ST

zsfml Lowia.

LOUIS SPOHR'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

'TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN.

COPYRIGHT EDITION.

LONDON:
LONGMAN, GREEN, LONGMAN, ROBERTS, & GREEN.
1865.



dw

ST-14 -So

o

iﬁumcl—\b. é@'ﬁ-’i - -
S-3-50 e e
neAeT B e as
[y T B
. e '*&' Y
k—n. %E\‘{ Mp
PREFACE.

_—— e

IN publishing an English translation of -the_unaderned yet
highly interesting Autobiography of the celebrated Violinist
and great' Composer Louis Spohr, we consider we are but
satisfying a natural desire on the part of his many admirers
in this country to become more intimately acquainted with both
the public and private life of this great musical genius —
this noble, manly character, in whom were combined in so
high a degree the qualities of the true artist with those of
the really great-minded and thoroughly good man.

Although nearly twelve years have elapsed since Spohr’s
last appearance in England, and during that time numberless
foreign artists of distinction -have visited us and gathered well-
earned laurels and golden opinions in these islands; yet still
above all Spohr shines out a star of the first magnitude, and
there are no doubt thousands yet amongst us - who were present
at the performance of his oratorios, under his direction, at
Norwich, or attended his concerts in London, and to whom
this Autobiography will be of interest. We have little to say
of it here — it speaks for itself. Simple and truthful throughout,
it is a mirror of the mind of him who jotted down the details
composing the same. Modest and unassuming at the com-
mencement of his career, Spokr continued so till the end,
notwithstanding the celebrity he achieved and the high po-
sition to which he attained. The praises showered upon him
neither turned his brain nor puffed him up with pride; and
he has left us an example of high morality, great amiability,
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and bright domestic virtues, too rare’alas! among artists and
men of genius. o '

Spohr was a man devoted-to his art, and although far
from wealthy, often sacrificed his time — which to him, as
to most of us, was money';— in giving gratuitous instruction
to-young men of abili't); too poor to pay-for lessons; and not
unfrequently has he unhesitatingly dismissed some rich, well-
paying, but dull scholar to make way for a poor but talented
pupil, in hopes of thereby benefitting his art — and this was
his sole reward.

Another prominent trait in Spokr’s character was his
childlike simplicity, combined with never-failing good - nature
and an inability to bear malice. Nor did the many unavoid-
able trials and vexations of a long life ever permanently
disturb his good humour or sour his temper; and even gross
injustice failed to do more than temporarily ruffle the calm
serenity of his soul. Thus he passed through the world, an
active and highly useful member of society, beloved and re-
spected by all who knew him, till in process of time he went
down to his grave full of years and honour.

As is explained in the text, the Autobiography comes to
an end with the month of June 1838; but the description of
the life and doings of the great master from that date till the
time of his death was continued from reliable materials fur-
nished by Mrs. Spokr and other members of the family; so that
the whole forms a true account and lively picture of Spok#’s
- earthly career from his cradle to his grave.

With these few remarks we submit the work to the perusal
and kind consideration of the gentle reader.

Londom, October 1864.

THE TRANSLATOR.
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My father, Carl Heinrich Spohr, Doctor of Medecine, afterwards
Medical Councillor, was the son of a Clergyman at Wolters-
hausen in the district of Hildesheim. He married, November 26,
1782, Ernestine Henke, daughter of the Clergyman of the
Aegydian church of Brunswick, and at first resided with
her parents at the parsonage*). I was the eldest child of
this marriage, and was born April 5, 1784. Two years
later, my father was transferred as district physician to Seesen.
My earliest recollections reach back to that removal; for the
impression made upon me by my mother’s weeping, after having
taken leave of her parents, and our arrival at the simple and
somewhat rustic house at Seesen, have remained with me up to
the present time. I remember also the smell of the newly
whitewashed walls striking me as disagreeable, and even now
I still retain an uncommon acuteness and sensibility of the
senses. ‘

In Seesen were born my four brothers, and one sister.
My parents were musical: my father played the flute, and my
mother, a pupil of the Conductor Schwaneberger in Brunswick,
played on the piano with great ability, and sang the Italian

*) The house is still standing, and, as Number 7, forms the corner
of the Aegydian churchyard in Monk street. For several years it has been
given up to the Military musical institution, since the parish was abolished
during the Westphalian times.

