gone through the inner labour, the gigantic struggles of,
for instance, the German spirit. They look upon this Culture as
a thing one can take possession of in ease and comfort, without
knowing that it all is only to be bought by ‘sweat, anguish and
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the full cup of suffering and sorrow.” This is the chief offence of
the cultured Jew, and upon this view is based the main idea of
Freigedank’s whole essay.”

I cannot make a longer quotation from this very able article of
Brendel’s, but the upshot of it is that with Wagner’s main lines
he agrees, though he considers that *“a few harsh expressions”
might well have been omitted. It is as unnecessary as it would
here be impertinent for me to give my own opinion of the larger
question, further than to remind the reader that Richard Wagner
was essentially and typically an Aryan; but I wish to lay stress
upon the fact that the 1850 article was noticed, and very keenly,
at the time of its publication. The next point is: Did people
guess it was written by Wagner? About this, also, there can be
no question, for (1)—the “ Hebraic art-taste,” mentioned on page
79, is to be found in an article of Uhlig’s (signed “T. U.”) in
the Newe Zeitschrift for April 23, 1850 ; this article discusses
Meyerbeer’s Prophéte, which had just been produced at Dresden
under the personal direction of the composer, and the quoted
term occurs in the following connection: * If this [namely,
certain wobbling arpeggios for the voice] is dramatic song, then
Gluck, Mozart, Cherubini and Spontini ought to have made their
studies in the New Market at Dresden or the Briihl at Leipzig . . .
To a good Christian such vocal phrases must needs appear, in
the best case, far-fetched, overdone, unnatural, tricky ; nor is it
likely that a propaganda of Hebraic art-taste, carried on with
such means as these, will have success.” Now it would be absurd
to imagine that none of Meyerbeer’s myrmidons promptly brought
this article, in the most important musical journal of the day, to
the notice of their chief; and everyone at Dresden could tell
him that Uhlig was one of Wagner’s disciples — the initials
“T. U.” forming no disguise at all, as Uhlig’s full name appears
often enough in the journal. This alone would rouse suspicions
that either Wagner or one of his adherents, and probably Uhlig,
had written the “ Judaism ” article which appeared a few months
later. But (2)—Wagner had only just published his Art-work of
the Future, and the article’s style must very soon have been com-
pared with that of the book, for we find Liszt writing him on
April g, 1851: “Can you tell me, under the seal of the most
absolute secrecy, whether the famous article on Judaism in
Music in Brendel’s paper is by you?” And (3)—upon pages 47
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and 87 of Opera and Drama, referring to Meyerbeer, expressions
will be found such as to have left no doubt in anyone’s mind
about the authorship of the article in question. It is impossible
to suppose that these clues should have escaped the vigilance of
Meyerbeer and his understrappers.

The point as to the article’s effect upon Wagner’s prospects at
German theatres may be settled in a word or two. It is historic-
ally ascertainable that the tone adopted by German papers toward
Richard Wagner (the Grensdoten, for instance) underwent an
almost instant change; it is also known that in Germany a
majority of the newspapers have long been in the hands of the
Jews; it is further known that, even with papers owned by
thoroughbred Germans, the influence of Meyerbeer was supreme.
Under these circumstances it is idle to deny that “ Judaism in
Music ” was the cause of a very large part of Wagner’s difficulties
in gaining acceptance for his dramatic works; though it is far
more likely that the war was waged by the adherents of Meyerbeer
and Mendelssohn as such, than that the *‘ persecution ” proceeded
from the Jewish nation itself, for we find that he won many a
private friend among the Jews,—to say nothing of theatrical
audiences.

I fear that the above may have given this particular article an
undue prominence among the contents of the present volume;
but it was almost the only one that needed a longer notice than
could conveniently be embodied in the text.

To the article “ On the Performing of Tannhiuser” I desire to
add a note. On pages 179-81 Wagner speaks of the passage for
Tannhiuser, “ Zum Heil den Stindiger zu fiikren” etc., saying that
‘it is accompanied by whispered phrases for all the singers on
the stage.” Though there does not exist in the British Museum
a copy of the original score (1845), the 1860 edition shews that this
whole passage was meant to be accompanied by the other singers ;
but a note is added, to the effect that, if necessary, Tannhiduser
may take it as a solo. In the present authorised version (piano-
forte and vocal score, arranged by Joseph Rubinstein, pages 194-6)
it will be seen that later experiences proved to Wagner the
advisability of definizely establishing this passage as a solo.—
Further, upon page 187 there will be found an allusion to
““Walther's solos in the Minstrels’ Tourney”; these have now
been excised, probably at the time of the Paris revision.
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With regard to the “Preface to the ¢Ring’ Poem,” it would
have been better to place this in its chronological order, i.e. last
but one in the volume. The reason for its appearing where it
does, is that Wagner deemed advisable to print both poem and
preface in the same volume of the Ges. Sckr., viz. :—volume vi,,
and I have not thought it wise to depart from the order chosen
by him, except for very cogent reasons.

As to the translation, I may state that the articles: “ Homage
to L. Spohr and W. Fischer,” “On the Performing of Tann-
hiuser,” and “ A Letter to Hector Berlioz” had already appeared
in The Meister, Nos. XII, XIII to XV, and I, respectively. In
each case, however, I have carefully revised my earlier work, in
fact, almost re-written it.

And now, for a final word about the whole volume, I have
to say that it represents a very important epoch in Richard
Wagner’s life. Whilst Volumes I and II cover a period of barely
two years’ literary activity, this Volume III—without including
Judaism in Music, which has been misdated by a curious error
either of the author or of his German publisher—extends over a
period of more than twelve years. During this time Wagner was
occupied with the dramatic poems already mentioned, and with
their musical composition, completing that of Das Rkeingold,
Die Walkiire, half of Siegfried, Tristan und Isolde, and the over-
ture to Die Meistersinger. It was a period that began full of pro-
mise, and ended in despair; characteristics which are reflected
by the writings themselves, for one finds it hard to attribute to
the same mood the article “A Theatre in Zurich” and that “ On
the Vienna Opera-house,” though they have many features in
common. In 1851 it still seemed possible to Wagner that many
and many an artist would answer his inspiriting call, and help
forward his “artwork of the future” in the widest sense, ie. by
creating and performing works of a style such as he upheld: in
1863 he has given up all hope, not only of finding fellow-workers
in the creative field, but even of getting his own Ring performed.
He had been permitted, at last, to return to his native land, only
to find that there was no room in it for a man like him. From
the spring of 1863, when Z7istan und Isolde was definitely struck
off the engagementlist of the Viennese Opera-house, to the
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spring of 1864, when an enlightened monarch called him to his
side, and the prophetic question of page 282 fulfilled itself—this
was the darkest year in Richard Wagner’s life. With Volume
1V, commencing with ¢“State and Religion” and “German Art
and German Politics,” we shall find that the clouds have rolled
away, never again to gather with quite such ominous force.

WM. AsHTON ELLIs.

LoNDON, Christmas 1894.



AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION.*

two volumes I have been obliged, in some
measure, to neglect the strictly chronological
sequence. These writings fall in that period
of my life which was chiefly occupied by the
conception and execution of the poem for my grand
Biiknenfestspiel : “ DER RING DES NIBELUNGEN ”; in fact
some of them belong even to the time of its musical
working-out, whilst an epilogue, penned quite recently,
sums up its fate.

At that epoch of my life I had already relinquished any
further systematic pursuit of the problems started in my
anterior, more circumstantial writings ; it was therefore due
to mere occasional incidents, that I tried from time to
time to continue formulating my thoughts upon the
question at issue.

The nature of these occasional incidents will be easily
recognised by the reader; to tell the truth, they mostly
came as a disturbance even to myself, and it was almost
with repugnance that I answered to each stimulus as it
arose. Yet there was already one advantage to be reaped :
namely, I no longer needed to construct on abstract lines,
but could let my main ideas entrench themselves behind
just those concrete cases which offered the incitement. I
fancy that in this consists the great good fortune of cur
modern Journalism, giving it an importance quite unknown

* ¢ Einleitung zum fiinften und sechsten Bande,” i.e. * Introduction to the
fifth and sixth volumes” of the Gesammelte Schriften (1872), which contain,
besides the prose-writings that will appear in this Volume iii of the present
series, the whole text of the Rimg des Nibelungen.—Tr.

IIL. A t
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in earlier times, and a virtual ascendence over Book-writing
proper. There is something very fascinating in taking the
most trivial occurrence of the day to demonstrate the
correctness of a pet idea of one’s own, especially since one
may assume that in this form it will find the speediest
route to an attention commonly denied it when set forth
in its abstract nakedness. The worst of it is, however, that
the thought is generaily misunderstood on these occasions,
because the preponderance of interest in the very Stuff
which supplied the peg on which to hang it, so seldom and
so scantily leaves room for calm consideration. To my-
self this has been brought home the plainest by the sort
of understanding which has befallen my article on “ Judaism
in Music.” To very few has it occurred, that it was not the
generally-avowed experience which I haply sought to shew
in a new and lurid light, but that I had felt prompted to
link to this quite common experience the development of
a thought which, in truth, lay far indeed from the supposed
intention of dealing out a monstrous insult. On the other
hand I have had to reap the experience, that at any rate
the newspaperism of the day tries hard to make itself, and
keep itself, interesting by following a course the opposite
of my own ; here, in setting up an @sthetic, a philosophic,
or a moral maxim, one merely endeavours to so far com-
mend one’s principles that the aim of a purely personal
animosity, whence the thing derives its only life, may be
hid beneath them.* Thus it comes, that anyone who is
honestly concerned for the thought itself, cannot escape
being thrown on one common heap with those who merely
take the thought as pretext; for just his eagerness to
demonstrate his thought, makes him forget all heed of
personal considerations.

The more incorrectly, then, this class of individual utter-
ances on theoretic problems is judged at its appearance on
the surface of the daily press, so much the more proper

* The allusion is of course to Dr Hanslick, about whose methods and whose
book *“ Vom Musikalisch-Schonen” it will be seen that Wagner has something
to say in his Appendix to /udaism in Music.—TR.
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must it seem for precisely such works to be presented in
a grouping of the kind which I have here allowed myself;
they thus are for the first time placed in the needful light,
where the later judge is appealed-to merely on the essential
thoughts indwelling in them.

In a similar sense the instructions for the performance
of two operas of mine may still seem worth regarding, not-
withstanding that these jottings were originally meant to
serve nothing beyond a thoroughly practical purpose of the
moment. That that practical aim has stayed so entirely
unattained, however, has more particularly determined my
present publication of these works. In fact I almost might
rest content with one reason, for wishing that these direc-
tions should be examined a little closer: namely to give
the reader some faint idea of how I felt, when I discovered
that they had not been honoured with the smallest con-
sideration, nay, not even thought worth reading, by the
very people for whom they were written and to whom they
were addressed. Especially had an ample supply of the
instructions for the performance of Tannhduser—which I
had had set up in nice neat type—been sent by me to all
the theatres which gave that opera, for distribution to their
respective managers and executant artists. Most per-
plexed was I, then, at hearing later that even so profoundly
earnest an artist, as the too early departed Ludwig Schnorr,
had not the smallest knowledge of this “ Address”; until
at last a hazard solved for me the riddle. I myself had
run out of my last copy of the pamphlet, and this caused
me to inquire of the management of a Court-theatre, with
which I then was in closer relations, for one of the six
1 earlier had forwarded to it.* All six copies were dis-
covered happily locked up and well-preserved among the
archives : not one of them had even been cut, yet they had
been stored as property securely under bolt and bar.

Well, I am afraid that many of the following essays—
all of which I published in their day—may have met the

* This theatre would appear to be that of Munich, and the date the early
part of 1865.—TR.



4 RICHARD WAGNER’S PROSE WORKS.

same fate as those directions for the performance of
Tannkiuser. But I must leave it to the kindly reader,
for whom I now resuscitate them as from the grave, to
judge whether T have a serious interest in presenting him
with just these variations of the one great theme that turned
on me its attention, and in presenting them in a manner
which may not be altogether logical, yet to me appears to
suit the circumstances.



ON THE
“GOETHE-INSTITUTE.

Wber die
- ,, Boethestiftung.*

A LETTER TO FRANZ LISZT.




In Letter 59 of the Correspondence of Wagner and Liszt,
dated April 18, 1851, Wagner says: “I wanted to write
you about your Goethe-Stiftung, but must wait for a calmer
moment in order to do justice to your grand tdea.—I doubt
whether the proof-sheets will still be needed ? However, they
are already on their way to Leipzig.”"— The work was a pam-
prlet of about 150 pages (by Liszt) “ De la Fondation Goethe
A Weimar,” evidently submitted to Wagner in a ‘ proof’ state,
Jor its publisher was F. A. Brockhaus, Leipzig. In Letter
60, May 17, Lisst writes: “ I have received your Goethe-
Stiftung letter, and sincerely thank you for it. I may mention,
in passing, that it will probably take two years of time and
trouble to make the idea a reality. But I will spend them on
tt, since I am fully convinced that without my activity, even
on this sotl, the thing will melt into air just as has already
kappened at Berlin. What do you say to publishing your
letter (with a few trifling modifications and additions), just
in its present form of a letler addressed to me, in some paper
whose columns stand open to you ?" To whick Wagner
replies in Letter 61, of May 22 (his birthday), in terms whick
are well worth reading through ; heve I can only quote one
sentence : “ As regards my last letter to you, I beg you to be
assured that I wrote st absolutely without any ulterior aim.”

Lissls project seems to have fallen through ; jfor it must
not be confounded with the Goethe-Gesellschaft, started [une
1885, or the Goethe-Museum, opened July 1886, ie. a few
days before Lisst's death.— Wagner's letter (the accompany-
ing) eventually appeared in the Neue Zeitschrift fiir Musik,
Marck 5, 1852.—TR.

A
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I still owe you an account of my
views about your sketch for a “ Goethe-
stiftung” *

Is there any need for me to assure you in
advance, that I thoroughly endorse the unconditional
praise bestowed by the public journals on the fire and
beauty of your conception of that idea? Looking quite
aside from your exceptional situation toward the question,
and the fact that in that situation you approach the sub-
ject from a far nobler and worthier standpoint than those
who properly should stand far closer to it than yourself,—
this witness must be borne you: that you alone have
rightly grasped at all the aim and efficacy of a “ Goetke-
Stiftung.”

Since yours I have read many proposals on this subject,
among others recently the article by Schéll in the Deutscie
Museum, where the funds of the “ Goethestiftung” are
point-blank claimed for the support of the plastic arts.
This, and many another consideration, now lets me see the
undertaking in a somewhat different light from that which
it necessarily must have taken for you. I may tell you

* ¢ Goethe-foundation,” or ‘* Goethe-institute.” Neither translation being
exactly satisfactory, I prefer to use the German title, particularly as Wagner
nearly always places it between inverted commas.—To this letter, on its
appearance in the N.Z./. M., the following editorial footnote was appended :
¢ We believe we shall afford our readers a subject of great interest by pub-
lishing this letter, originally in nowise meant for publication. In it the author
already places himself on the standpoint which he indicated in his contribu-
tion to No. 6 of our issue for this year. In view of the new and broader lines
which we have traced for the Zestschrift, and shall keep resolutely before us,
to us the letter seems quite in place. For Liszt’s plan of a Goethestiftung see
Volime 34, No. 25, of this paper.” The last reference is to a résumé of
Liszt’s pamphlet, by T. Uhlig in June 1851 ; the ** contribution ” of Wagner’s
is the article on ‘* Mwsical Criticism,” a translation of which will be found on

page 59 et seq. of the present volume.—TR.
7
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quite openly, that I entirely disbelieve in the coming about
of a “ Goethestiftung,” at least in its ever coming about in
your sense. You desire a union, where the most absolute
disunion is conditioned by the very nature of things. Our
Art being completely splintered into separate ar?s, each of
these bespeaks the supremacy for itself alone; and with
just the same right as any of the others, each several art
will know to make itself a title, at least to being the one
most needing help.

We have no Poetry (Dichtkunst), but merely a poetical
Literature : had we a genuine art of poetry, then all the
other arts would be contained therein, and from it would
draw the first prescriptions for their practice. Poetical
Literature at present helps itself entirely alone: through
the medium of the book-trade it stretches far and wide, and
makes of itself a paper currency ; much the same is the
case with our literature-music. Painter and sculptor, on the
other hand, find it much more difficult. To be sure, they
too have learnt to convert their art into literature ; engrav-
ings and lithographs circulate their works among the
public, through the art-trade. But, seeing that with their
productions the plastic original is by far the more import-
ant object, than e.g. the author’s manuscript of a literary
poem, which can only have intrinsic value as a curiosity,
and not as an artwork,—seeing further, that this original
can only consist of one example, and that the sale of this
costly specimen is just the difficulty for the sculptor or
painter, since the art-feeling and art-rewarding princes of
the Renaissance are disappearing day by day, whilst the
money-princes of our time are turning a more and more
indifferent back,—these artists must necessarily be the first
to look round them for the founding of societies and
unions, and towards the active efficacy of contributions.
These art-unions are becoming more and more the actual
breadgivers of plastic art, and in the eyes of our plastic
artists a * Goetkestiftung” can naturally mean naught else
but a joint-stock Goethe Art-union: members for this
union will be found in largest numbers, and with openest
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purses, if one holds on every Goethe-anniversary an art-
lottery—as some one will be sure to propose in the end.
To such demands our plastic artists see themselves com-
pelled by Want ; and it would be hard indeed to dispute
. the justice of their plea, since in truth they base it on
a salient feature (Moment) of their art, namely that its pro-
ducts consist in original exemplars which cannot be multi-
plied without losing their real artistic qualities. They can
tell the poets and musicians that to zkem, once they wish
to quit Literature for actual Life, our countless theatres
and concert-rooms stand open, where “ if only they know
how to catch the public taste ” they may get their works
multiplied and paid-for at any time and any place, through
the medium of performances; whereas their own works
are simply damned to monumental singleness, and should
therefore commend themselves to a special protection such
as must appear entirely unneedful for the poet or musician.

If, then, no higher aim were to be taken in eye, when
discussing the employment of a * Goethestiftung’s” funds
one could justly pay regard to nothing but the plastic
arts ; and the experiences reaped in this quarter have at
any rate decided you, as well, to make proposals for the
satisfaction of every class of artists. Yet a higher aim exists
withal, and plainly do you speak it when you insist
in general on the furtherance of such works as, by their
very character, can 7of be left for recompense to the public’s
ruling taste, and therefore need peculiar exertions, on the
side of a higher art-intelligence, to further them. Unmis-
takably you aim at the assistance of artistic tendencies
whose idiosyncrasy makes it difficult for themselves to
break a path. But here you cannot possibly have in eye
the plastic arts; no, only poetry and music, in so far as
they depart from Literature and make towards the physic-
ally enacted Artwork.

The plastic artist, for the recognition, success and reward
of his performance, has solely to do with that finely cultured
art-intelligence which is deemed intrinsically capable of re-
cognising new and individual tendencies, and which you
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therefore call upon to contribute to their furtherance: but
he never comes in contact with, and least of all into de-
pendence on, the actual public. This public, which that
artist leaves quite unregarded, is the very one, and almost
the only one, the poet turns-to with his work for physical
portrayal ; and in view of #¢ alone, can a special furtherance
from the side of art-intelligence be deemed either necessary
or efficacious.

Now, if poetry and music remain mere literature, they
have absolutely no need for special furtherance, such as
through a Goethe-union ; and the plastic artist is perfectly
right, to wish it denied them so long as the whole oper-
ations of the “ Goethestiftung” are to be confined within
the circle of this art-intelligence, and are not to pass over
into a helpful relation with the genuine public. But if
poets and musicians are concerned to turn the paper art-
work into a really represented one, to reach beyond the
literary formulas of thought to the only operative actuality
of the art-phenomenon, then the question before us becomes
immensely altered ; for it suddenly grows into a question
of kow the poet is to be furnished with those organs of realise-
ment which it costs the plastic artist—in his mechanical
apparatus—so little trouble to procure. The painter and
sculptor has within his hands the means of setting up an
artwork completely knowable and finished—just as he con-
ceived it, and according to his sole capacity for carrying it
out: with him, to look at the purely practical aspect of
the thing, there can only be a question of compensation
for expenditure of time and technical material,—a material
which he can be sure of getting for his ready money. Is
this business portion of the matter settled ; has he procured
his material and made his time, or been recouped for its
expenditure : then the purely social problem of the exist-
ence of his artwork is solved, and he has only further to
commend it, in all its unmistakable reality, to the judg-
ment of those persons versed in art. The subsequent
question, how high shall be the reward for the enjoyment
of his artwork as an intellectual product? is quite another
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matter, and has nothing to do with the furtherance of his
artwork up to the point of bringing it into a state where
unbiased judgment is possible thereon.—How does it stand,
on the contrary, with the work of the poet and musician,
when it is about to leave the literary formulas of thought
for the certainty of plain and physical show ?

Let us first take the poet, alone, within our ken.—He
thrusts toward actuality of his artwork—in the sense of the
actuality of works of plastic art—in Drama only; and
indeed, not in the literary drama, but in drama actually
presented on the stage. Now, how do the organs of this
scenic representment compare with the mechanical instru-
ments and materials of the sculptor or painter? Exactly
as organism with mechanism in general. The realising
organs of the poet are nothing less than human artists;
and the art of dramatic portrayal, again, is a unique, a
through and throughout living art. Where is the poet to
find these artists, the sole enablers of his work, and where
this art to realise his thoughts; those media which, in the
form of tools and works of mechanism, stand ready to the
plastic artist’s hand wherever modern civilisation has spread
itself? Painter and sculptor make answer: At our theatres,
of which almost every town possesses one at least.—The
affair would thus be made short work of, were it not that
experience suggests a second question: Whether these
theatres really hold an art-material which offers to the
poet, whom we are viewing in the sense of the “ Goetke-
stiftung,” just as sure and reliable organs for the realise-
ment of his aim as the sculptor has at his disposal in clay
and stone and chisel, or the painter in canvas, oils and
paintbrush? Who would ever think of answering this
question with a Yes?

Since it is precisely of a “ Goethe "-institute that we are
speaking, the experience cannot lie so very far from us,
methinks, that our greatest poet just did noz find those
same artistic organs for the realisement of his highest aims.
We see this poet’s inner shaping-impulse driving him at
every epoch towards its fullest utterance in actual Drama ;
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we see him giving his whole heart, with endless care and
trouble, to the attempt to win that realising organ from
and in the materials of the existing Theatre ; we see him
turn away at last in desperation from that torture,—in
purely literary work, in scientific ferretings (¢m wissen-
schaftlichen Tichten und Trackten), to gain imaginary artistic
rest and reparation,—and yet we can entertain a moment’s
doubt as to whether, for a poet in the Goethian sense, the
organs for realising the poetic artwork are painlessly and
lightly to be won, or in fact may anywhere be found at
all >—Certainly there are stages to hand, and in every town
and almost every night they are played on: but there is
likewise to hand a Literature that draws its noblest breath
almost solely from the impossibility in which our genuinely
poetic writers find themselves, of getting these theatres to
realise their aims. OQur theatres stand in absolutely no
relation with the noblest spirit of our nation: they offer a
distraction for tedium, or a recreation from the toils of
business, and thus maintain themselves by a function
wherewith the true poet has positively naught in common ;
the stuff for their productions they borrow from abroad, or
from imitations dressed-up for no other purpose than the
function just denoted ; their artistic media of portrayal,
again, are trained for nothing but this end—and, faced with
this phenomenon, the poetic spirit stands in utmost chill of
resignation, cast back upon itself and condemned to find
its only, its imaginary embodiment, in pen and paper, or
printer’s ink.

Now, what would the painter or sculptor answer us, if
we told him : Content yourself with pencil and paper, and
forego all colour and brush, all stone and chisel ; for these
belong not to the artist, but to public industry ?—He would
reply that he was thereby robbed of all possibility of
realising his artistic thought, and bound down to merely
hinting, but never carrying out that thought—We then
might make rejoinder : Very well, you shall be allowed the
tools of industry, just as you refer the poet to our industrial
theatres ; adapt your aim to the means and ends of the
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painter of shop-signs or the hewer of gravestones, and
you'll have precisely the same task before you, as you
assign to the poet when you direct him to our stage.
Should you find your aim completely marred hereby and
made ununderstandable, we give you this further admoni-
tion : content yourself, just like us, with merely sketching
out your thought ; sell your sketch to the art-dealer, and
you will have the advantage of seeing it circulated far and
wide, in thousands of cheap lithographs or engravings!
Mind you, this is what the poet of our day has also to be
pleased with ; you surely can’t ask more than he, and under
the protection of a “ Goethestiftung” too ?—In truth the
plastic artist asks for more ; he wants the furtherance of an
already realised artwork : the sculptor wants his statue in
bronze or marble made feasible, the painter his picture in
colours on canvas, and to see this feasibility assured him
by the warrant of a market for his artwork. The reason
why he wishes the poet excluded from the competition, is
because he merely looks upon him as a literarian to whom
materials are easily procurable, and who already through
the book-trade can reach his goal—be it reward or recogni-
tion : the thing the plastic artist despises from the bottom
of his heart—a purely literary ministration,—with zZaz
the poet is to be once for all content, and, for sake of this
required contentment, to be shut out from competing.
How were it, if the poet—particularly should he take a
rational view of the meaning of a “ Goethestiftung”—
stepped up to us and said he would 7#o¢ content himself
with a purely literary réle, he would no longer merely
draft his thoughts in the literature-poem, but wished to see
them embodied in a scenic artwork and realised as vividly
as the painter now sets forth his thought in the oil-colours
of his picture, or the sculptor in the marble of his statue?
How were it, further, if he called Goethe as witness to the
bootlessness of our existing Theatre, and implored that
before all other things he should be provided with the
artistic organ for that needful realisement, in a Theatre
answering to the essence of his aim ; since it is impossible
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for the poet to provide Zimself with a theatre in the same
easy fashion as the plastic artist obtains the technical
materials for presentment? Perchance the plastic artist,
too pleasantly wrapt-up in self, might regard this claim as
overstated and not in consonance with his own. The poet,
however,—provisionally relying on the fact that this insti-
tute happens not to be proposed in honour of Diirer or
Thorwaldsen, but of Goethe,—would then have to press him
somewhat closer, and explain that the poet’s work, without
its realisation on the boards, would be placed in the most
inequitable position towards the public verdict, as compared
with the realised artwork of the painter, and that such a
false position—at least in the sense of a “ Goethestiftung”
—would be a crying indignity ; moreover, that the only
reasonable object of a “ Goet/estiftung” would be to take
thought for providing the means whereby the several art-
branches might be placed on an equal footing as to their
power of manifestment, and that in the present case it
would have to act with all the greater energy, as it was a
matter of correcting the mis-placement of the ar? of poetry
—in homage to the memory of our greatest poet.

I know not whether the plastic artists will comprehend
and assent to this; at present, however, that need not
trouble us, for we may hope that they are not the leaders
of ton at a “ Goethestiftung.”

Let us give our next thought to the musician, and come
to speedy terms about his position towards the “ Goet/e-
stiftung.”—For the realisement of his ampler conceptions,
to the musician there stand open two ways to publicity :
the concert-room and—again—the theatre. What he writes
for smaller circles is on all fours with poetic literature,
which also is declaimed and read aloud, and with which we
here will have nothing to do. In Germany the concert-
room, with its orchestra and choir of singers, is for the
most part so constituted that it may pass as offering the
absolute musician a completely fitting organ for his aims:
in this genre the Germans have remained original ; neither
Frenchmen nor Italians dispute with them the field. All
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the national genius applied in this direction is already
furthered fittingly enough; means and end are here in
thorough harmony, and even though our concert-institutes
afford a more asthetic criticism much food for thought,
yet this lies in the nature of the genre which here is culti-
vated, but not in any technical disqualification which a
“ Goethestiftung” ought to help remove. We therefore
can take the musician within our purview only from the
point where he comes in contact with the poet, and shares
his fate in respect of our stage: in this department, then,
he comes entirely within the category of the poet; and all
we have said about the latter, as touching the Theatre, may
be equally applied to the musician.—

After all these premises, let me come to a conclusion.

If the “ Goethestiftung ” sets for itself no other goal than
a yearly distribution of prizes for sculpture, painting, litera-
ture and music, turn and turn about: then in my opinion
it does not in the slightest further Art, but merely makes
it easier than they are accustomed to, for individual artists
to find a market for their wares. In such an office the
«“ Goethestiftung” would inevitably sink by degrees to the
level of our existing art-unions ; for bare sake of material
maintenance, the institute could not help becoming in time
an art-lottery under the firm of “ Goethe.”

But according to your explicit aim, the office of the
“ Goethestiftung” is to consist in a furtherance of Art. So
that one can only go on to argue about the meaning of
this “furtherance”: and it is here that I’'m at variance
with you; this time indeed—so I believe—as the realist
with the idealist—A merely material assistance to the
artist in disposing of his work, and even the assignment of
an artistic prize, can never have that ideal effect, in further-
ing Art, which nevertheless you keep alone in view: the
assumption of such an effect is already itself the too ad-
vanced ideal, whose realisement, again, can only be a thing
of thought and not of actuality. He who does not feel
within himself the necessity of art-creation, he whom this
necessity does not force to doing, and who is first to be
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spurred to production through the possibility of a pecuniary
reward or an honourable mention, he will never bring to
pass a genuine artwork. But an other possibility must be
offered the artist, if he is to win the courage, nay the capa-
bility, for creating: and that is tke possibility of bringing
his planned and thought-out work to a Show in keeping with
his Aim,—to a show in whick this aim of his can first be
truly understood, i.e. be felt. 1If this material is not at the
disposal of an artist, then he certainly must give up his
aim: thus the artwork is nipped in the very bud, or to put
it more correctly, the artistic aim cannot even be so much
as taken.—To offer #is possibility you decidedly intend :
but as to the way in which it is to be offered we are not of
one mind, for you presuppose existing means of realising the
artwork, while I dispute their existence or their adequacy.—
Let me therefore proceed to the statement of what, in my
opinion, a Goethe-union would have to regard, and finally
to further, in this matter.

A society which, in honour of the memory of Goethe
and from the standpoint of pure artistic intelligence, should
set itself the task of furthering Art, would in the first place
have to espy where any art-line was suffering from a
difficulty, or indeed a complete obstacle, in the way of that
possibility of adequate physical manifestment to which I
have referred above; and next to turn its whole united
force of will and knowledge to lightening that possibility,
or in sooth to first creating it. After a closer scrutiny the
society would find, to its astonishment, that precisely the
art in whose honour it first had met together, was the most,
in fact the only one, in need of furnishing with that possi-
bility. To the sculptor, the painter and the musician (so
long as the latter abjures the stage) either mechanism or
artistic fellowship affords the needful means for realising
his artistic aim. If a genius of these arts feels in himself
the thrust and aptitude for a new and individual depart-
ure (Richtung), there is nothing whatever in the way ot
his pursuing it ; for he stands possessed of the means for
fully shewing forth his aim, and it could only be ascribed to
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his own inaptitude, or the unsoundness of his departure, if
he failed to make himself understood, or could not win a
fellow-feeling for his aim ; nor in the latter case would any
encouragement, would any union in the world avail to help
him, since nothing here can further but the advice of
brother artists and the harvest of his own experience.
Precisely the same is the case with the poet who contents
himself with literature, for the manifestment of his thought:
in pens, ink and paper there stand at his disposal the
simple means of making himself entirely intelligible—for
just so far as he chooses, and no farther than himself
intends ; they offer not the smallest obstacle to his striking
out new paths.

But quite otherwise—as we have seen—does it stand
with the genuine poet, who wishes to bring his poem to un-
failing show in Scenic Drama: for him the means of
realisement, in the present condition of our Theatre, are
rightdown not forthcoming. The fallacy here, however,
the thing which leads our eye from the true state of affairs,
is that these means appear to be forthcoming.  Un-
doubtedly there are theatres, and on their boards are even
played * from time to time the best works of dramatic art
of bygone ages ; so that, in view of this circumstance, one
commonly hears put the thoughtless question: Why are
our poets no Goethes and Schillers; who can be blamed
that no geniuses like these are born again ?—It would lead
me too far, were 1 to attempt a radical reply to the con-
fusion of mind whence such remarks proceed: for the
moment let us be content with recording that, true enough,
there has nothing of importance been done on our stage
since Goethe and Schiller, also that it occurs to no one to
search for the reason anywhere but in an absolute decay of
the nation’s genius. How were it, though, if from this very
phenomenon I drew a proof that simply the faulty or un-
suitable means of dramatic representment have brought
about that more than apparent decay? I have already

* How ?—this, at any rate, is asked by few, and surely least by our plastic
artists |I—R. WAGNER.

IIL B
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mentioned that Goethe, vanquished by the impossibility of
grappling with the Theatre in 4#s sense, withdrew from it
altogether. Naturally, this failure of courage, on the part
of a Goethe, passed down to his poetic heirs; and their
compulsory abandonment of the Theatre was the very
reason why, even in poetic Literature, they lost more and
more the true creative faculty. Goethe’s power of artistic
shaping waxed strong in direct ratio to its application to
the reality (Realiti?) of the stage, and in the same degree
did it slacken and grow feeble as, with loss of nerve, he
turned it back from that reality. This nervelessness
became an asthetic maxim of our younger poet-world ;
which lost itself in an abstract literary impotence for
shaping, in exact measure as it contemptuously turned its
back upon the stage and left it to the exploitations of our
modern industrial playwrights.

But after the knowledge we have gained of it, it is pre-
cisely this stage that should be handed over to the poet,
and in the endeavour would lie the only reasonable object
of a Goethe-union ; especially as it is through this means
alone that it can attain the aim of influencing the artistic
culture of the Folk as well, whom the plastic artist cannot
reach at all, and the poet only when he lifts his 2kought to
a visible and tangible (sénnfalligen) artistic deed in repre-
sented Drama.—With our Theatre, in the hopeless corrup-
tion into which it has fallen since just those fruitless efforts
of Goethe’s, the nobler spirit of our poetic powers can have
nothing at all to do, without it means to taint itself : here
it meets, for ruler and lawgiver, an evil system which it is
unable to get-at without disfiguring itself beyond all recog-
nition. Any new and individual departure, however, such
as you wish the “ Goethestiftung” to further or incite in
general—any such line as this, the poet cannot even
dream of striking through the medium of our Theatre.
As the co-ordinate organs are entirely lacking on our
stage, inasmuch as the Existing gives to /%im the law, not
he to #¢, so his new line would only be misunderstood ; for
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he would fain express an aim for which the sole enabling
means of expression were wholly absent. Wherefore, con-
fronted with the impossibility of its expression, he never
arrives at even taking such an aim ; and this explains most
simply the decay of our poetic spirit.

Laying everything together, then, the “ Goethestiftung,”
as a beginning, can only propose to bring about one thing :
the founding of a Theatre * in the noblest spirit of our
nation’s poetry, i.e. a Theatre that shall serve as a fitting
organ jfor realising in dramatic avt-work the most idiomatic
outcomes of the German mind.—QOnly when such a Theatre
was forthcoming, only when the poet had found in this
Theatre the realiser of his aim, and through that possibility
of realisement had been given the zest and power for tak-
ing up poetic aims which at present, in the impossibility of
their realisement, he cannot so much as entertain :—only
then could one justly entertain the thought of challenging
the plastic arts to compete with poetry. I for my part,
however, am convinced that, in presence of the livingly
enacted artwork of the poet united in Drama with the
musician and thereby raised to the utmost fulness of his
powers of utterance, the painter and sculptor would abjure
all competition, and bow in reverence before an artwork
compared wherewith their own works—which now, with so
much apparent justice, they wish regarded as the only
genuine artworks—could only seem the lifeless particles of
Art. It would then perchance occur to them, that they
must likewise weld these particles into a whole; and for
this whole they would have to let the arckstect prescribe
the laws, from whose binding guardianship they now with
so much idle pride continue to withdraw themselves. Asto
the position of this at present so utterly neglected Archi-
tect, the virtual poet of the plastic arts, to whom sculptor
and painter are to bear themselves in like manner as

® ¢ Theater ”—perhaps one should point out that Wagner uses this word

not as referring to the mere building, but to the means of performance in
general, actors, management, &c. &c.—TR.
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musician and performer to the actual Poet,—as to the
position of this Architect thus inducted to his worthiest
office, towards the realised artwork of the Poet, we then
should have to come to terms; and here at last we should
light on a common field of action whereof we certainly
have no conception now. To fill that field with life, a
“ Goethestiftung” would haply not alone suffice; but to
have instigated a search for it, would be more in keeping
with the views of Goethe, than any fresh encouragement
and outward furtherance given to our splintered art-depart-
ments in their obvious inward impotence for life— —

Thus there would only remain, to give you my ideas
about the establishing of that Theatre itself. Allow me,
for to-day, to express myself with the utmost brevity on
this point, and to say that amid all circumstances, at every
place and with any quality of means, I deem possible the
gradual formation of a Theatre in consonance with our
aim, provided one tking be determined in advance: namely,
that this is to be an original-theatre. With this hint I
must leave the matter for the present, since the unfolding
of my plan for the establishment of such a theatre would
lead me much too far; but I am ready and willing to set
this forth at length, so soon as ever it is expressly asked
for———

Here, dear Liszt, you have the upshot of what my ac-
quaintance with your brochure on the “ Goetkestiftung” has
aroused in me. I believe I have hit your meaning, though
you express it somewhat differently. Two aspects seem to
have intercrossed in your proposal, an ideal and a real one,
which cannot fully blend together. In the ideal you almost
share my point of view: the quadrennial festival * appears
to me to offer in broad outline what might some day issue
from the realisation of my plan; only, that I should keep

* Liszt had proposed a musical festival, to be held in the Wartburg every
fourth year, in addition to the annual competition for prizes in the four
respective arts.—TR.



ON THE “GOETRHRE-STIFTUNG. 21

the drama more in eye. On the real side you feel con-
strained, through the claims of our present artist-castes, to
make concessions which probably have been extorted from
you by the desire to stir a wide-spread interest. But let
us look squarely at this matter, and recognise that we shall
effect no lasting good if we begin by wishing to please
everyone at once. Let us draw a smaller circle and first
take a definite aim in view, thus holding to the root of
the noble future tree we long for. This root is here the
Theatre : that stands, in Weimar’s, at your hand ; it needs
wellnigh nothing but the will, to soon reach a goal which
in itself would be already the fittest “ Goethestiftung.” For
this, however, you well can do without a wider Goethe-
union : if they wish to help you, let them look at home and
set to work on their own plot of ground; let them follow
your example in the theatre. If they achieve the same
elsewhere, so much the better, and the goal will then be
reached in ever wider circles. But you may easily rest
content with Weimar for the present, and if the Goethe-
committee leaves you in the lurch, why! let them go; they
would only be shewing that they can be of no further use
to you. Let these people found an art-lottery under the
title of a “ Goethestiftung” : found you meantime a genuine
Goethestiftung, and call it how you choose!

I can’t help thinking that I have struck your secret
wish. If so, then may this letter serve you as a buttress
to your will, a special reinforcement of your universal
aim. Only in this sense, at least, have I told you my
mind.

Prolix as this communication may appear, yet I am
alive to the many gaps it still leaves in the exposition of
its subject. To make it quite complete, to convince on
every hand, at least according to my powers, I should have
had to swell it out into a book ; which after all would not
be read by those I wish to get at, or if read, would be made
over to a prudent disregardal on their part. In the main-
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tenance of a real or affected disregard for whatever, taken
honestly, might challenge them to a little unselfish delibera-
tion, our artists and art-scholars of to-day are great indeed ;
for this they draw the aptitude from the lucky circumstance
that they know everything already: everything, that is,
which they comfortably can stow within their separate-
artistic pigeon-holes. But you, best friend, I refer—for
supplement of to-day’s communication—to my soon forth-
coming book on “Opera and Drama,” at whose close I
reason out my views anent the ineptitude of the modern
Theatre, more especially in Germany. For the moment,
however, I must think of the close of the present letter,
before it likewise swells into a book. So I will make it
short and to the point, by merely crying you the heartiest
Farewell of
Yours,

RICHARD WAGNER.

Zurich, May 8, 1851.




A THEATRE AT ZURICH.
(1851).

Ein Theater in Zurich.



In Letter 61 to Liszt—already cited— Wagner writes :
“ You will by now have received my little pamphlet, © ein
Theater in Zurich’: muck of st, nay the most part, will not
do for you, since the conditions heve are far too unilike those
at Weimar. My ideas of the field of operations jfor an
‘original-theatre, however, will be made tolevably clear to
you by the little work. In case the question should arise in
your mind—Do I wisk to altogether exclude everything
foreign ?—1 reply to it in advance : Certainly for the present,
and until the main object is attained ; but not for all future
time. The main object consists in the theatre, suck as I
suggest, training itself to an entire, an individual self-depend-
ence, througk its own originality ” &ec. Minor references to the
pamphlet occur in a letter to Uhlig and another to F. Heine,
both dated the middle of April 51, shewing that it was
written about three weeks before the article on the “ Goethe-
stiftung.”

This “little work” was published in Zurich, and con-
siderable portions of it were reprinted in the Neue Zeitschrift
of June 27, July ¢, and July 11, 1851.

TRANSLATOR’S NOTE.

2%



- } THEATRE-SEASON is over. Six months

dl ago a number of stage-artists, from the most
diverse regions of the world, arrived in Zurich
at the summons of a manager : this troop is
now dispersing in all directions. Just as in
the spring of last year, various impresarios are again
competing for the lease of the theatre-building for the
coming winter: after duly depositing the caution-money
the solidest-seeming applicant will obtain the lease, and
with it, not the mandate, but the permission to collect a
company from far and near, in order to let its members
scatter again next spring—should no bankruptcy have
meanwhile intervened—to all the points of the compass.
In the course of the coming winter-months this director
will make it his business to meet the wishes of the public
by as rapid and varied a production as possible, of pieces
that have been well received elsewhere. In the most fortun-
ate event, he will have assembled a personnel among which
some individuals will earn particular favour—a circum-
stance enabling him to give frequent repetitions of certain
pieces; in a sorrier case, it will be impossible to take such
interest in any member of his troop, and he then will give
us all the more motley a mixture of theatric novelties, as
their breathless change must serve to win from curiosity
that support which a particular liking of the public for this
or that performer is unable to lend the undertaking. What
will be the success of this director?

Let us take our answer from the success of the last
undertaking.

The director who has just left us, made it his object last
autumn to get together a particularly good stage-company :
which means, in other words, that he determined to spend
a larger sum in salaries. That in consequence of this
determination he was able to engage some excellent
85
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talent, he must certainly attribute to a stroke of luck;
since experience teaches that, for however great a wage,
superior artists are very seldom to be found. Equipped
with a good personnel, he scrupulously offered the public
what it wished for, and what the character of his company
permitted. After getting over its initial distrust, the public
shewed an interest no smaller than, judging by earlier-
made experiences, one might reasonably expect. The
result of this undertaking, however, was nothing but its
undertaker's forfeiting the larger portion of a not incon-
siderable sum, which had been set aside at the outset; and
he now departs with the satisfaction of knowing that a
whole winter through, for the loss of his money, he has
provided the Zurich public with theatrical performances
as good as possible. Any inducement to continue this
experiment, unselfish at least in its issue, has not been
offered him from any quarter.

After the above experience, what can be the views and

" intentions of the impresario who will bear away the prize

from the competition, at present taking place, for the only
thing which confers a right and might to manage the
theatre—the lease of the playhouse ?—If he goes system-
atically to work, he must first weigh all the circumstances,
and decide whether he will pursue the path so lately opened
by the departing manager: namely, engage as good a
company as possible, and shirk no sacrifice of money to
this end. The experience just made here must necessarily
turn him off from that; only personal vanity could tempt
him to suppose that in his hands, and with his special
cleverness, #Zat might perhaps succeed, which was wrecked
through some failing of another. The next spring would
open his eyes to the fact, that any failings of his fore-
runner were by no means personal to the director, but
arise necessarily from the unalterable position of every
theatric manager toward his personnel and the public—
thus from the general relations of this sort of stage—and
are not to be avoided by the greatest cunning on his part.
Thus in the most favourable event he would only make
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over again the experiences of the last management, and
would ascertain, to boot, that the Zurich public last winter
shewed itself precisely as interested in the theatre as is
possible for it under existing circumstances; but that this
interest is not sufficient to entirely cover the costs of his
undertaking. So that if the coming director strikes the
path just indicated, we shall be the richer by no fresh
experience, while this director too—with or without a
bankruptcy—will certainly have grown poorer by a sum
of money.

It is rather to be supposed, then, that the next director,
so soon as he views the matter in cold blood, will only
think of his outgoings and profits. If he goes systemati-
cally to work, he will before all things lower his salary-list,
intentionally select a middling personnel, and so arrange
his productions with these forces as to speculate on
nothing but the public’s curiosity. After every fresh
enticement the public will leave the theatre in dis-
appointment ; the director, however, will constantly be-
stir himself to lure the disappointed into a new curiosity-
trap; until all his dainties are exhausted, the director
straps his bundle, and—another theatre-season is over,
leaving behind it the utmost indifference in respect of all
theatric art.

But there remains a third possibility, namely that the
future stage-director will lay aside all system, and leave
himself and his undertaking to sheer “good luck”: he
engages just whatever comes his way, and presents just
what presents itself. At the same time he reckons on
favouring chances, such as good or bad weather, a scandal
in the town, a pretty actress and her lover, and incidents
and things like these; all which he exploits according to
a system of his own, till at last the police give him his
marching orders—unless he should first have been called
to a special post at one of the great Court-theatres. In
any case, even after the end of #4#s theatrical director,
there would again be opened here a fresh contention for
the lease.
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How comes it, now, that the theatre never rouses a higher
form of attention than that which leaves to mere hazard
in what sense it shall be conducted, and whether an im-
presario shall to-day bestir himself to give us something
good, or to-morrow another shall make it his lamentable
duty to woo fortune with something bad? Without doubt
there lies at the bottom of this phenomenon a great lack
of interest in the Theatre itself, and this lack of interest
must rest on a profound inner dissatisfaction with the
Theatre’s doings; a dissatisfaction which dwells uncon-
sciously within the public breast, and to bring which to
its consciousness may prove indeed a not unweighty
task.

I will attempt to discharge this task, and at like time to
bring to consciousness a need which necessarily must shew
itself in utmost clearness, if the means for its satisfaction
are ever to be fathomed and devised.

The interest in the Theatre, as we have just seen, is not
of such a kind that the public has felt disposed to volun-
tarily support an undertaking which fulfilled all that was
possible under existing circumstances, in any other way
than by a payment for admission to certain performances
—such payment not sufficing in and by itself to fully cover
the undertaking’s costs. Without a moment'’s regret, one
witnesses the dispersal of a company to which one cannot
refuse its meed of praise ; to no one does it occur to instigate
proceedings for its retention, but indifferently one leaves
to chance the fate of the next theatrical season. Yet this
general indifference to the fate of the Theatre, taken with
the circumstance that during the winter the public often
attends the performances in large numbers, does not point
to a dislike for the Theatre on the whole; but rather a
half conscious, half unconscious doubt whether, even if
more substantially supported, a theatre at Zurich could
ever be brought to yield anything really good.

This doubt must certainly be harboured with full con-
sciousness by those who are in a position to visit the larger
cities of Europe from time to time, and involuntarily allow
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the imposing effect of the theatrical productions* there to
influence their judgment on the doings of the theatre at
home. It is not in the least to be wondered at, if the same
dramatic works which so completely dazed them there by
wealth of trappings, by opulence of scene and brilliant
virtuosity of players, should produce so sobering an im-
pression on them when reproduced on the local stage that
they find first this and that, and at last everything quite
insupportable, and finally turn away in utter apathy, resolv-
ing to make themselves amends on their next trip to Paris
or Naples. To be sure, the less well-to-do section of the
public,—more fettered to its native soil, and thus kept aloof
from the constant revival of comparisons between the
doings of those great theatres and of the little one at home
—does not feel the contrast so directly; nevertheless it
unconsciously feels a dissatisfaction, such as needs must
follow on the unclear impression left by every imperfect
thing, even when the exact nature of its imperfections is
not divined. In our theatrical productions this public is
presented with an object which cannot address it clearly
and plainly, for the simple reason that the needful means
of expression are not forthcoming. It is confronted with
features reckoned for quite other circumstances, and quite
other people, than our own and ourselves. Let us sum in
a word the whole ailment wherewith almost every theatre
of Europe is stricken, even unto death: it consists in this,
that with very few exceptions, among which only the first
opera-houses of Italy can be included, tkere is no Original-
theatre but that of Paris, and all the rest are merely its
coptes.—

With the exceptions above-referred-to, Paris is the only
city in the world where such pieces alone are performed, as
have been expressly written and accurately calculated for
the boards on which they reach portrayal. The character

® “Vorstellungen "—as this word and *‘ Auffihrungen ” are used in a sense
ot quite the same as that of * Darstellung* (performance, or representation),
I have thought it better to render them by ‘¢ productions” whenever their
particular employment does not absolutely exc/ude the idea of what we call in
England a *“ first night.”—TR.
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of each of the many Parisian theatres, its resources, the
compass and arrangements of its stage, the peculiarity of
the ‘talent’ belonging to it at the moment, afford their
dramatic authors the definite means of expression through
which they are to bring their subject to a hearing ; and
this subject, again, decides itself according to the idiosyn-
crasy of this particular theatre’s public, on the one hand,
and just those expressional means on the other. These
conditioning, and at like time enabling circumstances hold
equally good for every Paris theatre, from the paltriest
Vaudeville of the suburbs right up to the sumptuous Grand
Opéra itself. Never would it occur to one of these theatres,
to produce a piece not written expressly for it; and,
through this perfect harmony between means and end, so
sure a feeling for the true essence of a good and intelligible
dramatic representation has been engendered among per-
formers and public alike, that any occasional attempts with
foreign pieces have been foredoomed to certain failure.*
Thus has theatric Paris become the only genuine pro-
ducer of our modern dramatic literature. In the first
place, its productions are reproduced in the provincial
towns of France, and already there, with all the defects of
a decreasing originality ; but beyond this, all the German
theatres live almost exclusively on an imitation of the
Paris stage. The larger German theatres as a whole have
taken their modern grafting of dramatic art from nowhere
but abroad, and, supported by parade-struck Courts, they
spend the most enormous sums on bringing the products
of Parisian theatres to reproduction on their stage ; at the
present day one goes so far as to copy the Paris produc-
tions with the most scrupulous pains, even to the minutiz
of scenery, machinery and costumes. Yet how null and
void these copies are, however great the cost, everyone
feels at once, who has visited the theatres in Paris where
those pieces are to the manner born. He finds that at the

* By reference to Wagner's article *‘ Le Freischuts” (translated in Z%e
Meister, No. xxv) it will be seen that the author had formed this opinion as

early as 1841.— TR,
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largest German theatres, and in the most favourable event,
one has merely been able to copy the veriest externals of
those productions; and that the special idiosyncrasy of
talent for which the dramatic composition was originally
reckoned, has been watered past all knowledge. He notices
further that, even could the character of the original pro-
ductions be copied on German stages, yet those produc-
tions win their full vivacity of colour and impressiveness
only where they step into life amid a social surrounding
and before a public—in short, under conditions of time and
place which have absolutely nothing in common with our’
own, and are thoroughly alien to our views and habits.

In order to put my meaning in the clearest light, let me
instance the enormous difference between a German and
an Italian audience. The Italian opera-theatres have pre-
served their originality, and that in dealing with a public
which nowadays seeks nothing in the theatre but the most
sensuous distraction. Throughout the make-believe of
drama this public pays its sole attention to the most bril-
liant passages of the evening’s star, be it the prima donna
or her male rival in the art of song; the remainder of the
opera it as good as doesn’t heed, but spends the larger
portion of the evening upon paying and returning visits
in the boxes, and upon private conversations carried on
aloud. Faced with this behaviour of the public, the opera-
composers have grown accustomed to devote their artistic
productivity merely to the aforesaid rdles; while they
treat all the opera’s groundwork, namely the choruses
and r6les of so-called minor personages, with the most
deliberate negligence, filling it out with banal, everlastingly
repeated, absolutely nothing-saying stopgaps, intended just
to make a bustle during the public conversation. A
German audience, on the contrary, is wont to give the
performance its continuous attention; it therefore receives
with the same interest as the principal réles, or at least
with the same struggle for interest, that nothing-saying
tonal noise, and thus takes as sterling golden coin
what the composer had issued with full consciousness as
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pewter tokens. Now, how must we appear to that Italian
stranger? Very ridiculous, to be sure! and that’s ex-
tremely vexing: for at the bottom of our attentive listen-
ing to his spurious artwork there lay, in truth, an honour-
able artistic sense of good manners. However, let us learn
from this to what a pitch of poverty and helplessness we
now have sunk!

If T here have given a glimpse of the general situation
of the German Theatre, in its dearth of all originality, a
still more mournful sight will greet our eye when we survey
the only field of activity lying open to a theatre such as
that of Zurich.

At the more eminent theatres of Germany not only are
original Paris products reproduced, but on their form and
nature German playwrights and composers have modelled
dramatic works in which they have tried to localise, in a
measure, the foreign content of those pieces. In this
fashion there has come to light an unedifying, hybrid genre,
which has drawn notice to itself only through its content
mirroring the moods and interests of the place and season
for and in which these pieces are calculated and composed.
Berlin, Vienna, Hamburg and other of the greater theatre-
cities have in this way turned out pieces which, in view of
the immediate local and temporal relations whose specific
interest served them as subject-matter, have been able for
a time, and for as far as those relations reached, to interest
as novelties pure and simple, albeit no artistic merit could
ever be adjudged them. If one looked at these pieces a
little closer, one was bound at last to recognise the original
of their copy; an eriginal which primarily lay far outside
the circle of relations for which the copy had been trimmed
up. From that original, one had borrowed principally the
form ; but this whole form had earlier emanated from a
content which, in its most important features, was as differ-
ent from the new and substituted content as, for instance,
are Paris and the Parisians from Berlin and the Berliners.
The necessary variance between stuff and form mostly
operated on the German piece-maker in z4és direction :—
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that he must try to arrange his own new-chosen stuff to fit
the form he copied ; whereby it happened that the stuff
itself was twisted into the most complete un-nature, an
utter caricature. So that this pseudo-original product had
to seek its real effect in sheer externals; and these were
either more or less witty allusions to local events of the
day, or the very definite personality of special favourites
among the ‘talent.

Now, what has been prepared in this wise as theatric
fodder for the flabby and indifferent appetite of the public
of the larger German cities, serves next—together with the
more direct copies of Parisian productions—for almost
the solitary food of the public of smaller theatre-towns, in
whose ranks one must number Zurich. Here one misses
all those references, which gave a certain sort of interest to
the “ points” of that theatric aftermath in the cities where
it still could shew a glimmer of originality. Of these
productions nothing effective can be left for /ere but the
most inartistic, coarsest features, in addition to that interest
in the personality of performers who entirely for them-
selves, again, and without a shred of connection with the
fictitious artwork, bestir themselves to absorb the public’s
attention in any way they think proper.

However, the more debased the sphere of execution in
which these efforts move, so much the easier is it for means
and end of the performance to maintain a certain harmony,
and for this simple reason: that here it must seem per-
missible for the performer to display his perscnality, and
that alone, with all the force he knows of; an end that
can have been the only one which hovered, more or less
consciously, before the author of the piece himself. In this
sphere and to this end have the real bread-bringers of our
theatres plied their trade, from Herren Friedrich and
Kaiser down to the royal Prussian upper-court-poetess
Frau Charlotte Birchpfeiffer. Whoever may want to gain
a calm and clear idea of the despicable nature of these
piece-makers’ stage-products, let him compare their sham
original pieces, such as “A hundred-thousand Thalers”

I1L C
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&c. with the ‘genuine Parisian originals on which they are
modelled, or let him set Ch. Birchpfeiffer's adaptation of
Hugo’s romance “ N6tre-Dame” by side of the adaptation
which was given at the Parisian Tkhédtre de I'Ambigu
comique ; he then will feel the unexampled desolation of
our theatric art, in which one has come to be content with
the vilest copies of copies vile themselves !

From this debased foundation, on which there yet is
shewn a certain harmony in what is done, the representa-
tions of a theatre such as that at Zurich move up to
undertaking feats which they are the less competent to
achieve, the higher do those feats mount up before them;
and for the simple reason that they were calculated for
quite other forces than stand here at disposal. The dis-
crepance of the expressional means increases in direct
ratio as the expression’s fictive end is lifted higher; and
that for reasons which I have already hinted at in general,
but here must scrutinise a little closer.

In the first place I have to adduce a fact observed in the
winter just gone by. On the part of the public the director
of the theatre was point-blank dissuaded from giving
certain greater, nobler dramas; on the other hand, as
regards Opera he was principally asked for pieces of the
so-called “ grand ” variety. This observation characterises
the whole present attitude of the public toward the
Theatre, and alike the notion which actual performances
have given it, of the Theatre’s essence. The higher-
pitched task, which one did not trust the performers to
accomplish in the Play, one coolly imposes on them for the
Opera. But, with this remarkable predilection for Opera,
one involuntarily confesses to holding it a lower art-genre
than the Play ; and as regards the ministrations of Opera
nowadays, at any rate, one is absolutely right. It is im-
possible for the higher class of play to win a genuine
interest, unless that interest be roused by the Action, by
the Characters which vindicate that action, and finally by
the truthful, the soul-engrossing Representment of those
characters. In the play there therefore lurks the genuine
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backbone, the true intent, of all dramatic art: only when
this has fully evolved and been given due scope, can the
higher expression—that of musical delivery—be naturally
joined therewith, as a thing both craved and justified. To
seek this inner kernel of the Drama, in face of our theatric
doings, the public has been absolutely unaccustomed ; and
for the aforesaid reason, that it has never been presented
with original products, racy of its soil and sprung from
those ever-present moods and bearings which it feels with
all its soul. The public of our theatre has been solely
offered foreign goods, which have never made its heart to
beat, but merely laid claim to its outmost sensuous interest
through their own most outward side. Now, this outward
side is the absolutely least exciting or engrossing in the
higher class of Play; much rather in the very lowest class,
since there the personal caprice of the performer must be
allowed to go even the length of caricature so as to make
an effect. In Opera, on the contrary, the outward appeal
to the senses has so thoroughly established itself in power,
that a purely material amusement of the nerves of hearing
was bound to become the musical composer’s virtual aim.
A play cannot enthral in any other way than through an
intimate adoption of the poet’s aim; in the realisement of
this aim the spectator’s whole soul-phantasy must take its
share, because—in just the spectacle (Schauspiel/)—that
Phantasy has not for helpmeet so exquisite a stimuius of
Feeling, as in the musical drama. In Opera, however, the
poetic aim is merely used as pretext; whereas the virtual
aim resides in that ear-entrancing method of delivery,
which may well exert a purely outward fascination without
kindling in the inner soul one single spark of interest. —
Wherefore in its desire to see performed, not higher-class
plays, but by all means the Grand Opera, the public gives
voice to its profound contempt for theatric art in general;
a contempt in which it is perfectly justified, since it has
never made the acquaintance of a Theatre in living artistic
relation with its own views and tempers. For Art, how-
ever, there remains the shocking humiliation, that, plied as
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a mere means of livelihoo‘d, she has to adapt herself to the
public’s craving from the outset,—to this craving which, all
ignorant of the higher dignity of Art, can only go out to
her on her most frivolous side. In theatrical productions,
whose dramatic kernel one spurns from ignorance or lack
of sympathy, the demands of the paying and thus dictating
public have to be answered with a putting forward of the
outermost of husks, cut loose from all the core and pulp
of Art; and the real focus of the performances, the only
thing which can draw the public’s outward interest, remains
“Grand Opera ” so-called.

Now, this gold-bedecked Grand Opera is in and by itself
a mere husk without a kernel: to wit a florid, glittering
display of the most sensuous expressional means, without
an aim worth the expressing. In Paris, where this genre
acquired its modern finish, and whence it is being trans-
planted to our stage, there has been distilled from all the
native arts of luxury and delectation a dazzling extract,
which has gained at the Grand Opéra a consistence unap-
proached elsewhere. All the rich and notables, who settle
in the monstrous world-metropolis for its out-of-the-way
amusements and distractions, are driven by ennui and un-
sated cravings to the sumptuous chambers of this theatre,
there to get set before them the fullest draught of enter-
tainment. The most astounding pomp of decorations and
stage-costumes unfolds itself in startling multiplicity before
the swooning eye, which turns its greedy glance, again, to
the most coquettish dancing of the amplest ballet-corps in
all the world; an orchestra of unrivalled strength and
eminence accompanies in sonorous fill the dazzling march
of never-ending masses of chorus-singers and figurants;
between whose ranks at last appear the most expensive
<ingers, schooled expressly for this theatre, and claim the
overwrought senses’ residue of interest for their special
virtuosity. As pretext for these seductive evolutions a
dramatic aim is also dragged-in by the ears—its tantalising
motive borrowed from some murderous, or Devil’s scandal ;
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and this whole clinking, tinkling, glittering, glistening
show * is paraded as “ Grand Opera.”

Now, at a theatre like that of Zurich, what remains of this
intoxicating wonder-drink, when it is reached down to the
thirsting public for an after taste? Nothing but the flat
and stalely sober dregs.—All that made this opera pre-
cisely a “grand ” opera, all that raised the rank effect of
these productions to something quite apart from the lesser
genre,—the giant wealth and variety of sensuous acces-
sories,—all this falls away on our theatre, because of
poverty and inadequacy of means of exhibition; and of
all the stately edifice there is nothing left but the exiguous
scaffold, which had absolutely no intrinsic object in itself,
but was simply there to serve for propping out the gorgeous
drapings. Merely #4at can be brought before us, which
there was only used as pretext; the real aim, that made
this pretext serve it, must remain quite unimparted to us.

If in the effect of such maimed theatric rites we must
recognise an ignominious self-deception on the part of the
public, on the other side we have yet to consider what an
artistically demoralising influence the concernment with
tasks so inachievable must exert on the performers. In
the first place, the lack of requisite and fitting means of
representment forbids any giving the chosen work in its
entirety. Though the build of this work—with its aim
directed merely to material and sensuous excitation—was
not the organic structure of a genuine artwork, yet it was
so pinned together through mechanical expedients, that
the pretext of a uniting dramatic ¢ intention ’ was mostly
built into it with quite observable purpose. Where, how-
ever, this Grand Opera’s intrinsic aim—to serve as a show-
stall for resplendent means of expression—was so com-
pletely reached as at the Paris theatre, there this very
pretext might easily be dropped, upon occasion ; and we
see that, without the slightest damage to the real value
of the seeming artwork, on certain nights merely single
Acts of such operas are given, then followed by the per-

* “Klingen, Schwirren, Flittern und Flimmern.”—
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formance of any other work you please. But where this
opera’s intrinsic aim cannot be reached at all, as at our
local theatre, there we are, strictly speaking, confined to
that bare pretext; and to lift it somehow into an intrinsic
aim, must consequently become the foremost care of the
performance. Only, just this pretext is certain here to be
withdrawn into utter hopelessness of recognition, since the
inadequate means impose the most appalling cuts and
shortenings ; so that what is left, obtains a position quite
other than it had in its connexion with the parts excised,
and the scenes retained can only appear as the unintelli-
gible fragments of a whole become unknowable.* Add to
this the further evil, never yet sufficiently explored, that
those works are only given us in translations, which, un-
lovely in themselves, are mostly made entirely unintelligible
through their clumsy and bad array beneath the notes: and
we may infer at last the spirit in which the performers
approach their task. Completely indifferent to an aim
whereof they are ignorant, they rehearse their parts as
mere vocal instruments; since hardly one of them knows
the content of his own song-talk, still less does he heed the
verbal meaning of his fellows; so that the character of a
situation, and its bearing on themselves, remain entirely
strangers to them. In such circumstances, moreover, each
day makes them more indifferent whether this or that
scene, this or that connecting link—which may be incon-
venient to them for such and such reasons (principally that
of over-hurried study)—is also dropped at last, or whether
these or those conscious faults occur; for after all one can
advance the so insulting, and yet completely warranted
excuse : “ The public will never notice it!”

Now just as, in compliance with the public’s liking for
Grand Opera, the performers have here accustomed them-
selves to leave entirely out of count the higher dramatic
aim where it had merely been employed as pretext, so

* Who among my readers can truthfully vouch that he has ever understood
the plot of *¢ Robert the Devil,” for instance, from its representations in this
town ?—~R. WAGNER.
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they end quite naturally by carrying this indifference into
the performance of works in which that aim exists as a
genuine thing ; of works which therefore dispense with the
material fillip to the senses, alone intended in the expres-
sional means elsewhere. After what has been said above,
one may imagine in how irreconcilable a contradiction the
habits of the performers must stand to the task herewith
proposed them! Here their incapacity can only be so
utter, that the public turns unmoved and wearied from the
representation of such works, and puts up rather with the
flattest products; in which the unconsciously felt contrast
between means and end does not at any rate come out so
nakedly.—If we reckon further, that, with the public’s
necessary lack of inner interest in these really most un-
satisfying performances, its outward interest, i.e. its money
at the doors, can only be attracted through a whetting of
its curiosity or its love for motley change; and if we
perceive that, to this end, there must be always something
new brought out, or at the smallest, something other:
then we shall also conceive that the whole restless activity
of an everlastingly harried troop of players must needs
consume itself in an exertion absolutely profitless to Art.
Never is it possible for performers or managers to devote
their care to the 4ow of the productions, but always to the
protean w/at. Any conception and execution of an artistic
plan, must be abandoned from the outset; the eternal
Want (Nozk) is to give something new and other, at last
no matter in what guise : for—on this alone depend the
takings, the payment of wages, the provision of the neces-
saries of existence.

What, then, is the mutual sentiment between Theatre
and Public; and, in the given circumstances, what can it
not but be? Let us say it frankly out: a reciprocal con-
tempt '—The public can pay no honour to an art which
is never in the position to enthral and satisfy it; unen-
lightened as to the grounds of this its dissatisfaction, it is
only able to dupe itself into a superficial interest when, on
occasion and from a purely personal liking for this or that
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performer, it signals an applause as to whose intrinsic value
it never takes the slightest thought. The theatrical per-
formers cannot respect the will and judgment of a public
which, through the very character of its interest in the
theatre, makes impossible to them the development of
aptitudes whereof the practice of their art affords them an
instinctive consciousness; they are aware that the public
gives its interest merely to the most superficial unfoldings
of art, that it is to be bribed by the cheapest claptrap, and
—as for any knowledge of the upshot of their doings—
may be held the veriest gaby. How often in their repre-
sentations things happen of such monstrous folly, that the
performers needs must laugh in their sleeves when they
remark that the public is not one whit upset! Thus even
the bestowed applause can by no means be taken as the
encouraging reward and acknowledgment of an effort to
do the right, but merely as the reckoned and besought
result of employing certain stock-devices ; one receives it
as a matter of course, and when it hangs fire—mostly
through some accident—one feels justified in indignation.
If the public could only witness these indignant outbursts
a little oftener, it would soon be taught how dishonouring
and disrespectful are the relations between itself and the
priests of our theatric art of nowadays : it would perceive
that, just as for ¢ the Theatre is an inwardly despised
purveyor to its entirely superficial craze for entertainment,
for that purveyor, in turn, #se/f is but a lightly to be
cozened victim of the most self-seeking speculation.
However, we may almost assume that the relation here
disclosed does not need to be unmasked to the public so
absolutely for the first time, and that it is wellnigh as
much aware of its actual standing toward the Theatre, as
the stage-personnel is acquainted with #Zs toward the public.
At least, this assumption is unequivocally vouched-for by
the public’s aforesaid utter indifference to the fate of the
local theatre here, which takes for it the semblance of a
beggar to whom one mechanically reaches out an alms
without so much as looking him in the eye, and thoroughly
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untroubled as to his physiognomic personality. This will
also explain the entire lack of interest even in the riddance
of so mutually dishonouring a situation : were the smallest
spark of respect or love forthcoming, one would take
thought for means to elevate so unseemly a relation.
Since nothing of the kind occurs, and any attempt to
establish a nobler relation between the Theatre and Public
on the present basis must appear fruitless out and out, we
certainly need not wonder either that the public abides in
its state of inward indifference, or that the theatre does
not of itself soar up to a position whence it might conquer
that indifference ; for one thing here conditions the other,
and no real blame attaches to either, as both phenomena
have their grounds in a wider relation—whose present
discussion would lead to naught.

There is only one thing to be wondered at, namely :
how so thoroughly unseemly a relation, so strongly and so
injuriously affecting the public taste as that I here have
touched on, should have hitherto escaped the watchful eyes
of thinking men and carers for the public weal ; and thus
that no one has as yet come forward with suggestions for
the appointment of a Board (Bekirde) to whom should be
committed the task of finding a more satisfactory solution
of the Theatre-question, in the interest of public morals.

It is far from any wish of mine, to think of the Theatre
as an educational institute for the public. This idea, which
certainly has been conceived by some, tells of an absolute
disdain for the public, together with a degrading estimate
of Art herself—who in Drama attains her highest, her
most peculiar glory. Were it expedient to educate the
public by aid of theatrical performances, then it would
first be necessary to settle who is to be the educator, and
what is to be laid down as the divine evangel according
whereto dramatic art is to be employed as means, and
public taste to be formed as end. Neither this gospel, nor
that educator, should we find on any reasonable path.—If
we rightly gauge the station of each several Board in so
organised a State as that of Zurich, however, this authority
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should be the conscious organ for reaching an end de-
manded by a need in common, as its satisfaction. Surely
the fact that the public has never hitherto felt with requisite
strength the real need of a Theatre, can be the only
assignable ground for this other fact: that there exists
as yet no Board entrusted with the task of satisfactorily
arranging the affairs of the Theatre. Up to to-day the
Theatre has passed for a class of entertainment that one
sought from purely accidental personal liking, without con-
necting it with any object to which one might suppose one-
self pledged by considerations of an inner need in common.
Merely insofar as the social entertainment offered by the
Theatre was one whose very nature set it in the circle of a
wider-spread publicity, did it draw the attention of an
authority which is entrusted, in the interest of public
safety, with the prevention of nuisances such as might
spring from heedless conflict with that public interest.
Wherefore the only authority through which Theatre and
Public have been brought into contact, from the burgher
standpoint, is the Police.

Now if we look a little closer, we have first to attest a
feature which may well be regarded as the symptom of a
common higher need, in the sense we mean ; and this is
the undeniable fact that in the course of the six winter
months a majority of the inhabitants of Zurich, from
tenderest youth to hoariest age, assembles in the theatre
several times a week, and often in large numbers at a time,
with the object of procuring itself a common entertainment,
though mostly in very diverse moods. That this entertain-
ment as a rule could only be of the kind I have described
above, is the thing which heretofore has withdrawn from
this sight the gaze of thinking and public-minded men;
because they could nowhere find in it the point they might
deem fitted for the accommodation of a higher associate
end. But the question now arises, whether the simple fact of
that often numerous attendance does not already reveal a
need, which merely from ignorance of nobler pleasures at
present exhibits itself as feeble and incapable of shaping,
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yet in which there well may lie a higher furthering attri-
bute if only the pivot of its inner bent were found and
brought to consciousness. Before all else, then, it cannot
be denied that in the Theatre, under the circumstances just
cited, we have a ‘moment’ of public life informed with a
‘motive’ which needs culture to become a higher ethical
force.* After noting this, the next duty would be to care-
fully examine whether that culture-needing motive were
withal a motive capable of cultivation ; so that, in case one
could not convince oneself of this, one might use all one’s
disposable powers to prevent so crippled a thing from
offending and injuring the healthy spirit of publicity, inso-
far as the public interest is made over to the guardianship
of every public-minded burgher,—or if that motive already
shewed promise of an aptitude for cultivation, one might
put forth all one’s powers to aid in its maturing.

Thus our first business would be to prove the existence
of that aptitude, and prove it from a need already mani-
fested by the public. This proof is quite undoubtedly
afforded by the simple experience that in those isolated
cases where, through any special pains or lucky circum-
stance, one succeeded in giving the theatrical productions
an approximate stamp of perfection, by setting a real
artistic end in passable harmony with the means forth-
coming t—there the public was surprised into betokening
a satisfaction which evidently avouched the existence of an
inner need within it; a need which could not come as yet
to common consciousness, only because those cases shewed
themselves so very rarely, and must be choked into com-
plete oblivion by the mass of unsoundness in general
affairs theatric. If therefore, in face of these customary

* ¢ Ein Moment des &ffentlichen Lebens . . . dem ein bildungsbediirftiges
Motiv fiir hohere Gesittung innewohnt.”

+ Reference should be made to Letters to Uklig, No. 18 (dated Zurich,
October 22, 1850), where Wagner gives a fairly long account of his own inter-
vention in these performances, and adds: *But I must withdraw, because
with the best will in the world I do not see how a répertoire can be kept up,
which should prevent that being pulled down on the one side which I am
building up on the other.”—TR.
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affairs, the best-trained minds have adopted the despairing
view that in the Theatre there may lie indeed a motive of
culture, but its development is impossible amid existing
circumstances : then our further concern would only be to
prove that this impossibility is nothing absolute, but over-
comable in circumstances depending merely on our definite
and operative will ; and thus, that the ripest evolution of
the cultur-able motive indwelling in the Theatre is an
altogether certain possibility. Should this proof succeed,
it then would rest with every public-minded citizen who
took pleased knowledge of it, to ponder well what profit
for the public weal might be gathered from that knowledge.
And this profit would have to be safeguarded thus: that
the public, the only right decisor in this matter, be moved
to combine for the appointment of a managing committee,
which should consult together on the means for realising
the demonstrated possibility, and bring those means to
bearing.

This organ, which in itself could be no absolute educa-
tion-board in the sense of that already functioning, would
nevertheless come in contact at one supremely weighty
point with the immediate interest of the Educational
Council. So as to accurately denote this point—which
lies not alone in the flourishing of general public culture,
but also in making practicable the means whereof this
culture is the end—I will allow myself to offer a brief
review of what, in keeping with local conditions, I feel
justified in holding necessary and possible for development
of the cultural motive indwelling in the Theatre.

To arrive at a thorough exposure of the standing faults
in our local theatre, I started by remarking that its doings
entirely lacked originality, and were mere copies of pro-
ductions which—in relations quite different from those
prevailing here, amid quite other manifestations of the
public mind, than those intelligible to us, and especially
through executive means quite other than we have at hand
—had stepped into life on a soil far distant from our own,
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as original efforts. Let us therefore begin the recital of
our possibilities in this Theatre matter with the unwaver-
ing assertion, that no theatre can bring its operations to a
salulary issue, unless its doings arve before all else original.
Altogether in consonance with the means of theatric exe-
cution standing at disposal, must be tempered the artistic
ends to be realised thereby. To closely prove his means,
to judge their capacity when put to the utmost strain, and
to rule his end entirely by the possibility of reaching it
through those means : this is the task before the creative
artist who above all desires to bring his aim to under-
standing. It will then be the performers’ answering task,
to take up this aim into themselves and realise it to the
top of their bent ; they themselves will become artists, only
in degree as they comprehend that aim and share in its
realisation. Where an artistic aim thus realised is set
before the public, there remains no loophole for criticising
means; the public no longer has to wish or care in this
regard, no more comparisons to draw with others: but
means and end have become one, i.e. they have gone up
into the Artwork—which now, as an aim intelligible by
Feeling, turns solely to the feeling of this Public, by it to
be enjoyed—Even the scantiest means are equal to realising
an artistic aim, provided it rules itself for expression through
those means. The artistic quality of an aim does not
consist in its being realisable only through exceptionally
ample means, but in its taking the means which stand
alone at its service under given circumstances, and bringing
them to the highest development whereof they are capable.
If we ponder well what kind of artistic aim it must be,
that has to employ in this sense the means of portrayal at
all procurable for Zurich, we shall perceive that it must
decidedly be such an one as answers in general to our
thinkings and beholdings, and therefore realises precisely
what we may wish and claim with any rhyme or reason:
namely artworks easily understandable by us, because
peculiar to our nature and holding up to it a faithful
mirror.
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As for the practical realisation of the idea here given in
general terms, this can be effected only through a transi-
tion from our wonted methods. I shall be better under-
stood, if I at once proceed to unfold my plan in its most
salient features.

The care of the moment can simply be the provision of
means, i.e, in the first place, the provision of a dramatic
personnel in proportion to Zurich’s theatre-going forces.
This personnel would have to be strenuously sought and
chosen with an eye to its consisting, not so much of
artists already soaked with the modern stage-routine, but
rather of young, still trainable recruits to the arts of Play
and Song. In keeping with our present monetary resources,
the quality of this personnel would have to be brought
within the bounds of possible excellence through the num-
ber of its members being limited. Only such members
should be engaged, to wit, who shewed both aptitude for
acting and a natural disposition for song. This personnel
would therefore have so to be combined, that its members
coupled either an already fairly developed talent as actors
with a still to be cultivated gift for song, or an already
better practised singing-organ with an as yet to be devel-
oped capability for acting ; so that we should not obtain a
double company, parcelled between Play and Opera, but
one simple and harmonious group of dramatic artists.—
Upon the evolution of our dramatic style of representment
the evil influence of a total severance of the art of acting
proper, from that of operatic song, is so great and so
obvious to a little thought, that it needs but be mentioned
here, and not explained in detail. The employment I am
about to propose for the aforesaid personnel, however, will
shew how the apparent unsuitableness of such a union may
be avoided; and on the other hand, how an all-round
perfect bringing-out of forces may be attained. For the
moment let us keep our eye on this alone: through pro-
curing a single personnel we concentrate our pecuniary
resources on a smaller number of good members, instead of
squandering them on the engagement of a double number
of mediocrities.
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In the present condition of the Theatre, a sound found-
ation of dramatic art subsists in the Play alone: not till
every performer can effectively interpret a good play, do
they gain the faculty of rendering the musical drama also
in a manner befitting dramatic art in general. The afore-
said personnel would thus have first to busy itself with
representing plays of such a kind that it might thereby
grow aware of the natural stipulations of every drama,
and at last attain the faculty of thoroughly fulfilling them.
To this end, and with a view to the development of our
further plan, such pieces must be chosen as not only are
completely suited to the forces available, but move within
a sphere of expressional means so tempered that the speak-
ing tone need never rise above a pitch allowable, without
injury to their voice, for performers who are also destined
to sing.—I must here content myself with remarking, that
plays which contain moments of such passionate declam-
ation that they tax the speaking-organ with an excessive
strain, already overstep the line which must stay drawn
round pure play-acting; for beyond this line only the
singing-organ, with the mighty aid of tone-art, can bring
forth an expression setting passion in the needful light of
beauty. Arrived at this line in the development of its
powers of dramatic expression, our artist-personnel must
therefore leave its pure concernment with the Play, and
step into the realm of Musical Drama ; in which, com-
mencing with the next of kin, it has to unfold its forces
to their utmost attainable pitch of dramatic portraiture.
Wherefore one should choose for production those existing
operas which form the proper link between this genre and
spoken comedy. Precisely of this class we possess admir-
able works, which may certainly rank as the most natural
and wholesome things that have ever been done in Opera.
But in this regard the greatest care must be bestowed on
bringing the texts, translated from a foreign tongue, into
exact accordance with the musical expression ; to this end
they should be scrupulously revised, since the existing trans-
lations mostly do away with that accordance, maintained
in the original.—
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Up to this point, the originality of the doings of our
theatre would have been displayed merely in this one
respect: that no artworks were brought to a production
there but such as the fellowship of artists, according to the
measure of its powers, was really able to make its own
through an adequate representment. Though this gain
would already be an immense advance upon our present
theatric usage, and though this feature alone would almost
fully suffice to afford the public far nobler and more
satisfying joys than now can be the case: yet the very
nature of the thing would bring with it the impossibility
of stopping at this stage. Not merely for sake of a display
of originality on principle, but for the simple reason that
the number of existing works adapted for our purpose
is extremely limited, we should have to stride onward to
the manufacture of dramatic works themselves. Here, if
we had no intention of letting the theatre fall back into
its ancient plight, there would arise a veritable Want.
Yet we need never fear this Want, but bid it welcome as
the only thing that can lead us to true creative Deeds.
Let us see how this arisen Need would have to be
contented.—

We have first of all to note an astounding phenomenon :
the increased spread of intellectual artistic aptitude, as
result of our progressive culture, together with the seem-
ingly constant decrease of productivity in respect of really
significant artworks. There has come about an incredible
disproportion between the strength of actually extant pro-
ductive forces and the feeble worth of open products. So
widely is poetic and musical ability—furthered through
every natural channel of art-experience—to be met with
nowadays, that a closer consideration of the extraordinary
dearth of public artistic productivity can only fill one with
amazement. If we go to the bottom of this phenomenon,
we recognise with startling plainness the ruinous influence
exerted by the centralisation of our public art-supplies at
a few solitary points of European intercourse. With rare
exceptions, our whole public craving for theatric art is fed
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with the crumbs that Paris throws us from its groaning
board. The ill effect which we have just seen exerted by this
evil circumstance upon the nature of the productions of
more or less every theatre, be it even of highest rank, has told
with growing rigour on the productive forces of native art;
and in such a way, that they have more and more diverted
their creative impulse from the Theatre. For the portrayal
of art-creations peculiar to their mind and soul, they have
seen that the Theatre offers neither means nor disposition :
the alien in these public theatricals, the unakin to their own
being, has estranged them from the Theatre, and forced
their creative trend away from it. Whereas we see that
none but counterfeiters of the foreign have laboured for the
present stage, the native idiosyncrasies of art-productiveness
have more and more withdrawn from the Theatre, to leave
it as the chosen arena for speculation on the most super-
ficial crazes of a more or less unthinking public. The
German spirit, whose peculiar inwardness prevents it from
parleying with any but a public quite familiar, has com-
pletely lost itself in an almost exclusively literary sphere of
art; it is in Literature that we have to seek it out—on the
one hand to fathom its fill of riches, on the other to wrest
from it the avowal of a need, which it can only still, in
truth, before a full publicity and in the genuine Artwork.
So comes it, that our most individual poetic forces are
deployed almost nowhere but in the literary-Lyric : while
our broadcast musical faculty consumes itself almost solely
in setting the countless poems which have sprung from out
that Lyric, and thus has wellnigh made itself a Literature
of its own. In this Literature, however, we recognise the
richest and most varied forces, immeasurably surpassing, for
individuality and true artistic capability, the hectic glamour
of the whole art-herodom of Paris. What is brought to
light in Paris nowadays, owes its origin hardly at all to an
individual artistic force, but merely to a brilliant technical
routine ; and to none is this plainer than to the German
art-genius, thrown back on its own inside for nurture, as it
turns its back in loathing on the shallow inwards of those
1L D
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high-famed art-producers and their world-spread works.
But just what fits zkese out so bravely for the public eye, is
altogether lacking for the freer development of native art:
namely a public art-institute in keeping with our spirit, our
forces, and our idiosyncrasies; an institute that not only
should help our art-creations to the light of day, but,
through offering the possibility of such a furtherance,
should supply the first incitement to take dramatic art in
hand at all.

Let us keep Zurich in eye, and particularly in its weighty
bearing on the whole of German Switzerland. Are there
no creative artistic forces here? Unknown they may be,
but surely not un-existing. We so often pay for the longed
acquaintance with great celebrities, nowadays, with an
undeception : were it not a nobler toil, to draw the unknown
native forces, if not exactly into the cold glare of idle fame,
yet within the warming glow of public love? Shew we
them but the way, and how quickly shall we make the
intimacy of a home-bred host whereof we hitherto had
never dreamt! But this way consists in the longing which
we manifest them ; and this we can only manifest to them
by shewing them the furthering means, in that same art-
institute we have in view as a source of pleasure to
ourselves. .

In the orderly series of productions of already extant
works, for whose completely fitting representment it has
trained itself by rational use and progressive strengthening
of its forces, the dramatic artist-personnel, above described,
will exhibit to our native artists a pattern for the first
guidance of their own creative forces and aims. The
theatre—which indispensably needs original products, if it
is to render justice to its higher station—must do all it can
to shew our poetic heads and musical talents the artistic
path on which they are to satisfy that need at like time
with their own, their need of quitting a merely literary
career. In this way not only will hidden forces be drawn
to light, and new ones woken, but they will also be intensi-
fied to a power they never could have gained before they
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spent themselves on the most consummate art-genre, the
actually enacted Drama.

From the very outset, then, a cry must go forth to poets
and musicians, from the nearest of blood to the farthest of
kin, to furnish works expressly for this theatre, now given
over to their creative energy; works reckoned, both in
general idea and feasibility of perfect representment, for
the actual forces of this stage. The highest result, to
answer this more and more intense and more extended
operation of our forces, would at last consist in this: that
the dramatic works of the past need less and less be called
upon for aid, and the doings of the ever-living forces of the
present would make a reaching back to older things seem
day by day less needful. And who shall dispute the
possibility of this result? Do we not see by every Paris
theatre, and each theatre of Italy, that this result must be
an altogether natural one; that it merely depends on the
individuality of our spirit, to give our works that hallowed-
ness which the products of those theatres can never own
before our Feeling ?

But on the exponent artists, too, this converse with the
productive Present must have a quite specific influence.
Just as the works enacted by them would more and more
consist, in time, of original products and nothing else: so
also would their personnel, on principle, have gradually to
shape itself into one entirely belonging and peculiar to
ourselves. I mean by this, the gradual extinction of the
player-class as a specific caste dissevered from our civic
life, and its ascension into an artistic fellowship in which
the whole civic society, according to aptitude and liking,
would more or less take part. With a progressive finer
culture of our citizen society, the absolute aloofness of the
player-class must become more and more untenable. A
man who his whole life through concerns himself with the
representant player’s art alone, can only be most one-
sided in his culture; the unbroken exercise of his art,
without any change of inducement or stimulus thereto,
must become at last a sheer business routine, and end by
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taking all the character of a handicraft, if he has to put it
to mere money-making. On the other hand the burgher
society which never concerns itself with the practice of art,
leaves a large portion of its noblest faculties undeveloped,
to its utmost loss, and accustoms itself to a radically false
notion of Art's essence—a notion based on a certain
pedantic crudity. In this its attitude, the public can but
confound the doings of Art with the productions of In-
dustry; it pays for both with its money, and in face of
Art herself, degraded in its notion to a branch of Industry,
it stays bare of all artistic culture. Art is only then the
highest ‘ moment’ of human life, when it is no ‘ moment’
sundered from that life, but a thing with all its varied
manifestments completely knit in Life itself. We are
nearer to this social humanising of Art, or this artistic
ripening of Society, than perhaps we fancy—if only we
bestow on it our whole full will ; and Zurich, of all places,
shall furnish me the proof for my assertion.

The educational authorities here have already made it
their duty to assign to the training of the body a weighty
share in the maturing of youth: technically conducted
gymnastic exercises take their place beside the scientific
curriculum ; athletic competitions are arranged, and public
prizes awarded for bodily adroitness. On another side we
see a rapid spread of singing unions, the uncommonly
meritorious work of Nigeli: almost every parish has
brought its vocal forces to a pitch of ductility which only
needs to be given a dramatic bent, to heighten their signi-
ficance for the common culture. Already this bent exists
in one department of the public life; on any occasion for
a public festival, be it earnestness or mirth, one snatches
quite of itself, and wellnigh in first line, at the arranging of
processions in characteristic dress; pictures from the Folk-
life or from history, carried out with great fidelity and
speaking naturalness, make out the chief attraction of
these pageants. Still more decidedly does this dramatic
bent of the nation’s open culture shew forth in certain
country districts, where youth and riper years alike engage
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in the performance of plays right out. Though we have
here to recognise an inherited primeval custom of the
Folk, yet, as regards both subject and expressiqn, we are
already definitely confronted with the influence of certain
modern developments in the player’s art, upon this Folk’s-
play; and this influence may easily give rise to mischief
and perversion, if that art be not itself held down to a
healthier evolution than now is taking place.

With so many symptoms of a natural taste for art, and
notably for dramatic art, as we encounter here in public
life—it should escape no one charged with conscious
furtherance of the common weal, how necessary for
evolution of the existing germs it is, that their indwelling
bent be guided to one common goal. This goal is none
other than the full exercise of dramatic art, in a plenitude
made possible by the art-experience of to-day. Through a
far-seeing application of the organs of public culture, one
would have to work towards the reaching of this goal ; and
here is the point where the educational authorities would
come into immediate contact with that Commission for
managing the Theatre. So soon as one intended to
develop to their fullest all those cultural factors in our
public teaching-institutes which make for an artistic train-
ing beside the purely scientific, the educational authorities
would have to be pointed to that Theatre-commission as
the natural ally for yielding them the most vital aid in
the solution of their task. In the more mature dramatic
artists of this theatre—raised in our proposal to a state
of highest honour—there would of itself be found the
teachers for developing those artistic faculties which needs
must bud in our young people from the very liking woken
in them by the inspiring sights and sounds of the theatre.
One has heretofore deemed better to keep our young folks
away from the theatre, in its present state: if the theatre,
however, were made capable of functions such as I have
just denoted, we should rather enjoin upon our youth to
visit it. Hitherto it has been held a misfortune in any
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burgher family of standing,* for one of its members to let
himself be swept into the player-class: in future the dread
of such agmisfortune would be absolutely impossible, since
any player-class would have more and more to cease exist-
ing, and each qualified person would satisfy his tastes and
exercise his talents without quitting his ordinary 'social
station, or entering a class that made impossible his fulfil-
ment of a civic calling. For at the goal of this new
theatrical departure, the Theatre, in its present shape,
would have vanished into air ; it would have ceased to be
an industrial institute offering its goods for sale as often
and as pushingly as possible. Perchance the Theatre
would then make out the highest social rallying-point of
a public art-communion from which all taint of Industry
had been completely wiped away, and wherein the unique
end would be the making tell our ripest faculty for artistic
execution alike with that for art-enjoyment.