SPOHR, Autobiography. L 1
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bravuras of that time. As they practiced music very often
in the evening, a sense and love for the art was early
awakened in me. Gifted with a clear soprano voice, I at first
began to sing, and already in my fourth or fifth year I was
able to sing duets with my mother at our evening music.
It was at this time that my father, yielding to my eagerly
expressed wish, bought me a violin at the yearly fair, upon
which I now played incessantly. At first I tried to pick out
the melodies I had been used to sing, and was more than
happy when my mother accompanied me.

Soon after, I had lessons from Herr Riemenschneider, and
I still remember, that, after the first lesson, in which I had
learned to play the G-sharp accord upon all four strings,
in an extasy at the harmony, I hastened into the kitchen to
my mother, and arpeggiod the chord to her so incessantly
that she was obliged to drive me out. When I had learned
the fingering of the violin from notes, I was also allowed to
practise music with the others in the evening, as violinist, and
there were particularly three trios by Kalkbrenner, for piano,
flute and violin, which, after being studied, were executed in
-presence of our circle of friends.

About the year 1790 or 91 a French emigrant, named
Dufour, came to Seesen. Although an amateur, only, he was
an accomplished violinist and violoncellist. He settled there;
and being supplied with free board by the more wealthy
inhabitants, maintained himself by giving French lessons.
The days on which he used to come to my parents, we always
practised music, and I still remember having been moved
to tears the first time I heard him play. I now gave my
parents no rest until I had lessons from him.

Dufour, astonished at my rapid progress, was the first
to persuade my parents to devote me entirely to music.
My father, who had predestined me for the study of me-
decine, was from his love of music soon brought to agree to
this; but he had a hard struggle with my grandfather, whose
idea of a Musician was limited to that of a Tavern-fiddler who
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played to dancers. Subsequently, after I had been so early
appointed Kammermusicus*) in Brunswick, I had the satisfaction
to induce my grandfather, who loved me very much, to adopt
a higher opinion respecting my chosen career as a musical artiste.

It was while I took lessons from M. Dufour, that I made
my first attempts at composition, but without yet having had
any instruction in harmony. They consisted in duets for two
violins, and I executed them with my teacher at our musical
soirées; astonishing my parents with them in the highest degree.
To this day, I recollect the proud feeling of being already able
to appear before the friends of the house as a composer. As
a reward, I received from my parents a gala dress, consisting
of a red jacket with steel buttons, yellow breeches, and laced
boots with tassels; a dress for which I had long prayed in
vain. The duets, which my father has carefully preserved,
are indeed incorrect and childish, but possess a-certain form
and a flowing melody.

This first brilliant success in composition, so inspired me,
that from this time I devoted nearly every hour which the
school allowed me, to similar attempts: I even ventured upon
a little opera, the text of which I took from “Weisse’s Kinder-
Jreund.” It may be mentioned as characteristic, that, I began
with the title-page, and first of all painted it very finely with
Indian ink; then followed the overture, then a chorus, then
an air, and there the work came to a standstill. As I had
never yet seen an opera performed, I took the model for
these musical pieces from Hiller's operas “Die Jagd”, and
“Lottchen am Hofe”, of which my mother had a pianoforte
arrangement, and which she had often sung with me and my
father. But I soon felt that I needed both knowledge and
experience for such an undertaking, and I therefore set to work
at other attempts. In this however, I had a hard struggle with
my father, who strongly insisted that every work once begun
should be completed before another was commenced; and only