It would take me too far just now, were I to set forth in
detail my plan for establishing the important point last
touched on—that of education. Maturely as I have re-
flected on this point in general, and easy as it might be
for me to propose the simplest media for its carrying out,
yet the chief part of the matter could only be definitely
settled after making close acquaintance with local circum-
stances; therefore I must content myself with having
merely afforded an incitation. Only as to the nighest way
for taking in hand my general plan, have I still to impart
my views in brief.

I have spoken of constituting a suitable Commission
for Theatrical Affairs. This Commission, in my opinion,
might be formed most naturally in the following manner.—
An appeal sheuld be addressed to the friends of dramatic
art in Zurich and the surrounding districts : these would
have to agree, in any way they pleased, as to whether they
would lend assistance to founding a Theatre in the sense

* A matter of our author’s own experience, seeing that his uncle Adolph
‘Wagner was always strongly opposed to Richard Wagner’s sisters adopting the
stage as a profession.—TR&.
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above-denoted. Should their decision prove favourable,
voluntary contributions towards the support of the under-
taking for a year, in the first place, would have to be signed
for, and a committee must be chosen to see that the sum
subscribed was expended on atfaining the object for whick
they had combined. A committee chosen in this sense and
% this end would form quite of itself the Commission
which I had in view for the Theatre.—Now the first care
of this Commission would be to bring the sum-total of the
subscriptions into combination with the theatre’s ascertain-
able average takings for a winter half-year. These takings,
however, must forthwith be rated by a different standard
from that prevailing hitherto : in behalf of a choicer reper-
tory, and for special sake of more carefully prepared pro-
ductions, the number of performances must be materially
reduced, in comparison with what has been the wont ; two,
or at most (and only in certain favouring cases) three, per-
formances in course of the week (perhaps with doubling
the former number of concerts given throughout the winter)
are almost more than sufficient for the theatre-goers of
Zurich. The estimated receipts from these performances
—which, for obvious reasons, would surely not be smaller
than the theatre has taken heretofore—would form with
the sum subscribed the fund for procuring such a simple
company as I have described above, and for its mainten-
ance during ome whole year.—The undertaking should
commence with the beginning of the summer half-year.
In this summer season the united company would have to
mature itself in every department of dramatic art, under
properly-appointed guidance, and to practise with thorough
artistic carefulness the dramatic works intended for pre-
sentation to the public in the winter ; nor must the dili-
gence of its efforts for perfection of practice be even then
relaxed.—The result of this winter half-year would afford -
the theatre-friends of Zurich a very simple indication as to
whether it was worth while prolonging the support they
had furnished in the first year. Should the result be satis-
factory, and the whole undertaking thus consolidate itself :
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then in wider and wider circles, and finally by the State
itself, there would be found an ever greater inducement to
employ the institute, in the aforesaid sense, for the artistic
training of youth. In course of time there would evolve
an ever larger number of native ‘talents, who would be in
a position to fill the eventual gaps in the theatric personnel,
without thereby abandoning their civic station and entering
a separate player-class; till at last, as the institute con-
tinued flourishing, the whole active personnel would consist
of nothing but the flower of a native burgher-artisthood ;
and quite of itself the theatre would thus attain a self-
supporting station, wherein it would have sloughed the
last traces of a branch of industry.—

This goal is so new and significant, the conceivable
result so uncommon and far-reaching, that many for this
very reason will not believe it possible of attainment,
particularly as the means I propose are so simple and
so few.

Whosoever knows my elsewhere published views con-
cerning the relation of our modern Civilisation to genuine
Art, might wellnigh wonder to see me engaged in an
attempt whose success ought to seem to just myself the
most impossible. Nevertheless I have held it necessary to
uncover every possibility of a nobler prospering of public
art amid our present conditions, because in truth there
still lies open a large field of possibility within them, and
a field which has by no means yet been measured out.
Not till it has been ascertained tkaz our public is unable to
embrace the Will to realise this possible thing, can it plainly
appear whether—together with the impossibility of this
Will—the function which I have imagined for Art on the
basis of our modern Civilisation is likewise a proved im-
possibility. Should such be the result, then our Civilisa-
tion would itself have passed the verdict on its incapacity
for any higher work of humanising. —

What I have set forth, is in itself an actual possibility :
on whether those who possess the powers for its realisation
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shall gain faith in it for themselves, depends its attainment.
I by no means flatter myself that through my mere ex-
position I can found that needful faith: on a purely
theoretic path to get at an essential notion, rooted in wide-
spread habit, and move it to complete reversal—is the
hardest, and generally the most resultless undertaking.
Were it possible for me to bring before the public the full
artistic Deed, in all its convincing directness, I certainly
should be beyond a doubt as to the victory of my view;
for the character of every Public, is to be mistrustful only
of a fancy-picture : confronted with the actual phenomenon,
it decides with unfaltering sureness. But the artistic
phenomenon meant by me, is only to be brought to pass by
the force of a common Will ; to have roused this Will in a
handful of men of willing hearts and thinking heads, may
for the present, as far as my conscience goes, be my solitary
success. May I thus at least have won a few fellow-
knowers and sharers of my aim ; and may the zeal arise in
these, to win fresh partners in their knowledge! A favour-
ing issue of their zeal would in truth be no small warrant
for a happy future, and a Future quite in the sense of those
who devote their civic energies to a reasonable preservation
and advancement of the Existing.
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FMIONOURED FRIEND,
‘ You wish me to give
you my opinion as to what share a “ Journal
for Music” should take in the process which
our music of nowadays has necessarily to
undergo, and in what manner that share may be made
contribute to a common good?

It is impossible for me just now, and I heartily wish it
may prove unneedful at any time, to occupy myself with
further literary work. Still, I will try to come to terms
with you on the question posed above, and indeed in the
only way open to me: namely that I should tell you my
opinion as resulting from my own particular views, and
prompted by a matter which I have been doomed to see
remain a wish, but not as any absolute maxim to be bound
on you by hook or crook. I shall therefore tell you what
7 would do, if circumstances and moods imposed on me
the publication of a Journal for Music ; only by my keep-
ing to this altogether individual standpoint, can my wish
to gain your friendship for my opinion remain an unem-
barrassed one.

In the first place I candidly admit to you, that there was
a period when I never set eyes on a musical journal of any
kind, and that I have since had reason to regard that
period—at least in this respect—as one of the happiest in
all my life. This was the time when, as Kapellmeister in
Dresden, I devoted all my zeal to the rendering of musical
works of art; when I therefore believed I might set all my
hopes, for the prospering of Art, on the immediate repre-
sentations conducted by me, on the practical realisement
of my artistic aims. At that time all gossiping and scrib-
bling about Art went so strongly against my grain, that it
was at utmost this distaste itself that could induce me, on

and off, to speak out my mind. I have just called that
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period of my life a happier one: this it was because I was
able to deceive myself. What I wanted then, however, I
could never carry-out to my full satisfaction; of all the
circumstances which hindered me,* I may select two for
my present purpose: the complete confusion of the public's
taste, and the brainlessness and dishonesty of the critics.—
The true artist turns the liefest to the full emotional candour
of the purely-human heart: should he not find it among
our theatre-public, as experience needs must teach him,
then he is compelled to look round for aid from the side of
cultured art-intelligence, for the critic’s mediation. Thus
a speedy surfeit of the public drove me at last, and irresist-
ibly, into this needy attitude toward Criticism; and here
it was—where I sought it myself, and therefore could no
more dismiss it of set purpose—that I was forced to learn
the whole nature of our Modern Criticism, and to deliver
my first attack against ¢ almost alone. What art-writings
I have published since, are in nowise an appeal to the
public—such as many have thought necessary to impute
to me—but I turn away in them from the modern Public,
which I have had to give up as a senseless and heartless
mass, and take arms against our Criticism : that is to say,
against uncritical, bad criticism ; the criticism which is led
by neither Feeling nor true Understanding, and bases its
continuance on nothing but the ruin of the mass; lives on
this ruin, and for dear life’s sake increases it. I say: I
turned against this criticism, but not fowards it; for any
wish to better it, can never come to a man who has already
been forced to give the public up as lost,—the public which
at least is will-less in its degradation, whereas Criticism
persists in its depravity on wilful principle. Notwithstand-
ing, and as is inevitable with merely literary works, I have
after all addressed myself #o criticism alone: this means,
however, to the newly to be -gathered criticism of healthy
Reason (Vernunft), namely of the Understanding which
never for one instant consciously gives up healthy Feeling,

* In the NV.Z.f. M. there appeared : ““and whose broader connexion I have
recently designated in a ¢ Commumication to my Friends.’”—TR,
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as its perennial feeder; thus not to the critical routine of
the old method—that method which at most upholds itself
on the selfsame confusion and dulness of feeling as we
observe in the public—but to the throughly un-routined
beholdings of those men of culture who feel as dissatisfied
as myself with both the modern Public and the Criticism
of nowadays.

Since that time I have again lain hand on journals both
musical and devoted to art-interests in general, as I felt
that I must search elsewhere than among the public—
where I had sought them hitherto—for the human beings
to whom I might turn for the contentment of my new need
of discourse. For I had learnt that it was quite premature,
and therefore fruitless, to endeavour to bring the Artwork
itself before the unbiased Feeling, while such a feeling was
absolutely non-existent as regards the proposed new features
of a living art; but that one must before all set to work at
destroying this Feeling’s bzas, so deadly a hindrance as we
find it, for the artist, in our present public system. Now if
I was bound to perceive that the cause of this sentimental
bias lay deep-rooted in our political and social Life itself,
and that nothing but an entire transformation of this Life
could bring about the natural birth of #zaz Art which I had
taken in eye; if, for a clearer understanding of my intrinsic
aim, I had to place this requisition in the forefront, and
lay on it the principal emphasis, as in the first writings of
my newer period (“A7¢ and Revolution,” and “The Art-work
of the Future”): on the other hand, I could not but be
aware withal that in that new-birth of Art from Life a
second might must take its share, a might which had to
manifest as tke conscious Willing of that art. To wake this
conscious Will precisely in those who feel dissatisfied with
our art and criticism of nowadays, could but appear to me
the principal task for the Artist of the Present; for only
from the fellow-longing of others, and at last of many, can
spring the force to feed his higher effort, his effort directed
toward the Art-work itself.
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But this Will cannot be grasped till we have become
completely clear, as regards the phenomena of modern
art-life, that the reason why they do not satisfy us is no
mere accidental one—e.g. an unconditioned running-dry of
artistic faculty—but rather an entirely ‘ necessary,” a cause
conditioned by a whole vast aggregate : and this clear in-
sight we at present can only gain upon the path of Criticism;
mind you, a Criticism able to both distinguish and combine,
a healthy, nerved by Feeling, a revolutionary Criticism—
and not that modern impotence for sifting and uniting,
that pure conserver of traditions, that Criticism gone sick
for Restoration. The first thing we must compass, then,
is a close agreement as to the attributes of modern art and
the causes of these same unsatisfying attributes ; until this
agreement is established with the most regardless candour,
we shall only fall into ever greater confusion as to What
we wish in place of present art; whereas so soon as we
have fully cleared our minds on this nighest thing, quite of
itself shall we gain that force of Will which I have just
called a necessary sharer in giving birth to the Art of the
Future, albeit its last empowering conditions are only to
be found 7n Life itself.

So you see, my honoured friend, I surely do not mini-
mise the worth of Criticism’s help towards the highest ends
of Art. And indeed! how could I, providing in my stress
for Life I take count of the time and circumstances in
which we live, and recognise, as recognise I must, that just
in face of our life each effort must stay fruitless if the
essential characteristics of precisely our epoch—this epoch
that gives room to criticism alone, and not to Art—be
not taken into full consideration? Do we not live, then,
merely in that we live exactly to-day and under the con-
ditions of the Present; and does not our noblest strife,
itself, the strife for annulment of all the grounds of
Criticism, proceed from just this Present? Is not our
wish, to annul the character of the Present, just a wish
that wins its only nurture from our Present; and can we



ON MUSICAL CRITICISM. 65

bring it otherwise to ripe result, than in the very forms the
Present affords us as the only ones intelligible ?

Precisely the most decisive, because the most imme-
diately necessary stroke for birth of the new art, according
to my most strong conviction, may very well—nay, with
almost the only prospect of success—be at present dealt
in a journal dedicated to this end; and the question now
could solely take the form: How far, and under what
conditions, a “ Journal for—Music” might be fitted for the
meeting-point of critical forces operating in this sense ?

Let me answer just this question, in accordance with my
own particular views.

To start with, I may tell you that when recently the
wish has risen within me, as risen it has from time to
time, to speak aloud my mind on this or that phenomenon
of our art-life, I have sought in vain for a journal such as
I could deem really suitable for the reception of what I
had drawn up: I either had to take the best that came, or
I suppressed my communication altogether.—Our Zsthetic
journals are not devoted to ar#istic, but to literary interests,
and are therefore just as different in what they want (if
they want anything at all) from what 7 want, as Literature
itself is different from Art. They never come into contact
with true Art, but over and over again with Criticism ;
they live entirely in a paradise (von der erdenklickhsten
Moglichkeit) of Criticism, and, since they heap critique
on top of critique, their activity resembles that of the
various classes of police in Russia—where one is set to
watch the other, because one takes it for granted that each
is playing blackguard tricks. As the Folk, or rather the
human being proper, compares with these polices, so does
true Art compare with that complexus of art-literary-
critical journals: just as in the bureaux of those varieus
polices one would hold the genuine Man for raving
mad, if he wanted to express his natural feelings, so the
man who genuinely wished for Art in these literature

journals could only seem an equally eccentric monomaniac.
IIL E
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For, let those various polices extend their field of vision to
the utmost, yet they end by merely soaring to the con-
cept, Police in general: exactly as our literature-journals
reach their utmost tether in the concept, Liferature irn
general®

Now our modern music has at least this advantage over
literature proper, that it must be throughly perceptible by
the senses, must sound out, to be existent ; a Journal for
Music could therefore boast the proud pre-eminence, that
it at any rate concerned itself with the sensible appearance
of an art which without this sensibility can not be seized at
all: whereas poetic literature, for instance, exists by very
reason that it exists apart from sentience. Certainly, that
Music should have needed a literature to busy itself with
her, and pave the way to an understanding of her—thus,

* ¢ That between our critical literates and the Russian police there subsists
a very definite kinship, you may learn for yourself, by the way, from a recent
review of my ¢ Opera and Drama’ in the Grensboten ; where the critic (to be
sure, the most unmannerly of his métier) refers to an actress of whom I say
that, so as not to be betrayed into unnaturalness by the look of the Iambic
verses in her rles, she had them written out in prose. For this behaviour the
critic threatens her, after the event, with the birch-rod—or, as he puts it, with
the ““dust-broom ” [Staxpbesen, and *‘ Staubbesen”). You see, with what
ruthless opponents we have to do: so let us be on our guard! From the
frontier (Gremse) on which they have posted themselves, they send their runners
(Boten) left and right ; and should the Russian police march-in some fine day
from the right, we may be pretty sure of being denounced by them. The terrors
of the chastisement they then would demand for us mes, you may easily judge
by what they have suggested for a tender woman ! "—This footnote occurred
in the N.Zf.M., but was not reprinted in the Ges. Schr. In Letter 55 to
Uhlig (Feb. 15, '52) Wagner writes : “‘For the edition in pamphlet form of
my letter to Brendel, I should like added to the footnote (relating to the
Grensboten) something which I had forgotten, but which for clearness’ sake
ought mot to remain forgotten.” He then directs that after ‘‘left and
right ” there should be inserted : *‘and so know how to manage in any event ;
just as lately they denounced me on the left hand to the democrats as an aris-
tocrat in disguise, and to the centre of our civilisation, the Jews, as their
bitterest persecutor, so we may be sure that, should the Russian police march
in from the right, they would likewise hand us over to it, after recommending
their own literary rubbish to its best protection.”—The passage in Ogera and
Drama, which so roused the critic’s indignation, will be found on page 242,
Vol. ii, of the present series.—TR.
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that “ Journals for Music” should find a place among us
—ought in itself to have opened our eyes to the weak side
of this art too ; just as the weak side of all our “ plastic”
arts, Architecture, Sculpture and Painting, has displayed
itself in their requiring a literary-journalistic intervention,
for their understanding. The present business, however, is
simply to get so far ahead in one’s literary intervenings on
behalf of Music, that this weak side shall be completely
bared, the attributes of our music proved faulty by sheer
reason of their need of literary intervention, the cause and
character of this faultiness set forth exactly, and thus the
honest Will be placed on record :—to ransom Music from
her unrightful station and bring her to the only right one,
where some-day she shall need 7o more a literary interven-
tion for her understanding. Thus the activity of a journal
“ for Music” would forthwith gain a character immediately
directed to the life of Art; a character that would mark it
for one of the happiest, and under present circumstances
the most useful, in Art’s sincerest interest.

In your recent deliverances you give us, honoured friend 1
the assurance that you have pushed on as far as I have
here denoted, and alike a promise to henceforth spend
your literary energy in none but the sense I have just set
down. I confess to you, that before this declaration of
yours I had not been in a position to build any hopes on
the efficacy of a Journal for Music. Every new appearing
of a musical paper could only inspire me with feelings
of either wrath or laughter: the fresh-won possibility of
gabbling and scribbling about music an extra once, and
of taking the old gabble and scribble and over-gabbling and
over-scribbling it; then the disgustingly industrial char-
acter of the whole thing, which eventually turned quite
away from Music, to nothing but music-goods and music-
thrummers (two species which are one and the same for
me, as also for you at bottom), till it arrived at last at
music-making wheels and cylinders,—all this revealed to
me the utter Byzantinism which our musical affairs had
reached, whereby, in my eyes, there was nothing left for
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them but the impotence of eunuchs. Through your de-
claration, however, you proposed to break entirely with
these affairs, i.e. to withdraw from their influence and fight
their selves, to the best of possibility, until you had de-
stroyed them. Let us come to terms, then, as to how
alone that result should be striven for, and what must be
the practical path to strike thereto.

If our Music is to be set free from the false position
which compels her to seek a literary interpreter, in my
opinion it can only be done by giving her the widest
meaning originally connoted by her mame. We have
accustomed ourselves to limiting our idea of “music” to
the mere art, and now at last to the mere artifice, of Zone.
That this is an arbitrary restriction, we know very well ;
for tkat people which invented the name of “ Music,” con-
noted by it not only #ke arts of poetry and tone, but each
several artistic manifestment of the inner man, insofar as
to the senses he conveyed his feelings and beholdings,
in ultimate persuasiveness, through the organ of ringing
speech.* The whole bringing-up of Athenian youth fell
therefore into two divisions: into Music and—Gymnastic,
i.e. the epitome of all those arts which bear on the most
consummate expression through bodily show itself. Thus
in “ Music” the Athenian imparted himself to the ear, in
Gymnastic to the eye; and only the adept dot% in Music
and Gymnastic, was held by them for a really cultured
man. Just as, dwarfing into the Politician, Man at last
gave up the pains to shew himself fair of body, and conse-
quently left Gymnastic to those who made its practice a
profession,—till we now have got so far, that we recognise
this art as the exclusive property of our ballet-dancers and
funambulists : this selfsame Man gave up the really sound-
ing Music when he could no longer practise aught but
philosophic Criticism, so that at the time of the Alexand-

* ¢Insoweit er seine Gefithle und Anschauungen in letzter tiberzeugendster
Versinnlichung durch das Organ der tonenden Sprache ausdrucksvoll mit-
theilte.”—
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rines, when Poetry had definitely turned to Literature, the
music of Sound was practised by none but flutists and
players on the lyre. What these latter give out, down to
the present day, we un-thinkers by routine at all events
still call it “music”; let us recognise, however, that we do
s0 with no better warrant than for our employment in
modern life, for instance, of the terms “Right,” “Duty”
and “Morals ” * in a sense diametrically opposed to their
primary significance | — Now our Music, in her noblest
line, has already taken a development which must neces-
sarily lead her to her sterlingest of meanings, through
marriage with the arz of poetry ; and it is just that line,
and just this necessity, which I have consciously observed
and noted down [elsewhere]. If in a Journal for Music we
with equal consciousness adopt that line, if we demonstrate
this necessity as inherent in every morsel of her essence,
and thus in all we say insist on the regaining of “ Music’s ”
truest and only vindicable meaning—whereby she is the
closest union of the arts of Poetry and Tone, the fittest
and most satisfying utterance of the inner man, his feelings
and beholdings, through the organ of ringing speech—then
in a “ Journal for Music,” of all others, we are in the right
place; and no happier name could we possibly find to
denote the art for which we fight, than just the name of
“ Music.”

If on this point we agree, and resolve henceforth to battle
for this “Music” and none else, then we primarily avow
thereby that we at once have nothing in the least to do
with our music of 70-day, excepting in that we wage war
to the death against it as an absolute separate-art, i.e. we
mercilessly demonstrate its faultiness, and the void and
nullity at last resulting from this faultiness, as shewn us
in the total of its recent features. If we ponder well what
is to be understood by this, we shall be forced to the con-
clusion that the Journal we mean must be cleansed from
all the contents of a “musical paper” of heretofore: in it
the phenomena of that modern separate-art should find no

*® ¢¢ Sitte ’—its original meaning being *‘ custom, habit, manners.”—T&.
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more consideration—ay, no more mention—except when
either their trend toward gemuine Music, as we understand
it, is to be shewn, laid stress on, reinforced and strengthened
in them, or when the diametrically opposite trend is to be
exposed and plainly brought to book, as the erroneous,
the faulty, the bare of sense and Vernunft. For no other
reason whatever, ought any kind of musical affair to be
given a line of notice in this Journal ; and the mercantile,
industrial character which has hitherto spread itself so
vilely, over even our musical papers, must downright
vanish from it and leave no trace behind.

Filled with this spirit, the Journal will then be forced,
quite of itself, to confess a longing to also take the poes
up into it ; for he it is who has necessarily to join himself
with the sterling tone-artist, so as to help into light that
full agreement whence there once shall bloom the blossom
of veritable mus-ic art (musischen Kunst). Wherefore we
have to turn to that class of poet who yearns to quit the
rut of literature-poetics, for his own true satisfaction, as
much as the tone-artist longs from out his solitude towards
the poet. To this Poet have we to open wide our arms,
for we dare not feel a rightful hope till 27m we can em-
brace with fullest love. His watchful leaning toward us,
his gradual approach, alone can yield the earliest sign that
from our standpoint we are on the right, the saving path
to our own contentment: so long as we are unable to
detect this leaning, to spy out this approach, we may also
rest assured that ourselves are still held captive in that
lonely separation whereout, on /is side, we want to lure
the literary poet. The poet can make no overtures to us,
till he has been rid of the selfsame repugnance against the
sheer music-maker as that we feel against the unmixt
literarian ; and he will nurse this repugnance for just so
long as he sees us lend a shadow of support to modern
tone-jugglery. But the first poet who stretches forth his
hand to us, may be our witness that we have really and
completely stepped out of the old rut, and altogether freed
ourselves from our unproductive egoism.
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When the union of poet and tone-artist shall have once
been reached and made fast, their joint labours will open
an incommensurable field for the most fruitful artistic
discussion. In a book just published, “Opera and Drama,”
I have already sketched this field in broader outline: what
I hinted there in general traits, or merely in a few swift
touches, I am inwardly convinced can only become the
rich possession of my poetic and tone-artist comrades
when they themselves devote their experiences, their
knowledge and convictions, to the tillage of that field.
In what they have already made a matter of their per-
sonal observation, each on his several path, will they win
the implement for ploughing up the fill of truths that lies
buried from our gaze till now—of truths we all must
behold and know, if we mean to turn our forces in full
consciousness to the single Artwork of the Future, such
as Life shall one day bid appear in answer to its sovereign
call, in achievement of its highest satisfaction.

What we harvest thus, will be full £nowledge of true
“mus-ic art,” of “ Music” in its broadest meaning ; a mean-
ing wherein Poetry and Tone-art are knit as oene and
indivisible. Not yet, however, should we have reached
our final goal ; for hereunto we should have reaped our-
selves mere £nowledge : this knowledge could never verify
its truth, till necessarily and instinctively it thrust onward
to an activation of the known, a begettal of the real ars-
work itself. To become entire artists, we now should have
to face from “ Music” toward “ Gymnastic,” i.e. the actual,
physical art of bodily portrayal ; the art which turns alone
our Willed into an actual Canned. Till irresistibly we
feel this thrust within us, we shall also have to admit that
we are not yet completely at one, not ripe as yet for real
knowledge of Art’s nature; poets and tone-artists each,
we should for just so long be not yet genuine “uovowor,”
but, for all our efforts to the contrary, still naught but
“Literati” And only when the full force of our united
Will bids us will none other than the mos¢ vivid exkibition
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(die simnlichste Darstellung) of our art, may we deem the
goal of our redemption-fight victoriously reached.

Up to this instant, it has never even in a dream occurred
to one among the posse of our Literarians, to touch the
question ear-marked here. For them our whole public
art of representment mus¢ be exactly as it is to-day ; and,
side by side with the repulsive features of our theatres and
concerts, they flit and fluster in their garb of printer's
black as though all that appeals to the senses, there out-
side, could by no manner of means be their concern.
Certainly, as now they are, it indeed is no concern of
theirs: but the very fact that they don’t think needful to
trouble their heads about it, is what stamps their literary
doings with the seal of utter contemptibility. On and off,
perchance, we hear a moan sent up from this fungoid
growth of Literature—a moan which almost takes the
semblance of a sigh: but it is not the sigh of yearning
to become a Man, not the low growl of indignation, the
roar of anger at an infamous sensuality in the features
of our public art—merely the groan of cowardice and
impotence. Yet here it is a question of buckling to, not
waiting to see how the will of God and the Directors may
some day dispose our theatres and kindred institutes; but
boldly and resolutely laying hand on the weapon where-
with the worthlessness of our public representant-art shall
be put an end to. This courage will spring up in us when
we have become entire “uovoixoi”; and into our hand
will this weapon leap, so soon as we win over to our side
that executant artist who yearns to quit the comedian-
dom and music-thrumming of nowadays, just as we had
longed to leave our own dishonouring station. And by
this artist’s casting in at last his lot with us—through
Want (Not/) and Free-will sped to will with us the realise-
ment of the Artwork—have we to judge if poet and tone-
artist have truly reached the unerrable path of healing.

The goal of the joint efforts of these three artists, poet,
tone-setter, and performer, can therefore be alone an art-
work realised by its bodiliest presentment to the senses—
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thus, in contrast to the only sort we know as yet, the
Artwork of the Future; albeit, on the other hand, the
Life of the Future itself alone can place that Artwork in
our grasp. To prepare that artwork for the life of the
future—in z4ss resides the most reasonable occupation for
the Artist of the Present; just as in this occupation lies
the only surety for that artwork’s finally appearing in that
life. But ere itself has stepped into full life, we none of
us have reached our goal. When this is reached in the
real Artwork, however, when the thing we willed stands
before our Feeling with a cogence past mistaking, then
also is our Criticism at end; then from critics are we
ransomed into artists and art-enjoying men. And then,
my honoured friend, you may close your Journal for
Music : it dies, because the Artwork lives ! *—

A task so uncommon, so never-yet-been, and yet im-
posed on us by the Necessity of our times—can a Journal
for Music fulfil, in my opinion. In your Will it rests, to
hold this task unshakenly before your eyes; in the ability
of your present and future colleagues, to fulfil it. Gladly
ready am I to range myself among them ; only, it is my
fondest wish to learn that I should be a superfluity. To
my unit self I can bear witness that, according to my
powers, I have in every fashion done my best to break
a pathway for the new departure; to yourself and com-
rades my purely artistic, alike with my quill-driving works
will probably + serve, for some time to come, as stuff and
subject for discussion and development of that departure:
so that I may tell myself that in advance I have done my
share for your journal. Great then would be my delight,
if you shouldn’t require me at all as an active contributor;
not only because just now I feel the utmost need to turn
my undisturbed attention toward a purely artistic project

* ¢ Stark war die Noth, sie starb—doch Siegfried, der genas.” Siegfried,
act i.—TRr.

+ Seeing that Uhlig, among others, was on the staff of the Newe Zeitschrifs.
—T=.
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of large dimensions, but especially because I thereby
should gain the certainty that my convictions anent the
essence of Art were no longer those of a lonely unit, but
had become the reaped possession of an utmost-waxing
number of likeminded friends. Nevertheless I won’t deny
that it may also from time to time become a need of mine,
to impart my theories about some artistic matter: alas!
it has too keenly been brought home to me, that often z4us
alone are misunderstandings to be corrected! May you
keep me, then, a friendly welcome !

So, with the heartiest good wishes for the prosperity of
your undertaking on its new lines, I commend myself to
your constant friendly feeling, as

Yours
sincerely,
Zurich, January 25, 1852,
RICHARD WAGNER.



JUDAISM IN MUSIC.

Pas
Judentbum in der Musik,



Judaism in Music originally appeared in the Neue Zeit-
schrift fiir Musik of September 3 and 6, 1850, above the
signature “ K. Freigedank” (“ K. Free-thought”). Its sub-
sequent history is sufficiently set forth in the accompanying
“Explanations.” [ ought to say, however, that I have taken
the form in which these Explanations are arranged, not from
tke Gesammelte Schriften, buz from the pamphlet published
by ]. ]. Weber, Leipzig, in 1869. In the Ges. Schr. the
article itself appears in Vol. v—where its titlepage bears
the obvious printer's evvor “(1852)”—whereas the “ Ex-
Planations,” i.e. the dedication and appendiz, are given in their
due chronologic order, thevefore in Vol. viis. For the English
reader I believe the connected form will prove the more con-
venient.

I may add that, before publishing it above kis own name
in 1869, Wagner carefully revised the wording of the original
article—not without stating the fact in that edition. As the
present version is from the text of 1869 (unaltered in the
Ges. Schr., except for such clerical changes as the substitu-
tion of “k” and “8” for the “c” in words of Romanic
derivation, and “unseve” for “unsye”) I have indicated
in footnotes all the really smportant variants.

TRANSLATOR’S NOTE.



SOME EXPLANATIONS CONCERNING
“JUDAISM IN MUSIC”

(To Madame Marie Muchanoff, née Countess Nesselrode).
mIOST HONOURED LADY!

In the course of
a recent conversation you put me an astonished
question, as to the cause of the hostility—
incomprehensible to yourself, and so manifestly aiming at
depreciation—which encounters all my artistic doings, more
particularly in the daily Press not only of Germany, but of
France as well, and even England. Here and there I have
stumbled on a like astonishment in the Press itself, in the
report of some non-initiated novice : one believed one must
ascribe to my art-theories a singularly irritant property,
since otherwise one could not understand how I, and always
I, was degraded so persistently, on every occasion and
without the least remorse, to the category of the frivolous,
the simply bungling, and treated in accordance with that
my appointed station.

The following communication, which I allow myself in
answer to your question, not only will throw a light here-
on, but more especially may you gather from it why I
myself must engage in such elucidation. Since you do
not stand alone in your astonishment, I feel called to give
the needful answer to many others besides yourself, and
therefore publicly: to no one of my friends, however,
could I delegate the office, as I know none in so sheltered
and independent a position that I durst draw on him a
hostility like that which has fallen to my daily lot, and
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against which I can so little defend myself, that there is
nothing left for me but just to shew my friends its reason.

Even I myself cannot engage in the task without mis-
givings: they spring, however, not from terror of my
enemies (since, as I have here no residue of hope, so also
have I naught to fear!) but rather from anxiety for certain
self-sacrificing, veritably sympathetic friends, whom Destiny
has brought to me from out the kindred of that national-
religious element of the newer European society whose
implacable hatred I have drawn upon me through dis-
cussion of peculiarities so hard to eradicate from 7z, and
so detrimental to our culture. Yet on the other hand, I
could take courage from the knowledge that these cherished
friends stand on precisely the same footing as myself, nay,
that they have to suffer still more grievously, and even
more disgracefully, under the yoke that has fallen on all
the likes of me: for I cannot hope to make my exposition
quite intelligible, if I do not also throw the needful light
on this yoke of the ruling Jew-society in its crushing-out
of all free movement, of all true human evolution, among
its kith and kin.

In the first place, then, I bring under your notice an
essay which I wrote and published somewhat over eighteen
years ago.*

* This last sentence, naturally enough, was omitted in the Ges. Schr.,
where the two constituents of the pamphlet were relegated to their respective
periods, and where the Dedication was separated from the Appendix merely
by a line (G.S. Vol viii).—Tr.



JUDAISM IN MUSIC*

(1850)

N THE ‘NEUE ZEITSCHRIFT FUR MUSIK’ not
long ago, mention was made of an “ Hebraic
art-taste ”: an attack and a defence of that
expression neither did, nor could, stay lack-
ing. Now it seems to myself not unimport-

ant, to clear up the matter lying at bottom of all this

—a matter either glossed over by our critics hitherto, or

touched with a certain outburst of excitement.t It will

not be a question, however, of saying something new, but
of explaining that unconscious feeling which proclaims
itself among the people as a rdoted dislike of the Jewish
nature ; thus, of speaking out a something really existent,
and by no means of attempting to artfully breathe life into
an unreality through the force of any sort of fancy.

Criticism goes against its very essence, if, in attack or

defence, it tries for anything else.

Since it here is merely in respect of Art, and specially
of Music, that we want to explain to ourselves the popular
dislike of the Jewish nature, even at the present day,
we may completely pass over any dealing with this same
phenomenon in the field of Religion and Politics. In

* To the opening of this article the editor of the Neue Zeitschrift appended
the following footnote : *“ However faulty her outward conformation, we have
always considered it a pre-eminence of Germany’s, a result of her great
learning, that at least in the scientific sphere she possesses intellectual freedom.
This freedom we now lay claim to and rely on, in printing the above essay,
desirous that our readers may accept it in this sense. Whether one shares the
views expressed therein, or not, the author’s breadth of grasp (Genmialitit der
Anschanung) will be disputed by no one.”—TR.

+ *¢ Erregtheit "—in the N.Z. this stood as *‘ Leidenschaftlichkeit,” i.e.
¢ passion.”—TR.
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Religion the Jews have long ceased to be our hated foes,—
thanks to all those who within the Christian religion itself
have drawn upon themselves the people’s hatred.* In
pure Politics we have never come to actual conflict with
the Jews; we have even granted them the erection of a
Jerusalemitic realm, and in this respect we have rather had
to regret that Herr v. Rothschild was too keen-witted
to make himself King of the Jews, preferring, as is well
known, to remain “the Jew of the Kings.” It is another
matter, where politics become a question of Society : here
the isolation of the Jews has been held by us a challenge
to the exercise of human justice, for just so long as in our-
selves the thrust toward social liberation has woken into
plainer consciousness. When we strove for emancipation of
the Jews, however, we virtually were more the champions
of an abstract principle, than of a concrete case : just as all
our Liberalism was a not very lucid mental sport +—since
we went for freedom of the Folk without knowledge of
that Folk itself, nay, with a dislike of any genuine contact
with it—so our eagerness to level up the rights of Jews
was far rather stimulated by a general idea, than by any
real sympathy ; for, with all our speaking and writing in
favour of the Jews' emancipation, we always felt instinct-
ively repelled by any actual, operative contact with
them.

Here, then, we touch the point that brings us closer to
our main inquiry: we have to explain to ourselves the
involuntary repellence possessed for us by the nature and
personality of the Jews, so as to vindicate that instinctive
dislike which we plainly recognise as stronger and more
overpowering than our conscious zeal to rid ourselves
thereof. Even to-day we only purposely belie ourselves,
in this regard, when we think necessary to hold immoral

* In the N.Z this clause ran: ‘‘thanks to our pietists and Jesuits, who
have led the Folk’s entire religious hatred toward themselves, so that with
their eventual downfall Religion, in its present meaning (which has been
rather that of Hate, than Love), will presumably have also come to naught !

—Tr.
+ ¢ Nicht sehr hellsehendes (in the . Z. *‘ luxurises ) Geistesspiel.”—TRr.
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and taboo all open proclamation of our natural repug-
nance against the Jewish nature. Only in quite the latest
times do we seem to have reached an insight, that it is
more rational (verniinftiger) to rid ourselves of that strenu-
ous self-deception,* so as quite soberly instead to view
the object of our violent sympathy and bring ourselves to
understand a repugnance still abiding with us in spite of
all our Liberal bedazzlements.} To our astonishment, we
perceive that in our Liberal battles} we have been floating
in the air and fighting clouds, whereas the whole fair soil
of material reality has found an appropriator whom our
aérial flights have very much amused, no doubt, yet who
holds us far too foolish to reward us by relaxing one
iota of his usurpation of that material soil. Quite imper-
ceptibly the “ Creditor of Kings ” has become the King of
Creeds, and we really cannot take this monarch’s pleading
for emancipation as otherwise than uncommonly natve,
seeing that it is much rather we who are shifted into
the necessity of fighting for emancipation from the Jews.
According to the present constitution of this world, the
Jew in truth is already more than emancipate: he rules,
and will rule, so long as Money remains the power before
which all our doings and our dealings lose their force.
That the historical adversity§ of the Jews and the rapacious
rawness of Christian-German potentates have brought this
power within the hands of Israel’s sons—this needs no
argument of ours to prove. That the impossibility of
carrying farther any natural, any ‘necessary’ and truly
beauteous thing, upon the basis of that stage whereat
the evolution of our arts has now arrived, and without a
total alteration of that basis—that this has also brought
the public Art-taste of our time between the busy fingers
of the Jew, however, is the matter whose grounds we here

*# ¢¢ Selbsttiuschung”; in the N.Z. ¢‘ Liige,” i.e, ¢“lie.”—TR.

+ ¢ Vorspiegelungen ” ; in the M.Z. * Utopien.”—TRr.

% In the N.Z. ““auf gut christlich,” i.e. *‘like good Christians.”—TR.

§ ‘“‘Elend” may also mean ‘“‘exile.” In this sentence the N.Z. had
;Romo-Christian Germans,” in place of * Christian-Germanic potentates,”—

R.
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have to consider somewhat closer. What their thralls had
toiled and moiled to pay the liege-lords of the Roman and
the Medieval world, to-day is turned to money by the
Jew: who thinks of noticing that the guileless-looking
scrap of paper is slimy with the blood of countless genera-
tions? What the heroes of the arts, with untold strain
consuming lief and life, have wrested from the art-fiend
of two millennia of misery, to-day the Jew converts into
an art-bazaar (Kunstwaarenwechsel): who sees it in the
mannered bricabrac, that it is glued together by the hal-
lowed brow-sweat of the Genius of two thousand years ?—

We have no need to first substantiate the be-Jewing
of modern art; it springs to the eye, and thrusts upon
the senses, of itself. Much too far afield, again, should
we have to fare, did we undertake to explain this pheno-
menon by a demonstration of the character of our art-
history itself. But if emancipation from the yoke of
Judaism appears to us the greatest of necessities, we must
hold it weighty above all to prove our forces for this war
of liberation. Now we shall never win these forces from
an abstract definition of that phenomenon ger se, but only
from an accurate acquaintance with the nature of that
involuntary feeling of ours which utters itself as an in-
stinctive repugnance against the Jew’s prime essence.
Through it, through this unconquerable feeling—if we
avow it quite without ado—must there become plain to
us wkat we hate in that essence; what we then know
definitely, we can make head against; nay, through his
very laying bare, may we even hope to rout the demon
from the field, whereon he has only been able to maintain
his stand beneath the shelter of a twilight darkness—a
darkness we good-natured Humanists ourselves have cast
upon him, to make his look less loathly.

The Jew—who, as everyone knows, has a God all to him-
self—in ordinary life strikes us primarily by his outward
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appearance, which, no matter to what European nationality
we belong, has something disagreeably * foreign to that
nationality : instinctively we wish to have nothing in
common with a man who looks like that. This must
heretofore have passed as a misfortune for the Jew: in
more recent times, however, we perceive that in the midst
of this misfortune he feels entirely well ; after all his suc-
cesses, he needs must deem his difference from us a pure
distinction. Passing over the moral side, in the effect of
this in itself unpleasant freak of Nature, and coming to its
bearings upon Art, we here will merely observe that to us
this exterior can never be thinkable as a subject for the art
of re-presentment : if plastic art wants to present us with
a Jew, it mostly takes its model from sheer phantasy,
with a prudent ennobling, or entire omission, of just every-
thing that characterises for us in common life the Jew’s
appearance. But the Jew never wanders on to the theatric
boards : the exceptions are so rare and special, that they
only confirm the general rule. 'We can conceive no repre-
sentation of an antique or modern stage-character by a Jew,
be it as hero or lover, without feeling instinctively the in-
congruity of such a notion.t This is of great weight: a
man whose appearance we must hold unfitted for artistic
treatment—not merely in this or that personality, but
according to his kind in general—neither can we hold him

* This adverb (unangenchm) was preceded in the N.Z. by another, * un-
tiberwindlich,” i.e. ‘ unconquerably” ; whereas *“ instinctively  (unwiliksiriich)
was absent from the next clause.—TRg.

1 Note to the 1869, and later editions :—*‘To be sure, our later experi-
ences of the work done by Jewish actors would afford food for many a disserta-
tion, as to which I here can only give a passing hint. Since the above was
written not only have the Jews succeeded in capturing the Stage itself, but
even in kidnapping the poet’s dramatic progeny ; a famous Jewish ‘‘character-
player " not merely has done away with any representment of the poetic figures
bred by Shakespeare, Schiller, and so forth, but substitutes the offspring of his
own effect-full and not quite un-tendentiose fancy—a thing which gives one the
impression as though the Saviour had been cut out from a painting of the
crucifixion, and a demagogic Jew stuck-in instead. On the stage the falsifica-
tion of our Art has thriven to complete deception; for which reason, also,

Shakespeare & Co. are now spoken of merely in the light of their qualified
adaptability for the stage. —The Editor ” (i.e. Richard Wagner).
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capable of any sort of artistic utterance of his* [inner]
essence.

By far more weighty, nay, of quite decisive weight for
our inquiry, is the effect the Jew produces on us through
his speeck; and this is the essential point at which to
sound the Jewish influence upon Music.+—The Jew speaks
the language of the nation in whose midst he dwells from
generation to generation, but he speaks it always as an
alien. As it lies beyond our present scope to occupy our-
selves with the cause of this phenomenon, too, we may
equally abstain from an arraignment of Christian Civilisa-
tion for having kept the Jew in violent severance from it,
as on the other hand, in touching the sequele of that sever-
ance we can scarcely propose to make the Jews the answer-
able party.} Our only object, here, is to throw light on
the zsthetic character of the said results.—In the first
place, then, the general circumstance that the Jew talks the
modern European languages merely as learnt, and not as
mother tongues, must necessarily debar him from all capa-
bility of therein expressing himself idiomatically, independ-
ently, and conformably to his nature.§ A language, with
its expression and its evolution, is not the work of scattered
units, but of an historical community : only he who has un-
consciously grown up within the bond of this community,
takes also any share in its creations. But the Jew has stood
outside the pale of any such community, stood solitarily
with his Jehova in a splintered, soilless stock, to which all
self-sprung evolution must stay denied, just as even the
peculiar (Hebrarc) language of that stock has been preserved
for him merely as a thing defunct. Now, to make poetry
in a foreign tongue has hitherto been impossible, even to
geniuses of highest rank. Our whole European art and
civilisation, however, have remained to the Jew a foreign
tongue ; for, just as he has taken no part in the evolution

® In the V.Z. *purely human " stood in the place of ** his.”—T&g.

+ The clause after the semicolon did not exist in the N.Z.

4 This sentence occurred as a footnote in the &.Z., and the next sentence
was absent.—TR.

§ In the N.Z., ‘‘in any higher sense.”—TR.
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of the one, so has he taken none in that of the other; but
at most the homeless wight has been a cold, nay more, a
hostile looker-on. In this Speech, this Art, the Jew can
only after-speak and after-patch—not truly make a poem
of his words, an artwork of his doings.

In particular does the purely physical aspect of the
Jewish mode of speech repel us. Throughout an inter-
course of two millennia with European nations, Culture has
not succeeded in breaking the remarkable stubbornness of
the Jewish maturel as regards the peculiarities of Semitic
pronunciation. The first thing that strikes our ear as quite
outlandish and unpleasant, in the Jew’s production of the
voice-sounds, is a creaking, squeaking, buzzing snuffle*:
add thereto an employment of words in a sense quite
foreign to our nation’s tongue, and an arbitrary twisting of
the structure of our phrases—and this mode of speaking
acquires at once the character of an intolerably jumbled
blabber (eines unertriglick verwirrten Geplagpers); so that
when we hear this Jewish talk, our attention dwells invol-
untarily on its repulsive /4ow, rather than on any meaning
of its intrinsic wkat. How exceptionally weighty is this
circumstance, particularly for explaining the impression
made on us by the music-works of modern Jews, must be
recognised and borne in mind before all else. If we hear
a Jew speak, we are unconsciously offended by the entire
want of purely-human expression in his discourse : the cold
indifference of its peculiar “ blubber ” (“ Gelabber’) never
by any chance rises to the ardour of a higher, heartfelt
passion. If, on the other hand, we find ourselves driven to
this more heated expression, in converse with a Jew, he
will always shuffle off, since he is incapable of replying in
kind. Never does the Jew excite himself in mutual inter-
change of feelings with us, but—so far as we are concerned
—only in the altogether special egoistic interest of his
vanity or profit; a thing which, coupled with the wry
expression of his daily mode of speech, always gives to
such excitement a tinge of the ridiculous, and may rouse
* ¢ Ein zischender, schrillender, summsender und murksender Lautausdruck.”
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anything you please in us, only not sympathy with the
interests of the speaker. Though we well may deem it
thinkable that in intercourse with one another, and par-
ticularly where domestic life brings purely-human feelings
to an outburst, even the Jews may be able to give expres-
sion to their emotions in a manner effective enough among
themselves : yet this cannot come within our present
purview, since we here are listening to the Jew who, in the
intercourse of life and art, expressly speaks 20 us.

Now, if the aforesaid qualities of his dialect make the
Jew almost * incapable of giving artistic enunciation to his
feelings and beholdings through Za/#, for such an enuncia-
tion through song his aptitude must needs be infinitely
smaller. Song is just Talk aroused to highest passion :
Music is the speech of Passion. All that worked repel-
lently upon us in his outward appearance and his speech,
makes us take to our heels at last in his Song, providing
we are not held prisoners by the very ridicule of this
phenomenon. Very naturally, in Song—the vividest and
most indisputable expression of the personal emotional-
being—the peculiarity of the Jewish nature attains for us
its climax of distastefulness; and on any natural hypo-
thesis, we might hold the Jew adapted for every sphere
of art, excepting that whose basis lies in Song.

The Jews’ sense of Beholding has never been of such a
kind as to let plastic artists arise among them : from ever
have their eyes been busied with far more practical affairs,
than beauty and the spiritual substance of the world of
forms. We know nothing of a Jewish architect or sculptor
in our times, t+ so far as I am aware: whether recent
painters of Jewish descent have really created (wirklick
geschaffen haben) in their art, I must leave to connoisseurs
to judge; presumably, however, these artists occupy no
other standing toward their art, than that of modern

* In the N.Z. ¢ durchaus,” i.e. “altogether.”—TRg.
+ *“ In our times” did not appear in the N.Z. article.—TRr.
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Jewish composers toward Music—to whose plainer investi-
gation we now will turn,

The Jew, who is innately incapable of enouncing him-
self to us artistically through either his outward appearance
or his speech, and least of all through his singing. has
nevertheless been able in the widest-spread of modern art-
varieties, to wit in Music, to reach the rulership of public
taste.—To explain to ourselves this phenomenon, let us
first consider Zow it grew possible to the Jew to become a
musician.—

From that turning-point in our social evolution where
Money, with less and less disguise, was raised to the virtual
patent of nobility, the Jews—to whom money-making
without actual labour, i.e. Usury, had been left as their
only trade—the Jews not merely could no longer be denied
the diploma of a new society that needed naught but gold,
but they brought it with them in their pockets. Wherefore
our modern Culture, accessible to no one but the well-to-do,
remained the less a closed book to them, as it had sunk
into a venal article of Luxury. Henceforward, then, the
cultured Jew appears in our Society ; his distinction from
the uncultured, the common Jew, we now have closely to
observe. The cultured Jew has taken the most indicible
pains to strip off all the obvious tokens of his lower co-
religionists : in many a case he has even held it wise to
make a Christian baptism wash away the traces of his
origin. This zeal, however, has never got so far as to let
him reap the hoped-for fruits: it has conducted only to
his utter isolation, and to making him the most heartless
of all human beings; to such a pitch, that we have been
bound to lose even our earlier sympathy for the tragic
history of his stock. His connexion with the former com-
rades in his suffering, which he arrogantly tore asunder, it
has stayed impossible for him to replace by a new con-
nexion with that society whereto he has soared up. He
stands in correlation with none but those who need his
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money : and never yet has money thriven to the point of
knitting a goodly bond ’twixt man and man. Alien and
apathetic stands the educated Jew in midst of a society he
does not understand, with whose tastes and aspirations he
does not sympathise, whose history and evolution have
always been indifferent to him. In such a situation have
we seen the Jews give birth to Thinkers: the Thinker is the
backward-looking poet ; but the true Poet is the foretelling
Prophet. For such a prophet-charge can naught equip,
save the deepest, the most heartfelt sympathy with a great,’
a like-endeavouring Community —to whose unconscious
thoughts the Poet gives exponent voice. Completely shut
from this community, by the very nature of his situation ;
entirely torn from all connexion with his native stock—to
the genteeler Jew his learnt and payed-for culture could
only seem a luxury, since at bottom he knew not what to
be about with it.

Now, our modern arts had likewise become a portion of
this culture, and among them more particularly that art
which is just the very easiest to learn—the art of music, and
indeed zkat Music which, severed from her sister arts, had
been lifted by the force and stress of grandest geniuses to
a stage in her universal faculty of Expression where either,
in new conjunction with the other arts, she might speak
aloud the most sublime, or, in persistent separation from
them, she could also speak at will the deepest bathos of
the trivial. Naturally, wkaz the cultured Jew had to
speak, in his aforesaid situation, could be nothing but the
trivial and indifferent, because his whole artistic bent was
in sooth a mere luxurious, needless thing. Exactly as his
whim inspired, or some interest lying outside Art, could he
utter himself now thus, and now otherwise ; for never was
he driven to speak out a definite, a real and necessary
thing, but he just merely wanted to speak, no matter
what *; so that, naturally, the Zow was the only ‘ moment’

* In the N.Z. “but he just merely wanted to speak ” appears to have been
skipped by the printer, leaving a hiatus in the sense ; moreover, after “ no
matter what,” there occurred : *‘sheerly to make his existence noticeable,”
—Tr.
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left for him to care for. At present no art affords such
plenteous possibility of talking in it without saying any
real thing, as that of Music, since the greatest geniuses have
already said whatever there was to say in it as an absolute
separate-art.* When this had once been spoken out, there
was nothing left but to babble after ; and indeed with quite
distressing accuracy and deceptive likeness, just as parrots
reel off human words and phrases, but also with just as
little real feeling and expression as these foolish birds.
Only, in the case of our Jewish music-makers this mimicked
speech presents one marked peculiarity—that of the Jewish
style of talk in general, which we have more minutely
characterised above.

Although the peculiarities of the Jewish mode of speak-
ing and singing come out the most glaringly in the
commoner class of Jew, who has remained faithful to his
fathers’ stock, and though the cultured son of Jewry takes
untold pains to strip them off, nevertheless they shew an
impertinent obstinacy in cleaving to him. Explain this
mishap by physiology as we may, yet it also has its reason
in the aforesaid social situation of the educated Jew. How-
ever much our Luxury-art may float in wellnigh nothing
but the ®ther of our self-willed Phantasy, still it keeps
below one fibre of connexion with its natural soil, with the
genuine spirit of the Folk. The true poet, no matter in
what branch of art, still gains his stimulus from nothing
but a faithful, loving contemplation of instinctive Life, of
that life which only greets his sight amid the Folk. Now,
where is the cultured Jew to find this Folk? Not, surely,
on the soil of that Society in which he plays his artist-
réle? If he has any connexion at all with this Society, it

* In the N.Z. this sentence was continued by :—‘“and this was just the
proclamation of its perfect facxlty for the most manifold Expression, but not an
object of expression in itself (micAt aber eim Ausdruckswerthes se/ész). When
this had happened, and if ome did not propose to express thereby a definite thing,
there was nothing left but to senselessly repeat the talk ; and indeed ” &c.—
Perhaps I may be forgiven for again recalling Wagner’s own parrot, from the
Latters to Uhklig (see Preface to Vol. ii. of the present series). —TR.
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is merely with that offshoot of it, entirely loosened from
the real, the healthy stem ; but this connexion is an en-
tirely loveless, and this lovelessness must ever become
more obvious to him, if for sake of food-stuff for his art he
clambers down to that Society’s foundations: not only
does he here find everything more strange and unintel-
ligible, but the instinctive ill-will of the Folk confronts him
here in all its wounding nakedness, since—unlike its fellow
in the richer classes—it here is neither weakened down nor
broken by reckonings of advantage and regard for certain
mutual interests. Thrust back with contumely from any
contact with this Folk, and in any case completely power-
less to seize its spirit, the cultured Jew sees himself
driven to the taproot of his native stem, where at least an
understanding would come by all means easier to him.
Willy-nilly he must draw his water from this well; yet
only a How, and not a What, tewards his pains. The
Jew has never had an Art of his own, hence never a Life
of art-enabling import (esn Leben von kunstfihigem Gelalte):
an import, a universally applicable, a human import, not
even to-day does it offer to the searcher, but merely a
peculiar method of expression—and that, the method we
have characterised above. Now the only musical expres-
sion offered to the Jew tone-setter by his native Folk, is
the ceremonial music of their Jehova-rites: the Synagogue
is the solitary fountain whence the Jew can draw art-
motives at once popular and #ntelligible to kimself. How-
ever sublime and noble we may be minded to picture to
ourselves this musical Service of God in its pristine purity,
all the more plainly must we perceive that that purity has
been most terribly sullied before it came down to us: here
for thousands of years has nothing unfolded itself through
an inner life-fill, but, just as with Judaism at large, every-
thing has kept its fixity of form and substance. But a
form which is never quickened through renewal of its sub-
stance, must fall to pieces in the end ; an expression whose
content has long-since ceased to be the breath of Feeling,
grows senseless and distorted. Who has not had occasion
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to convince himself of the travesty of a divine service of
song, presented in a real Folk-synagogue? Who has not
been seized with a feeling of the greatest revulsion, of
horror mingled with the absurd, at hearing that sense-
and-sound-confounding gurgle, jodel and cackle, which no
intentional caricature can make more repugnant than as
offered here in full, in nalve seriousness? In latter days,
indeed, the spirit of reform has shewn its stir within this
singing, too, by an attempted restoration of the older purity :
but, of its very nature, what here has happened on the part
of the higher, the reflective Jewish intellect, is just a fruitless
effort from Above, which can never strike Below to such
a point that the cultured Jew—who precisely for his art-
needs seeks the genuine fount of Life amid the Folk—
may be greeted by the mirror of his intellectual efforts
in that fount itself. He seeks for the Instinctive, and not
the Reflected, since the latter is /4és product; and all the
Instinctive he can light on, is just that out-of-joint
expression.

If this going back to the Folk-source is as unpurposed
with the cultured Jew, as unconsciously enjoined upon him
by Necessity and the nature of the thing, as with every
artist : with just as little conscious aim, and therefore with
an insuperable domination of his whole field of view, does
the hence-derived impression carry itself across into his
art - productions. Those * rhythms and melismi of the
Synagogue-song usurp his musical fancy in exactly the
same way as the instinctive possession of the strains and
rhythms of our Folksong and Folkdance made out the
virtualt shaping-force of the creators of our art-music, both
vocal and instrumental. To the musical perceptive-faculty?
of the cultured Jew there is therefore nothing seizable in
all the ample circle of our music, either popular or artistic,
but that which flatters his general sense of the intelligible :
intelligible, however, and so intelligible that he may use it
for his art, is merely That which in any degree approaches

* In the M.Z. *“ wondrous” ; + “unconsciously ” ; + * capacity,” as also
in the preceding sentence where now stands “fancy.”—TRr.
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a resemblance to the said peculiarity of Jewish music. In
listening to either our nalve or our consciously artistic
musical doings, however, were the Jew to try to probe
their heart and living sinews, he would find here really not
one whit of likeness to Zzs musical nature; and the utter
strangeness of this phenomenon must scare him back so
far, that he could never pluck up nerve again to mingle in
our artcreating. Yet his whole position in our midst never
tempts the Jew to so intimate a glimpse into our essence:
wherefore, either intentionally (provided he recognises this
position of his towards us) or instinctively (if he is incap-
able of understanding us at all), he merely listens to the
barest surface of our art, but not to its life-bestowing inner
organism ; and through this apathetic listening alone, can
he trace external similarities with the only thing intel-
ligible to his power of view, peculiar to his special nature.
To him, therefore, the most external accidents on our
domain of musical life and art must pass for its very
essence ; and therefore, when as artist he reflects them
back upon us, his adaptations needs must seem to us out-
landish, odd, indifferent, cold, unnatural and awry ; so that
Judaic works of music often produce on us the impression
as though a poem of Goethe’s, for instance, were being
rendered in the Jewish jargon.

Just as words and constructions are hurled together in
this jargon with wondrous inexpressiveness, so does the
Jew musician hurl together the diverse forms and styles of
every age and every master. Packed side by side, we find
the formal idiosyncrasies of all the schools, in motleyest
chaos. As in these productions the sole concern is Talk-
ing at all hazards, and not the Object which might make
that talk worth doing, so this clatter can only be made at
all inciting to the ear by its offering at each instant a new
summons to attention, through a change of outer expres-
sional means. Inner agitation, genuine passion, each finds
its own peculiar language at the instant when, struggling
for an understanding, it girds itself for utterance: the Jew,
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already characterised by us in this regard, has no true
passion (Letdenschaft), and least of all a passion that might
thrust him on to artcreation. But where this passion is
not forthcoming, tkere neither is any calm (Ruke): true,
noble Calm is nothing else than Passion mollified through
Resignation.* Where the calm has not been ushered in by
passion, we perceive naught but sluggishness (7rdgkest):
the opposite of sluggishness, however, is nothing but that
prickling unrest which we observe in Jewish music-works
from one end to the other, saving where it makes place for
that soulless, feelingless inertia. What issues from the
Jews’ attempts at making Art, must necessarily therefore
bear the attributes of coldness and indifference, even to
triviality and absurdity; and in the history of Modern
Music we can but class the Judaic period as that of final
unproductivity, of stability gone to ruin.

By what example will this all grow clearer to us—ay,
wellnigh what other single case could make us so alive to it,
as the works of a musician of Jewish birth whom Nature had
endowed with specific musical gifts as very few before him ?
All that offered itself to our gaze, in the inquiry into our
antipathy against the Jewish nature; all the contradictori-
ness of this nature, both in itself and as touching us; all
its inability, while outside our footing, to have intercourse
with us upon that footing, nay, even to form a wish to
further develop the things which had sprung from out our
soil : all these are intensified to a positively tragic conflict
in the nature, life, and art-career of the early-taken FELIx
MENDELSsOHN BarTtHOLDY. He has shewn us that a
Jew may have the amplest store of specific talents, may
own the finest and most varied culture, the highest and
the tenderest sense of honour—yet without all these pre-
eminences helping him, were it but one single time, to call

* “Die durch Resignation beschwichtigte Leidenschaft,” In the N.Z. this
ran: ‘“der Genuss der Sittigung wahrer und edler Leidenschaft,” i.e. ¢‘ the
after-taste of true and noble passion satisfied.” The change, or rather advance,
of view-point is highly significant.—TR.
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forth in us that deep, that heart-searching effect which we
await from Art* because we know her capable thereof,
because we have felt it many a time and oft, so soon as
once a hero of our art has, so to say, but opened his
mouth to speak to us. To professional critics, who haply
have reached a like consciousness with ourselves hereon, it
may be left to prove by specimens of Mendelssohn’s art-
products our statement of this indubitably certain thing;
by way of illustrating our general impression, let us here
be content with the fact that, in hearing a tone-piece of
this composer’s, we have only been able to feel engrossed
where nothing beyond our more or less amusement-craving
Phantasy was roused through the presentment, stringing-
together and entanglement of the most elegant, the
smoothest and most polished figures—as in the kaleido-
scope’s changeful play of form and colour {—but never
where those figures were meant to take the shape of deep
and stalwart feelings of the human heart.t In this latter
event Mendelssohn lost even all formal productive-faculty ;
wherefore in particular where he made for Drama, as in
the Oratorio, he was obliged quite openly to snatch at
every formal detail that had served as characteristic token
of the individuality of this or that forerunner whom he
chose out for his model. It is further significant of this
procedure, that he gave the preference to our old master
Bach, as special pattern for his inexpressive modern
tongue to copy. Bach’s musical speech was formed at
a period of our history when Music’s universal tongue was
still striving for the faculty of more individual, more un-
equivocal Expression : pure formalism and pedantry still
clung so strongly to her, that it was first through the

* In the N.Z. *from Music.”—TR.

+ A slight change has been made by our author in the construction of this
sentence, since the time of the Nese Zestschrift article ; but, while improving
the general ‘run,’ it has given rise to almost the sole instance of a *¢false
relation ” in all his prose.—TE.

1 Note to the 1869, and subsequent editions : ¢‘ Of the Neo-Judaic system,
which has been erected on this attribute of Mendelssohnian music as though in
vindication of such artistic falling-off, we shall speak later.”
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gigantic force of Bach’s own genius that her purely human
accents (Ausdruck) broke themselves a vent. The speech
of Bach stands toward that of Mozart, and finally of
Beethoven, in the relation of the Egyptian Sphinx to the
Greek statue of a Man : as the human visage of the Sphinx
is in the act of striving outward from the animal body, so
strives Bach’s noble human head from out the periwig. It
is only another evidence of the inconceivably witless con-
fusion of our luxurious music-taste of nowadays, that we
can let Bach’s language be spoken to us at the selfsame
time as that of Beethoven, and flatter ourselves that there
is merely an individual difference of form between them,
but nowise a real historic distinction, marking off a period
in our culture. The reason, however, is not so far to seek:
the speech of Beethoven can be spoken only by a whole,
entire, warm-breathed human being ; since it was just the
speech of a music-man so perfect, that with the force of
Necessity he thrust beyond Absolute Music—whose do-
minion he had measured and fulfilled unto its utmost
frontiers—and shewed to us the pathway to the fecunda-
tion of every art through Music, as her only salutary
broadening.* On the other hand, Bach’s language can be
mimicked, at a pinch, by any musician who thoroughly
understands his business, though scarcely in the sense of
Bach; because the Formal has still therein the upper hand,
and the purely human Expression is not as yet a factor so
definitely preponderant that its Wkat either can, or must be
uttered without conditions, for it still is fully occupied with
shaping out the How. The washiness and whimsicality of
our present musical style has been, if not exactly brought
about, yet pushed to its utmost pitch by Mendelssohn’s
endeavour to speak out a vague, an almost nugatory Con-
tent as interestingly and spiritedly as possible. Whereas
Beethoven, the last in the chain of our true music-heroes,

* In the M. Z. this stood: ““he yearned to pass beyond Absolute Music
and mount up to a union with her human sister arts, just as the full and

finished Man desires to mount to wide Humanity.”—TRg.
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strove with highest longing, and wonder-working faculty,*
for the clearest, certainest Expression of an unsayable
Content through a sharp-cut, plastic shaping of his tone-
pictures: Mendelssohn, on the contrary, reduces these
achievements to vague, fantastic shadow-forms, midst whose
indefinite shimmer our freakish fancy is indeed aroused,
but our inner, purely-human yearning for distinct artistic
sight is hardly touched with even the merest hope of a fulfil-
ment. Only where an oppressive feeling of this incapacity
seems to master the composer’s mood, and drive him to
express a soft and mournful resignation, has Mendelssohn
the power to shew himself characteristic—characteristic in
the subjective sense of a gentlet individuality that con-
fesses an impossibility in view of its own powerlessness.
This, as we have said, is the tragic trait in Mendelssohn’s
life-history ; and if in the domain of Art we are to give our
sympathy to the sheer personality, we can scarcely deny a
large measure thereof to Mendelssohn, even though the
force of that sympathy be weakened by the reflection that
the Tragic, in Mendelssohn’s situation, hung rather over
him than came to actual, sore and cleansing consciousness.

A like sympathy, however, can no other Jew composer
rouse in us. A farfamed Jewish tone-setter of our day
has addressed himself and products to a section of our
public whose total confusion of musical taste was less to
be first caused by him, than worked out to his profit. The
public of our Opera-theatre of nowadays has for long been
gradually led aside from those claims which rightly should
be addressed, not only to the Dramatic Artwork, but in
general to every work of healthy taste.} The places in
our halls of entertainment are mostly filled by nothing but
that section of our citizen society whose only ground for
change of occupation is utter ‘boredom’ (Langewe:le) : the

* «“Wunderwirkenden Vermogen " and *‘eines unsiglichen Inhaltes” did
not occur in the N.Z.—TR.

+ ¢¢ Zartsinnigen "’—in the N.Z. *‘edlen,” i.e. * noble.”—TR.

+ The last clause, ‘“‘but in general” &c., was absent from the N.Z.
article.—TR.
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disease of boredom, however, is not remediable by sips of
Art; for it can never be distracted of set purpose, but
merely duped into another form of boredom. Now, the
catering for this deception that famous opera-composer
has made the task of his artistic life.* There is no object
in more closely designating the artistic means he has ex-
pended on the reaching of this life’s-aim: enough that, as
we may see by the result, he knew completely how to
dupe ; and more particularly by taking that jargon which
we have already characterised, and palming it upon his
ennuyed audience as the modern-piquant utterance of all
the trivialities which so often had been set before them in
all their natural foolishness. That this composer took
also thought for thrilling situations (Ersckitterungen) and
the effective weaving of emotional catastrophes (Gefikls-
katastrophen), need astonish none who know how neces
sarily this sort of thing is wished by those whose time
hangs heavily upon their hands; nor need any wonde:
that in z4#s his aim succeeded too, if they but will ponder
well the reasons why, in such conditions,+ the whole
was bound to prosper with him. In fact, this composer
pushes his deception so far, that he ends by deceiving him-
self, and perchance as purposely as he deceives his bored
admirers. We believe, indeed, that he honestly would like
to turn out artworks, and yet is well aware he cannot : to
extricate himself from this painful conflict between Will
and Can, he writes operas for Paris, and sends them tour-
ing round the world—the surest means, to-day, of earning
oneself an art-renown albeit not an artist. Under the
burden of this self-deception, which may not be so toilless

* Whoever has observed the shameful indifference and absent-mindedness of
a Jewish congregation, throughout the musical performance of Divine Service
in the Synagogue, may understand why a Jewish opera-composer feels not at
all offended by encountering the same thing in a theatre-audience, and how he
cheerfully can go on labouring for it; for this behaviour, here, must really
seem to Rim less unbecoming than in the house of God.—R. WAGNER.

+ To the N.Z. article there here was added a foot-note: ‘“‘Man so
thun!’ sagt der Berliner,” i.e. ‘“‘It’s to be done !’ as they say in Berlin.”
—Tr.

IIL. G
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as one might think,* he, too, appears to us wellnigh in a
tragic light: yet the purely personal element of wounded
vanity turns the thing into a tragi-comedy, just as in
general the un-inspiring, the truly laughable, is the char-
acteristic mark whereby this famed composer shews his
Jewhood in his music.—

From a closer survey of the instances adduced above—
which we have learnt to grasp by getting to the bottom of
our indomitable objection to the Jewish nature—there
more especially results for us a proof of the imeptitude of
the present musical epock. Had the two aforesaid Jew com-
posers t in truth helped Music into riper bloom, then we
should merely have had to admit that our tarrying behind
them rested on some organic debility that had taken sud-
den hold of us: but not so is the case; on the contrary, as
compared with bygone epochs, the specific musical powers
of nowadays have rather increased than diminished. The
incapacity lies in the spirit of our Art itself, which is long-
ing for another life than the artificial one now toilsomely
upheld for it. The incapacity of the musical art-variesy,
itself, is exposed for us in the art-doings of Mendelssohn,
the uncommonly-gifted specific musician; but the nullity
of our whole public system, its utterly un-artistic claims

* This subsidiary clause did not exist in the #.Z.—T&r.

1 Characteristic enough is the attitude adopted by the remaining Jew
musicians, nay, by the whole of cultured Jewry, toward their two most re-
nowned composers. To the adherents of Mendelssohn, that famous opera-
composer is an atrocity : with a keen sense of honour, they feel how much he
compromises Jewdom in the eyes of better-trained musicians, and therefore
shew no mercy in their judgment. By far more cautiously do that composer’s
retainers express themselves concerning Mendelssohn, regarding more with
envy, than with manifest ill-will, the success he has made in the ‘““more solid”
music-world. To a third faction, that of the composition-at-any-price Jews, it
is their visible object to avoid all internecine scandal, all self-exposure in
general, so that their music-producing may take its even course without
occasioning any painful fuss : the by all means undeniable successes of the great
opera-composer they let pass as worth some slight attention, allowing there is
something in them albeit one can’t approve of much or dub it *“solid.” In
sooth, the Jews are far too clever, not to know how their own goods are lined !
—R. WAGNER.—In the Newe Zestschrift this note formed part of the body of
the text.—Tk.



JUDAISM IN MUSIC. 99

and nature, in the successes of that famous Jewish opera-
composer grow clear for any one to see. These are the
weighty points that have now to draw towards themselves
the whole attention of everyone who means honestly by
Art: here is what we have to ask ourselves, to scrutinise, to
bring to plainest understanding. Whoever shirks this toil,
whoever turns his back upon this scrutiny—either since no
Need impels him to it, or because he waives a lesson that
possibly might drive him from the lazy groove of mindless,
feelingless routine—even him we now include in that same
category, of “ Judaism in Music.”* The Jews could never
take possession of this art, until #2a¢ was to be exposed in
it which they now demonstrably have brought to light—
its inner incapacity for life. So long as the separate art of
Music had a real organic life-need in it, down to the epochs
of Mozart and Beethoven, there was nowhere to be found
a Jew composer : it was impossible for an element entirely
foreign to that living organism to take part in the for-
mative stages of that life. Only when a body’s inner
death is manifest, do outside elements win the power of
lodgment in it—yet merely to destroy it. Then indeed
that body’s flesh dissolves into a swarming colony of
insect-life : but who, in looking on that body’s self, would
hold it still for living? The spirit, that is: the /ife, has
fled from out that body, has sped to kindred other bodies;
and this is all that makes out Life. In genuine Life alone
can we, too, find again the ghost of Art, and not within its
worm-befretted carcase.—

I said above, the Jews had brought forth no true poet.
‘We here must give a moment’s mention, then, to HEINRICH
Heine. At the time when Goethe and Schiller sang
among us, we certainly know nothing of a poetising Jew:
at the time, however, when our poetry became a lie, when
every possible thing might flourish from the wholly un-

* In the N.Z. this ran: *of Judaism in 47, whereto the actual Jews have
merely given its most obvious physiognomy, but in nowise its intrinsic mean-
ing. The Jews could never take possession of our art " &c.—T&.
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poetic element of our life, but no true poet—then was it
the oftice of a highly-gifted poet-Jew to bare with fascinat-
ing taunts thar lie, that bottomless aridity and jesuitical
hypocrisy of our Versifying which still would give itself the
airs of true poesis. His famous musical congeners, too,
he mercilessly lashed for their pretence to pass as artists;
no make-believe could hold its ground before him : by the
remorseless demon of denial of all that seemed worth
denying was he driven on without a rest,* through all the
mirage of our modern self-deception, till he reached the
point where in turn he duped himself into a poet, and was
rewarded by his versified lies being set to music by our
own composers.—He was the conscience of Judaism,
just as Judaism is the evil conscience of our modern
Civilisation.

Yet another Jew have we to name, who appeared among
us as a writer. From out his isolation as a Jew, he came
among us seeking for redemption : he found it not, and
had to learn that only witk our redemption, too, into genuine
Manlwood, would he ever find it. To become Man at once
with us, however, means firstly for the Jew as much as
ceasing to be Jew. And this had B6rNE done. Yet Bérne,
of all others, teaches us that this redemption can not be
reached in ease and cold, indifferent complacence, but costs
—as cost it must for us—sweat, anguish, want, and all the
dregs of suffering and sorrow. Without once looking back,
take ye your part in this regenerative work of deliverance
through self-annulment t; then are we one and un-dis-
severed! But bethink ye, that one only thing can redeem
you from the burden of your curse: the redemption of
Ahasuerus—Going under !

* In the V. Z. there appeared : ‘‘in cold, contemptuous complacency,” and
the sentence ended at the * self-deception”—a footnote being added, as
follows : ‘What he lied himself, our Jews laid bare again by setting it to
music.” Moreover in place of *‘ seemed ”’ there stood ““is,” and in the next
sentence the predicate ¢ evil ” did not occur.—TRr.

t In the #.Z. : ‘‘an diesem selbstvernichtenden, blutigen Kampfe.”—TR.



APPENDIX TO «“]JUDAISM IN MUSIC.”*

JIN the year 1850 I published in the Nexe
Zeitschrift fiir Musik an essay upon “ Judaism
in Music,” + wherein I sought to fathom the
significance of this phenomenon in our art-life.

Even to-day it is almost incomprehensible
to me, how my recently departed friend FraNz BRENDEL,
the editor of that journal, made up his mind to dare
the publication of this article: in any case the so earnest-
minded, so throughly staunch and honest man, taking
nothing but the cause in eye, had no idea that he thus was
doing aught beyond just giving needful space to the dis-
cussion of a very notable question connected with the
history of Music. However, its result soon taught him
the kind of people he had to do with.—In consequence of
the many years of rightly and deservedly honoured work
which Mendelssohn had spent in Lezpzig—at whose Musical
Conservatorium Brendel filled the post of a Professor
—that city had received a virtual Jewish baptism of
music: as a reviewer once complained, the blond variety
of musician had there become an ever greater rarity, and
the place, erewhile an actively distinguished factor in our
German life through its university and important book-
trade, was learning even to forget the most natural sym-
pathies of local patriotism so willingly evinced by every
other German city; it was exclusively becoming the

*® The above title I have introduced in order to mark the division between
the article of 1850 and that of 1869.—TR.

+ Note to the 1873 edition (Ges. Schr., vol. viii)—*‘ See volume v ot my
Collected Essays and Poems.”—In the 1869 edition this paragraph ran as
follows : *“The essay which appears above—unchanged in its essentials—I

published somewhat over eighteen years ago in the ‘ Newe Zeitschrift fir
Musik,’ as mentioned in my opening statement.”—TR.
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metropolis of Jewish music. The storm, which now rose
over Brendel, reached the pitch of menacing his civic life
itself : with difficulty did his firmness, and the quiet
strength of his convictions, succeed in forcing folk to leave
him in his post at the Conservatoire.

What helped him soon to outward peace, was a very
characteristic turn the matter took, after the first imprudent
foam of wrath on the part of the offended.

Should occasion arise, I had by no means intended to
deny my authorship of the article: I merely wished to
prevent the question, broached most earnestly and ob-
jectively by myself, from being promptly shifted to the
purely personal realm—a thing, in my opinion, to be im-
mediately expected if my name, as that of a “composer
indubitably envious of the fame of others,” were dragged
into play from the outset. For this reason I had signed
the article with a pseudonym, deliberately cognisable as
such: K. Freigedank [i.e. “ K. Freethought”]. To Brendel
I had imparted my intention in this regard : he was cour-
ageous enough to steadfastly allow the storm to rage
around himself, in place of conducting it across to me—a
course of action which would have freed him at once from
all the pother. Soon I detected symptoms, nay plain indica-
tions, that people had recognised me as the author: no
charges of the kind did I ever oppose with a denial. Here-
by folk learnt enough, to make them entirely change their
pridr tactics. Hitherto, at any rate, only the clumsier
artillery of Judaism had been brought into the field against
my article: no attempt had been made to bring about a
rejoinder in any intelligent, nay even any decent fashion.
Coarse sallies, and abusive girdings at a medieval Jud=o-
phobia—ascribed to the author, and so shameful for our
own enlightened times—were the only thing that had come
to show, beyond absurd distortions and falsifications of the
article itself. But now a change of front was made. Un-
doubtedly the higher Jewry was taking up the matter.
To these gentry the chief annoyance was the notice roused :
so soon as ever my name was known, one had to fear that
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its introduction would merely increase that notice. A
simple means of avoiding this result had been put into
their hands, through my having substituted for my own
name a pseudonym. Now it seemed advisable hencefor-
ward to ignore me as the essay’s author, and at like time
to smother all discussion of the thing itself. On the con-
trary, I was very well attackable on altogether other sides:
I had published essays on Art and had written operas,
which latter I presumably should like to get performed.
On this domain a systematic defamation and persecution
of me, with total suppression of the disagreeable Judaism-
question, at any rate held out a promise of my wished-for
chastisement.

It would surely be presumptuous of me—seeing that, at
that time, I was living at Zurich in complete retirement—
to attempt a more exact account of the inner machinery
set in motion for the inverse Jewish persecution, then com-
menced against myself, and later carried into ever wider
circles. I will merely recite experiences that are already
public property. After the production of Lokengrin at
Weimar, in the summer of 1850, certain men of considerable
literary and artistic standing, such as ApoLr Stanr and
Roeerr FRranz, auspiciously came forward in the Press,
to direct the attention of the German public to my self
and work; even in musical papers of dubious tendency
there peeped momentous declarations in my favour. But,
on the part of each several author this happened exactly
and only once. They promptly relapsed into silence, and
in further course behaved, comparatively speaking, even
hostilely towards me. On the other hand, a friend and
admirer of Herr Ferdinand Hiller, a certain Professor
BiscHOFF, shot up in the Kolnische Zestung as founder of
the system of defamation henceforward carried-out against
me: this gentleman laid hold on my art-writings, and
twisted my idea of an “ Artwork of the Future” into the
absurd pretension of a-“ Music of the Future” (“ Zukunfis-
musik"), a music, forsooth, which would haply sound quite
well in course of time, however ill it might sound just now.



104 RICHARD WAGNER'S PROSE WORKS.

Not a word said he of Judaism ; on the contrary, he plumed
himself on being a Christian and offspring of a Superin-
tendent. I, on the other hand, had dubbed Mozart, and
even Beethoven, a bungler; wanted to do away with
Melody; and would let naught but psalms be sung in
future.

Even to-day, respected lady, you will hear nothing but
these saws, whenever people talk of “ Music of the Future.”
Think, then, with what gigantic pertinacity this ridiculous
calumny must have been kept erect and circulated, seeing
that in almost the entire European Press, despite the actual
spread and popularity of my operas, it crops up at once
with renovated strength—as undisputed as irrefutable—so
soon as ever my name is mentioned.

Since such nonsensical theories could be attributed to
me, naturally the musical works which thence had sprung
must be also of the most offensive character: let their
success be what it might, the Press still held its ground
that my music must be as abominable as my Theory.
This was the point, then, to lay the stress on. The world
of cultured Intellect must be won over to this view. It
was effected through a Viennese jurist, a great friend of
Music’s and a connoisseur of Hegel’s Dialectics, who more-
over was found peculiarly accessible through his—albeit
charmingly concealed— Judaic origin.* He, too, was one
of those who at first had declared themselves for me with
a wellnigh enthusiastic penchant (Veigung): his conversion
took place so suddenly and violently, that I was utterly
aghast at it. This gentleman now wrote a booklet on the
“ Musically-Beautiful,” in the which he played into the hands
of Music-Judaism with extraordinary skill. In the first
place by a highly-finished dialectic form, that had all the

* In the Deutsche Rundschau for January of this year (1894) Dr Hanslick
says (p. 56): “‘It would simply be flattering to me, to be burnt by Pater
Arbuez Wagner on the same pile with MENDELSSOHN and MRYERBEER ;
unfortunately I must decline this distinction, since my father and all his
ancestors, so far as one can trace them, were arch-Catholic peasant-sons,
moreover from a countryside where Judaism has only been known in the shape
of a wandering peddler.,”—T&z.
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look of the finest philosophic spirit, he deceived the whole
Intellect of Vienna into supposing that for once in a way
a prophet had arisen in its midst: and this was the desired
chief-effect. For what he coated with this elegant dialectic
paint were the trivialest of commonplaces, such as can gain
a seeming weight on no other field than one, like that of
Music, where men have always merely drivelled so soon
as they began to asthetise about it. It surely was no
mighty feat, to set up the “Beautiful” as Music’s chief
postulate : but, if the author did it in such a manner as
to astonish all men at his brilliant wisdom, then he might
succeed in doing a thing by all means harder, namely in
establishing modern Jewish music as the sterling “beauti-
ful ” music ; and at a tacit avowal of that dogma he arrived
quite imperceptibly, inasmuch as to the chain of Haydn,
Mozart and Beethoven he linked on Mendelssohn in
the most natural way in the world—nay, if one rightly
understands his theory of “the Beautiful,” he implicitly
allotted to the last-named the comforting significance of
having happily restored the due arrangement of the
Beauty-web, to some extent entangled by his immediate
predecessor, Beethoven. So soon as Mendelssohn had
been lifted to the throne—which was to be achieved
with special grace through placing by his side a few
Christian notabilities, such as Robert Schumann—it be-
came possible to get a good deal more believed, in the
realm of Modern Music. Above all, however, the already-
pointed-out main object of the whole @sthetic undertaking
was now attained : through his ingenious booklet the author
had rooted himself in general respect, and had thereby
gained a position which gave importance to him when, as
a bewondered asthete, he now appeared as a reviewer,
too, in the best-read political paper, and straightway pro-
nounced myself and my artistic doings completely null and
nugatory. That he was not at all misled by the great
applause my works obtained among the public, must give
him but a larger nimbus; item, he thus succeeded (or
others succeeded through him, if you will) in getting just
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this tone about me adopted as the fashion, at least so
far as newspapers are read throughout the world—this
tone which it has so astonished you, most honoured lady,
to meet where’er you go. Nothing but my contempt for
all the great masters of Tone, my warfare against Melody,
my horrible mode of composition, in short “ The Music of
the Future,” was thenceforth the topic of everybody’s talk :
about that article on “ Judaism in Music,” however, there
never again appeared a word. On the other hand, as one
may observe with all such rare and sudden works of con-
version, this [Dieser— ? “he”] produced its effect all the
more successfully in secret: it [?“he”] became the
Medusa’s head which was promptly held before everyone
who evinced a heedless leaning toward me.

Truly not quite uninstructive for the Culture-history of
our day would it be, to trace this curious propaganda a
little closer ; since there hence arose in the realm of Music
—so0 gloriously occupied by the Germans heretofore—a
strangely branched and most dissimilarly constructed party,
which positively seems to have insured itself a joint un-
productivity and impotence.

You next will surely ask, respected lady, how it came
that the indisputable successes which have fallen to my lot,
and the friends my works have manifestly won me, could
in no way be used for combating those hostile machinations?

This is not quite easy to reply-to in a word er two. In
the first place, however, you shall learn how matters went
with my greatest friend and warmest advocate, Franz
Liszr. Precisely through the splendid self-reliance which
he shewed in all his doings, he furnished the ambushed
enemy, ever alert for the puniest coign of vantage, with just
the weapons they required. What the enemy so urgently
wanted, the secreting of the to them so irksome Judaism-
question, was quite agreeable to Liszt as well; but natur-
ally for the converse reason, namely to keep an embitter-
ing personal reference aloof from an honest art-dispute—
whereas it was the other side’s affair to keep concealed
the motive of a dishonest fight, the key to all the calumnies
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launched-out on us. Thus the ferment of the whole com-
motion remained unmentioned by our side, too. On the
contrary, it was a jovial inspiration of Liszt’s, to accept
the nickname fastened on us, of “Zukunftsmusiker”
(“Musicians of the Future”), and adopt it in the sense
once taken by the “ Gueuzx” of the Netherlands. Clever
strokes, like this of my friend’s, were highly welcome to the
enemy : on this point, then, they hardly needed any more
to slander, and the title “Zukunftsmusiker” cut out a
most convenient path for getting at the ardent, never-rest-
ing artist. With the falling-away of an erewhile cordially-
devoted friend, a great violin-virtuoso on whom the
Medusa-head would seem to have also worked at last,
there began that seething agitation against Franz Liszt,
who magnanimously heeded no attack, whence'er it came
—that agitation which prepared for him the undeception
and embitterment wherein at last he put an end for ever
to his splendid efforts to found in Weimar a furthering
home for Music.

Are you, honoured lady, less astonished at the persecu-
tions to which our great friend was subjected, in his time,
than at those which have taken myself for mark >—Perhaps
what might mislead you, then, is that Liszt had certainly
drawn down on himself the envy, above all, of his German
colleagues left behind him, through the brilliance of his
outward artistic career; moreover, through giving up the
racecourse of the Virtuoso, and through his hitherto having
made mere preparations for an appearance as creative
musician, that he had given fairly intelligible rise to a
doubt, so easy to be nursed by envy, as to his real voca-
tion for that status. I believe, however, that what I shall
refer-to later will prove that at the real bottom of the
matter this doubt, no less than was the case with my own
imputed theories, gave but the merest pretext to the war
of persecution : in the one case as in the other, it would
have sufficed that they should be looked into more closely,
and compared with a correct impression of our doings, for
the question to have been at once removed to quite another
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standpoint ; then, one could have criticised, discussed, and
spoken for and against—in the long run something would
have been the upshot. But that’s just what all the talk
was 7ot about; and just this closer viewing of the new
appearances one did not want to let occur. No, with a
vulgarity of expression and insinuation the like whereof
has never shewn itself in a kindred case, the whole army of
the Press indulged in such a howling and a shrieking, that
any human decency of argument was quité past thinking
of. And thus it is that I assure you:—what Liszt has
encountered, also, is a proceed of the workings of that
article on “ Judaism in Music.”

However, even we ourselves did not discover this at
once. At all times there are so many interests opposed to
new departures, nay making for an out-and-out crusade
against each thing implied therein, that we, too, believed
we here had but to do with vis zmertie and an art-traffic
jogged from out its wonted ease. Since the attacks pro-
ceeded for the most part from the Press, and indeed from
the great and influential political Daily-press, those of our
friends who had been made anxious by the public’s being
given a bias against Liszt’s ensuing first appearance as
instrumental composer, thought it their bounden duty to
take corrective steps: but, leaving out of count a few
blunders which were thus committed, it soon grew evident
that not even the most sober notice of a Lisztian com-
position could find an entry to the greater journals, all
places here being taken in advance and in a hostile sense.
Now, who will tell me seriously that this attitude of the
great papers evinced an apprehension of possible harm to
be wrought the good German art-taste through a new
departure? I have lived to find that in one of these
respected sheets it was impossible for me to even mention
Offenbach in the way befitting him: in this instance, who
can dream of a care for the artistic taste of Germany? So
far had the matter got: we were completely barred-out
from the greater German Press. But to whom belongs this
Press? Our Liberals and Men of Progress have terribly
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to smart for being cast by the Old-Conservative party into
one pot with Judaism and its specific interests: when the
Ultramontanes ask what right has a Press conducted by
the Jews to interfere in matters of the Christian Church,
there lies a fatal meaning in the question, which at any
rate is founded on an accurate knowledge of the wires that
pull those leading journals.