*) Mausician in the Ducal Orchestra, or Court Musician.
1*
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because my father was convinced that I was unequal to so
great a task, was an exception made on this occasion; but
it was never allowed again. To this severity I owe my
perseverance in working, and I have always recollected the
paternal precept. )

As my father liked to superintend the labours of his son,
he allowed me to establish myself in his study, not being at
all disturbed by the humming and whistling of the young
composer. When I had written down anything wrong, which
happened frequently enough, and was obliged to scratch it out,
my father heard it at once, and would say half angrily: “Now
the stupid boy is making windows again!” — for thus he de-
signated the marks I made across the lines, in scratching out.
I was very sensitive to this, and that is perhaps the reason
why I acquired early the habit of writing off a clean score
without erasing anything.

Since it was now determined, on the advice of Dufour,
that I should devote myself entirely to music; Dufowr insisted
that I should be sent to Brunswick to enjoy the advantage of
better lessons, particularly in theory. This could not take
place till I was confirmed. According to a law strictly ob-
served in the Dutchy of Brunswick, confirmation could not
take place before the age of fourteen; in order therefore to
lose no time, I was sent to my grandfather in the district of
Hildesheim, where it was left to the decision of the clergy-
man as to when the children could be admitted to confirmation.
Here, during the winter, I had lessons from my clever grand-
father, both in religion, and other things; but music-
lessons were not attended to, for neither my grandfather nor
my uncles understood anything about it. I was therefore
obliged to walk twice a week to Alefeld with my violin,
to take lessons from the precentor there. Tedious as were
these journeys, owing to the frequent severity of the winter
weather, I was always pleased with them, chiefly, indeed, be-
cause I felt that I was above my teacher, and often brought him
into difficulties by my fluent reading of the notes; and besides,
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I had not unfrequently.“ the secret triumph of seeing him
brought to a standstill.

Half way to Alefeld, stood a solitary mill. I once entered
there during a heavy shower of rain, and gained the good
will of the miller’s wife to such a degree, that from that time
I was obliged to call every day I passed by, and was treated
with coffee, cakes and fruit; for which I used to improvise
something upon my violin by way of thanks. I still remember
having once so completely ravished her by playing Wranitzky’s
variations upon “Du bist liederlich”, into which all the juggles
with which Paganini afterwards enchanted the world were
introduced, that she would not let me leave her during the
whole day.

Soon after returning from Woltershausen, I was sent to
Brunswick, where I was received into the house of the rich
gingerbread-baker Michaelis, as one of his own children, and
treated with kindness by all the members of the family; my
father had been their physician and had cured Michaelis’ wife
of a dropsy.

I commenced my musical and other studies with eagerness.
I received instruction on the Violin from Kammermusicus Ku-
nisch, a well grounded and amiable teacher, to whom I ow2 much.
Less friendly was my instructor in harmony and counterpoint, an
old organist named Hartung; and I still remember how severely
he once rebuked me, when, soon after the beginning of the
lessons, I showed him a composition of my own. “There is time
enough for that,” said he, “you must learn something first.”
But after some months he himself encouraged me to make
trials in composition: he corrected me, however, so merci-
lessly, and scratched out so many ideas which to me appeared
sublime, that I lost all desire to show him anything further.
Not long aftcrwards, our lessons were brought to a close by
the ill health of the old man; and these were the only
lessons in theory, I ever had. I was now obliged to seek
for instruction in theoretical works. But the reading of
good scores was of special advantage to me; these I ob-
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tained from the Theatrical library through the interest of
my teacher Kunisch. In this manner I soon learned to write
harmony correctly; and I now ventured for the first time
to appear publicly in Brunswick with a composition for the
violin. This took place in the School-concert of the Katharinen-
Schule, which I attended as a Secundaner. These concerts were
instituted by the Prefect for the practice of the School-choir;
but from several members of the Hof-Kapelle, the Town mu-
sicians, and accomplished amateurs taking part in them, they
became so important, that greater works could always be exe-
cuted, such as Cantatas, Symphonies, and instrumental Con-
certos. From this time everything was studied very exactly,
and the performances, which were held in the tolerably large
saloon of the head class, soon became so celebrated, that
it enabled a trifling entrauce money to be charged to defray the
expenses. At one of these concerts I thus appeared for the
first time in my native-town, and achieved so much success
that I was invited to assist at the Subscription concerts at
the Deutsches Haus, and received the usual remuneration.
This first payment which I earned as an artist made me very
happy, nor have I forgotten the proud feeling with which I
announced it to my parents. I now frequently played solos
at the subscription concerts, and generally some of my own
compositions. I was also allowed to play in the Orchestra of
the Theatre for my own practice, and, thereby, became fami-
liar with much good music.

At this time, still possessing my clear, high soprano voice,
it gave me much pleasure also to join the School chorus in
its perambulations through the town. The leader, who since
then has become celebrated as the Bass singer, Strohmeyer,
gave the soprano solos to me very readily, from my being
able to sing them without fault at sight.

My teacher Kunisch, who interested himself for me in
a paternal manner, now insisted that I should take lessons
of the Concert-Director Maucourt, the best violinist of the
Brunswick orchestra. My father agreed readily, although it
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was much against his grain to pay the higher charge for this
instruction; and the more so, as I had been obliged to
leave Michaelis’ house from his inability to give me up a
special apartment, and that it was quite impossible for me to
play and compose quietly in the same room with the children
of the house. A further consequence of this change of dwelling
was, that my father was obliged to arrange with his former
aquaintances about my having free board; this was very gall-
ing to his ambitious son. Nevertheless I was treated in a friendly
way by all these people, and thus the humiliating feeling of my
position was soon dissipated. I now, with another Secundaner,
inhabited a room in the house of the organist Biirger; here
however I could practise and compose undisturbed, for our
landlord, who interested himself in my musical studies, placed
his music room and pianoforte at my disposal.

With M. Maucourt’s instruction, I progressed more and
more towards becoming (for my age) an excellent solo player:
and after the lapse of about a year, as my father was un-
able to defray the great expense of my living in Brunswick,
on account of the growing up of his other children, he con-
sidered me to have made progress enough to enable me to try
my luck in the world as a travelling “drtiste.” He determined
therefore to send me first to Hamburgh, where he had acquaint-
ances to whom he could give me letters of recommendation.