The remarkable thing about it is, that this knowledge is
patent to everyone else ; for who has not made the experi-
ence for himself? I am not in a position to say how far
this state of things applies to larger matters of Politics,
though the Bourse affords a tolerably open index to the
situation : but on this realm of Music given over to the
most disgraceful cackle no man of insight has the smallest
doubt that everyone is subject to a very curious discipline,
whose following in the remotest circles, and with uniform
punctiliousness, lets one argue to a most energetic manage-
ment and organisation. In Paris, in particular, I was
amazed to find this watchful management a positively
open secret : there everyone has some astounding tale to
tell you of it, especially as touching the extremely minute
precautions against the secret being openly denounced at
least, now that it is exposed to indiscretion through too
many sharing in its knowledge; so that every tiniest
cranny, through which it might leak into some journal,
has now been stopped, were it only by a visiting-card in
the keyhole of a garret. Here too, then, everyone obeyed
his orders precisely as in the best-drilled army while a
fight is on: you have already made acquaintance with this
platoon-fire of the Paris press, aimed against me under
command of Care for Good Taste in Art.—In London,
some years ago, I met more frankness on this point. As
immediately on my arrival the musical critic of the Zimes
(I beg you to remember what a colossal world-sheet I here
have named !) rained down on me a hail of insults, so in the
further course of his effusions Herr Davison did not hesi-
tate to hold me up to public odium as blasphemer of the



110 RICHARD WAGNER’S PROSE WORKS.

greatest composers for reason of their Judaism.* By this
disclosure he at any rate had more to win than lose, for
his own standing with the English public: on the one
side, because of the great esteem which Mendelssohn
enjoys in England, above all places; on the other, per-
haps, because of the peculiar character of the English
nation, which to experts seems more grounded on the old
testament, than on the new.—Only in St. Petersburg and
Moscow did I find the terrain of the musical press still
overlooked by Jewry: there I lived to see a miracle—for
the first time in my life, was I taken up by the newspapers
quite as much as by the public, whose good reception, I
may add in general, the Jews had nowhere been able
to spoil for me save in my father-city, Leipzig, where the
public simply stayed away.

Through its ridiculous aspects this portion of my story
has almost betrayed me into a jesting tone, which I must
give up, however, if I am to permit myself, respected lady,
to finally draw your attention to its very earnest side ; and
this, in your eyes, will probably commence exactly where
we look away from my persecuted person, and take in eye
the effects of that singular persecution upon the spirit of
our Art itself.

To strike that path, I first must touch once more ex-
pressly on my personal interest. Just now I mentioned
incidentally, that the persecution put upon me by the Jews
had not as yet been able to estrange the public from me,
and that everywhere the public welcomed me with warmth.
This is correct. I here must add, however, that that per-
secution at all events is calculated, if not to bar my way to

* Without in any way attempting to defend the late Mr J. W. Davison for his
sometimes savage, sometimes jocularattackson Richard Wagner in 1855, itshould
not be forgotten that our author confessedly knew very little English, and there-
fore must have largely depended on his London friends (of that time) to read
Davison’s articles into German for him—a proceeding open to all the usual
dangers attendant on translation—while, on the other hand, a most clumsy
and injudicious personal attack had been opened on Davison in an American
paper, even before Wagner's arrival in this country and certainly without his
knowledge, by one of those London friends (the late Fred Praeger).—TR.
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the public, yet to make it so difficult that on this side too,
at last, the success of the enemy’s efforts may very well
promise to become complete. You already see that al-
though my earlier operas have broken an entrance to
almost every German theatre, and are given there with
steady success, each of my newer works encounters an
impassive, nay, a defiant attitude on the part of those self-
same theatres: my earlier works, forsooth, had forced
themselves upon the stage defore that Jewish agitation, and
their success was no longer to be got the better of. But,
so the story ran, my new works were composed on the
lines of my later-published “senseless” theories; I thus
had fallen from my earlier state of innocence; and no one
more could listen to my music. Just as Judaism in general
could only root itself among us through profiting of the
defects and weaknesses in our social system, so also here the
agitation lightly found a soil—ingloriously enough for us!
—already laid-out for its ultimate success. In whose hands
is the conduct of our theatres, and what tendence do these
theatres pursue? On this point I have spoken my mind
both often and enough, and only the other day again, in a
larger treatise on “ German Art and German Politics,” I set
forth at some length the multifarious reasons for the down-
fall of our theatric art. Do you imagine that I therewith
made myself a favourite in the spheres concerned? Only
with the greatest reluctance, as they themselves have veri-
fied, do theatrical administrations nowadays embark on
the production of a new work of mine* They might,

* It would be not uninstructive, and at any rate would afford a glimpse into
our art-affairs, if I gave you particulars of the behaviour which, to my genuine
astonishment, I had lately to experience on the part of the two largest
theatres, those of Berl/sn and Vienna, with regard to my ‘‘ Meistersinger.” 1In
my negotiations with the manager of these Court-theatres it needed some little
time before I saw through the dodgery employed there, and found that not
only were they trying to get out of giving my work, but also to prevent its
being given elsewhere. You thence would plainly see that it is a question of
a fixed determination, and that a veritable terror was manifestly felt at the
bare idea of a new work of mine appearing. Some-day, perhaps, it may
entertain you to hear a few more details from my region of experiences.—
R. WAGNER.
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however, have their hands forced through the universally
favourable attitude of the public toward my operas ; how
welcome then must be the excuse so lightly to be drawn
from the fact that my later works, you see, are so universally
contested by the Press, and especially by its most influential
section! Don’t you already hear the cry sent-up from
Paris, why on earth one should think necessary to attempt
the in itself so difficult task of importing my operas into
France, seeing my artistic rank is not so much as recog-
nised in my native land ?—This state of matters, however,
is still further aggravated by my actually not offering my
later works to any theatre ; on the contrary, to my haply
sought consent to the production of a new work I am com-
pelled to attach conditions never held needful before—
namely the fulfilment of certain demands, intended to
insure me a really correct performance.* And here I
touch on the most serious aspect of the commingling of the
Jewish essence in our art-affairs.

In that essay upon Judaism I concluded by shewing
that it was the feebleness and incapacity of the post-
Beethovenian period of our German music-producing, that
admitted of the commingling of the Jews therein: all
those musicians of ours who found in the washings of the
great plastic style of Beethoven the ingredients for prepar-
ing that newer, shapeless, sickly mannerism, ground down
and plastered with the semblance of solidity, wherein they
plodded on in mawkish comfort, without a life, without a
strife—all these I set down as thoroughly included in my
sketch of Music-Jewdom, let them belong to any nationality
they pleased. This singular community it is, that nowa-
days embraces nearly everyone who composes music, and—
alas! too—who conducts it. I fancy many of them were
honestly confused and frightened by my writings: it was
on their sincere bewilderment and perplexity that the Jews,
enraged by my aforesaid article, laid hold for sake of

* Only through my momentarily letting fall these demands out of imperative
regard for my publisher, could I lately move the Dresdens Court-theatre to under-
take the production of my Meistersinger.—R. WAGNER.
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promptly cutting short all decorous discussion of my re-
maining theoretic essays, seeing there had already been
shewn some notable beginnings of such a thing on the part
of honest German musicians. With that pair of catch-
words was stifled every fruitful, every explanatory and
formative debate and mutual clearing of the ground.—In
consequence, however, of the devastations wrought by the
Hegelian Philosophy in German heads, so prone to ab-
stract meditation, the same feeble spirit had taken lodg-
ment on this domain [i.e. of Philosophy] as well as on its
annexe, of Asthetics, after Kant’s great thought—so in-
telligently used by Schiller as basis for @sthetic views
upon the Beautiful—had been pushed aside by a dreary
jumble of dialectic nothings. Even on this side, however,
I met at first an inclination to enter honestly upon the
views laid down in my art-writings. But that above-named
pamphlet of Dr Hanslick in Vienna, upon the “Musically-
Beautiful,” just as it had been composed for a definite
purpose, had also been brought with hottest haste into
such celebrity that one can scarcely blame a blond and
pure-bred German Asthetician, Herr Vischer—who had
plagued his brain to find a writer for the rubric “ Music”
in a grand ‘system’ he was working out—if he associated
himself, for convenience and safety’s sake, with the so very
much belauded Vienna Music-@sthete : for his grand work
he handed over to him the execution of that article on a
subject which he confessed to knowing nothing about.* So
the musical Jew-Beauty took its seat in the heart of a full-
blooded German system of Asthetics, a fact which helped
the more to increase the renown of its creator, as it now was
lauded by the journals at the top of their voice, but, owing
to its great un-entertainingness, was read by no one. Under
enhanced protection through this new and altogether Chris-
tian-German fame, the musical Jew-Beauty was now up-
lifted to a thorough dogma ; the most intricate and hardest

* This was told me long ago, at Zurich, by Professor VISCHER himself; in
what degree of personal directness the co-operation of Herr Hanslick was
drawn upon, I was not informed. —R. WAGNER. .

II1. H
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questions of Musical ZEsthetics, whereon the greatest
philosophers had always expressed themselves with doubt
and hesitancy whene'er occasion called for serious judg-
ment—these questions were henceforward taken up by
Jews, and by bamboozled Christians, with such confidence
that to anyone who really wanted to think about the thing,
and particularly to account for the overpowering effect of
Beethoven’s music on his feelings, it must almost seem as
though he were listening to the wrangle for the Saviour's
garments at the foot of the Cross—a subject the famous
bible-student, David Strauss, might presumably expound
with just as great discernment as Beethoven’s Ninth
Symphony.

Now this all must have at last the broader issue, that
any attempt of ours to fortify the ever-slackening nerves of
Art—as against this fussy, unproductive twaddle—was met
not only with the natural obstacles which uprear them-
selves in every age, but also with a fully-organised Opposi-
tion, wellnigh the only function wherein the elements
involved had power to shew activity. If we seemed
silenced and resigned, in the other camp there went on
nothing that could properly be regarded as a Willing, an
Endeavouring or Producing : rather did the very party
which pinned its faith to pure Jew-music-beauty let any-
thing take place that pleased, and every new calamity & /z
Offenback rain down upon our German art-life, without so
much as turning on its side—a thing which they, at any
rate, will find quite “ selbstverstindlich ” [“self-intelligible”].
On the contrary if anyone, like myself for instance, was
prompted by some emboldening chance to lay hand on
given artistic forces and lead them into energetic action,
you must have heard, respected lady, the hubbub raised on
every side. Then came real fire and flame within the tents
of modern Israel! Above all, once more, was it astonish-
ing to hear the contemptuous, the quite dishonouring tone
—inspired, as I believe, not simply by blind passion, but
by a shrewdest reckoning of its inevitable effect upon the
patrons of my undertakings ; for who does not feel hurt at
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last by the disdainful tone employed in general toward
a man one honours with the highest trust fore all the
world? * Everywhere and in every combination necessary
to employ for complex undertakings, the quite natural
elements of ill-will on the part of persons unconcerned (or
perhaps, of those too vitally concerned) are present: how
easy is it made then, by that contemptuous attitude of the
Press, for these people to set my undertaking in a dubious
light even in the eyes of its protectors! Can anything like
this occur in France, to a Frenchman honoured by the public;
in Italy, to an acclaimed Italian composer? This thing,
which could happen only to a German in Germany, was so
new that certainly the reasons for it are for the first time
now to be sought out. You, respected lady, were filled
with wonder at it ; but those who, for the matter of that,
are unconcerned with this seeming strife of bare art-
interests, and yet have other grounds for hindering under-
takings such as those I set on foot—these people wonder
not, but find the whole thing natural enough.t

So the result is this: an ever more persistent hindrance
of each enterprise that might lend my works and labours
an influence on our present state of musical and theatric
art.

Is that anything of consequence ?—In my opinion, muck ;
and I believe I am saying this without pretension. That I

* The reference is evidently to King Ludwig II of Bavaria.—TR.

+ Of this you may form a very adequate notion, and of the way in which
these last-named gentry employ the fashionable tone in my regard to obstruct
all furtherance of each my enterprise, if you will only take the trouble to
peruse the feuilleton of the recent New-Year’s number of the *‘ Séddeutsche
Presse,” just sent to me from Munich. Herr JuLius FROBEL there calmly
denounces me to the Bavarian Government as founder of a sect that proposes
to do away with State and Religion, and replace it all by an Opera-theatre
whence to reign ; a sect, moreover, that raakes for satisfaction of ‘‘ Tartuffian
lust ” (Befriedigung * muckerhafter Geliiste”).—The deceased HEBBEL once
described to me the peculiar lowness of the Viennese comedian Nestroy, by
saying that a rose must necessarily stink if this person had but smelt atit. How
the idea of Love, as keystone of Society, may figure in the brain of a Julius
Frobel, we here may see with like effect.—But don’t you understand, again,
how cleverly a thing like this is reckoned to rouse that disgust which makes
the slandered man himself disdain to smite the slanderer >—R. WAGNER.
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may venture to set a certain store by my own efforts, I
perceive from this one fact :—how earnestly all comment
is avoided, on those publications to which I have been
impelled from time to time in this regard.

I told you how, at first—before the commencement of
this so expertly mantled agitation of the Jews against
myself—there had been shewn beginnings of an honour-
ably German treatment and discussion of the views I had
laid down in my writings upon Art. Let us suppose that
this agitation had not supervened, or—to give everyone
fair play—that it openly and honourably had kept to
its immediate cause: then we reasonably might ask our-
selves what shape the thing would have taken, on the
analogy of kindred episodes in the life of unmixed German
Culture? I am not so optimistic as to imagine that very
much would have been the issue ; but surely something was
to have been awaited, and at any rate something other than
the actual result. If we rightly understand the signs, the
period of concentration had set in, both for poetic Litera-
ture and for Music, when the legacies of matchless masters,
who in serried ranks make out the great re-birth of German
Art itself, were to be realised for the common good of all
the nation, of all the world. In what preciser sense this
conversion would be operated—that was the only question.
And it was for Music that it shaped itself the most impera-
tively: for here, above all through the later periods of
Beethoven’s creation, a whole new phase of evolution had
entered for the art, a phase that overtopped all views and
suppositions nursed by her before. Under the lead of
Italian vocalism, Music had become an art of sheer agree-
ableness: one thus entirely denied to her the power of
giving herself a like significance with the arts of Dante
and Michael Angelo, and had hence dismissed her, without
more ado, to a manifestly lower rank of arts. Whkerefore
Jrom out gveat Beethoven there was now to be won a quite
new knowledge of her essence ; the roots, whence Music had
thriven to just this height and this significance, were o be
Jollowed thoughtfully through Bach to Palestrina ; and thus
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there was to be founded a quite other system for judging
her asthetically, than that whick took its reckonings from
a musical evolution lying far outside these masters path.

A correct feeling on this matter was instinctively alive
in the German musicians of this period ; and here I name
you ROBERT ScHUMANN as the most thoughtful and most
gifted of them all. By the course of his development as'
composer one may visibly demonstrate the influence which
the alloy of Jewish essence, above referred-to, has exerted
on our art. Compare the Robert Schumann of the first,
with the Robert Schumann of the second half of his career:
there plastic bent to shaping, here turgid blurring of the
surface, with end in sickliness dressed-out as mystery.
And quite in keeping is it, that Schumann in this second
period looked peevishly, morosely and askance on those
to whom in his first period, as Editor of the “ Nexe Zesz-
schrift fiiy Musik,” he so warmly and so amiably held out
his German hand. By the bearing of this journal, in which
Schumann also (with a like sagacious instinct) set his pen
in motion for the great object that behoves us, you may see
at once with what a mind I should have had to commune,
if with him alone had I had to come to terms about
the problems that aroused me: here do we meet, in truth,
another tongue than that dialectic Jewish jargon which has
been at last transplanted to our new ZAsthetics; and—
this I maintain !—in that tongue one might have come to
a helpful understanding. What was it, then, that gave the
Jewish influence this might? Alas! a cardinal virtue of
the German is alike the fount of his defects. The quiet,
stolid self-reliance that is ingrained in him to the point of
warding off all sentimental qualms, and prompts so many
a loyal deed from out the even tenour of his unspoilt heart
—this very quality, if linked with but a small deficiency of
needful fire, may easily degenerate into that astounding
passiveness ( 7rdghest) in which, amid the continued neglect
of every loftier region of the German spirit on the part of
high political powers, we nowadays see plunged the most,
nay almost all the minds that still stay faithful to the
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German nature. Into this passivity sank Robert Schu-
mann’s genius too, when it became a burden to him to
make stand against the restless, busy spirit of the Jews;
it fatigued him to have to keep watch on all the thousand
single features which were the first to come under his
notice, and thus to find out what was really going on. So
- he lost unconsciously his noble freedom, and his old friends
—even disowned by him in the long run—have lived to see
him borne in triumph by the music-Jews, as one of their
own people !—Now, honoured friend of mine, was #4is not
a result worth speaking of? At any rate its mentioning
will spare our throwing light on pettier subjugations,
which, in consequence of this most weighty one, were
everyday the easier to achieve,

But these personal successes find their supplement in
the realm of Associations and Societies. Here, too, the
German spirit shewed itself aroused to act according to its
natural bent. The idea, which I have designated as the
task of our post-Beethovenian period, for the first time actu- .
ally united an ever-growing number of German musicians
and music-lovers for objects which gained their natural
significance through taking up that task. To the excel-
lent Franz Brendel—who with faithful perseverance gave
the impetus, and was rewarded by the fashionable scoffs of
Jewish papers—to him is to be ascribed the positive fame
of baving recognised the needful thing on this side too.
But the defect inherent in our German system of Associa-
tion was bound to shew itself the sooner here, as a Union
of German Musicians not only set itself in competition
with the powerful sphere of organisations conducted by
the Government and State—in common with other free
associations, condemned to like effectlessness—but further,
with the mightiest organisation of our times, with Judaism
itself. Manifestly any larger Uwion of musicians could
only expect to help forward the formation of a German
style, in music, by the practical expedient of altogether
‘model’ performances of weighty works. For this, one
needed means; but the German musician is poor: who'’s
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going to help him? Certainly not a disputation and
debate about art-interests, which can have no sense
amid a crowd, and easily may lead to ridicule. The
leverage we lacked, however, belonged to Judaism. The
theatre to the dandies and young Israel of the coulisses, to
the music-Jews the concert-institutions : what was there
left for us? Just one small music-sheet, which printed a
report of our biennial meetings.

As you see, respected lady, I herewith certify the total
victory of Judaism on every side; and if now once more I
raise my voice against it, it certainly is from no idea that I
can reduce by one iota the fulness of that victory. Ason
the other hand, however, my exposition of the course of
this peculiar episode in German Culture seems to affirm
that the whole thing is the result of that agitation provoked
among the Jews by my earlier article, you may not be
very distant from a new astonished question: namely,
Why on earth did I stir up this agitation through that my
challenge?

I might excuse myself by saying that I was prompted
to that attack, not by any pondering of the “ causa finalis,”
but solely through the incentive of the “causa efficiens” (as
the philosophers express it). Certainly, even at the time
of inditing and publishing that essay, nothing was farther
from my mind than the notion that I could combat the
Jews’ influence upon our music with any prospect of
success: the grounds of their latter-day successes were
already then so clear to me, that now, after a lapse of over
eighteen years, it affords me some measure of satisfaction
to prove my words by its re-publication. What I may
have proposed to effect thereby, I should be unable to
clearly state; wherefore I fall back on the plea that an
insight into the inevitable downfall of our musical affairs
imposed on me the inner compulsion (Nozkigung) to trace
the causes of that fall. Perhaps, however, it lay near my
heart to join therewith a hopeful divination : this you may
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gather from the essay’s closing apostrophe, with which I
turn towards the Jews themselves.

Just as humane friends of the Church have deemed
possible its salutary reform through an appeal to the down-
trod nether clergy, so also did I take in eye the great gifts
of heart, as well as mind, which, to my genuine refresh-
ment, had greeted me from out the sphere of Jew society
itself. Most certainly am I of opinion that all which
burdens native German life from that direction, weighs far
more terribly on intelligent and high-souled Jews them-
selves. Methinks I saw tokens, at that time, of my
summons having called forth understanding and profounder
stir. If dependence, however, is a great ill and hindrance
to free evolution in every walk of life, the dependence of
the Jews among themselves appears to be a thraldom of
the very utmost rigour. Much may be permitted and
overlooked in the broad-viewed Jew by his more en-
lightened congeners, since they have made up their minds
to live not only witk us, but i us: the best Jew-anecdotes,
so very entertaining, are told us by themselves; on other
sides, too, we are acquainted with the frankest, and there-
fore at all events permissible, remarks of theirs about them-
selves as well as us. But to take under one’s wing a man
proscribed by one’s own stock—?4a¢, in any case, must be
accounted by the Jews a rightdown mortal crime. On this
side I have had some harrowing experiences. To give you
an idea of the tyranny itself, however, let one instance
serve for many. An undoubtedly very gifted, truly talented
and intellectual writer of Jewish origin, who seems to have
almost grown into the most distinctive traits of German
folk-life, and with whom I had long and often debated
Judaism in all its bearings—this writer made the later
acquaintance of my poems “ Der Ring des Nibelungen” and
“ Tristan und Isolde” ; he expressed himself about them
with such warm appreciation and clear understanding, that
he certainly laid to heart the invitation of my friends, to
whom he had spoken, to publish openly his views ,about
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these poems that had been so astonishingly ignored by our
own literary circles. Tkés was impossible to him !—

Please gather from these hints, respected lady, that, albeit
I this time have merely answered your question as to the
enigmatic reasons for the persecutions I have undergone,
particularly on the part of the Press, I nevertheless should
not perhaps have given my answer this almost wearisome
extension, were it not that even to-day a hope which lies
within my deepest heart, though wellnigh inexpressible,
had added its incentive. If I wished to give this hope
expression, before all I ought not to let it bear the sem-
blance of reposing on a perpetual concealment of my rela-
tions with Judaism: this concealment has contributed to
the bewilderment wherein not only you, but almost every
sympathising friend of mine is placed to-day. Have I
myself given rise to this, by that earlier pseudonym ; nay,
have I made over to the enemy’s hands the strategic means
for my own defeat : then I now must open to my friends
what had long been too well known to my opponents. If
I suppose that this openness alone is able, not so much to
bring me friends from out the hostile camp, as to strengthen
them to battle for their own true emancipation: then per-
chance I may be pardoned, if a comprehensive view of our
Culture’s history (ein umfassender kulturhistorischer Ged-
anke) screens from my mind the nature of an illusion that
instinctively has found a corner in my heart. For on one
thing am I clear: just as the influence which the Jews have
gained upon our mental life—as displayed in the deflection
and falsification of our highest culture-tendencies—just as
this influence is no mere physiologic accident, so also must
it be owned-to as definitive and past dispute. Whether the
downfall of our Culture can be arrested by a violent ejection
of the destructive foreign element, I am unable to decide,
since that would require forces with whose existence I am
unacquainted. If, on the contrary, this element is to be
assimilated with us in such a way that, in common with
us, it shall ripen toward a higher evolution of our nobler
human qualities : then is it obvious that no screening-off
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the difficulties of such assimilation, but only their openest
exposure, can be here of any help. If from the so harm-
lessly-agreeable realm of Music—as our newest ZEsthetics
have it—an earnest impetus has been haply given this by
me, that fact itself, perhaps, might be reckoned not un-
favourable to my view of Music’s weighty office; and you,
in any case, best-honoured lady, might find herein an
apology for my having detained you so long with a theme
so seemingly abstruse.

Tribschen, near Lucerne, New-Year 1869.

RICHARD WAGNER.
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S PONTINI'S DEATH (1851)—to anyone who

| surveys the evolutionary course of modern
operatic music —removes a notable pheno-
menon, which consisted in this: that those
three opera - composers who represent the
three chief tendencies of this art-genre, were still living at
one time; we mean SpoNTINI, RossiNt and MEYERBEER.
Spontini was the last link in a chain of composers whose
first link is to be found in GLuck; what Gluck wanted
and was the first to undertake on principle, namely the
utmost possible dramatising of the opera-cantata, that, so
far as it was reachable in the musical opera-form, Spontini
carried out. Just as Spontini had declared by word and
deed that he could never go beyond the point already
reached by him, there appeared Rossini who bade entire
farewell to the dramatic aim of Opera and took up instead,
and developed farther, the frivolous and absolutely-sen-
suous element that lay within the genre. Beyond this
tendency there was another characteristic difference be-
tween the operations of the two composers, namely that
Spontini and his forerunners determined the public’s
line of taste through their making for Art on principle
(grundsitsliches kiinstleyisches Wollen), whilst this public
took pains to understand and adopt these masters’ aim ;
whereas Rossini led the public away from this zsthetic
trend, took it by its weakest side, of sheer distraction-
hunting curiosity, and assigned it, from the artist’s stand-
point, the right to determine what should entertain it.
Had the dramatic composer down to Spontini stood
sentinel before the public in the interest of a higher
artistic aim, through and since Rossini the public has
been brought into a bespeaking and prescribing attitude
towards the artwork; an attitude wherein, at bottom,
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it can no longer gain a new thing from the artist, but
merely a variation of just its own demanded theme.—
Meyerbeer, starting from the Rossinian line, made the
public’s ready-found taste his artistic lawgiver; neverthe-
less, confronted with a certain measure of art-intelligence,
he tried to give his art-procedure the appearance of some-
thing characteristic and on principle: he added the
Spontinian to the Rossinian line, and thereby necessarily
twisted and distorted each. Indescribable is the repug-
nance felt by both Spontini and Rossini against the
despoiler and commingler of art-tendencies belonging
severally to themselves; just as to the genially sans-géne
Rossini he appeared a hypocrite, so Spontini considered
him a trafficker in the most inalienable mysteries of
creative art.

During Meyerbeer’s triumphs our eye has often been
led instinctively to the retreat of these marvellously isolated
masters—now barely figuring any more in actual life—who
from out the distance looked upon the Incomprehensible,
to them, in this phenomenon. Above all, however, was
our vision riveted by the art-figure of Spontini, who
might regard himself with pride, but not with sorrow—
for a huge disgust at present doings warded him from that
—as the last of the dramatic composers who with earnest
enthusiasm and lofty Will had addressed their efforts to an
artistic Idea, and sprang from a time when universal
respect and reverence had taken an, often hearty and
helpful, interest in endeavours to realise that Idea.

Rossini’s strong and opulent nature has outlived the
consumptive variations of Bellini and Donizetti on his own
voluptuous theme, the theme he had made over to the
operatic world as centrepiece of public taste. Meyer-
beer’s successes live among us, spread broad across the
opera-world, and give the thinking artist a riddle to rede,
as to what may really be the class of public arts in which
to rank the operatic genre.—But Spontini—is dead, and
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with him a great, an inestimable and noble art-period has
now quite visibly descended to the grave : it and he belong
henceforth no more to Life, but—only to Art-History.—

Let us bow in deep and reverent homage before the
grave of the creator of the Vestale, the Cortez and the
Ol mpia !

The above notice I had written for a Zurich journal, in
a strain inspired by the earnestness of the moment, immedi-
ately upon receipt of tidings of Spontini’s death. In later
years, among the reminiscences of my life as Dresden
Kapellmeister, I arrived at jotting down the peculiar cir-
cumstances in which I had come into very close contact
with Spontini in the year 1844. These had stamped
themselves so sharply on my memory, that this very fact
allowed me to ascribe them a marked and singular
physiognomy, sufficient to make them worth preserving
not merely for myself. And however striking may seem
the contrast between these reminiscences and ‘the serious
meditation which precedes them, yet I believe the atten-
tive reader will detect no intrinsic contradiction, but
rather will gather from the close of my recital that I did
not need the mere news of his death, to prompt me to a
very high esteem and earnest judgment of Spontini.—

For the late autumn of 1844 we had decided on a care-
ful study of the “Vestale,” for its resumption into the
repertory of the Dresden Court-theatre. Since we might
count on a large measure of excellence in the rendering of
this opera, through the co-operation of Frau ScHRODER-
DevrienT, and since Spontini had just suffered great in-
dignities in Berlin, causing him to turn his back on it for-
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ever, I had suggested to Herr voN LitTicHAU, Intendant
of the Court-theatre, to pay him a demonstrative compli-
ment, well-intentioned in the circumstances, by inviting
him to take personal direction of his so justly celebrated
work. This was done, and I, as being entrusted with the
conduct of the opera, was specially commissioned to open
negotiations with the master. It would seem that my
letter, though written in my own French, had inspired him
with a particularly good opinion of my eagerness for the
undertaking, for, in a most majestic answer, he expressed
to me his special wishes as to the arrangements to be made
in honour of his assistance. As regards the singers, since
he knew a Schréder - Devrient was numbered with
them, he outspokenly declared his mind at rest; for the
choruses and ballets, he anticipated nothing would be
omitted in their due equipment ; he also supposed that the
orchestra would entirely satisfy him, as he assumed he
would find in it the needful tale of first-class instruments,
“garnished,” as he expressed it, “with 12 good double-
basses” (“ Ze tout garni de douze bonnes contre-basses”). This
clause quite broke my heart, for that one calculation, set
down in figures, gave me a sufficient idea of the sturdiness
of his remaining suppositions; and I hurried to the In-
tendant, to prepare him for the negotiations not going off
so easily as could be wished. His horror was sincere and
great; means must promptly be devised, for breaking off
the invitation. Frau Schroder-Devrient heard of our dis-
tress: knowing Spontini fairly well, she laughed like a
goblin at the natve imprudence with which we had rushed
on this petition, and found in a slight ailment she just was
suffering under, the means of rescue which she placed at
our disposal as pretext for an apparently considerable
delay. Spontini, I must tell you, had pressed for an
energetic hastening of our project, since he was most im-
patiently awaited in Paris and had little time to spare for
the contentment of our wishes. Taking advantage of this,
1 now had to spin the web of innocent deceit wherewith to
decoy the master from definitely accepting the invitation
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already addressed to him. We breathed again, held our
rehearsals, and had just reached the day before the snugly
plotted dress-rehearsal, when about midday a carriage
drew up before my house; dressed in a long blue coat of
frieze, the master, wonted else to move with all the dignity
of a Spanish grandee, came rushing into my room without
announcement, produced my letters, and pointed out from
our correspondence that he had by no means declined our
invitation, but, rightly understood, had distinctly fallen in
with all our wishes. I forgot all possible embarrassments
of the future in the truly hearty joy at seeing the wondrous
gentleman within my doors, at hearing his work conducted
by himself; and I promptly resolved to do all that in me
lay, to bring about his satisfaction. I told him this with
the frankest ardour : he smiled, with almost the sweetness
of a child, when he observed it; but when, to bear him
over any doubt of my sincerity, I simply begged him to
conduct in person the rehearsal appointed for the morrow,
he suddenly began to hesitate, and appeared to be ponder-
ing many a difficulty ahead. In great excitement, how-
ever, he gave no clear expression to his thoughts ; so that
it was no easy matter for me to elicit from him what plan
I must adopt, to move him to accept the direction of this
rehearsal. After a little reflection, he asked me what sort
of baton we used for conducting with: with my hand I
indicated, as near as possible, the length and thickness of
a moderate-sized stick of ordinary wood, which the band-
attendant served out to us each day wrapped round with
fresh white paper. He sighed, and asked me if I thought
it feasible to get made for him by next day a baton of
black ebony, of most portentous length and thickness,
which he outlined for me by his arm and hollow hand, and
bearing at each end a fairly large white knob of ivory. I
promised to see to his having at any rate an instrument
that should look just like it, for the very next rehearsal,
and another made of the precise material he desired, for
the performance itself. Surprisingly calmed, he wiped his

forehead, gave me permission to announce his acceptance
L 1
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of the direction for the morrow, and departed to his hotel
after once more stamping on my memory his requirements
in that matter of the baton.—

I half believed I was dreaming, and went off in a flurry
to spread the news of what had happened and was to
happen; we were trapped. The Schrioder- Devrient
offered herself as scapegoat, and I entered into the
minutest details with the stage-cabinet-maker about the
baton. This turned out so far well, that it had the be-
coming length and thickness, was black to look on, and
bore great knobs of white. So, after all, we reached the
real rehearsal. Spontini shewed obvious discontent with
his place in the orchestra, and before all things wished the
oboes placed behind his back ; as this single change would
momentarily have called up great confusion in the seating
of the band, I promised to arrange it for him after the
rehearsal. He said no more, and grasped his baton. In
an instant I understood why he had laid so much weight
on its form: for he did not take it by one end, like the
rest of us conductors, but grasped it fairly in the middle
with his whole fist, and manipulated it in a way to shew
one plainly that he looked on the baton as a marshal's
staff and used it, not for beating time with, but command-
ing. Now in course of the first scene there ensued a per-
plexity which became the more incurable, as the master’s
confounding of the German tongue was of the greatest hind-
rance to his properly conveying his instructions to either
orchestra or singers. But we soon remarked thus much,
that he was chiefly bent on ridding us of any notion that
this was the final rehearsal, inasmuch as he had made up
his mind to the opera’s being studied radically afresh.
The general despair was by no means trifling, especially
on the part of my good old Choir-director and Manager,
Fiscuer—who had previously been most enthusiastic for
the invitation of Spontini—when he became alive to this
unavoidable upsetting of the repertoire ; at last it passed
over into open rage, blinded by which he saw nothing but
some new chicane in each proposal of Spontini’s, and
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replied thereto with unmasked German gruffness. Once
Spontini beckoned me to his side, to whisper me about
a chorus just that moment ended: “mazs saves-vous, vos
chaeurs ne chantent pas mal” Fischer had watched us
with mistrust, and asked me in a fury : “ what has the old
—— —— again?” I had the greatest trouble in even
somewhat calming down the so speedily reversed enthu-
siast.—The greatest delay was caused by the evolutions of
the Triumphal March, in the first Act. Above all the
master gave loudest outcry to his utter dissatisfaction with
the indifferent demeanour of the People during the proces-
sion of the Vestal virgins; to tell the truth, he had not ob-
served that everyone, in accordance with our stage-instruc-
tions too, had fallen on his knees at the approach of the
priestesses, since nothing merely cognisable to the eye was
existent for the excessively short-sighted master ; what he
required was, that the religious homage of the Roman
army should be altogether drastically evinced by a sudden
prostration of everybody at once, and more particularly by
a crash of spears upon the ground. This had to be prac-
tised times without number; but always a few lances
would come clattering down too early or too late; he
himself went through the manceuvre a few times with the
baton on his desk ; it was of no use, the crash was not de-
cided and energetic enough. Now I distinctly remembered
the wonderful precision and wellnigh terrifying effect
wherewith similar evolutions had been carried out in the
performance of “Ferdinand Cortez” at Berlin, making a
great impression upon me in earlier years, and I saw at
once that our habitual gentleness in such manceuvres
would need a most solicitous and time-destructive sharpen-
ing-up, if it were ever to content a master so fastidious in
his least requirements. At the end of the first Act, indeed,
Spontini actually mounted the stage, to give the Dresden
Court-theatre’s artists—whom he believed to be around
him—a circumstantial explanation of the reasons why he
must insist on a serious postponement of the opera, so as
to gain time for bringing the performance into keeping
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with his own ideas, through rehearsals of all kinds. But
everyone was already on the point of leaving; the singers
"and stage-manager had scattered to the winds, to vent
their feelings on the misery of the situation in their own
way : merely the carpenters, the lamp-cleaners and a few
chorus-singers had drawn a semicircle round Spontini, to
watch the remarkable man deliver a wonderfully impas-
sioned peroration on the necessaries of true theatric art.
I intervened in this terrible scene; pointed out to Spon-
tini, in a friendly and submissive manner, the needlessness
of his emotion; assured him that everything should go
according to his wish, and especially would we get Herr
Epuarp DevriENT—who, from his Berlin days, was well
posted in the authentic staging of the Vestale—to drill the
chorus and supers into the rites becoming a reception of
the Vestal virgins; and so I bore him out of the undigni-
fied situation in which I had been horrified to find him
caught. This calmed him ; we sketched out the plan for a
series of rehearsals after his own heart; and in truth I was
the only one to whom, in spite of all, this turn of affairs
was not unwelcome, since the almost burlesque features in
much of Spontini’s behaviour yet gave me an insight into
the uncommon energy with which—although in strange,
but gradually more explicable distortion—a goal of theatric
art wellnigh lost-sight-of in our times was still pursued by
him with might and main.

We began all over again with a pianoforte rehearsal, in
which the master was to communicate his special wishes to
the singers. To tell the truth, we heard little that was new
from him ; he gave us fewer hints as to details of rendering
than remarks as to the general conception, and I noticed
incidentally that he had accustomed himself to paying
marked deference to singers of renown, such as Schroder-
Devrient and TicHaTscHEK To the latter he merely for-
bade the word “Braut” (“Bride”) wherewith Licinius, in
the German translation, had to address “Julia”; this
sounded dreadful to his ear, and he could not comprehend
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how anything so common, as the twang of this word, could
be employed for music. To the less talented and some-
what inexperienced singer of the High Priest, however, he
gave an exhaustive lecture on the conception of that char-
acter, saying he must take it from the recitative dialogue
with the Augur ; here he would see, to wit, the whole thing
was based on priestly trickery and reckonings of the profit
to be drawn from superstition. The Pontifex gives one to
understand that he is not afraid of his adversary, even at the
head of all the Roman army, since, should the worst come
to the worst, he has his machinery ready to re-light the
extinguished fire of Vesta by a miracle if must be ; whereby,
even though Julia thus escape a sacrificial death, yet the
power of the priesthood would be kept intact.—In speaking
of the orchestra I had asked Spontini to tell me why,
though making lavish use of the trombones everywhere
else, he had left them silent, of all places, in the magnifi-
cent Triumphal March of the first Act; quite astounded,
he asked in turn : “est-ce que je n'y ai pas de trombonnes ?”
I shewed him the engraved score, whereon he begged me
to introduce trombones into this march, and have it written
out, if possible, in time for the next rehearsal. He also
said : “j’ai entendu dans votre ‘ Riensi’ un instrument, que
vous appeles ‘ Bass-tuba’; je ne veux pas banniy cet instru-
ment de Lorchestre : faites m'en une partie pour la Vestale”
I was delighted to carry out his wish, with moderation and
discretion. When he heard the effect for the first time, at
rehearsal, he threw me a truly tender glance of thanks, and
the impression made on him by this not very difficult en-
richment of his score was so lasting that he sent me after-
wards a most friendly letter from Paris, begging me to
forward him a copy of this instrumental addition; only,
his pride did not allow him to admit, in the expression
used to signify his wish, that he was asking for anything
from my own pen, but he wrote : “ envoyes-mos une partition
des tyombonnes pour la marche triomphale et de la Basse-tuba,
telle qu'elle a été exécutée sous ma dirvection @ Dresde.”—My
particular devotedness I further shewed him by the zeal
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with which I carried out an entire re-seating of the
orchestra, after his own wish. This wish had less to do
with system than with habit ; and how important it was to
him to suffer not the smallest alteration in his habits I
clearly saw when he explained to me his method of con-
ducting, for he directed the orchestra—so he said—by a
mere glance of his eye : “my left eye is for the first violins,
my right for the second violins; wherefore, to work by a
glance, one must not wear spectacles as bad conductors do,
even if one is short-sighted. I”—he admitted confidentially
—*‘“can’t see a step before me and yet I use my eyes in
such a way that everything goes as I wish.” Certain
details in the seating to which he had accidentally accus-
tomed himself, in any case were most irrational; un-
doubtedly it was from a Paris orchestra of long ago, where
some exigency or other had compelled just this arrange-
ment, that the custom dated of placing the two oboe-players
immediately behind his back : hereby they had to turn the
bell of their instruments away from the public’s ear, and
our excellent oboist was so enraged at this suggestion that
it required a particularly jocular treatment of the incident,
on my part, to calm him down for this occasion. Apart
from this, Spontini’s custom rested at any rate on a very
correct system—alas ! still totally ignored by the generality
of German orchestras—according to which the string-quar-
tett is spread over the whole orchestra ; the brass and per-
cussion-instruments, too overwhelming when focused on one
point, are divided and disposed on either flank; and the
softer ‘wind’ are fitly drawn together to form a chain be-
tween the violins : whereas the division—even now obtain-
ing in the largest and most celebrated orchestras—of the
instrumental body into two halves, that of the strings and
that of the wind, betrays a positive rawness and want of
feeling for the beauty of an intimate blend and equipoise
of the orchestral mass of sound. I was most glad of this
opportunity to permanently introduce the happy innovation
into Dresden, since, started at Spontini’s request, it became
an easy matter to obtain the King’s command for retention
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of the change. After Spontini’s departure, it only remained
for me to correct and equalise a few accidental eccentricities
in his arrangement, and thus to reach a satisfactory and
very effective disposition of the orchestra.

For all the peculiarities which attended Spontini’s direc-
tion of the rehearsals, yet the exceptional nature of the
man fascinated players and singers to such a degree, that
a quite unwonted attention was devoted to their carrying-
out. Characteristic throughout, was the energy wherewith
he insisted on an often extravagantly acute enunciation of
the rhythmic accents ; to this end he had accustomed him-
self, in his commerce with the Berlin orchestra, to indicate
the to-be-emphasised note by an expression at first incom-
prehensible to myself, ejaculating “ diese ” ; Tichatschek, a
regular genius for the rhythm of song, was particularly de-
lighted by this, since he likewise had the habit of spurring
the choristers to extra precision, at important entries, by
telling them they had only to give due prominence to the
first note and the rest would come of itself. On the whole,
then, there gradually transpired a good and loyal spirit
toward the master; merely the viola-players bore him a
grudge for a long time after, owing to a fright he gave
them : in the accompaniment of Julia’s lugubrious can-
tilena, in the finale of the second Act, the execution of the
eerie figure for the violas did not meet his wish ; suddenly
he turned towards them, and cried with a hollow, graveyard
voice: “Is’t Death in the violas ?” The two wizened, in-
curably hypochondriac ancients—who, to my distress, still
held grimly on to the first desk of that instrument despite
their right to pensioning-off—stared up with genuine horror
at Spontini, believing they had heard an omen: I had to
try and explain his wish without drastic stage-effects, to
call them slowly back to life—Upon the boards Herr
Eduard Devrient was most helpful in establishing a
sharply-drawn ensemble; moreover he found means to
satisfy a demand of Spontini’s that had placed us all in
great embarrassment. Following the cut accepted at every
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German theatre, we had been accustomed to end the opera
at the spirited duet of Licinius and Julia, with choral ac-
companiment, after her rescue ; but the master insisted oo
tacking-on the closing scene with merry chorus and ballet,
a tradition of French gpera seria. It went quite against
his grain, to see his brilliant work go-out on a mournful
place of burial; the scenery must be shifted, shewing the
Rose-grove of Venus in brightest of lights; and midst
mirthful dance and song, the sore-tried pair of lovers must
be gracefully wedded at the altar by Venus' priests and
priestesses, bedecked with roses. And thus it happened—
but alas! by no means to the advantage of the success we
all so longed for.

On the night of performance, which went with great
precision and admirable fire, an ill we none had thought
of made its appearance in the casting of the chief-role.
Our great artist Schréder-Devrient was manifestly no
longer of an age, nor was her somewhat matronly figure
altogether fitted, to create a good effect as the “youngest”
of the Vestals—a term immediately addressed to her—
particularly by side of a High-priestess who, as here was
the case, was conspicuous for a quite exceptional air of
maidenly youth, which nothing could disguise. This was
my niece, JoHaNNA WAGNER, at that time seventeen years
of age, who further by her entrancing voice—especially at
just that epoch—and her happy gift for theatric Accent,
aroused instinctively in every hearer the wish to see her
role exchanged with that allotted to the great mistress.
This unfavourable circumstance did not escape the keen-
eyed Devrient, and seemed to inspire her with the feeling
that she must expend every means of effect at her disposal
on an attempt to hold successfully her trying ground; a
thing that drove her not unfrequently to over-acting, and
at one particular climax to a really painful excess. After
the great trio in the second Act, when—moving away
from her lover, just saved by flight—she steps to the fore-
ground, and in supreme exhaustion the cry “ He’s saved ! ”
bursts forth from her panting heart, she let herself be be-
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trayed into wholly speaking these words in lieu of singing
them. What an effect may be produced in moments of
supreme passion, by the ejaculation of a crucial word in
almost the accent of unembellished speech, she had often
before observed in Fidelio to the utmost transport of her
audience, when, at the passage: “but one step farther and
thou liest dead!” she rather spoke the “dead” than sang
it. This extraordinary effect, which I myself had felt as
well, rested on the wonderful terror that overpowered me
at seeing myself hurled from the ideal sphere into which
Music lifts even the most gruesome situations, and cast
suddenly upon the naked soil of most horrible reality, as
though by one stroke of the executioner’s axe. Here was
displayed an immediate knowledge of the utmost acme of
the Sublime, which, in memory of this impression, I may
call the flash of lightning that illumines for an instant
two altogether diverse worlds, at the point where they
touch and yet completely part from one another, in such-
wise that for just this instant we positively catch a glimpse
of both these worlds at once. But what a gigantic issue
lies within that instant, and how one must play with its
terrors no self-seeking trick, I learnt on this occasion from
the total failure of the great artist’s aim. The toneless
word, forced out with raucous clang, poured like cold
water over myself and the whole audience, and we saw
nothing in it beyond a missed theatrical effect.—Whether
it was that the expectations of the public—who moreover
had had to pay double price for the curiosity of seeing
Spontini conduct—had been strained to too high a pitch ;
whether the whole style of the work, with its Frenchified
antique subject, had struck people involuntarily as some-
what out of date, despite the pomp and beauty of its
music ; or whether, in fine, the woefully flat ending may
have sobered folk down in much the same manner as the
Devrient’s missed dramatic effect: in short, no genuine
enthusiasm could be got up, and the evening’s whole
result was a somewhat flabby demonstration of homage
to the world-famed master, who, with his enormous arma-



138 RICHARD WAGNER’S PROSE WORKS.

ture of orders, presented to my mind a painful picture as
he came before the curtain to bow his thanks for the
public’s short-lived call.

The cold comfort of this success had escaped no one less
than Spontini himself. Determined to wrest matters into
a better look, he insisted on having recourse to the means
he had been accustomed to employ in Berlin, for supplying
his operas with constantly full houses and an animated
audience. To this end he had always chosen the Sundays,
since experience had taught him that of a Sunday the
house was always crowded and the public brisk. Now,
as it was still some little distance to the next Dresden
Sunday—for which he offered to conduct his “ Vestale”
once again—this fresh extension of his stay procured us a
renewal of the pleasure and peculiar interest of coming
frequently into social intercourse with Spontini. Of the
hours passed in converse with him, partly at Frau Devrient’s
rooms, partly also at mine, I have preserved so exact a
recollection, that I gladly make a little of it known.

Unforgettable remains one dinner-party at Schroder-
Devrient’s, as it brought us into the company of Spontini
and his wife (a sister of the famous pianoforte-maker,
Erard) for a considerable time, and amid very stirring
discourse. His customary share in conversation was a
dignified calm while listening to the talk of others, which
seemed to say he was waiting to be begged for his opinion.
So soon as this happened, he spoke with rhetorical solemnity,
in sharp-cut phrases of a categoric tendence, and with an
accent that declared all contradiction an affront. However,
he waxed in warmth as we drew closer together after
dinner. So far as possible to him, he appeared to have
really bestowed on me his special favour; he openly
declared he had a liking for me, and would prove it by
saving me from the misfortune of continuing my career of
dramatic composer. True, said he, he would find it hard
to convince me of the worth of such a friendly service;
as, however, he held it of weight to care for my welfare in
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this fashion, it would not irk him to spend half a year at
Dresden with this object—an opportunity we might also
employ for -bringing out his other operas, particularly
“Agnes von Hohenstaufen,” under his personal direction.

To characterise the ruinous consequences attending the
career of a dramatic composer as follower after Spontini,
he began with a curious encomium of myself, saying:
“quand j’ai entendu votrve Rienzi, j°as dit, cest un homme de
Lénie, mais déja il a plus fait qu'il ne peut faire” To shew
what he meant by this paradox, he came forth with the
following : “aprés Gluck cest moi qui ai jfait la grande
révolution avec la Vestale; j’ai intyroduit le  Vorkalt de la
sexte’ [the suspension of the sixth] dans /'harmonie et la
grosse caisse [the big drum] dans lorchestre; avec Cortez
J'ai fast un pas plus avant; puis j'ai fait trois pas avec
Olympie. Nurmahal, Alcidor et tout ce que jai fait dans
les premiers temps de Berlin, je vous les livre, cétait des
@uyres occasionnelles ; mais puis j'ai fait cent pas en avant
avec Agnés de Hokenstaufen, o j'ai imaginé un emploi de
Dorchestre remplacant parfaitement lorgue”  Since that
time he had tried to busy himself again with a subject,
“les Athéniennes” ; in fact, he had been pressingly invited
by the Crown-prince, the present King of Prussia, to com-
plete this work,—and at the same time, in evidence of his
truthfulness, he drew from his pocket-book a few letters of
this monarch’s, which he gave us all to read. Only after
this had been scrupulously carried out by us, did he pro-
ceed : that despite this flattering invitation he had given
up the musical setting of the subject, for that matter a very
good one, because it had come into his mind that he could
not possibly surpass his “Agnes von Hokhenstaufen” and
invent something new. The conclusion of his speech was
this : “ Or, comment voulez-vous que quiconque puisse inventer
quelgque chose de nowveau, moi Spontini déclarant ne pouvorr
en aucune fagon surpasser mes @uvres précédentes, d'autre
part étant avisé que depuis la Vestale il w'a point été écrit
une note qui ne ful volée de mes partitions ?” That this
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assertion was no mere phrase, but rested on the most
searching scientific investigation, he called upon his wife
to witness: this lady had read with him a voluminous
treatise by a famous member of the French Academy,
whose writing, however, for certain reasons, had not been
published in type. In this very thoroughgoing treatise,
of the greatest scientific value, it had been proved that
without Spontini’s invention of the suspended sixth the
whole of modern melody would not exist, and that every
melodic form which had been made use of since then, was
simply taken from his pieces. I was stunned, but hoped
to bring the inexorable master to a better opinion, at least
of the possibilities still in store for himself. I allowed
that everything, to be sure, was just as that Academician
had proved ; nevertheless I asked him whether he did not
think that, if a dramatic poem of a new poetic tendency as
yet unknown to him were laid before him, he would not
derive from it a stimulus to some further new musical in-
vention. With a pitying smile, he said my question itself
contained an error: in what should this New consist?
“ Dans la Vestale j’ai composé un sujet romain, dans Fernand
Cortez un sujet espagnol-mexicain, dans Olympie un swjet
grec-macédonien, enfin dans Agneés de Hohenstaufen un sujet
allemand: tout le reste ne vaut rien.” He certainly hoped I
had not the so-called romantic genre “a@ /a Freisckiitz” in
mind? With such puerilities no earnest man could con-
cern himself; for Art was an earnest thing, and /e had
exhausted every kind of earnestness. From what nation,
finally, should come the composer who could outbid him?
Surely not from the Italians, whom he simply dubbed
cockons ; from the French, who had merely imitated them ;
or from the Germans, who would never leave their swad-
dling-clothes, and with whom, if there had ever been men
of good parts among them, all had now been ruined
entirely by the Jews? “ Ok, croyes-moi, il y avast de lespoir
pour PAllemagne lorsque j'étais empereur de la musique @
Berlin ; ais depuis que le roi de Prusse a livré sa musique
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au désordre occasionné par les deux juifs ervants qu'il a
atlivés, tout espotr est perdu.”

Our amiable hostess now thought it would be as well
to offer the very excited master a little recreation. The
theatre lay but a few steps off her dwelling ; she therefore
invited him to let a friend from among her guests conduct
him across to see a scene or two of the “ Antigone,” which
was being performed just then and assuredly would in-
terest him on account of the antique arrangement of the
stage, after SEMPER’s excellent plans. He wanted to de- -
cline the offer, maintaining he knew all this much better
from his own “Olympia.” However, we managed to per-
suade him ; but he returned after the briefest interval, and
declared, with a contemptuous smile, that he had seen and
heard enough to confirm him in his opinion. His com-
panion told us that, shortly after he had entered the nearly
empty tribune of the amphitheatre with SponTini, the
latter had turned round to him at the beginning of the
Bacchus-chorus: “Cest de la Berliner Sing-Académie,
allons-nous en.” Through the open door a ray of light had
fallen on a solitary figure behind a pillar, unnoticed before ;
this companion had recognised MENDELSsoHN, and promptly
concluded he had overheard Spontini’s comment.

From the master’s animated utterances during the re-
mainder of the evening, it grew quite plain to us that he
had looked for our urging him to stay some time in
Dresden, and bring out the whole of his operas there.
Frau Schréder-Devrient, however, already deemed wise in
Spontini’s own interest—as she wished to spare him a
sorry disappointment of his cherished expectations regard-
ing the reception of a second performance of the Vestale—
to hinder even that performance from taking place in his
presence. Once again she alleged an indisposition, and I
was commissioned by the management to acquaint Spontini
with the lengthy delay in view. The prospect of this visit
was so painful to me, that I was glad to get myself accom-
panied by Music-director R6ckeL, for whom Spontini had
likewise formed an affection, and whose French was far
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more fluent than mine. With true alarm we stepped in,
presuming that we were about to have a nasty scene : how
astonished were we to find the master, already forewarned
by a friendly note of the Devrient’s, receive us with a
beaming face! He announced to us that he must travel
post-haste to Paris, and get on thence as quickly as pos-
sible to Rome, whither he had been summoned by the
holy Father, who had just bestowed upon him the title of
“Count of San Andrea.” At like time he shewed us a
second document, wherein the King of Denmark “had in-
vested him with the Danish peerage”; this latter was a
nomination to Knighthood of the Order of the Elephant,
which certainly carries a noble’s rank; but he mentioned
only the peerage, not the order, since the latter had already
become for him too common. His pride and satisfaction
found vent in an almost childlike glee; from the narrow
circle of the Dresden Vestale-operations he was freed as by
a spell, and placed in a realm of glory whence he looked
down on the opera-worries of this world with an angelic
sense of comfort. By Rockel and myself the holy Father
and King of Denmark were blessed with all our heart.
We took an affecting leave of the singular master, and, to
make him quite happy, I gave my promise to ponder
anxiously his friendly counsel in that matter of the opera-
composing.

Concerning his eventual demise, BErLioz—who never
left his deathbed—narrated to me how the master had
fought his hardest against dying; again and again would
he cry: “je ne veux pas mouriy, je ne veux pas mourir!”
When Berlioz consoled him : “comment pouves-vous penser
moursy, vous, mon mattve, qui étes immortel!” Spontini
angrily waived his remark aside: “ne faites pas desprit!”
—The news of his death, which I received at Zurich,
touched me very much indeed, for all my strange experi-
ences and recollections: I gave brief expression to my
feelings and judgment of him in the “ Eidgenissische
Zeitung,” laying special stress on the fact that, in contrast
to the now ruling Meyerbeer and even the still lingering
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Rossini, he had distinguished himself by a sincere belief in
himself and his art. That this belief, as I had witnessed
wellnigh to my horror, had degenerated into a ghostly
superstition—on this I kept silence.

In the mood I was in at Dresden, at the time, I don’t
remember to have found occasion to ponder a little deeper
on the extremely strange impressions I received from this
notable encounter with Spontini, and thus to bring them
into line with my high esteem for the master—which never-
theless had been raised by just that meeting. Manifestly
I had made acquaintance merely with his caricature; yet
the seeds of so amazing an exaggeration of self-conscious-
ness may certainly be detected in the character that
marked him in his years of vigour. No less demonstrable
would seem to me, however, the influence of the in-
trinsic dry-rot of the whole musical-dramatic tendence of
that art-period, which Spontini saw grow old while in
occupation of so vague and null a post as the one he held
at Berlin. That quite astoundingly he set his chief
deserts in minor matters, shewed that his judgment had
become childish; this, however, could not therefore
diminish in my eyes the uncommon value of his works,
even though himself should rate it at a monstrously inflated
figure. On the other hand, what had driven him to so
immoderate a self-appraisement, namely his comparison
with those art-magnates who now dislodged him—this
comparison, when I likewise instituted it myself, could no
less serve to justify him; for, in his contempt of these
magnates, I felt my inmost heart more akin to his than I
cared at that time to confess aloud. So it came to pass in
a singular way, that this meeting at Dresden, quite laugh-
able as were the almost only traits it offered, yet filled me
at bottom with a wellnigh awestruck sympathy for this
man whose like I was ne'er to look upon again.

—_— R
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This Eulogy was originally published in the Neue Zeit-
schrift of December 2, 1859, under the title : “ Dem Anden-
ken meines theuren Fischer ” (“ 2o the memory of my beloved
Fischer”), and with the terminal date “ Paris, tm November
1850.” As appears from the title in Vol. v of the Gesam-
melte Schriften, 22 was written as “ a letter to an old Dyesden
Jriend”—evidently Ferdinand Heine, one of the vecipients of
the “ Letters to Uhlig, Fischer, and Heine.”

Since its publication in the N.Z. the letter has been con-
stderably retouched by Richard Wagner, but merely as regards
its style; the matter and the gemeral run of the sentences
remain unalteved.

TRANSLATOR’S NOTE.



MIEATH has robbed me almost simultaneously of
two dear and high-esteemed old friends. The
loss of the one has smitten the whole world
of music, which mourns the death of Lupwic
SroHR ; to it I leave the appraisement of what
rich powers, what noble productivity, have passed from life
together with this master. Me it sadly warns that there
now has left us the last of that line of noble, earnest musi-
cians, whose youth was still illumined by the immediate
rays of Mozart’s sun; who nursed with touching loyalty,
like Vestal virgins, the sacred flame committed to their
charge ; and guarded its chaste hearth against the winds
and storms of life. This lofty office upheld these men in
purity and nobleness, and must I at one breath denote
what spake to me with such indelible effect in Spohr, I
name it when I say : he was an earnest, upright master of
his art; the handle of his life was Faith in his art; his
-deepest consolation sprang from out the force of that be-
lief. And this earnest Faith made him free from every
kind of personal pettiness: what he could not take the
measure of, he left aside as foreign to him, without attack
-or persecution. This was the coldness and abruptness so
often cast in his teeth. What was intelligible to him (and a
deep and delicate sense of beauty must surely be ascribed
to the creator of “ Jessonda ”), that he loved and warmly
prized without reserve so soon as in it he perceived one
thing : earnestness, earnest dealing with Art. And here
lay the bond which, even in advanced old age, united him
to the new art-efforts; he might become a stranger to
them, but never hostile. Honour, then, our Spohr : homage
to his memory! Faithful following of his example |—
Hardly had the first effects of the tidings of his death
given place in me to sadly-joyful recollection of my

one-time personal intercourse with Spohr, than this chord
47
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of purely human sympathy was touched to painfulest
vibration as I learnt the death of our dear FiscHER.
Here, esteem for the modest art-comrade must needs be
merged in a feeling of mournful reverence for the kind
human friend ; and yet, as the two decrees of Death so
closely brushed each other in point of time, must I also
in the natures of the two departed ones perceive so close
a kinship that both, for me, were almost welded into one.
The memory of the famous, highly-gifted master will be
lauded far and wide, and better than in my paltry words ;.
but the eulogy of this grandly vigorous, above all lovable
greybeard, of our dear Fischer, I fain would take in mine
own hand for the far narrower circle of his associates. How
light, indeed, will be the labour; how few words it needs,
to praise this excellent man to those who knew him. For,
no creator and no author, he made himself not widely
known, but merely to the handful who stood within the
sphere of his immediate influence, his practical activity, his.
unsurpassable friendship. Yet gladly do I lend my word
to those who would gain full consciousness of what they
have lost in Fischer, and no better can I do it than by
telling them what I myself have lost in him.

It is wellnigh twenty years ago that, as now I sent my
last greeting to him from Paris, from the same place I
turned to him with the prayer to take under his shelter my
“Rienzi,” then lately handed-in at Dresden. Scruples of
all kinds were my answer *; in doubt as to the ground of
these scruples, I soon set out myself for Dresden ; and the
origin of Fischer’s scruples was soon brought gladly home
to me, when he sprang-up in welcome, and embraced with
boisterous heartiness a man till then a stranger to him. I
shall never forget that first kind deed ; it was the first, the
very first encouragement that had greeted the helplessly
obscure, the want-oppressed young artist on his life’s-path.
To thee, my friend, I well may tell this, since I scarcely
need recall to thee what share thou took’dst, thyself, in
these encouragements. Then was the footing found whereon

* See Wagner's letters to Fischer, of 1841-42, in the Zetters to Uklig etc.—TR.
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all kinds of “scruples” were one by one securely over-
come. The waxing enthusiasm of our TicHATscHER
for his réle, for the whole work, soon spread itself, in a
measure hardly known in our time, to all concerned in the
undertaking ; and the Dresden public—predisposed by the
marvel of that warm sympathy of all the artists for the
work of a totally unknown composer—raised me, on that
stirring night of the first performance of my “ Rienzi, to
the proud rank of their adopted favourite. Then our
Fischer grew more and more at ease, and, as though in
the fond knowledge that it was he who first had recognised
me and given the impetus to my success, he fixed his dear
bright eyes on me in tender silence, as who should say:
“Yes! I knew it would turn out so.” Thenceforward I
was his delight. My efforts and my doings were his plea-
sure, my Want his toil, and my attainment his success.
Full of zeal and loyalty in his duties, as ne’er another, he
passed all limit when it became a question of standing by
me in exceptionally difficult tasks. If what I had madly
asked succeeded, how glad a smile shone from his face!
And how he then prevailed, to what a height his achieve-
ments as choir-conductor reached, making those achieve-
ments a red letter in the chronicles of Art—that we all
experienced when he brought about the unbelievable ;
when, for example, in Bach’s Motett: “ Sing ye to the
Lord!” he schooled the theatre-choir to such a pitch that,
relying on the uncommonly correct and certain phrasing
of the singers, I felt induced to take the first allegro—
erewhile interpreted as the most cautious moderato, for
reason of its hair-bristling difficulty —in its true fiery
tempo, notoriously frightening all our critics out of their
lives. The possibility of a popular success for Beethoven’s
Ninth Symphony, in my conception of it, rested on the
choruses being delivered with such confident boldness as I
indeed proposed, but as only Fischer’s—in my opinion—
unparalleled excellence as Choir-master could bring to
realisement.

These, and many achievements like them, rank the name
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of Fischer in Art’s history with those who have done true,
service in spreading an understanding of lofty masterworks.
But the more such service has stayed unrecognised, the
juster it becomes, once mentioned, to mark it with emphatic
token. And therefore would I claim attention that such
achievements, for which their real effector is often hardly
thanked, are the result of untold labour and anxiety. How
often had I to deplore the poor fellow, when he could only
answer my reckless demands with his own despair: his
good singers were upon the sick list; the best, resigned
for refusal of increased salary; the remainder tired out,
hors de combat from excessive work, or detained to act as
supers in the play-rehearsals. Yet he was a man of
resource, one who would never break hastily with a thing,
but made the best of scanty means and sought from toler-
able to bring forth good. Then we two would tread upon
each other’s heels, and the sturdy one waxed wroth against
the stormy one; all the more violently as, after all, he
only wished what I wished. Yet the thing succeeded ;
God knows how! But succeed it did. And then the joy,
the revelry, of reconciliation !

Thus were our art-tasks and our friendship one whole
thing, ever rounding and re-livening itself,and before all eyes
I celebrate the art-companion whilst I praise the friend !—

What a pother, too, the poor fellow had with me! Dis-
creet and sober in his ripe practical estimate of the things
of this world, what deep distress, what grief he suffered for
me, when Destiny tore me from his side and drove me far
away, nevermore—though I cherished other hopes but a
few months since—to press his hand again! Could any-
thing have made this rarest man more precious to me,
than had our life together, then ’twas our separation. In
the very first letter he sent me in my exile, his grief and
love burst forth in vivid flame; the brotherly Z/ou I once
had proffered him, and the wondrous man had waived in
virtue of our outward standing, he thrust it passionately
upon me ; the father fervently embraced the loved lost son.
Erewhile I was his joy, but now his care. And how he
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cared for me! When the wholly unawaited came miracu-
lously to pass, and my operas, which had scarcely over-
stepped the walls of Dresden, spread suddenly with rapid
stride across all Germany, then his care passed over into
careful management; and where the younger man suc-
cumbed the sturdy elder stormed the breach, took all the
labour off my shoulders,* packed up, corresponded, urged
on, held back—so only 7 might have repose to give myself
once more to work and to my art. Again success resulted,
and he rejoiced again. But his joy stayed ever troubled ;
when, when at last would he see me once more? Would
he ever? In fine, when all his hope was ebbing, he deter-
mined to himself set forth and seek me out beyond the
distant Alps. Then he fell ill ; he must give up his friend,
and spend his savings on a place of cure. So surely had I
hoped to see him, but now hear tidings of his mortal sick-
ness and—can only write him. He dies, and never will
my letter reach him !

Farewell, dear, precious friend! Now has my native
land become more foreign, far, to me; and thou now liv’st
quite near, within my heart, whithersoe’er I bear thee with
me! +

There live not many on this earth, as was this rare one.
If it be allowed the artist to take this man by friendship’s
hand and draw him under the eyes of the world, it is to
shew in him the high-deserving, the rare art-comrade. To
his sorrowing heirs he leaves a treasure, which, touching in -
its origin, offers rich reward to the earnest musician. When
Fischer, after all the worries of his office, the labours of his
calling and his cares for friends, withdrew for a few hours’
peace at home, I often found him there engaged upon the
hobby whence he sought his recreation: with deft hand he
was copying rare and precious tone-works of all kinds,
especially for polyphonic song, by older masters whose

* In the NV.Z. there also appeared : *‘supervised the copying and arrange-
ments [Einrichtungen—? ** revision "’ of my scores.”—T&.

+ In the V. Z. this sentence was continued by : ‘‘ where no exile more shall
part me from thee ! ”—TR.
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very names were scarcely known to most men. He replied
to my astonished smile: that so he pleasantly filled up his
time, and learnt uncommon much to boot ; for if one could
not write such works oneself, he thought, 'twas the next
best thing to write them out; thus would one study them
through and through. And this man joined the theatre in
earliest youth, became an actor, and won in his time the
warmest favour of the Leipzig public as dasso duffo; but
this sufficed him not ; it spurred him on to ply his art in
earnest ; he nursed his musical acquirements, and became
—beside his post as a comedian—director of the choir.
As such, he won himself fresh laurels; but ever did he
study on, to keep his gifts in vigour, to take a weighty and
decisive share in Art’s most earnest and exacting problemr-,
above all to keep a free and open mind for every forward
movement, for each improvement of the older order. And
thus, after many a scruple and friendly shaking of the head,
was he able to stretch an unwavering hand, in frankest greet-
ing, to even such despaired-of and misdoubted * matters
as my works; to help in their realisation; and, through
his love, to blend himself completely with their author.

"Tis verily a boon, that there should be such men! ’Tis
a priceless satisfaction, to have met one such; a lasting
sorrow, to see one such depart !—And thus have I ventured
to set our dear Fischer by side of the celebrated Spohr:
death has joined both men, for me, and melted them into
one being. The meaning import of their lives may well
present them as alike: the fame and author’s rank which
place the one man to the fore, full gladly—in obedience to
my heart—would I yield the other from mine own, must I
not believe I more should please him in his home of bliss by
making good the whole with my full gratitude and love.t—

* In the N.Z.: ‘‘by the critics”; whilst the sentence was closed by:
“‘ inasmuch as he set his own practical hand to production of the despaired-of
works there came to him the understanding of them, he won himself Belief
through Love.”—T&g.

tIn the N.Z.: “would I yield the other by making over all the conse-

quence assigned to me, must I not deem my own, as artist, too scanty not to
make me liefer pay the difference with my full gratitude and love.”—TR.
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This article appeared in the Neue Zeitschrift for July 1st,
1854, together with the full scove of the new Close, devised
by Richard Wagner—and now generally employed for concert
purposes,—consisting of thirty-three bars of music.—
TRANSLATOR'S NOTE.
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something for your journal to-day, despite my
recently-repeated statement that I did not
feel in a position to occupy myself with literary
tasks of any sort or kind. With one large
artistic work completed, and on the eve of beginning
another,* I'm merely waiting for fine weather: but just
to-day it’s so grey in the heavens and on earth, that well-
nigh naught but theoretic whims will come to form my
pastime.t Still, for all this incubus of Grey, I've not yet
sunk so low as to meditate a stray polemic with one of my
opponents ; on the contrary, I am most peaceably disposed
by the constant experience that so many, who-have madea
real acquaintance with my self and works, have given me
their hearty friendship—which makes amends enough for
the converse experience, that many still pursue their way
of bragging to themselves and others that they know a thing
or two about me.

No, I have an artistic communication to make to you,
which perhaps you'll not take amiss: it concerns a new
Close to Gluck's Quverture to “ Iphigenia in Aulis”

As you know, in my great seclusion from all public art-
intercourse, to make life bearable I now and then help
myself to a rehearsal of one of Beethoven’s symphonies, or
something similar, with our Zurich Musical Society's little
orchestra, recruited every year as chance betides. The
immediate stimulus proceeded—and still proceeds—from
a handful of friends, to whom I thus afford a pleasure
without annoying anyone, unless it may be Town-councillor
Hitzschold of Dresden, in whom my readings of these
symphonies were so unfortunate as to wake objections.

Now last winter a worthy friend, who neither dabbles in

* Das Rheingold and Die Walkiire.—TR.
+ See Vol. ii. p. xi. : *“ Grey, my friend, is every theory.”— TR.
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Music nor reads musical journals, expressed to me the wish
to hear something of G/uck’s for once in a way, so as to get
an impression of the latter’s music, which nowhere had
come to his hearing. I found myself in a dilemma, for I
could think at first of nothing but the performance of an
Act from one of Gluck’s operas, and that, too, at a concert.
Between ourselves, I can imagine no more hideous travesty
of a dramatic, and especially a tragic piece of music, than
to have Orestes and Iphigenia, for instance,—in tail-coat
and ball-dress, with the big nosegay and the notes between
kid-gloves,—proclaiming their death-agonies in front of a
concert-orchestra. It must really be set down to the “one-
sidedness” of my nature, that, where an artistic illusion is
not fully at work on me, I cannot even be half content—
a thing which comes so easily to every musician by trade.
Wherefore, giving up the recital of a Gluckian opera-scena,
for my friend, there remained nothing but the choice of
Gluck’s most perfect instrumental piece, the Overture to
“Iphigenia in Aulis.”

Only, here also I lit on a difficulty : the last few bars, as
everyone knows, lead straight into the opera’s first Scene,
and thus the Overture has no ending of its own. Yet I
remembered—from concerts in my youth, as also in later
years before the perfcrmance of “Iphigenia in Tauris” at
the Dresden Court-theatre, under my former colleague
Reissiger—to have heard this overture given with a Close
devised by Mozart: that it had always made a cold, in-
different impression on me, most certainly stayed also in
my memory ; yet this I fancied I must attribute solely to
what I had later seen to be a total misconception of the
tempo (now, of course, within my own hands), not also to
the Mozartian close itself. I therefore went through the
overture according to Mozart’s arrangement, in a rehearsal
with the orchestra. But when I reached the appendix, it
became impossible for me to let the band proceed beyond
its first eight bars: I felt at once that, if this Mozartian
Close was in 21d for itself a most unsatisfactory match
with the intrinsic thoughts of Gluck’s overture, it was abso-
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lutely not to be listened-to when performed in the proper
tempo of the foregoing composition.—Now, according to
my experience, the truth about this zempo is as follows.—

The standing pattern for all overtures in the past cen-
tury, particularly in the case of serious operas, comprised
a shorter introduction in slow time, followed by a longer
section in more rapid tempo. People were so accustomed
to this, that in Germany, where Gluck’s “Iphigenia ” itself
has not been given for ever so long, the overture to this
opera—which only got performed at concerts—became
instinctively regarded as likewise composed after the usual
pattern. It is correct enough that this piece, too, contains
two diverse sections of primarily diverse tempo: to wit, a
slower one, as far as the 1gth bar, and from there onwards
a movement exactly twice as fast. But it was Gluck’s
intention to use the Overture as an introduction to the
first Scene, which begins with the very same theme as
its commencement; not to outwardly break the tempo,
he therefore wrote the Allegro-section in notes just twice
as quick as he would have needed if he had marked the
change of tempo with an “Allegro.” This is quite obvious
to anyone who follows up the score and looks into the
scene between Calchas and the rebellious Greeks, in the
First Act: here we find the identical semiquaver-figure of
the Overture, but written down in quavers precisely be-
cause the tempo here is signed “Allegro.” Over and
over again the chorus has to pronounce one syllable to
each of these quavers, which exactly fits the temper of
the mutineering troops. Now, with trifling modifications
necessitated by the character of the remaining themes,
Gluck adopted this tempo for the Allegro of his overture ;
only—as remarked above—with a different signature, so as
to keep the outer beat to the first tempo, the “ Andante,”
which returns when the overture is finished. Thus, too,
not a trace of change of tempo is indicated in the old Paris
edition of the score, but the initial “ Andante” goes on
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unaltered throughout the Overture, and thence into the
beginning of the first Scene.

German concert-conductors, however, have overlooked
this peculiarity of signature, and where the quicker notes
begin, with the upstroke for the twentieth bar, they have
also introduced their habitual faster tempo, so that at last
the barefaced mark “Allegro” passed into German edi-
tions of this overture (and after them, mayhap, into French
as well)—How incredibly Gluck’s overture has been dis-
figured by that method of performing it exactly twice too
fast, whoever has taste and understanding may judge for
himself, if he listens to a rendering of this tone-piece in
the proper time as meant by Gluck, and then compares it
with the trivial scurry which has formerly been set before
him as Gluck’s masterwork. That he had not always felt
this, that it did not strike him from the first, how there
must be something wrong with this much-praised Overture
which people even went so far as stupidly and indifferently
to play as introduction to a quite other opera (which
would have been impossible, had they rightly understood
it)—this can then grow explicable to him by nothing but
the general meditation, how from youth up we hawl along
with us such a ballast of instilled, of inculcated, and
finally of will-lessly adopted respect-for-Authority, that
when at last the bugbear is scared away by a direct, a
determinant impression on our Feeling, we scarce can
fathom how we ever held it for a real and genuine Sub-
stance. Yet there are many supremely happy beings, to
whom neither this impression nor this meditation ever
comes at all; people who keep their feelings so well in
check, and can so hold at arm’s length each involuntary
determining thereof by new phenomena, that in face of
every fresh experience they plume themselves on staying
what they were, or rather what they were made-into in
some earlier, some solitary phase of evolution. Of this,
too, I will give you an instance, as touching this Gluckian
overture.
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In days gone by, when I was adapting *Iphigenia in
Aulis "—so rarely given on the stage—for the Dresden
theatre,®* I procured myself the old Paris edition of the
score, so as not to be led astray by certain arrangements
of Spontini’s in the Berlin score, which had been placed
at my disposal. From it I also gained knowledge of
Gluck’s original intention for the overture, and through
this only right conception of the tempo I at once arrived
at a sense of the great, the puissant and inimitable beauty
of this tone-piece, whereas it had always left me cold
before—as already mentioned—though I naturally had
never dared to say as much. Thus, too, I came to see
the necessity for a totally different conception of the
phrasing : I recognised the massive breadth of the ada-
mantine #nisono, the pomp and energy of the succeeding
violin-figures, above the sturdy crotchet-movement for the
basses pacing up and down the scale; but chiefly, for the
first time did I grasp the meaning of the tender passage :

which, scrambled through in double-quick time and without
expression (as indeed was inevitable), before had always
made on me the ridiculous impression of a sheer decorative
flourish.—The excellent band, which by then had won full
trust in me, quite entered into my conception—although at
first with wonder, sprung from rooted habit—and, through
their splendid rendering of the overture, thus opened
worthily a warm and vivid representation of the whole
work, which at Dresden reaped the most popular, ie. the
least affected success of all Gluck’s operas.—With the critics,
however, I had a strange experience ; above all with Herr
C. Banck, at that time head reporter of Dresden. What

* The Dresden production took place on February 24, 1847.—Tx.
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this gentleman had never heard before, namely the opera
itself, found in my version of it, and despite my always
objectionable conducting, his fairly unstinted approval;
but, the altered phrasing of the often-heard overture was
an abomination to him. So great a might had custom
here: it warded any, even a tentative acceptance of the
proffered thing—now given a new appearance by my
reading of it; so that I had to reap the marvel of being
held for most confused exactly where I had gone the most
convincedly and conscientiously to work, for most aban-
doned where I fancied I had dealt the surest stroke for
healthy Feeling. But I had given yet another weapon into
my adversary's hand : at certain places where the contrast
of the chief-motives rises to the violence of passion, and
particularly towards the end, in the eight bars before the
last return of the great umisono, to me an acceleration of
the time seemed indispensable; so that with the last re-
entry of the main theme I had, just as necessarily for the
character of this theme, to slacken down the tempo to its
earlier breadth of flow. Now to the superficially attentive
critic, regarding not the ‘aim’ itself but merely its ‘ma-
terial,’ this supplied the proof for my erroneous reading of
the main tempo, since I myself had been obliged to give
it up again in the end. I saw from this that the Critic
must always gain his point, because he sticks to words and
syllables, but never is he smitten with the spirit of a thing.

But this incident was likewise to instruct me how it
really goes with the Musician proper, the musician by trade.
With a noted composer, who then was staying at Dresden,
I had also a friendly chat about the incident. That there
was no outward change of tempo in the overture he cer-
tainly had to concede me, supported as I was by the
authentic score : only, he maintained that the schism should
be healed by the simple expedient of taking this one and
only tempo, and thus the very beginning

o - |
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in the same quick time as the overture’s presumed Allegro
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was played by everyone else. I found this back-door
excellent for people who don’t like seeing themselves or
others torn from a habit which, such as the respect for this
always falsely-rendered overture, makes out a portion of
that basis of Authority whereon they wax big, play music,
compose, conduct and—criticise. Only no shaking of this
foundation ! and that, indeed, for no sake of the professedly
beloved master, but—looked at closer—for sheer sake of
themselves, of their else quite nugatory existence. For,
once admit that one up to now has held as model a work
to which one hasn’t even paid the justice of a true appraise-
ment, but has let run the racket of most senseless mutila-
tion—and how much besides must tumble out of joint at
last |—

You see, my honoured friend, I had much at heart that,
“amateur” * musician as I am, I could not help unburden-
ing on this occasion. Let us now return to Mozart,
who lately placed me in such great perplexity, through
his Close to the Iphigenia-Overture, that I almost de-
spaired of being able to give my Zurich friend an idea
of Gluck’s music by setting this work before him. All
uninitiated in the mysteries of the real, the hall-marked
art of Tone, I discovered—as said —that Mozart had only
made acquaintance with the overture in that mutilated
fashion just denounced ; and the plainest proof that a dis-
torted rendering must betray even the most gifted musician
into an entirely false conception of another’s tone-work—
which, to be sure, can still impress one through its other
excellences—was afforded me by just Mozart; who
certainly would never have written his brilliant, but quite
unfitting Close, if he had rightly understood the overture.—
Now what was I to do? Make a Close myself! That would

* ¢¢ Dslatantischer "—it is evident that Wagner had heard of Schumann’s
remark about ZammAduser: ‘‘the music, apart from the representation, is
weak, often simply amateurish” &c. (in a letter to C. von Bruyck, Vienna,
dated May 8, 1853), and we therefore may reasonably connect the above-related
incident either with that composer or with Ferdinand Hiller, who was also

residing in Dresden at the time.—Tk.
ITL L
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have been as easy as A B C for every musician by trade;
but not for me, a poor amateur who, as everyone knows,
can only trust myself to embark on music when I may
hope therein to realise poetic aims.—Was there not a
poetic aim at bottom of Gluck’s overture ? Most certainly
there was; but it was of such a kind, that it positively
rebuffed any self-willed musical Close.—To me, one-sided
layman that I was, the Content of this overture had shewn
the following characteristic, highly significant of the whole
art-scheme of Overtures in general : in it the chief-motives
of the coming drama are happily assigned a most deter-
minant effect upon the Feeling, and mustered side by side.
I say : side by side ; for one can scarcely call them evolved
Jrom out each other, saving insofar as each unit drives its
impression home by having its antithesis placed close be-
side it, so that the effect of this abrupt juxtaposition, and
thus the impression made by the operation of the earlier
motive on the specific effect of its successor, is not only of
importance, but of quite decisive weight. The whole con-
tent of Gluck’s overture, then, appeared to me as follows:
—(1) a motive of Appeal, from out a gnawing anguish of
the heart ; (2) a motive of Power, of imperious, overbearing
demand ; (3) a motive of Grace, of maidenly tenderness ;
(4) a motive of sorrowing, of agonising Pity. The whole com-
pass of the overture is filled by nothing but the constant in-
terchange of these (last three) chief-motives, linked together
by a few subsidiary motives derived from them. In them-
selves there is nothing altered, beyond the key; merely
they are made more and more importunate in their mean-
ing and mutual bearing, through just that characteristic,
multifarious interchange; so that when finally the curtain
rises, and Agamemnon appeals in the first motive to the
dread Goddess who but at price of his gentle daughter will
favour the Grecian host, we are placed in fellow-feeling
with the lofty tragic conflict whose development from
definite dramatic motives we now are to await.

That Gluck gave this overture no Close, thus witnesses
not only to a poetic purpose underlying it, but above all to
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the master’s supreme artistic wisdom, which knew exactly
what alone was representable through an instrumental tone-
piece. Happily, also, his object bade him ask nothing from
his overture but that which every overture can give at best :
incitement (Anregung). Had he wanted, as later masters,
to round-off the very introductory piece to a Satisfaction
(Befriedigung), not only would it have estranged him from
his higher artistic goal—which lay in just the drama—but
that instrumental piece itself could only have been brought
to such a fictive rounding-off by burdening it with the most
arbitrary demands on the hearer’s imagination.

Now to anyone who wished to furnish this overture with
a musical Close, for sake of a special concert-performance,
there presented itself the difficulty—providing he correctly
grasped its contents—of bringing about a ‘satisfaction’
which not only is absolutely unaimed-at by either the
general plan or the character of the motives, but must
altogether do away with a correct impression of the work.
Was one of these motives to finally obtain precedence, in
the sense of ousting the others, or even of triumphing over
them? That would be a very easy matter for all the
Jubilee-overture-writers of our day ; only I felt that I thus
should just have not given my friend a notion of Gluck’s
music—which was really my sole object in the undertaking.

So the best idea seemed one that came to me of a sudden,
and helped me out of my Want. I resolved to admit no
* satisfactory ending,’ in the wonted overture-sense of to-
day; but, by a final resumption of the earliest motive of
them all, to simply terminate the changeful play of motives
in such a way that we reach at last an armistice, though
no full peace. For that matter, what lofty artwork ever
gives a full, a satisfying peace? Is it not one of the
noblest of Art’s functions, to merely kindle in a highest
sense ?—

My proposal, indeed, was much favoured by the circum-
stance that the overture, as it passes into the opera’s first
scene, actually leads us back to that earliest motive; I
thus was surely doing the smallest violence to the purely-
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musical structure by resuming the original thought, just as
the master himself had done, and merely bringing it to a
simple close on the tonic.—

This Close, in which there fortunately is as good as
nothing of my own invention, I forward you herewith ;
should you so think fit, please make it public.* Perhaps
this or that conductor of concert-performances may share
my view of an overture which, owing to its celebrity, appears
often enough on programmes; perhaps he then may also
follow my advice in respect of the tempo, which, taken in
my—and as I believe I have proved, the correct—sense,"
affords quite of itself a guidance to the proper phrasing.
For the benefit of my hoped-for comrades in opinion, I
merely add that—especially at the last performance in
Zurich—1I felt impelled by inner need, and in answer to a
feeling kindled in me by the subject, to take the first eight
bars of the introduction in a gentle, gradual crescendo, and
the following eleven bars in a just as unobtrusive decre-
scendo. Then, after I had got the violinists, in particular,
to carry out the semiquaverfigures in the great Forte-
theme with as long a sweep of the bow as possible,+ I had
the tender passage:

rendered in the manner here-denoted which, to my ear,
gave this motive the native charm it can never obtain from
a rapid tempo. For the third theme, and the transition
thereto, I contrived the following phrasing :

.
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* Note to the 1872 edmon (Ges. Schr. vol. v.)—* The author reserves the
renewal of this publication, for a special edition of the whole Overture,” —
+ The violinists of the Dresden Kapelle are experts in this mode of bowing.
—R. WAGNER.
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A few other nuances in the same sense, particularly with
the connecting motives, are obvious of themselves. The
passage toward the end, where I felt compelled to moment-
arily accelerate the time, I have already indicated above.
That everything I have advanced, however, must nowhere
be carried out glaringly, but always with the greatest
delicacy—this is certainly the main thing here, as with all
kindred added nuances; wherefore one really can never be
too guarded in communications of this sort.— —

From this attempted guide to the concert-room per-
formance of one of Gluck’s overtures you may see, my
worthy friend, that, although I will have nothing to do
with concerts in general, yet I can adapt myself to cir-
cumstances ; that I do it from no respect for circumstances,
however, will become clear to you if you consider, for in-
stance, the aforesaid provocation to perform the Iphigenia-
overture. Hardly any otherwise does it stand with the
provocation to the present communication, which I address
through you to none but those who are glad to receive a
communication from me. Perchance, however, you may
think it gives me pleasure to chastise those persons who
hold me for a troubler of our musical religion, a base
denier of the glorious works created by the music-heroes
of the past, and deem it their duty to cry me down as such
—to punish them right sorely by shaming them into a
proper understanding of those heroes and their works.
But you thus would credit me with a false motive; for, as
to shaming or even instructing these happy beings, it could
so little be any affair of mine, both from disgust at the
fruitlessness of such endeavour and because it is a matter
of total indifference to me to learn what one can put them
to, that—to guard myself from such an imputation—I
should very much like to conclude at once with the open
declaration : that I hold it the most rational course for us, to
perform nothing whatever of Gluck and confréres any more ;
Jor this reason, among others, that their cveations are mostly
performed so unintelligently that theiy impression, coupled with
the respect instilled into us from our youth up, can only make
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us utlerly confused and rob us of our last grain of produc-
tivity.

Let us hope that Herr Fétis or Herr Bischoff will read
nothing but the italicised close of this communication, and
thus may find occasion for crying Fie! at me anew; which
would highly delight me, as I have become very keen for
entertainment in my loneliness.—

So |—The grey heavens are clearing ; the sky is growing
bright and blue. I set you free, then. Make the best of
this product of a grey-weather whim, and wish me luck for
more congenial labour!

Your

Zurich, 17th June, 1854.

RICHARD WAGNER.
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Considerable portions of this “ Address” were printed in
the Neue Zeitschrift for December 3 and 24, 1852, and
January 1, 7 and 14, 1853—the extracts being chosen by the
editor of that journal and arranged in a sequence other than
that of the Ges. Schr., vol. v, which latter would appear to
have been also the ovder of the original pamphlet. To the
first extract the editor appended a footnote : “ This brochure
is neither obtainable from the book-trade, nor destined for
publication. It lies before us with the author's permission to
make a partial use of it in this journal” The reasons for
the “partial” permission are evident, for all the mevely
personal and local allusions were omitted in the Zeitschrift.

In ¢ Letters to Uhlig’ (Letter 74, August 14,’52) we read:
“1 am busy working at a concise address. . . . Unfortunately
I can only work very slowly, as any work now tries my kead
extremely. Yet I hope to have done in jfour or five days at
latest” ; and in Letter 75 (August 23, ’52) “ Only to-day have
1 fintshed the manuscript of my ‘ Address on the performance
of Tannhduser.” 1t had to be more detatled than I at first
thought, and I am now glad that I kit upon this way of re-
moving a great weight from my mind. I am again muck
exhausted by the work, and I must now try to thoroughly
recover from the effects. After ripe reflection, I found it
necessary to give the manuscript at once to be printed here, so
as to be able to send as quickly as possible a sufficient qguantity
of copies to the theatres (privatim and gratis). [ kave ordered
two hundred, of which I will at once send you a good shave,
S0 that you may be able to delsver them to the theatres, together

with the scoyves.”—
TRANSLATOR’S NOTE.



ON THE PERFORMING OF
«TANNHAUSER.”
(An Address to the Directors and Performers of this Opera.)
CONSIDERABLE number of theatres are

entertaining the idea of producing my “ Tann-
hduser ” before long. This unexpected situa-

@

8| tion, by no means due to my own initiative,

) e e e 4

has made me so keenly feel the hurtfulness
of my inability to personally attend the preparations for
the performances proposed, that for a long time I was in
doubt as to whether I ought not to refuse my sanction to
those undertakings for the present.—If the artist’s work
first approaches its actual fulfilment, when it is in course
of preparation for direct presentment to the senses; if,
therefore, the dramatic poet or composer tkere first begins
to exert his definitive influence, where he has to bring
his aim to intimate knowledge of the artistic organs for
its realisement, and through their perfect understanding
to make possible an utmost intelligible re-presentment of
it: then this influence is nowhere more indispensable to
him, than in the case of works with whose composition he
has looked aside from customary methods of performance
by the sole artistic organs forthcoming, and for their
needful method has kept in eye a hitherto unwonted and
un-evolved conception of the nature of the art-genre in
question. To none can this have been brought more
clearly home, than to myself; and it is among my greatest
torments of later years, that I have not been able to be
present at the individual attempts already made to per-
form my dramatic works, so that I might have arranged
with those concerned the infinite variety of details by
169
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whose exact observance alone can the executant artists
gain a thoroughly correct conception of the whole.

If paramount reasons have now inclined me to place no
unconditional obstacles in the way of further performances
of my earlier works, it has been in the belief that, so far
as lay within my power, I might succeed in making-up
for the impossibility of personal and oral intervention, by
written communications to the respective managers and
performers. But the number of the theatres which have
announced themselves for “Tannhiuser” has so very
much increased of late, that private correspondence with
each several manager and performer would prove a task
beyond my strength. Wherefore I seize on the expedient
of the present summary, in pamphlet form, which I
primarily address to all to whose understanding and good-
will I have to entrust my work.

The Musical Directors of our theatres have accustomed
themselves, almost without exception, to allow the in-
scenation, and everything connected with it, to be entirely
withdrawn from their concernment; in correspondence
herewith, our Regisseurs (Stage-managers) confine their
attention to the scenery, leaving the orchestra wholly
out of count. From this ill state of things results the
want of inner harmony, and the dramatic inefficiency, of
our operatic representations. In necessary sequence, the
performer has lost the habit of observing the slightest
connection with a whole, and, in his isolated position
toward the public, has gradually evolved to what we see
him now—the opera-singer pure and simple. Now, if
the musical-director regards the orchestra as a thing en-
tirely for itself, he can only take the measure for its under-
standing from works of absolute Instrumental-music, such
as the Symphony, and everything which departs from the
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forms of that genre must stay ununderstood by him. But
the very thing which departs from the said forms, is just
that whose own particular form is conditioned by an
action or an emotional incident of the play; thus it can-
not possibly find its explanation in Absolute Instrumental-
music, but solely in that scenic incident. The conductor,
therefore, who omits a strict observance of the latter, will
detect nothing but caprice in the corresponding musical
passages, and by his own capricious, purely-musical inter-
pretation of them, will make them prove as much in
execution; for, as he lacks any standard whereby to
measure out the purely-musical essence of such passages,
he is also sure to go astray in their tempo and expression.
This result, again, suffices to so mislead the stage-manager
and performers in their part of the business, that, losing
the thread of dramatic connection between the stage and
orchestra, and at last giving up all continuity of any kind,
they feel urged to caprices of another sort in their per-
formance ; to caprices which, in their whole wonderful con-
cordance, make out the stereotype conventions of our
modern operatic style.

It is manifest that spirited dramatic compositions must
in this wise be crippled past all recognition ; it is equally
certain that even the sickliest of modern Italian operas
would gain immeasurably in representation, were due heed
paid to that coherence which subsists in even such operas
(albeit in merely the grotesquest phase). But I declare
that a dramatic composition like my “ Tannhiuser,” whose
sole potentiality of effect rests simply on the said connec-
tion between scene and music, must be ruined out and out
if Musical and Scenic Directors apply to its performance
the methods I have just denounced. I therefore beg that
musical-director whom fancy or injunction has assigned
the task of producing my work, to read through my score
with the very closest attention to the poem, and finally to
the countless special indications for the stage performance.
When convinced of the necessity for a careful handling of
the Scene, it will be for him to acquaint the Regisseur with
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the full compass of his task. The latter will gain a most
inadequate notion of that task by studying the “ book”
alone ; were this otherwise, it would only prove the musical
setting unneedful and superfluous. The majority of the
stage-instructions are only to be found in the score, against
the appropriate musical passages, and the Regisseur has
therefore to gain a thorough knowledge of them by aid of
the Kapellmeister (Conductor).

The Regisseur’s next care will be, to come to the pre-
cisest agreement with the Scene-painter. In ordinary the
latter, also, goes to work with no reference whatever to the
musical and scenic directors ; he has the “ book ” given him
to look through, and he pays no heed to anything in it but
what appears to touch himself alone, namely the bracketed
passages bearing on his special work. In course of this
Address, however, I shall shew how indispensable it is that
this companion factor, too, should enter into the inmost
intentions of the whole artwork, and how necessarily I must
insist upon his reaching the clearest knowledge of those
aims from the very outset.

For their dealings with the Performers, 1 have first to
point out to the musical-director and stage-manager that
the so-called “vocal rehearsals” should not begin until the
players have become acquainted with the poem itself, in its
whole extent and compass. To this end we must not con-
tent ourselves with the book’s being sent to each member
of the company, for his or her perusal ; we desire on their
part no critical knowledge of the subject, but a living, an
artistic one. I must therefore press for a meeting of the
whole body of performers, under conduct of the Regisseur
and attended by the Kapellmeister, at which the poem
shall be gone through in the fashion usual with a spoken
play, each individual performer reading his réle aloud ; the
chorus-singers should likewise attend this reading, and their
passages are to be recited by either the Chorus-director
himself or one of the chorus-leaders. Care should also be
taken, that this trial-reading is given with full dramatic
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accent; and if, from lack of practice or understanding, the
right expression proper to the subject as a poem is not
attainable at once, then this rehearsal must be repeated
until the needful expression is won from a thorough under-
standing both of the situations and the inner organism of
the plot. Such a demand upon a modern opera-troupe,
just as it is in fact a quite unusual one, will certainly be
deemed exorbitant, pedantic, and altogether needless ; but
this very fear of mine throws light enough on the lament-
able condition of our Opera affairs. Our singers are wont
to busy themselves with the How of execution before they
have learnt to know its What: they study the notes of
their voice-parts at their own pianos, and, when got by
heart, pick up the dramatic by-play in a few stage-rehear-
sals—too often, only at the dress-rehearsal—in whatever
fashion may be dictated by operatic routine and certain
fixed suggestions of the Regisseur’s for their comings and
goings. That they are to be Players in the first place, and
only after adequate preparation for their office as such
should they venture on concernment with the enhanced,
the musical expression of their talk—this, at any rate in the
present state of Opera, can by no means fall within their
reckoning. Their habit may perhaps seem justified by the
products of most opera-composers, yet I must state that
my work demands a method of performance directly oppo-
site to the customary. That singer who is not equal to
reciting his “part” as a play-réle, with an expression duly
answering to the poefs aim, will certainly be neither able
to sing it in accordance with the aim of the composer, to say
nothing of representing the character in its general bear-
ings. By this assertion of mine I stand so firmly, and I
hold so definitely to the fulfilment of my stipulation for
sufficient reading-rehearsals, that, as against this claim on
my side, I once for all express the wish—nay, the will—
that, should these reading-rehearsals fail to rouse among
those concerned an all-round interest in the subject and
its projected exposition, my work shall be laid on the shelf
and its production given up.
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Upon the results of the reading-rehearsals, and the spirit
in which they have been carried out, I therefore make
depend the happy outcome of all further study. It is in
them that the performers and the ordainers of the perform-
ance have to come to an exact and exhaustive agreement
upon everything which in usual course is left to the helter-
skelter of the final stage-rehearsals. More especially will
the musical-director have gained a fresh, an essentially
heightened view-point for his later labours; led by the first
material impression of the whole, as furnished him by the
hearing of an expressive lection, in his subsequent rehears-
ing of the purely-musical detail he will go to work with
needful knowledge of the artist’s aim—as to which he must
otherwise have cherished doubt and error of all kinds,
however sincere his zeal for the enterprise.

As concerns the musical study with the Singers, I have
the following general remarks to make. In my opera there
exists no distinction between so-called “ declaimed ” phrases
and phrases “sung,” but my declamation is song withal,
and my song declamation. A definite arrest of “song”
and definite commencement of the usual “recitative”—
whereby, in Opera, the singer’s method of delivery is wont
to be divided into two completely different kinds—does not
take place with me. To the true Italian Recitative, in
which the composer leaves the rhythm of the notes almost
entirely undefined, and hands over its completion to the
singer’s good pleasure, I am an utter stranger ; no, in pas-
sages where the poem drops from a more impassioned lyric
flight, to the mere utterance of feeling discourse, I have
never made away the right to prescribe the phrasing just as
strictly as in the purely lyric measures. Whoever, there-
fore, confounds these passages with the customary Recita-
tive, and in consequence transforms from pure caprice their
stated rhythm, he defaces my music quite as much as
though he fathered other notes and harmonies upon my
lyric Melody. As in the said recitative-like passages I
have throughout laboured to denote their phrasing in exact
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rhythmic accordance with the ‘aim ' of my Expression, so
I crave of conductors and singers that they first should
execute these passages in the strict value both of notes
and bars, and in a tempo corresponding to the sense of the
words. If I have been so fortunate, however, as to find my
indications for the delivery correctly felt, and thereafter
definitely adopted, by the singers: then at last I urge an
almost entire abandonment of the rigour of the musical
beat, which was up to then a mere mechanical aid to agree-
ment between composer and singer, but with the complete
attainment of that agreement is to be thrown aside as a
worn-out, useless, and thenceforth an irksome tool. From
the moment when the singer has taken into his fullest
knowledge my intentions for the rendering, let him give
the freest play to his natural sensibility, nay, even to the
physical necessities of his breath in the more agitated
phrases; and the more creative he can become, through
the fullest freedom of Feeling, the more will he pledge me
to delighted thanks. The conductor will then have only
to follow the singer, to keep untorn the bond which binds
the vocal rendering with the orchestral accompaniment ; on
the other hand, this will be possible to him only when the
orchestra itself is brought to exactest knowledge of the
vocal phrasing—a result only to be brought about, on the
one side, by the words and music for the voice being copied
into each single orchestral part, and on the other, by suffi-
ciently frequent rehearsals. The surest sign of the con-
ductor’s having completely solved his task in this respect
would be the ultimate experience, at the production, that his
active lead is scarcely noticeable. (I need hardly say that
the mode of execution above-denoted—this highest point
attainable in artistic phrasing—is not to be confounded
with that too customary, where the conductor is held to
have acquitted himself most ably when he places his whole
intelligence and practised skill at the command of our
prima-donnas’ wayward whims, as their heedful, cringing
lackey : here he is the bounden cloaker of revolting
solecisms, but there the co-creative artist.)
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1 now turn from these general observations on the chief
lines of study, to impart my particular wishes as regards
the special points in “ Tannhiduser ” ; and here, again, I first
shall keep in eye the functions of the Musical Director.

In view of certain circumstances unfavourable to the
original production of “Tannhduser,” I saw myself forced
at the time into various omissions. That most of them,
however, were mere concessions wrung from me by utmost
Want—concessions, in truth, equivalent to a half surrender
of my real artistic aim,—this I would make clear to future
conductors and performers of the opera, in order to con-
vince them that, if they regard those concessions as condi-
tions sine qud non, I must necessarily assume withal their
surrender of my intrinsic aim in crucial places.—

At Dresden, then, as early as the scene between Zann-
héiuser and Venus in the First Act I saw myself compelled
(in the above sense) to plan an omission for the later repre-
sentations: I cut the second verse of Tannhiuser’s song
and the immediately-preceding speech of Venus. This was
by no means because these passages in themselves had
proved flat, unpleasing, or ineffective, but the real reason
was as follows: the whole scene failed in performance,
above all because we had not succeeded in finding a
thoroughly suitable representatrix for the difficult réle of
Venus ; the rare and unwonted demands of this réle were
doomed to non-fulfilment by one of the greatest artists
herself, because inexpugnable circumstances deprived her
of the unconstraint required by her task. Thus the por-
trayal of the whole scene was involved in an embarrass-
ment that became at last a positive torture, to the actress,
to the public, and most of all to myself. I therefore re-
solved to make that torture as short as possihle, and
consequently shortened the scene by omitting a passage
which (if anything was to be cut at all) not only was the
best adapted for excision, but was also of such a nature,
in itself, that its omission spared the principal male singer
no insignificant exertion. This was the sole cause of the
abbreviation, and every inducement to continue it would
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vanish at once where there was no real ground for fear
about the success of this scene as a whole. In fact, the
very portion of this scene which failed at Dresden, despite
the efforts of one of our greatest female artists, succeeded
perfectly at Weimar later on, where Venus had a representa-
trix who certainly could not compare in general with my
Dresdener, as artist, yet was so favourably disposed to this
particular rdle, and discharged her task with such warmth
and freedom from constraint, that this same distressing
Dresden scene made the most profound impression here.
Under like circumstances the said omission will become
nothing less than a senseless mutilation, the verdict whereon
I leave to whoever will take the trouble to closely examine
the structure of the whole scene, with its gradual growth of
mood and situation from their first beginnings to their
final outburst; he will bear me witness, I trust, that that
cut lops off an organically essential member from the
natural body of this scene; and only where the effect of
this extremely weighty scene must be given up in advance,
could I consent again to its omission—though in such a
case I would far rather advise the whole production being
given up.

A second omission affects the orchestral postlude of the
closing-scene of the First Act. The passage struck-out
was intended to accompany a scenic incident (the joyous
tumult of the chase, as huntsmen fill the stage from every
side) of such animation as I was unable to get enacted
upon even the Dresden boards. Owing to the uncommon
stifiness and conventionality of our usual stage-supers and
such-like, the effect could not be brought to that exuber-
ance of spirits which I had intended, and which should have
offered the fitting climax to a mood (Stimmung) led over
into keenest feeling of life’s freshness. Where this effect
cannot be brought about, then, the music also must keep
to its shortened form. On the other hand, where a com-
bination of favourable circumstances shall enable the regis-

seur to bring-out the full scenic effect intended by me, there
IIL M
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nothing but an undocked rendering of the postlude can
realise my whole original aim : namely, through an entirely
adequate impression of the scene, to raise to its utmost
height the Stsmmung roused by the previous situation—to a
height whereon alone can a bustling passage for the violins,
omitted from the prelude to the Second Act, be rightly
understood.

In the scores sent to the theatres a third omission will
be found marked down in the long closing-scene of the
Second Act, from page 326 to 331. This bracketed pas-
sage comprises one of the weightiest moments in the
drama. In its predecessor we had been shewn the effect
of Elisabeth’s sacrificial courage, her profoundly moving
and assuaging plea for her lover, upon those to whom she
had immediately addressed herself—the prince, the knights
and minstrels in very act of hounding Tannhduser to the
death: Elisabeth and this surrounding, with their mutual
attitude toward one another, took all our interest, which
concerned itself but indirectly with Tannhduser himself.
But when this first imperative interest is satiated, our sym-
pathy turns back at last to the chief figure in the whole
complex situation, the outlawed knight of Venus; Elisa-
beth and all the rest become a mere surrounding of the
man about whom our urgent Feeling demands to be in so
far set at rest, as it shall gain clear knowledge of the im-
pression made by this appalling catastrophe upon its prime
originator. After his fanatical defiance of the men’s attack,
Tannhiuser—most terribly affected by Elisabeth’s inter-
vention, the expression of her words, the tone of her voice,
and the conscience of his hideous blasphemy against her—
has fallen to the ground in final outbreak of the shattering
sense of utter humiliation, thus plunging from the height
of frenzied ecstasy to awful recognition of his present lot:
as though unconscious, he has lain with face turned
earthwards while we listened breathless to the effect pro-
claimed by his surrounding. Now Tannhiuser lifts up
his head, his features blanched and seared by fearful suffer-
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ing ; still lying on the ground and staring vacantly before
him, he begins with more and more impetuous accents to
vent the feelings of his bursting heart : *

To lead the sinner to salvation,
God’s messeng’ress to me drew nigh ;
but, ah! that vilest desecration
should lift to her its scathing eye !
O Mary Mother, high above earth’s dwelling—
who sent’st to me the angel of my weal—
have mercy on me, sunk in sin’s compelling,
who shamed the heavenly grace thou didst reveal !

These words, with the expression lent them by this
situation, contain the pith of Tannhiuser’s subsequent
existence, and form the axis of his whole career; without
our having received with absolute certainty the impression
meant to be conveyed by them at this particular crisis, we
are in no position to maintain any further interest in the
hero of the drama. If we have not been here at last
attuned to deepest fellow-suffering with Tannhiuser, the
drama will run its whole remaining course without con-
sistence, without necessity, and all our hitherto-aroused
awaitings will halt unsatisfied. Even Tannhiuser’s recital
of his sufferings, in the Third Act, can never compensate
us for the missed impression; for that recital can only
make the full effect intended, when it links itself to our
memory of this earlier, this decisory impression.

What could have determined me, then, to omit this very
passage from the second, and all later Dresden perform-
ances? My answer might well include the history of all
the troubles I have had to suffer, both as poet and musician,
from our Opera-affairs; but I here will put the matter
briefly. The first representative of Tannhiuser—unable,
in his capacity of eminently-gifted singer, to grasp anything
beyond the “ Opera” proper—could not succeed in seizing
the characteristic nature of a claim which addressed itself
more to his acting powers, than to his vocal talent. In
keeping with the situation, the aforesaid passage is accom-

® ¢« Zum Heil den Siinasger zu fiikren,"” &c,
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panied by whispered phrases for all the singers on the
stage, their voices at times, however, threatening to hastily
break short Tannhduser’s motif with warnings of their
smothered anger: in the eyes of our singers, this gave the
passage all the semblance of an ordinary concerted piece, in
which no individual thinks himself entitled to take a pro-
minent lead. Now the obstinacy of this error must bear
the blame that this passage’s true import, the high relief
given to Tannhiuser’s personality, was completely lost in
the performance, and that the whole situation, with its
needful breadth of musical treatment, acquired the character
of one of those Adagio-ensembles which we are wont to hear
precede the closing S#retto of an opera-Finale. In the light
of such an Adagio-section, dragging itself along without a
change, the whole thing must necessarily appear too spun-
out and fatiguing ; and when the question of a cut arose, to
stem the manifest displeasure, it was just this passage that
—seeing it had been robbed, in performance, of its proper
import—appeared to me a tedious ‘length,’ ie., a void.
But I ask any intelligent person to judge my humour to-
ward the external success of my work at Dresden, and
whether a twenty-fold performance, with regularly repeated
“calls” for the author, could repay me for the gnawing
consciousness that a large portion of the received applause
was due to nothing but a misunderstanding, or at least a
thoroughly defective understanding, of my real artistic aim!
If in future my intentions are to be better met, and my aim
realised in fact, I must especially insist on a correct render-
ing of the passage just discussed at length, since it is no
longer to be excised. In those days its omission, and the
consequent abandonment of its whole import, resulted in
all interest in Tannhduser completely vanishing at the close
of the Second Act, and centering simply in his environ-
ment and opposites—thus altogether nullifying my intrinsic
aim. In the Third Act Tannhduser was met by this lack
of interest to such a point, that people troubled themselves
about his subsequent fate merely insofar as the fate of
Elisabeth and even Wolfram, now raised into the virtual
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protagonists, appeared to hang upon it: only the truly
marvellous ability and staying-power of the singer of the
chief role, when in sonorous and energetic accents he told
the story of his pilgrimage, could laboriously re-awaken
interest in himself. Wherefore my prayer goes out to
every future exponent of Tannhiuser, to lay utmost weight
on the passage in question; his delivery of it will not
succeed till, even in midst of that delivery, he gets full
feeling that at this moment he is master of the dramatic,
as well as the musical situation, that the audience is listen-
ing exclusively to /s utterance, and that this latter is ot
such a kind as to instil the deepest sense of awe. The
cries: “Ack! erbarm’ dick mein !” demand so piercing an
accent, that he here will not get through as a merely well-
trained singer ; no, the highest dramatic art must yield him
all the energy of grief and desperation, for tones which
must seem to break from the very bottom of a heart dis-
traught by fearful suffering, like an outcry for redemption.
It must be the conductor’s duty, to see to it that the
desired effect be made possible to the chief performer
through the most discreet accompaniment, on part alike of
the other singers and the orchestra.—

Yet another omission was I obliged to make in this
closing scene of the Second Act, namely of the passage
occupying pages 348 to 356 of the score. It came about
for precisely the same reasons as in the case of the passage
last referred-to, and was merely a consequence of the prior
cut having grown inevitable: i.e, I felt that any interest in
Tannhiuser, in this Act, was past praying for. The essence
of the present passage is the renewed assumption of su-
premacy by Elisabeth, and more especially by Tannhiuser,
as they approach their surrounding, which hitherto has filled
the centre of the stage: here the theme of the men, with
its command to Rome, is taken up by Elisabeth in fashion
of an ardent prayer for her lover ; Tannhiuser adds to the
song the impassioned cries of broken-hearted penitence,
athirst for action; while the remainder of the men break
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forth anew with threats and execrations. Whether this
passage—which certainly belongs to the strictest sequence
of the situation—shall be retained in future representations,
I must make dependent on its outcome in the stage-rehear-
sals. If in the long run it should not entirely succeed, i.e.,
should it not bring about a heightening of the situation
through the animation displayed by the surrounding ; above
all, if the singer of Tannhiuser should feel himself and
his voice too sorely taxed by what has gone before, and
especially by that aforesaid passage in adagio, to sing this
too with fullest energy,—then I myself must strenuously
advise that the cut shall here hold good: for only by the
amplest force of acting and delivery, will the effect in-
tended here be still attainable. In that event I must con-
sole myself that the chief matter, the focusing of the main
interest on himself, has been compassed through Tann-
hiuser’s enthralling effect in the Adagio, and must content
myself with the further effect reserved for him to produce
at the supreme moment of his exit. To that moment I
should wish this performer’s attention most emphatically
directed. The men, affronted and incensed afresh at
sight of the hated one’s delay, are in act to carry out
their threats with hand upon the sword-hilt; an adjuring
gesture of Elisabeth’s holds them back to the path which
ske has won: then suddenly there rings from out the
valley the chant of the Younger Pilgrims, like a voice of
promise and atonement; as it enchains the rest, so it falls
on Tannhduser with a summons from the tempest of his
blind remorse. Like a flash from heaven, a sudden ray
of hope invades his tortured soul; tears of ineffable woe
well from his eyes; an irresistible impulse carries him to
the feet of Elisabeth; he dares not lift to her his look, but
presses the hem of her garment to his lips with passionate
ardour. Hastily he leaps to his feet once more; hurls
from his breast the cry: “ To Rome!” with an expression
as though the whole swift-kindled hope of a new life were
urged into the sound; and rushes from the stage with
burning steps. This action, which must be carried out
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with greatest sharpness and in briefest time, is of the most
determinant weight for the final impression of the whole
Act; and it is this impression that is absolutely indispens-
able, through the mood in which it leaves the public, for
making possible the full effect of the difficult Third Act.—

The abridged version of the long instrumental intro-
duction to the Third Act, as contained in the scores
revised for the theatres, is the one I now wish kept-to.
When first composing this piece, I allowed the subject of
expression to betray me into almost recitative-like phrases
for the orchestra; at the performance, however, I felt that
their meaning might well be intelligible to myself, who
carried in my head the fancy-picture of the incidents thus
shadowed, but not to others. Nevertheless I must insist
on a complete rendering of this tone-piece in its new
shape, since I deem it indispensable for establishing the
Stimmung needed by what follows.

For similar reasons to those given above, after the first
representation I saw myself compelled to effect an omission
in Elisabeth’s Prayer, namely that marked on pages 396
to 308. That the weightiest motivation of Elisabeth’s
self-offering and death thus went by the board, must be
obvious to anyone who will examine carefully the words
and music here. Certainly, if the simple outlines of this
tone-piece, completely bare of musical embroidery, are to
avoid the effect of monotonous length for that of an out-
flow of sincere emotion, its delivery demands a conception
and devotion to the task such as we can seldom hope to
meet among our dainty opera-singeresses. Here the mere
technical cultivation of even the most brilliant of voices will
not suffice us; by no art of absolute-musical execution
can this Prayer be made interesting ; but zkaz actress alone
can satisfy my aim, who is able to feel-out Elisabeth’s
piteous situation, from the first quick budding of her
affection for Tannhiuser, through all the phases of its
growth, to the final efflorescence of the death-perfumed



184 RICHARD WAGNER’S PROSE WORKS.

bloom—as it unfolds itself in this prayer,—and to feel this
with the finest organs of a true woman’s sensibility. Yet
that only the highest dramatic, and particularly the highest
vocal art, can make it possible to bring this sensibility to
outward operation—this is a thing that just zkose lady-
singers will be the first to recognise, who have erewhile
been clever enough at tricking a feelingless heap of
loungers out of their ennui through their own most blind-
ing arts, but cannot help perceiving the utter futility of
their juggling-feats when confronted with the present task.
—The initial inexperience of my Dresden actress must
bear the blame, that I was forced to immolate the passage
here referred-to; in course of the later performances I had
reason to hope for a successful issue of the whole Prayer,
were I to restore it to its integrity. But another experi-
ence made me hold my hand, and I consider this a most
appropriate place for imparting it to the conductors and
performers of my opera, in form of the following exhorta-
tion.—Whatever characteristic feature of a dramatic work
we deem expedient to omit from the first few representa-
tions, can never be restored in subsequent performances.
The first impression, even when a faulty one, fixes itself
alike for public and performers as a definite, a given thing ;
and any subsequent change, albeit for the better, will
always take the light of a derangement. The performers
in particular, after once getting over the worry and excite-
ment of the first few nights, soon accustom themselves to
holding their achievements, as set and moulded during
this incubatory process, for something inviolable by any
meddling hand; whilst carelessness and gradual indiffer-
ence add their share, at last, toward making it impossible
to deal afresh with a problem now considered solved. For
this reason I entreat directors and performers to come to
an agreement, upon everything I here am bringing under
their notice, defore the first production. What they are
able to achieve, or not, must be definitely established in
the stage-rehearsals, if not earlier; and, saving under utmost
stress, one should therefore not decide upon omissions with



THE PERFORMING OF “ TANNHAUSER.” 185

the sorry hope that what has been neglected may be made
good again in later performances: for this it never comes
to. In like manner one must not at once feel prompted
to lop away this or that passage because of insufficient
success at the first public performance, but rather have
care that its success shall not be lacking in the next; for
where one attempts to make an organically-coherent work
more palatable through excisions, one merely bears witness
to one’s own incapacity, and the enjoyment that seems
hereby brought within reach at last is no enjoyment of
the work as such, but only a self-deception, inasmuch as
the work is taken for something other than it really is.

Now the genuine triumph of the representress of Elisa-
beth would consist in this : that she not only should give
due effect to the Prayer in its entirety, but should further
maintain that effect at such a pitch, by the magic of her
acting, as to make possible an unabridged performance of
its pantomimic postlude. I am well aware that this task
is no less difficult than the vocal rendering of the Prayer
itself ; therefore only where the actress feels quite con-
fident of her effect in this solemn dumb-show, do I wish -
sanction given to the undocked execution of this scene.

As regards the revision of the opera’s close, upon whose
observance I rigidly insist, I have first to beg all those who
do not like this change—owing to impressions harboured
from its earlier arrangement,—to consider what I have just
said about first performances and repetitions. The revised
Close stands towards its first version as the working-out to
the sketch, and I soon experienced the pressing need of
this working-out ; whilst the very fact of my effecting it,
may prove to every one that I do not obstinately abide by
my first draughts, and therefore, when I press for the rein-
statement of passages omitted earlier, that it is not from
any blind affection for my works. When I first composed
this closing scene I had just as complete an image of it in
my brain, as I since have worked-out in its second version ;
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not an atom here is changed in the intention, but merely
that intention is more distinctly realised. The truth is,
I had built too much on certain scenic effects, which
proved inadequate when brought to actual execution: the
mere glowing of the Venusberg, in the farthest background,
was not enough to produce the disquieting impression
which T meant to lead up to the denouement ; still less
could the lighting of the windows of the Wartburg (also in
the most distant background) and the far-off strains of the
Dirge bring the catastrophic moment, which enters with
Elisabeth’s death, to instantaneous perception by an un-
biased spectator not familiar with the literary and artistic
details of the subject. My experiences hereanent were
so painfully convincing, that the very non-understanding
of this situation afforded me a cogent reason for re-
modelling the closing-scene; and in no other way could
this be accomplished, than by making Venus herself draw
near, with witchcraft sensible to ear and eye, whilst Elisa-
beth’s death is no longer merely hinted at, but the dying
Tannhiuser sinks down upon her actual corse. Although
the effect of this change was complete and decisive on the
unbiased public, yet I can easily imagine how the art-connois-
seur,already familiar with the earlier form—and that through
his having acquired a clue to the situation by a study of the
poem and music apart from representment,—must have
found it disconcerting. This I the more readily compre-
hend, as the new Close could only be represented in a very
halting style at Dresden : it had to be carried-out with the
existing scenic material from the First Act, and with none
of the fresh scenery which it required ; moreover (as I have
already mentioned) the role of Venus was one of the least
satisfactorily rendered in that production, and thus her re-
appearance in itself could make no favourable impression.
These grounds, however, are quite untenable against the
validity of the new Close when it is a question, as now, of
producing Tannhiduser for the first time on other stages
and under quite other conditions, and therefore I cannot
grant them the least regard.
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Still reserving my discussion of this closing-scene with
the regisseur, and especially the scene-painter, I have next
to inform the musical-director that I deemed necessary
to omit from the second edition the final chorus of the
Younger Pilgrims, occurring in the first arrangement ; after
what has gone before, it is easy for this chorus to appear
a length too much, if by the amplest vocal forces, on the
one side, and a striking portrayal of the scene on the other,
it be not brought to a powerful effect of its own. The chant
is sung exclusively by soprano and alto voices: these must
be available in considerable number and great beauty of
tone ; the approach of the singers must be so contrived
that, despite the mere gradual arrival of the whole choir
upon the stage, yet the chant is sounded from the very
first with utmost possible fulness; and finally, the scene
must very effectively reproduce the valley’s glowing flush
at break of dawn,—if the Director is to feel justified in
carrying out this Close of the opera in its entirety. Only
the largest and amplest-equipped theatres, however, can
command the needful means for the effect last-named ; but
these alone, by supplying the conditions necessary for re-
taining this Pilgrims’-chant, could also fully meet my aim ;
for, with its announcement of the miracle, and as forming
the counterpart to Tannhduser’s story of his reception in
Rome, this chant at any rate rounds off the whole in a
thoroughly satisfying manner.*

Before I quite turn my back on the musical-director, I
have a few things to discuss with him as regards the
Orchestra, and chiefly in reference to the phrasing of the
Overture—The theme with which this tone-piece begins,

* The theatres must apply to me for the music of this chorus. —R.
WAGNER.

+ Touching the vocal parts, I must make one more request to the Kapell-
meister : viz., if the singer of Walther, whose solos in the ‘‘Minstrel’s
Tourney ” are pitched somewhat low (yet in any case are to be maintained in
the key prescribed), should find any difficulty with the persistently high register
of the concerted pieces,—to effect a change by having the notes assigned to
Heinrich der Schreiber copied into the music-part of the former, in addition to

his own snlo-passages, while the higher voice is made over to Heinrich.—R.
WAGNER.
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will at once be correctly grasped by the wind-instrument-
ists, if the conductor insists on their all taking breath
together at the right casura in the melody ; this invariably
precedes the upstroke leading to the ‘good’ bar of the
rhythm, and thus occurs in the third, fifth, seventh, &c., of
the melody,—as follows:

In order to gain the effect intended, in imitation of a
chorus sung to words, I further beg an alteration in the
fourth and twelfth bars of the bassoon-parts, resolving the
rhythm J into J”j . When the trombones later take up
the same theme jforte, this breathing-mark will not of
course hold good, but, for sake of the needful strength and
duration of tone, the blowers must take breath as often as
they require.—The fortissimo passage, from the third bar
of page 5 to the second bar of page 10, should be executed
by the accompanying instruments (i.e., the whole orchestra
except the trombones, tuba, and drums) in such a manner
that, whereas a full fortissémo marks the first beat of every
bar, the second and third crotchets are played with decreas-
ing force. Thus:

mom pmmi-

Only the instruments named above, as directly occupied with
the theme itself, must maintain an even strength.—At the
sixth bar of page 22 the conductor should somewhat restrain
the pace, which had shortly before grown almost too rapid,
yet without causing any conspicuous retardation ; the ex-
pression of this passage should merely be sharply contrasted
with that of the former, through its obtaining a yearning—
I might almost say, a panting—character, both in phrasing
and in tempo. On page 23, bar 2, the accent is to be re-
moved from the first note of the first violins ; similarly in the
first bar of page 24 the /7 is to be changed to a simple p, for
all the instruments. On page 25 the time is to be again taken



THE PERFORMING OF “ TANNHAUSER.” 189

somewhat more briskly ; only, the conductor must guard
against the theme which enters with page 26 being played
too fast : for all the fire with which it is to be rendered, a
too rapid tempo would give it a certain taint of levity,
which I should like kept very far away from it.—In the
distribution of the violins into eight groups, from page 34
onwards, it must be seen-to that the six lower groups are
of equal strength, while the two upper, from page 35 on,
are manned in such a fashion that the second group is
stronger than the first; the first part might even be en-
trusted to one solitary leader, whereas the second must be
numerically stronger than all the others.—The clarinetist
generally mistakes the ‘slur’ in the first bar of page 35,
and connects the first note of the triplet with the preceding
4 crotchet ; it must, on the contrary, be emphasised apart.
On page 36 particular heed should be paid to the clarinet’s
standing sharply out from all the other instruments; even
the first violin must not overshadow it, and the clarinetist
must fully realise that, from its first entry on this page
down to the fifth bar of page 37, his instrument takes the
absolutely leading part.—A moderately brisk accelerando
must commence with page 39, and not slacken until the
fifth bar of page 41, when it passes into the energetic
tempo there required.—From the third bar of page 50 on-
wards, the conductor must maintain an unbroken body of
fullest tone in all the instruments; any abatement in the
first eight bars must be strenuously avoided.—It is of the
greatest moment for an understanding of the whole closing
section of the Overture, that from page 54 onwards the
violins be played in utmost pzano, so that above their
wave-like figure—almost merely whispered—the theme of
the wind-instruments may be heard with absolute distinct-
ness ; for this theme, albeit it is not to be played at all
loud, must forthwith rivet the attention of the hearer.—
Beginning with the third bar on page 66, the conductor
must accelerate the pace—in regular progression, though
with marked effect—in such a way that with the entry of
the fortissimo on page 68 that pitch of rapidity is reached



190 RICHARD WAGNER'S PROSE WORKS.

in which alone the trombone-theme, so greatly ‘ augmented’
in rhythm, can be given an intelligible enunciation through
its notes losing all appearance of detached and disconnected
sounds.—Finally, I scarcely need lay to the heart of the
conductor and band that it is only by expenditure of the
utmost energy and force, that the intended effect of this
unbroken fortissimo can be attained. After yet another
acceleration of the six preceding them, the last four bars
are to be slackened to a solemn breadth of measure.—

As to the “tempi” of the whole work in general, I here
can only say that if conductor and singers are to depend
for their time-measure on the metronomical marks alone,
the spirit of their work must stand indeed in sorry case;
only zken will both discern the proper measure, when an
understanding of the dramatic and musical situations, an
understanding won by lively sympathy, shall let them find
it as a thing that comes quite of itself, without their further
seeking.

For what concerns the manning of the orchestra—seeing
that the body of wind-instruments in this opera exceeds in
no essential the usual complement of all good German
orchestras—I have only to draw attention to one point,
though certainly of great importance to me: I mean, the
requisite effective number of string-instruments. German
orchestras are invariably too poorly manned with ‘strings’;
upon the grounds of this lack of fine feeling for the truest
needs of good orchestral delivery much might be said, and
that pretty decisive of any verdict on the state of Music
in Germany ; but, to be sure, it here would lead us too far
afield. Thus much is certain, that the French—however
we may cry out against their frivolity—keep their smallest
orchestras better manned with ‘strings’ than we find in
Germany, often in quite celebrated bands. Now in the
instrumentation of “ Tannhduser” I so deliberately kept
in view a particularly strong muster of strings, that I must
positively insist on all the theatres increasing their string-
instruments beyond the usual tally; and my requirements
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‘may be measured by this very simple standard—I declare
that an orchestra which cannot muster at least four good
viola-players, can bring to hearing but a mutilation of my
music.

For the musical equipment of the stage itself I have
made still more unwonted demands. If I stand by the
exactest observance of my instructions for the stage-music,
I am justified by the knowledge that in all the more
important cities of Germany there exist large and well-
manned music-corps, especially belonging to the military,
and from these the stage-music-corps required for “ Tann-
hduser” can readily be combined. Further, I know that
any opposition to the fulfilment of my demand will come
chiefly from the parsimony—often alas! most warrantable,
as I admit—of the theatrical Directors. I must tell these
Directors, however, that they can expect no manner of
success from the production of my “ Tannhiuser,” saving
when the representation is prepared with the most excep-
tional care in every respect; with a care such as needs
must give this representation, when contrasted with cus-
tomary operatic performances, the character of something
quite Unwonted. And as this character has to be evinced
by the whole thing, under its every aspect, it must be also
shewn on the side of its external mounting; for which I
count on no mere tinsel pomp and blinding juggleries, but
precisely on a supplanting of these trumpery effects by a
really rich and thoughtfully-planned artistic treatment of
the whole alike with every detail.

I must now devote a few lines to the Regissexr, begging
him to lay to heart what I hitherto have chiefly addressed
to the Musical Director, and thence to derive a measure
for my claims on the character of his own collaboration.
Nothing I have said about the representation from the
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musical side can succeed at all, unless the most punctilious
carrying-out of every scenic detail makes possible a general
prospering of the dramatic whole. The stage-directions
in the score, to which I drew his marked attention in my
opening statement, will mostly give him an exact idea of
my aim ; my circumstantial instructions, with reference to
certain habitually-omitted passages, may shew him what
unusual weight I lay on the precisest motivation of the
situations through the dramatic action; and he thence
may perceive the value I attach to his solicitous co-opera-
tion in the arrangement of even the most trifling scenic
incidents. I therefore entreat the regisseur to cast to the
winds that indulgence alas! too customarily shewn to
operatic favourites, which leaves them almost solely in the
hands of the musical-director. Though, in their general
belittlement of Opera as a genre, people have thought fit
to let a singer perpetrate any folly he pleases in his con-
ception of a situation, because “an opera-singer isn’t an
actor, you know, and one goes to the opera simply to hear
the singing, not to see a play,”—yet I declare that if this
indulgence is applied to the present case, my work may as
well be given up at once for lost. What I ask of the per-
former, will certainly not be drummed into him by sheer
weight of talk; and the whole course of study laid down
by me, especially the holding of reading-rehearsals, aims
at making the performer a fellow-feeling, a fellow-knowing,
and finally, from his own convictions, a fellow-creative
partner in the production: but it is just as certain that,
under prevailing conditions, this result can only be brought
about by the most active co-operation of the regisseur.

So I beg the stage-director to pay special heed to the
scenic action’s synchronising in the precisest fashion with
the various features of the orchestral accompaniment.
Often it has happened to me, that a piece of by-play—a
gesture, a significant glance—has escaped the attention of
the spectator because it came too early or too late, and at
any rate did not exactly correspond in tempo or duration
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with the correlated passage for the orchestra which was
influencing that same spectator in his capacity of listener.
Not only does this heedlessness damage the effect of the
performer’s acting, but this inconsequence in the features
of the orchestra confuses the spectator to such a pitch,
that he can only deem them arbitrary caprices of the com-
poser. What a chain of misunderstandings is hereby given
rise to, it is easy enough to see.

I further urge the regisseur to guard against the pro-
cessions in “ Tannhiuser” being carried out by the stage-
personnel in the manner of the customary March, now
stereotyped in all our operatic productions. Marches, in
the ordinary sense, are not to be found in my later operas;
therefore if the entry of the guests into the Singers’ Hall
(Act II. Scene 4) be so effected that the choir and supers
march upon the stage in double file, draw the favourite
serpentine curve around it, and take possession of the
wings like two regiments of well-drilled troops, in wait for
further operatic business,—then I merely beg the band to
play some march from “Norma” or “ Belisario,” but not
my music. If on the contrary one thinks it as well to
retain my music, the entry of the guests must be so ordered
as to thoroughly imitate real life, in its noblest, freest
forms. Away with that painful regularity of the traditional
marching-order! The more varied and unconstrained are
the groups of oncomers, divided into separate knots of
friends or relatives, the more attractive will be the effect of
the whole Entry. Each knight and dame must be greeted
with friendly dignity, on arrival, by the Landgrave and
Elisabeth ; but, naturally, there must be no visible pretence
of conversation—a thing that under any circumstances
should be strictly prohibited in a musical drama.—A most
important task, in this sense, will then be the ordering of
the whole Singers’-Tourney, the easy grouping of its
audience, and especially the portrayal of their changing
and waxing interest in the main action. Here the regisseur

must tax the full resources of his art; for only through his
IIL N

-~
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most ingenious tactics can this complex scene attain its
due effect.

He must treat in a similar fashion the bands of Pilgrims
in the First and Third Acts; the freer the play, and the
more natural the groupings, the better will my aim be
answered. As to the close of the First Act, where (in fact
during this whole scene, albeit unobtrusively at first) the
stage is gradually occupied by the full hunting retinue ; and
as to the close of the Third Act, where I have been obliged
to make the giving of the Younger Pilgrims’ chorus depend
in great measure on a skilful handling of the stage—I
believe I have already said enough. But one most weighty
matter still remains for me to clear up with the regisseur: the
execution of the opera’s first scene, the dance—if so 1 may
call it—in the Venusberg. I need scarcely point out that we
here have nothing to do with a dance such as is usual in
our operas and ballets; the ballet-master, whom one should
ask to arrange such a dance-set for this music, would soon
send us to the right-about and declare the music quite
unsuitable. No, what I have in mind is an epitome of
everything the highest choreographic and pantomimic art
can offer: a wild, and yet seductive chaos of movements
and groupings, of soft delight, of yearning and burning,
carried to the most delirious pitch of frenzied riot. For
sure, the problem is not an easy one to solve, and to pro-
duce the desired chaotic effect undoubtedly requires most
careful and artistic treatment of the smallest details.
The ‘argument’ of this wild scene is plainly set forth in the
score, as concerns its essential features, and I must entreat
whoever undertakes its carrying out, for all the freedom I
concede to his invention, to strictly maintain the prescribed
chief-moments ; a frequent hearing of the music, rendered
by the orchestra, will be the best means of inspiring any
person in the least expert with the devices whereby to make
the action correspond therewith.—

This scene now brings me into contact with the Scene
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painter, whom I shall henceforth figure to myself as in close
alliance with the Machinist. Only through an accurate
knowledge of the whole poetic subject, and after a careful
agreement as to the scheme of its portrayal with the Regis-
seur—and the Kapellmeister too—will the scene-painter
and machinist succeed in giving the stage its needful aspect.
In the absence of such an agreement, how often must it
happen that, for mere sake of employing work already
executed by the scene-painter and machinist after a one-
sided acquaintance with the subject, one is forced at the
last moment to embark on violent distortions of the
intrinsic aim |

The main features of the Venusberg scenery, whose
mechanical structure must accurately fit-in with that for
the Wartburg valley set in readiness behind it (an arrange-
ment favoured by the mountainous projections common to
both), are sufficiently indicated in the score. However, the
shrouding of this scene with a veil of rosy mist, to narrow
down its space, is a somewhat difficult matter: all the
intended witchery would be destroyed, if this were clumsily
effected by pushing forward, and dropping down, a massive
cloud-piece. After many a careful trial, this veiling was
most effectively carried-out at Dresden by gradually lower-
ing a number of vaporous sheets of painted gauze, let
slowly fall behind each other; so that not until the con-
tours of the previous scene had become quite unrecognis-
able, was a massive rose-tinted canvas back-cloth let down
behind these veils, thus completely shutting-in the scene.
The tempo also was accurately reckoned, so as to coincide
with the music.—The main change of scene is then effected
at one stroke, as follows : the stage is suddenly plunged in
darkness, and first the massive cloud-cloth, and immediately
thereafter the veils of gauze, are drawn swiftly up; where-
upon the light is instantly turned on again, revealing the new
scene, the valley bathed in brilliant sunshine. The effect
of this valley-picture—which must be mounted in strict
accordance with the directions in the score—should be so
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overpoweringly fresh, so invitingly serene, that the poet
and musician may be allowed to leave the spectator to its
impression for a while.

The decorations for the Second Act, shewing the Singers’-
Hall in the Wartburg, were so admirably designed for the
Dresden production, by an eminent French artist, that I
can only advise each theatre to procure a copy and mount
this scene in accordance with it. The arrangement of the
stage, as regards the tiers of seats for the guests at the
Singers’-tourney, was also so happily effected there, that I
have only to urge an employment of the plans, which may
easily be obtained from Dresden.

Less happily did the scenery for the Third Act turn out
at Dresden ; not until after the production of the opera did
it become evident that a special canvas should have been
painted for this Act, whereas I had fancied we could
manage with the second back-cloth from the First. But
it proved beyond the most ingenious artifice of lighting,
to give to the same canvas, previously reckoned for the
brightest effect of a spring morning, the autumn-evening
aspect so needful to the Third Act. Above all, the
magic apparition of the Venusberg could not be effectu-
ally rendered with this scenery, so that—as already said
—for the second version I had to content myself with
somewhat inconsequently letting drop once more the
veilings of the First Act; whereby the whole apparition
of Venus was driven much too much into the foreground,
and thus quite missed its effect of a beckoning from afar.
I therefore engage the scene-painter, to whom the mounting
of this opera is confided, to insist on a special canvas being
provided for the Third Act, and to treat it in such a way
that it shall reproduce the last scene of the First Act in
the tones of autumn and evening, but with strict observance
of the fact that the valley is eventually to be shewn in the
glowing flush of dawn.—Then for the spectral apparition
of the Venusberg something like the following mode might
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be adopted. At the passage indicated in the score the
lights should be very much lowered, while half-way up
the stage two veils are dropped, one after the other, com-
pletely concealing the contours of the valley in the back-
ground ; immediately afterwards the distant Venusberg,
now painted as a transparency, must be lit with a roseate
glow. The inventive talent of the scene-painter and
machinist should next devise some means whereby the
effect may be produced as though the glowing Venusberg
were drawing nearer, and stretching wide enough—now
that we can see through it—to hold within it groups of
dancing figures, whose whirling movements must be plainly
visible to the spectator. When the whole hinder stage is
occupied by this apparition, Venus herself will then be seen,
reclining on a litter. The perspective, however, must still
appear as distant as is consistent with the size of actual
human figures. The phantom’s vanishing will then be
brought about by a rapid diminution and final extinction
of the rosy lighting of the background, which till then had
grown more and more vivid—therefore by the stage being
momentarily plunged in total darkness, during which the
whole apparatus required by this vision of the Venusberg
is to be speedily removed. Next, and while the dirge is
being chanted, one perceives through the two still-hanging
veils the lights and torches of the funeral train, as it de-
scends from the heights at the back. Then the veils are
drawn slowly up, one after the other, and at like time the
gradual grey of early morn fills all the scene; to pass at
last, as said, into the glowing flush of dawn.

The scene-painter may see, then, how infinitely important
to me is his intelligent collaboration—nay, how alone en-
abling—and that I assign to him a certainly not un-decisive
share in the success of the whole ; a success only to be won
through a clear and instant understanding of the most un-
wonted situations. But only a close and genuinely artistic
acquaintance with my inmost aims, on his part, can secure
me that collaboration.
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After this somewhat circumstantial disquisition, I must
turn at last to the Actors in particular. I cannot, how-
ever, attempt to discuss with them the minutie of their
réles; to gain a full and fitting opportunity for this, I
should need to enter on a personal and friendly inter-
course with each performer. Therefore I must confine
myself to what I have already said about the needful
mode of approaching the general study, in the hope that
through familiarity with my intentions the performers will
of themselves attain the power of executing them. But in
all that I have addressed to the Musical Director, in the
first place, my claims upon the players are so markedly
involved, and in dealing with individual situations I have
found occasion to so exactly motivate these claims, that I
need only add that my requirements for the conception of
those single passages must hold good for every other detail
of the performance.—

Yet I deem it as well to go a little deeper into the
character of the principal r6les.

Indisputably the hardest r8le is that of Zannhiuser
himself, and I must admit that it may be one of the
hardest problems ever set before an actor. The essentials
of this character, in my eyes, are an ever prompt and
active, nay, a brimming-over saturation with the emotion
woken by the passing incident, and the lively contrasts
which the swift changes of situation produce in the utter-
ance of this fill of feeling. Tannhiduser is nowhere and
never “a little” anything, but each thing fully and entirely.
With fullest transport has he revelled in the arms of
Venus ; with keenest feeling of the necessity for his
breaking from her, does he tear the bonds that bound
him to Love’s Goddess, without one moment’s railing at
her. With fullest unreserve he gives himself to the over-
powering impression of re-entered homely Nature, to the
familiar round of old sensations, and lastly to the tearful
outburst of a childlike feeling of religious penitence; the
cry : “ Almighty, Thine the praise ! Great are the wonders
of Thy grace!” is the instinctive outpour of an emotion
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which usurps his heart with might resistless, down to its
deepest root. So strong and upright is this emotion,
and the felt need of reconciliation with the world—with
the World in its widest, grandest sense—that he sullenly
draws back from the encounter with his former comrades,
and shuns their proffered reconcilement: no turning-back
will he hear of, but only thrusting-on towards a thing as
great and lofty as his new-won feeling of the World it-
self. This one, this nameless thing, that alone can satisfy
his present longing, is suddenly named for him with the
name “ Elisabeth ”: Past and Future stream together, with
lightning quickness, at mention of this name; while he
listens to the story of Elisabeth’s love they melt in one
great flood of flame, and light the path that leads him
to new life. Wholly and entirely mastered by this latest,
this impression never felt before, he shouts for very joy
of life, and rushes forth to meet the loved one. The whole
Past now lies behind him like a dim and distant dream ;
scarce can he call it back to mind: one thing alone he
knows of, a tender, gracious woman, a sweet maid who
loves him; and one thing alone lies bare to him within
this love, one thing alone in its rejoinder,—the burning,
all-consuming fire of Life—With this fire, this fervour,
he tasted once the love of Venus, and instinctively must
he fulfil what he had freely pledged her at his parting:
“’gainst all the world, henceforth, her doughty knight to
be.” This World tarries not in challenging him to the
combat. In it—where the Strong brims full the sacrifice
demanded of it by the Weak—man finds his only passport
to survival in an endless- accommodation of his instinctive
feelings to the all-ruling mould of use and wont (Sizze).
Tannhiduser, who is capable of nothing but the most direct
expression of his frankest, most instinctive feelings, must
find himself in crying contrast with this world; and so
strongly must this be driven home upon his Feeling, that
for sake of sheer existence, he has to battle with this his
opposite in a struggle for life or death. It is this one
necessity that absorbs his soul, when matters come to open
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combat in the “ Singers’-tourney”; to content it he forgets
his whole surrounding, and casts discretion to the winds:
and yet his heart is simply fighting for his love to Elisabeth,
when at last he flaunts his colours openly as Venus’ knight.
Here stands he on the summit of his life-glad ardour,
and naught can dash him from the pinnacle of transport
whereon he plants his solitary standard ’gainst the whole
wide world,—nothing but the one experience whose utter
newness, whose variance with all his past, now suddenly
usurps the field of his emotions : the woman who offers up
herself for love of him.—Forth from that excess of bliss on
which he fed in Venus’ arms, he had yearned for—Sorrow:
this profoundly human yearning was to lead him to the
woman who sxffers with him, whilst Venus had but joyed.
His claim is now fulfilled, and no longer can he live aloof
from griefs as overwhelming as were once his joys. Yet
these are no sought-for, no arbitrarily chosen griefs; with
irresistible might have they forced an entrance to his heart
through fellow-feeling, and it nurtures them with all the
energy of his being, even to self-annihilation. It is here that
his love for Elisabeth proclaims the vastness of its difference
from that for Venus: her whose gaze he can no longer
bear, whose words pierce his breast like a sword—to her
must he atone, and expiate by fearsome tortures the tor-
ture of her love for him, though Death’s most bitter pang
should only let him distantly forebode that last atone-
ment.—Where is the suffering that he would not gladly
bear? Before that world, confronting which he stood but
now its jubilant foe, he casts himself with willing fervour
in the dust, to let it tread him under foot. No likeness
shews he to his fellow-pilgrims, who lay upon themselves
convenient penance for healing of their own souls: only
“her tears to sweeten, the tears she weeps o’er his great
sin,” seeks he the path of healing, amid the horriblest of
torments ; for this healing can consist in nothing but the
knowledge that those tears are dried. We must believe
him, that never did a pilgrim pray for pardon with such
ardour. But the more sincere and total his prostration,
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his remorse and craving for purification, the more terribly
must he be overcome with loathing at the heartless lie
that reared itself upon his journey’s goal. It is just his
utter singlemindedness, recking naught of self, of welfare
for his individual soul, but solely of his love towards
another being, and thus of that beloved being’s weal—it
is just this feeling that at last must kindle into brightest
flame his hate against this world, which must break from
off its axis or ever it absolved his love and him ; and these
are the flames whose embers of despair scorch up his
heart. When he returns from Rome, he is nothing but
embodied wrath against a world that refuses him the right
of Being for simple reason of the wholeness of his feelings;
and not from any thirst for joy or pleasure, seeks he once
more the Venusberg ; but despair and hatred of this world
he needs must flout now drive him thither, to hide him
from his “angel’s” look, whose “tears to sweeten” the wide
world could not afford to him the balm.—Thus does he
love Elisabeth ; and this love it is that she returns. What
the whole moral world could not, that could she when,
defying all the world, she clothed her lover in her prayer,
and in hallowed knowledge of the puissance of her dcath
she dying set the culprit freee And Tannhiuser’s last
breath goes up to her, in thanks for this supernal gift of
Love. Beside his lifeless body stands no man but must
envy him ; the whole world, and God Himself—must call
him blessed.—

Now I declare that not even the most eminent actor,
of our own or bygone times, could solve the task of a per-
fect portrayal of Tannhduser’s character on the lines laid
down in the above analysis; and I meet the question:
“How could I hold it possible for an opera-singer to fulfil
it?” by the simple answer that to Music alone could the
draft of such a task be offered, and only a dramatic singer,
just through the aid of Music, can be in the position to
fulfil it. Where a Player would seek in vain among the
means of recitation, for the expression wherewithal to give
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this character success, to the Singer that expression is self-
offered in the music; I therefore merely beg the latter to
approach his task with unrestricted warmth, and he may
be certain also of achieving it.—But above all, I must
ask the singer of Tannhduser to completely give over and
forget his quondam standing as Opera-singer; as suck he
cannot even dream of a possibility of solving this task.
To our femors, in particular, there cleaves a downright curse
as outcome of their rendering of the usual tenor-réles—
giving them for the most part an unmanly, vapid, and
utterly invertebrate appearance. Under the influence, and
in consequence, of the positively criminal school of singing
now in vogue, during the whole of their theatrical career
they are accustomed to so exclusively devote their atten-
tion to the paltriest details of vocal trickery, that they
seldom attain to anything beyond the care whether that G
or A-flat will come out roundly, or the delight that this
G-sharp or A has “taken” well. Besides this care and
this delight, they generally know nothing but the pleasure
of fine clothes, and the toil to make their finery and voice
together bring-in as much applause as possible—above all
with an eye to higher wages.* I grant, then, that the
mere attempt to handle such a task as that of my Tann-
hiuser will be sufficient in itself to ruffle the composure of
the singer, and that this very disquietude will induce him
to alter many of his old stage habits; in fact I go so far as
to hope that, if the study of Tannhduser is conducted on
the lines laid down by me, so great a change will come
over the habits and notions of the singer, in favour of
his task, that of itself it will lead him to the right
and needful thing. But a thoroughly successful issue of
his labours I can only expect when this change shall
compass a total revolution in himself and his former
methods of conception and portrayal—a revolution such

* As I direct these remarks to a whole class, and in such general terms, it
naturally is impossible for me to take notice of the manifold varieties which
more or less depart from the generic character ; wherefore in dealing with
crying faults I here must necessarily employ superlatives, which, at any rate,
can find no application to many an individual case.—R. WAGNER.
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as to make him conscious that for this project he has to
become something entirely different from what he has
been, the diametric opposite of his earlier self. Let
him not reply that already he has had tasks set before
him which made unusual demands on his gift for acting:
I can prove to him that what he haply has made his own
in the so-called dramatic-tenor r6les of latter days will
by no means help him out with Tannhiuser; for I could
shew him that in the operas of Meyerbeer, for instance, the
character for which I have blamed the modern tenor is
regarded as unalterable, from top to toe, in means and end,
and with the utmost shrewdness. Whoever, then, relying
on his previous successes in the said operas, should attempt
to play Tannhduser with merely the same expenditure on
the art of portrayal as has sufficed to make those operas
both widely given and universally popular, would turn this
role into the very opposite of what it is. Above all, he
would not grasp the energy of Tannhiuser’s nature, and
thus would turn him into an undecided, vacillating, a weak
and unmanly character; since for the superficial observer
there certainly might exist temptation to such a false con-
ception of the part (lending it somewhat of a resemblance to
“Robert the Devil”). But nothing could make the whole
drama less intelligible and more disfigure the chief charac-
ter, than if Tannhiduser were displayed weak, or even by
fits and starts “well-meaning,” bourgeoisely devout, and at
most afflicted with a few reprehensible cravings. This I
believe I have substantiated by the foregoing characterisa-
tion of his nature ; and as I can await no understanding of
my work if its chief réle be not conceived and rendered
in consonance with that characterisation, so the singer
of Tannhiduser may perceive not only what an unwonted
demand I make upon him, but also to what joyful thanks
he’ll pledge me should he fully realise my aim. I do not
hesitate to say that a completely successful impersonation
of Tannhiduser will be the highest achievement in the
record of his art.—

After this exhaustive talk with the singer of Tann-
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hiuser, I have but little to tell the interpreters of the
remaining réles ; the main gist of what I have said to him
concerns them all. The hardest tasks, after that of Tann-
hiduser himself, are certainly those which fall to the two
ladies, the exponents of Venus and Elisabeth. As to Venus,
this réle will only succeed when to a favourable exterior
the actress joins a full belief in her part; and this will come
to her so soon as she is able to hold Venus completely
justified in her every utterance,—so justified that she can
yield to no one but the woman who offers up herself for
Love. The difficulty in the role of Elisabeth, on the other
hand, is for the actress to give the impression of the most
youthful and virginal unconstraint, without betraying how
experienced, how refined a womanly feeling it is, that
alone can fit her for the task.—The other male parts are
less exacting, and even Wolfram—whose réle I can by no
means hold for unconditionally easy—needs little more
than to address himself to the sympathy of the finer-feeling
section of our public, to be sure of winning its interest.
The lesser vehemence of his directly physical instincts
has allowed him to make the impressions of Life a matter
of meditation; he thus is pre-eminently Poet and Artist,
whereas Tannhduser is before all Man. His standing
toward Elisabeth, which a noble manly pride enables him
to bear so worthily, no less than his final deep fellow-feeling
for Tannhduser—whom he certainly can never comprehend
—will make him one of the most prepossessing figures.
Let the singer of this part, however, be on his guard against
imagining the music as easy as might at first appear : more
particularly his first song in the “Singers’-tourney "—com-
prising, as it does, the story of the whole evolution of
Wolfram’s life-views, both as artist and as man — will
demand a phrasing (Vortrag) thought-out with the most
sensitive care, after a minutest pondering of the poetic
subject, while it will need the greatest practice to pitch the
voice to that variety of expression which alone can give
this piece the right effect.—In conclusion I would gladly
turn from the “Performers” to the “Singers ” in particular,
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did I not on the one hand fear to weary, and on the other,
venture to assume that what I have already said will
suffice to make clear my wishes to the representants in their
function, too, of vocal artists.—

So I will now close this Address, albeit with a mournful
feeling that I have most imperfectly attained my
object: namely, to make good by it a thing denied me,
and yet the thing I deem so needful—a personal and
word-of-mouth address to all concerned.* Amid my
deep feeling of the insufficience of this by-way that I
have struck, my only solace is a firm reliance on the good
will of my artistic comrades; a good will such as never
an artist needed more for making possible his artwork,
than I need in my present plight. May all whom I have
addressed take thought on my peculiar lot, and above all
ascribe to the mood which consequently has grown upon
me any stray sentence wherein I may have shewn myself
too exacting, too anxious, or even too mistrustful, rigorous
and harsh.—In view of the unwontedness of such an
Address as the preceding, I certainly must prepare myself
for its being wholly or for the most part disregarded—
perhaps not even understood—by many of those to whom
it is directed. With this knowledge I therefore can only
regard it as an experiment, which I cast like a die on the
world, uncertain whether it shall win or lose. Yet if merely
among a handful of individuals I fully reach my aim, that
attainment will richly compensate me for all mischanced
besides ; and cordially do I grasp in anticipation the hand
of those valiant artists who shall not have been ashamed
to concern themselves more closely with me, and more
familiarly to befriend me, than is wonted in our modern
Art-world’s intercourse.

* This ¢“ Address” was written when Wagner had already spent over three
years in exile,—an exile destined to last for nearly ten years more.—TR,
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TRANSLATOR's NOTE.



AN the first place I have to remind the Conductor
and Regisseur of what I laid to their heart
before, when dealing with the production of
“Tannhiuser,” as regards the close accord
between what passes in the orchestra and
what passes on the stage. The ships and sea, in particular,
demand from the Regisseur an unusual amount of care:
he will find all needful indications at the corresponding
places of the pianoforte edition or full score. The opera’s
first scene has to bring the spectator into that Stimmung
in which it becomes possible for him to conceive the
mysterious figure of the “Flying Dutchman” himself:
it must therefore be handled with exceptional kindness;
the sea between the headlands must be shewn as boister-
ous as possible; the treatment of the ship cannot be
naturalistic enough : little touches, such as the heeling
of the ship when struck by an extra big wave (between
the two verses of the Steersman’s song) must be very
drasticly carried out. Special attention is demanded by
the lighting, with its manifold changes: to make the
nuances of storm in the First Act effective, a skilful use
of painted gauzes, as far as quite the middle distance of
the stage, is indispensable. However, as these Remarks
are not specially directed to the purely decorative aspect
of the performance (for which I must refer to the scenarium
of this opera as produced in the Berlin playhouse) I con-
tent myself—as said—with pleading for an exact observ-
ance of my scattered scenic indications, and leave to the
inventive powers of the Scene-painter and Machinist the
method of their carrying out.

I therefore turn simply to the performers, and among
these more particularly to the representant of the difficult
principal réle, that of the “ Hollinder” (the “ Dutchman ”).

III1. o 29
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Upon the happy issue of this title réle depends the rea’
success of the whole opera: its exponent must succeed
in rousing and maintaining the deepest pity (Mitleid);
and this he will be able to, if he strictly observes the
following chief characteristics.—

His outward appearance is sufficiently notified. His
first entry is most solemn and earnest: the measured
slowness of his landing should offer a marked contrast
with his vessel's weirdly rapid passage through the seas.
During the deep trumpet-notes (B-minor) at quite the
close of the introductory scene he has come off board,
along a plank lowered by one of the crew, to a shelf of
rock on the shore; his rolling gait, proper to sea-folk on
first treading dry land after a long voyage, is accompanied
by a wave-like figure for the violins and ‘tenors’: with
the first crotchet of the third bar he makes his second
step—always with folded arms and sunken head; his
third and fourth steps. coincide with the notes of the
eighth and tenth bars. From here on, his movements
will follow the dictates of his general delivery, yet the
actor must never let himself be betrayed into exagger-
ated stridings to and fro: a certain terrible repose in
his outward demeanour, even amid the most passionate
expression of inward anguish and despair, will give the
characteristic stamp to this impersonation. The first
phrases are to be sung without a trace of passion (almost
in strict beat, like the whole of this recitative), as though
the man were tired out; at the words, declaimed with
bitter ire : “ ka, stolzer Ozean” etc. (“ thou haughty Ocean”)
he does not break as yet into positive passion: more in
terrible scorn, he merely turns his head half-round towards
the sea. During the ritornello, after: “dock ewig meine
Qual” (“but ever lasts my pain "), he bows his head once
more, as though in utter weariness ; the words ; “euck, des
Weltmeers Fluthen” etc. (“to' you, ye waves of earthly
sea”) he sings in this posture, staring blankly before him.
For the mimetic accompaniment of the Allegro: “wrze of?
in Meeres tiefsten Grund” etc. (“how oft in Ocean’s deep
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abysm ”) I do not wish the singer to cramp too much
his outer motion, yet he still must abide by my prime
maxim, namely however deep the passion, however agon-
ised the feeling which he has to breathe into the voice-
part, he must for the present keep to the utmost calm in
his outer bearing: a movement of the arm or hand, but
not too sweeping, will suffice to mark the single more
emphatic accents. Even the words: “ Niemals der Tod,
nirgends ein Grab !” (“ Nor ever death, nowhere a grave!”),
which are certainly to be sung with the greatest vehemence,
belong rather to the description of his sufferings than to a
direct, an actual outburst of his despair: the latter he only
reaches with what follows, for which the utmost energy of
action must therefore be reserved. With the repetition of
the words : “ diess der Verdammniss Schreckgebot ! (“ This
was my curse’s dread decree!”) he has somewhat inclined
his head and his whole body : so he remains throughout
the first four bars of the postlude ; with the tremolo of the
violins (E-flat) at the fifth bar he raises his face to heaven,
his body still bent low ; with the entry of the muffled roll
of the kettle-drum at the ninth bar of the postlude he begins
to shudder, the down-held fists are clenched convulsively,
the lips commence to move, and at last (with eyes fixed
heavenward throughout) he starts the phrase : “ Dick frage
ich” etc. (“Of thee I ask”). This whole, almost direct
address to “ God’s angel " (den “ Engel Gottes ), for all the
terrible expression with which it is to be sung, must yet be
delivered in the pose just indicated (without any marked
change beyond what the execution necessarily demands at
certain places): we must see before us a “fallen angel”
himself, whose fearful torment drives him to proclaim his
wrath against Eternal Justice. At last, however, with the
words : “ Vergeb'ne Hoffnung” etc. (“ Thou vainest hope ”)
the full force of his despair finds vent : furious, he stands
erect, his eyes still gazing heavenwards, and with utmost
energy of grief he casts all “futile hopes” behind: no
more will he hear of promised ransom, and finally (at
entry of the kettledrum and basses) he falls of a heap, as
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though undone. With the opening of the allegro-ritornel
his features kindle to a new, a horrible last hope—the hope
of World’s-upheaval, in which he too must pass away.
This closing Allegro requires the most terrible energy, not
only in the vocal phrasing, but also in the mimic action ; for
everything here is unmasked passion. Yet the singer must
do his best to give this whole tempo, despite its vehemence
of phrasing, the semblance of a mere gathering of all his
force for the final crushing outbreak at the words: “ Jir
Welten ! endet euren Lauf!” etc. (“Ye worlds! now end
your last career!”). Here the expression must reach its
loftiest pitch. After the closing words: “ewige Vernick-
tung, nimm’ mick auf!” (“Eternal Chaos, take me hence!”)
he remains standing at full height, almost like a statue,
throughout the whole forzissimo of the postlude: only with
the entry of the piano, during the muffled chant from the
ship’s hold, does he gradually relax his attitude ; his arms
fall down; at the four bars of “espressivo” for the first
violins he slowly sinks his head, and during the last eight
bars of the postlude he totters to the rock-wall at the side :
he leans his back against it and remains for long in this
position, with arms tight-folded on the breast.—

I have discussed this scene at so much length, in order
to shew in what sense I wish the “ Hollinder” to be por-
trayed, and what weight I place on the most careful adapt-
ing of the action to the music. In a like sense should the
performer take pains to conceive the whole remainder of
his réle. Moreover, this aria is also the hardest in all the
part, and more especially since the public’s further under-
standing of the subject depends upon the issue of this
scene: if this monologue, in keeping with its aim, has
thoroughly attuned and touched the hearer, the further
success of the whole work is for the major part insured—
whereas nothing that comes after could possibly make
up for anything neglected here.

In the ensuing scene with Daland the “ Dutchman”
retains at first his present posture. Daland’s questions,
from aboard-ship, he answers with the faintest movement of
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his head. When Daland comes towards him on dry land,
the Dutchman also advances to about the middle of the
stage, with stately calm. His whole demeanour here shews
quiet, restful dignity ; the expression of his voice is noble,
equable, without a tinge of stronger accent: he acts and
talks as though from ancient habit : so often has he passed
through like encounters and transactions ; everything, even
the seemingly most purposed questions and answers, takes
place as if by instinct; he deals as though at bidding of
his situation, to which he gives himself mechanically and
without interest, like a wearied man. Just as instinctively
again, his yearning for “redemption” re-awakes: after his
fearful outburst of despair he has grown gentler, softer, and
it is with touching sadness that he speaks his yearning after
rest. The question: “ kast du eine Tockter ?” (“ Hast thou
a daughter ?”) he still thfows out with seeming calm ; but
suddenly the old hope (so often recognised as vain) is
roused once more by Daland’s enthusiastic answer: “ fir-
waky, ein treues Kind” (“ Ay ! ay! a faithful child”); with
spasmodic haste he cries : “sie sez mein Weib!” (“be she
my wife!”). The old longing takes him once again, and
in moving accents (though outwardly calm) he draws the
picture of his lot: “ack, okne Weib, ohne Kind bin ich”
(“Ah! neither wife nor child have I”). The glowing
colours in which Daland now paints his daughter still
more revive the Hollinder's old yearning for “redemption
through a woman’s truth,” and in the duet’s closing
Allegro the battle between hope and despair is driven
to the height of passion—wherein already hope appears
to wellnigh conquer.—

At his first appearance before Senta, in the Second Act,
the Hollinder again is calm and solemn in his outer
bearing : all his passionate emotions are strenuously thrust
back within his breast. Throughout the lengthy first
‘fermata’ he stays motionless beside the door ; at the comn-
mencement of the drum-solo he slowly strides towards the
front; with the eighth bar of that solo he halts (the two
bars “ accelerando” for the strings relate to the gestures of
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Daland, who still stands wondering in the doorway, await
ing Semta’s welcome, and impatiently invites it with a
movement of his outstretched arms) ; during the next three
bars for the drum the Hollinder advances to the extreme
side-front, where he now remains without a motion, his eyes
bent fixedly on Senza. (The recurrence of the figure for
the strings relates to the emphatic repetition of Daland’s
gesture: at the pizgicato on the next fermata he ceases
inviting her, and shakes his head in amazement ; with the
entry of the basses, after the fermata, he himself comes
down to Senta).—The postlude of Daland’s aria must be
played in full: during its first four bars he turns to
depart without further ado; with the fifth and sixth
he pauses, and turns round again ; the next seven bars
accompany his byplay as he watches now the Hollinder,
now Senta, half pleased, half curiously expectant ; during
the subsequent two bars for the double-basses he goes
as far as the door, shaking his head; with the theme’s
resumption by the wind-instruments he thrusts in his head
once more, withdraws it vexedly, and shuts the door behind
him—so that with the entry of the F-sharp chord for the
‘wind’ he has disappeared for good. The remainder of
the postlude, together with the ritornello of the following
duet, is accompanied on the stage by total immobility and
silence : Senta and the Hollinder, at opposite extremities
of the foreground, are riveted in contemplation of each
other. (The performers need not be afraid of wearying by
this situation : it is a matter of experience that this is just
the one which most powerfully engrosses the spectator, and
most fittingly prepares him for the following scene).

The whole succeeding E-major section is to be executed
by the Hollinder with complete repose of outer mien,
however stirring the emotion wherewith he delivers his
lines ; only the hands and arms (and that most sparingly)
must he employ to emphasise the stronger accents.—Not
until the two bars of the drum solo, before the following
E-minor tempo, does he rouse himself, to draw somewhat
closer to Senta: during the short ritornello he moves a few
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steps towards the middle of the stage, with a certain con-
straint and mournful courtesy. (I must here inform the
conductor, that experience has shewn me I was mistaken
in marking the tempo “#n poco meno sostenuto” : the long
preceding tempo, true enough, is somewhat slow at its com-
mencement—particularly in the Hollinder’s first solo—but
little by little it instinctively freshens towards the close, so
that with the entry of E-minor the pace must necessarily
be somewhat restrained once more, in order to give at least
the opening of this section its needful impress of decorous
calm. The four-bar phrase, in fact, must be slackened down
in such a manner that the fourth bar is played in marked
“ritenuto” : the same thing applies to the first phrase now
sung by the Hollinder). With the ninth and tenth bars,
during the solo for the drum, the Hollinder again advances
one, and two steps nearer to Senta. With the eleventh and
twelfth bars, however, the time must be taken somewhat
more briskly, so that at the B-minor: “du konntest dich”
etc, the tempo I really meant—moderato, certainly, but
not quite so dragging—at last arrives, and is to be main-
tained throughout the section. At the pi# animato: “so
unbedingt, wie ?” the Hollinder betrays the animating
effect which Senta’s first real speech has wrought on him :
with this passage he must already begin to shew more
visible agitation. But Sem#a’s passionate interjection: “o
welche Lesden ! Konnt ick Trost ihm bringen !” (“What
tale of grief! O, could I respite bring him!”) stirs him to
the depths of his being : filled with astonished admiration,
he stammers out the half-hushed words: “welck’ holder
Klang im ndchtlichen Gewiikl /" (* What gentle strains in
Night’s most raging storm ! ). With the molto pit: aniinato,
he scarce can master himself any longer ; he sings with the
utmost fire of passion, and at the words: “ Almdichtiger,
durch diese ses’s | " (* Almighty, be’t through 4er 1) he hurls
himself upon his knees. With the agszazo (B-minor) he rises
to his feet impetuously : his Jove for Senta displays itself
at once in terror of the danger she herself incurs by reach-
ing out a rescuing hand to him. It comes over him as a
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hideous crime, and in his passionate remonstrance against
her sharing in his fate he becomes a human being through
and through ; whereas he hitherto had often given us but
the grim impression of a ghost. Here, then, the actor must
give to even his outer bearing the full impress of human
passion ; as if felled to the ground, he falls before Senta
with the last words: “nennst ew'ge Treue du nicht dein!”
(“if troth of thine lasts not for aye!”) so that Senfa stands
high above him, like his angel, as she tells him what sk
means by #roth.*—During the ritornello of the succeeding
Allegro molto the Hollinder lifts himself erect, in solemn
exaltation : his voice is stirred to the sublimest heght of
victory. In all that follows there can be no more room
for misunderstanding : at his last entry, in the Third Act,
all is passion, pain, despair. Particularly do I exhort the
singer not to drag the recitative passages, but to take
everything in the most spirited, most stressful zempo.—
The ro6le of Senta will be hard to misread ; one warning
alone have I to give: let not the dreamy side of her nature
be conceived in the sense of a modern, sickly sentimentality!
Senta, on the contrary, is an altogether robust (Zermiges)
Northern maid, and even in her apparent sentimentality
she is thoroughly #aive. Only in the heart of an entirely
natve girl, surrounded by the idiosyncrasies of Northern
Nature, could impressions such as those of the ballad of the
“Flying Dutchman ” and the picture of the pallid seaman
call forth so wondrous strong a bent, as the impulse to
redeem the doomed : with her this takes the outward form
of an active monomania (esn £riftiger Waknsinn) such, in-
deed, as can only be found in quite nalve natures. We
have been told of Norwegian maids of such a force of feel-
ing, that death has come upon them through a sudden
rigor (Erstarvung) of the heart. Much in this wise may it
go, with the seeming “morbidness” of pallid Senta.—Nor
must Eric be a sentimental whiner: on the contrary, he
is stormy, impulsive and sombre (diister), like every man
who lives alone (particularly in the Northern highlands).

* ¢« Treue” =*trueness, loyalty,” and thus eternal ¢ troth.”—T&z.
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Whoever should give a sugary rendering to his * Cavatina”
in the Third Act, would do me a sorry service, for it ought
instead to breathe distress and heart-ache. (Everything
that might justify a false conception of this piece, such as
its falsetto-passage and final cadenza, I implore may be
either altered or struck out).—Further, I beseech the ex-
ponent of Daland not to drag his réle into the region of the
positively comic : he is a rough-hewn figure from the life of
everyday, a sailor who scoffs at storms and danger for sake
of gain, and with whom, for instance, the—certainly appa-
rent—sale of his daughter to a rich man ought not to seem
at all disgraceful : he thinks and deals, like a hundred
thousand others, without the least suspicion that he is doing
any wrong.
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Number 1 of the following sketches appeared in the Neue
Zeitschrift fiir Musik of October 15, 1852, forming the thira
of a series of articles contributed by Theodor Uhlig under the
title: “ On the poetic contents of Beethoven's tone-works.”
In that series No. I was devoted to a general preface by
Uklig himself (Sep. 24), No. II to Wagner's Programme
of the Ninth Symphony (Oct. 1—see Vol. ii of the Ges.
Schr.), No. II] was the present sketck of the “ Heroic
Symphony,” and No. IV the present sketch of the “ Corio-
lanus overture.” In Letter 54 (? end of January or beginning
of February, 1852) Wagner writes to Uhlig, from Zurick :
“I may possibly write and sign a notice of the forthcoming
performance of the Coriolanus-overture here. . . . Can
you get my article concerning the poetic contents of the
Eroica from the R's?"—and in Letter 56 (Zurick, Feb.
26, ’52) : “ 1, too, have only understood Beethoven since I
sought for the poetic subject of his tone utterances, and at last
Jound it : Coriolanus proves this clearly to me,” etc.

The present No. 3 appeared in the Neue Zeitschrift for
August 5, 1853, with a note : “ From the programme of the
Zurich Music-Festival” ; No. 4 in the same journal for
January 14,°53, with a note: “ Written by the composer on
the occasion of the performance of this work at Zurich” ; and
No. 5 in the issue jfor June 17,°53, with the same note as
that to No. 3. In Letter 56, above mentioned, Wagner
writes : “ At the first rehearsal of the Tannhiuser overture
the orchestra begged me to give them an explanation of the
contents, after the manner of the Coriolanus overture, as it
would enable them to ‘ play better.”

TRANSLATOR’S NOTE.



I.
BEETHOVEN'S “HEROIC SYMPHONY.

HIS highly significant tone-poem—the master’s
Third Symphony, and the first work with
which he struck his own peculiar path—is in
many respects not so easy to understand as
its name might allow one to suppose; and

that precisely since the title “ Heroic Symphony ” instinct-

ively misleads one into trying to see therein a series of
heroic episodes, presented in a certain historico-dramatic
sense by means of pictures in Tone. Whoever approaches
this work with such a notion, and expects to understand it,
will find himself at first bewildered and lastly undeceived,
without having arrived at any true enjoyment. If therefore

I here permit myself to communicate as tersely as possible

the view I have gained of the poetic contents of this tone-

creation, it is in the sincere belief that to many a hearer of
the forthcoming performance of the “ Heroic Symphony ”

I may facilitate an understanding, which he otherwise could

only acquire through frequent attendance at particularly

lifelike renderings of the work.

In the first place, the designation “heroic” is to be taken
in its widest sense, and in nowise to be conceived as relating
merely to a military hero. If we broadly connote by
“hero” (“ Held"”) the whole, the full-fledged man, in whom
are present all the purely-human feelings—of love, of grief,
of force—in their highest fill and strength, then we shall
rightly grasp the subject which the artist lets appeal to
us in the speaking accents of his tone-work. The artistic

space of this work is filled with all the varied, intercrossing
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feelings of a strong, a consummate Individuality, to which
nothing human is a stranger, but which includes within it-
self all truly Human, and utters it in such a fashion that—
after frankly manifesting every noble passion—it reaches a
final rounding of its nature, wherein the most feeling soft-
ness is wedded with the most energetic force. The heroic
tendence of this artwork is the progress toward that
rounding off.

The First Movement embraces, as in a glowing furnace,
all the emotions of a richly-gifted nature in the heyday of
unresting youth. Weal and woe, lief and lack, sweetness
and sadness, living and longing, riot and revel, daring,
defiance, and an ungovernable sense of Self,* make place
for one another so directly, and interlace so closely that,
however much we mate each feeling with our own, we can
single none of them from out the rest, but our whole interest
is given merely to this one, this human being who shews
himself brimful of every feeling. Yet all these feelings
spring from one main faculty—and that is Force. This
Force, immeasurably enhanced by each emotional impres-
sion and driven to vent its overfill, is the mainspring of the
tone-piece : it clinches—toward the middle of the Movement
—to the violence of the destroyer, and in its braggart
strength we think we see a Wrecker of the World before
us, a Titan wrestling with the Gods.

This shattering Force, that filled us half with ecstasy and
half with horror, was rushing toward a tragic crisis, whose
serious import is set before our Feeling in the Second
Movement. The tone-poet clothes its proclamation in the
musical apparel of a Funeral-march. Emotion tamed by
deep grief, moving in solemn sorrow, tells us its tale in
stirring tones : an earnest, manly sadness goes from lament-
ation to thrills of softness, to memories, to tears of love, to

* ¢« Wonne und Wehe, Lust und Leid, Anmuth und Wehmuth, Sinnen und
Sehnen, Schmachten und Schwelgen, Kithnheit, Trotz und ein unbindiges
Selbstgefihl ”—I add the German, as the Stadresms are so significant of the
epoch in Wagner’s life (1850-52) at which the above was written,—TR.
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searchings of the heart, to cries of transport. Out of grief
there springs new Force, that fills us with a warmth sublime:
instinctively we seek again this force’s fountain-head in
Grief ; we give ourselves to it, till sighing we swoon away ;
but here we rouse ourselves once more to fullest Force : we
will not succumb, but endure. We battle no more against
mourning, but bear it now ourselves on the mighty billows
of a man’s courageous heart. To whom were it possible to
paint in words the endless play of quite unspeakable
emotions, passing from Grief to highest Exaltation, and
thence again to softest Melancholy, till they mount at last
to endless Recollection? The Tone-poet alone could do
it, in this wondrous piece.

Force robbed of its destructive arrogance —by the
chastening of its own deep sorrow—the T4ird Movement
shows in all its buoyant gaiety. Its wild unruliness has
shaped itself to fresh, to blithe activity ; we have before us
now the lovable glad man, who paces hale and hearty
through the fields of Nature, looks laughingly across the
meadows, and winds his merry hunting-horn from wood-
land heights ; and what he feels amid it all, the master tells
us in the vigorous, healthy tints of his tone-painting ; he
gives it lastly to the horns themselves to say—those horns
which musically express the radiant, frolicsome, yet tender-
hearted exultation of the man. In this Third Movement
the tone-poet shews us the man-of-feeling from the side
directly opposite to that from which he shewed him in its
immediate predecessor : there the deeply, stoutly suffering,
—here the gladly, blithely doing man.

These two sides the master now combines in the Fourzh
—the last—Movement, to shew us finally the man entire,
harmoniously at one with self, in those emotions where the
memory of Sorrow becomes itself the shaping-force of noble
Deeds. This closing section is the harvest, the lucid counter-
part and commentary, of the First. Just as there we saw
all human feelings in infinitely varied utterance, now per-
meating one another, now each in haste repelling each : so
here this manifold variety unites to one harmonious close,
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embracing all these feelings in itself and taking on a grateful
plasticness of shape. This shape the master binds at first
within one utmost simple theme, which sets itself before us
in sure distinctness, and yet is capable of infinite develop-
ment, from gentlest delicacy to grandest strength. Around
this theme, which we may regard as the firm-set Manly
individuality, there wind and cling all tenderer and softer
feelings, from the very onset of the movement, evolving toa
proclamation of the purely Womanly element; and to the
manlike principal theme—striding sturdily through all the
tone-piece—this Womanly at last reveals itself in ever more
intense, more many-sided sympathy, as the overwhelming
power of Love. At the close of the movement this power
breaks itself a highway straight into the heart. The rest-
less motion pauses, and in noble, feeling calm this Love
speaks out ; beginning tenderly and softly, then waxing to
the rapture of elation, it takes at last the inmost fortress of
the man’s whole heart. Here it is, that once again this
heart recalls the memory of its life-pang: high swells the
breast filled full by Love,—that breast which harbours woe
within its weal ; for woe and weal, as purely-human Feeling,
are one thing and the same.* Once more the heart-strings
quiver, and tears of pure Humanity well forth; yet from
out the very quick of sadness there bursts the jubilant cry
of Force,—that Force which lately wed itself to Love, and
nerved wherewith zke whole, the total Man now shouts to us
the avowal of his Godhood.

But only in the master’s tone-speech was the unspeakable
to be proclaimed—the thing that words could here but
darkly hint at.

* From this, and one or two other indications, it is evident that the
““Programme " was written contemporaneously with Part III of Oper und
Lrana—see Vol. ii. pp. 291-292.—TR.



EXPLANATORY PROGRAMMES. 225

2.

BEETHOVEN'S OVERTURE TO
« CORIOLANUS.”

THIS comparatively little-known work of the great tone-
poet is certainly one of his most significant creations, and
nobody, who has a close acquaintance with the subject of
portrayal, can hear a good performance of it without being
profoundly moved. I therefore permit myself to sketch that
subject as I have found it expressed in the tone-poet’s own
presentment of it, so as to prepare, for those who feel like
me, the same sublime enjoyment as I myself have reaped.
Coriolanus, the man of Force untamable, unfitted for a
hypocrite’s humility, banished therefore from his father-city
and, with its foes for allies, combating that city to ex-
termination ; Coriolanus, moved by mother, wife and child,
at last abandoning vengeance, and condemned to death by
his confederates for this treason wrought against them—
this Coriolanus 1 may presuppose as known to most men.
From all this great political canvas, so rich in bearings and
‘ relations’ whose setting forth, how allowable soever to
the Poet, was quite forbidden the Musician—since /%e can
express moods, feelings, passions and their opposites, but
no sort or manner of political relations—Beethoven seized
for his presentment one unique scene, the most decisive of
them all, as though to snatch at its very focus the true, the
purely human emotional-content of the whole wide-stretch-
ing stuff, and transmit it in the most enthralling fashion
to the likewise purely-human Feeling. This is the scene
between Coriolanus, his mother, and wife, in the enemy’s
camp before the gates of his native city.—If, without fear
of any error, we may conceive the plastic subject of all the
master’s symphonic works as representing scenes between
man and woman, and if we may find the archetype of all
such scenes in genuine Dance itself, whence the Symphony

in truth derived its musical form: then we here have such
1L P



226 RICHARD WAGNER'S PROSE WORKS.

a scene before us in utmost possible sublimity and thrilling-
ness of content. The whole tone-piece might well be taken
for the musical accompaniment of a pantomimic show—
only in the sense that, whereas we must imagine the subject
itself as set before the eye in pantomime, this accompani-
ment makes known to us the entsre language seizable by
the ear.

The first few bars present us with the figure of the
man himself : gigantic force, indomitable sense-of-self
(Selbstgefiihl) and passionate defiance, express themselves
as fury, hate, revenge,-determination to destroy. It only
needs the name of “ Coriolanus,” to conjure up his form
before us at one stroke, to make us feel instinctively the
feelings of his clamorous heart. Close beside him stands
the woman : mother, wife, and child. Grace, gentleness
and manners mild confront the headstrong male with
childlike pleas, with wifely prayers and mother’s admoni-
tion, to turn the stubborn heart from its fell purpose.—
Coriolanus knows the danger menacing his scorn®: his
birthplace has sent out to him the most insidious of advo-
cates. Upon all the sleek and crafty politicians, there at
home, he had felt the power to turn his back in cold con-
tempt ; their embassies addressed his political Understand-
ing, his civic prudence: a scathing word anent their base-
ness had kept them at his arm’s length. But here the
fatherland addressed his 4ear?, his involuntary, his purely-
human Feeling ; for z4is assault he had no other armour—
than to ward his eyes, his ears, against the irresistible.—
Thus at the pleaders’ earliest plaint he hastily averts his
gaze, his hearing ; we see the turbulent gesture with which
he breaks the woman’s prayer and shuts his eyes,—yet
cannot hush the sorrowful lament that echoes after him.—
In the inmost chamber of his heart the worm of ruth
begins to gnaw the giant’s scorn. But terribly this scorn
defends itself ; stung by the worm’s first bite, it breaks out
in fuming anguish ; his storm of rage, his dreadful throes,

* ¢“Trotz"”="‘scorn” in the sense of proud, unbending defiance, inspired
by a feeling of the justice of one’s own cause.—TR.
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lay bare the foaming grandeur of this vengeful Scorn it-
self, and alike the burning violence of the pain inflicted by
remorse’s tooth. Deep-moved by this appalling spectacle,
we see the woman falter and break down in sobs; scarce
dares her plea now issue longer from her breast, racked
as it is with fellow-feeling for the man’s tempestuous grief.
Fearsomely the war of Feeling wages to and fro: where
the woman looked for naught but rugged arrogance, she
now must see in the very force of Scorn its cruelest
of sufferings.—But this Scorn has now become the only
life-force of the man: Coriolanus without his vengeance,
without his annihilating anger, is no more Coriolanus, and
he must cease to live if he give up his scorn. This is the
bond that holds his power of life together; the outlawed
rebel, the ally of his country’s foes, cannot become again
what once he was : to let go his vengeance, means to cast
away his being—to forego the annihilation of his birth-
place, to annihilate himself. He faces the woman with the
announcement of this awful choice, this only choice now
left him. He cries to her: “ Rome or /! For one must
fall!” Here once again he shews himself in the full
sublimeness of his shattering ire. And here again the
woman wins the power to plead : Mercy! Reconciliation!
Peace l—she prays him. Ah! she little understands him,
she cannot see that: Peace with Rome—means his undo-
ing! Yet the woman’s wailing tears his heart asunder ;
once more he turns away, to fight the fearful fight between
his Scorn and his necessity of self-destruction. Then with
a sudden effort he pauses in the torturing strife, and—seeks
himself the gaze of the beloved wo