Accustomed to obey my father in everything, and well
disposed to consider myself a shining light, I had no objection
to this. If it appear hazardous in the extreme to send a boy
of fourteen into the world, left entirely to himself, and trust
everything to fortune, its explanation is to be found in the char-
acter and life-experience of my father. Bold and enterprising
in the highest degree, he also had already emancipated himself
in his sixteenth year. In order to escape punishment at school,
he had run away from Hildesheim, and supported himself
most precariously in Hamburgh, first as a teacher of languages,
and afterwards, by giving lessons in the Biisching Commercial
school. He then attended several Universities, struggling through
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great privations by help of his enterprising spirit and unwearying
activity; and, at last, without any help from home; after a most
adventurous youth, succeeded in establishing himself in practice
as a physician in Brunswick. He found it therefore very natural
that his son should try the same course, although my mother
shook her head thoughtfully at it. Scantily provided with money
for the journey, but furnished with much good advice, I was sent
by the mail to Hamburgh. Still, filled with the lively impression
made upon me by the crowded Commercial City, and the ships,
now seen for the first time, I went, full of hope and in high spirits,
to Professor Biisching, to whom I had a letter of introduction from
my father. But how soon were those hopes to be destroyed! The
Professor, after he had read the letter with increasing astonish-
ment, exclaimed: “Your father is then still, the same as ever!
What madness to send a boy into the world trusting merely to
good luck!” He then explained to me, that, in order to arrange
a concert in Hamburgh, one must either possess a well known
name, or at least, the means to bear the great expenses it would
entail. But, that in summer, when all the rich people were
at their country seats, such an undertaking would be quite
impossible. Completely down cast by this explanation, I could
not answer a single word, and was hardly able to repress my
tears. I took leave in silence, and hastened to my lodging full
of despair, without thinking of delivering the other letters of
recommendation. Here, upon thinking over my situation, the
certainty that my money would hardly suffice for a couple of days,
terrified me to such a degree, that, in thought, I already saw
myself in the claws of the crimps of whom my father had
drawn a warning picture. 1 made up my mind at once,
packed up my violin and other things again, sent them to
Brunswick by the mail, paid my bill, and with the scanty re-
mainder of my money, which might perhaps suffice to my
subsistence, I set out on foot, on my return to Brunswick.
Some miles from the town, calmer reflection brought re-
gret for this overhaste; but it was too late; had it not been
80, I would have turned back. I said to myself that it was
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foolish not at least to have delivered the other letters first.
They might perhaps have procured for me the aquaintance of
some musical person who would have appreciated my talent, and
have procured some information how arrangements might have
been made for a Concert. To this was added the humiliating
thought that my father who had been so enterprising him-
gelf, would upbraid me as childish, cowardly and thoughtless
Thus, saddened to the depth of my soul, I wandered farther,
thinking continually how I might avoid the humiliation of
returning to my paternal home without having effected any-
thing whatever. '

At last, the idea struck me of addressing myself to the
Duke of Brumswick, to solicit from him the means to carry
on my studies. I knew that the duke had earlier played the
violin himself, and I therefore hoped that he would recognise
my talent. When (thought I) he has heard me play but one
of my concertos, my fortune is made. With newly awakened
courage I now journeyed onward, and got over the rest of
the road in the most cheerful disposition of mind.

Scarcely arrived in Brunswick, I concocted a petition to
the Duke, in which I laid before him my whole situation,
ending with the request either for aid towards improving my-
self, or, for a situation in the ducal orchestra. As I knew
that the Duke was in the habit of walking every morning in
the park of the Palace, I sought him there with my petition
in my pocket, and had the good fortune to have it ac-
cepted by him. After having glanced over it and asked me
some questions about my parents and former Instructors, which
I fearlessly answered, he enquired who had worded the pe-
tition. “Well, who but I myself? I need no help for that,”
was my reply. half offended at the doubt as to my ability. The
Duke smiled and said: “Well, come to the palace to-morrow
at eleven; we will then speak further about your request.”
Who so happy as I! Punctually at eleven I presented my-
self before the groom of the chambers and requested to be an-

k.
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nounced to the Duke. “And who may Er*) be?” snarled the
groom to me in unfriendly tone. “I am no Er. I am here by
the Duke’s command, and Er has to announce me”, was my
indignant reply. The groom went to announce me, and before
my excitement had subsided I was introduced. My first word to
the Duke was therefore, “Your Serene Highness! your servant
calls me “Er”; I must earnestly remonstrate against that.” The
duke laughed aloud, and said: “Come, calm yourself; he will not
do it again”. Then, after having put several questions to me to
which I gave the most unembarrassed answers, he said: “I have
enquired about your abilities from your last teacher Maucoust,
and am now desirous to hear you play one of your own com-
positions; this can take place at the next concert in the apart-
ments of the Duchess. I will have it intimated to the director
Schwaneberger.”

In most happy mood I left the Palace, hastened to my
lodging, and prepared myself for the concert in the most care-
ful manner.

The Court concerts in the apartments of the duchess took
place once a week, and were most disagreeable to the musicians
of the Ducal Orchestra: for, according to the then prevailing
custom, cards were played during the music. In order not to
be disturbed, the Duchess had ordered the orchestra, always
to play piano. The leader therefore left out the trumpets
and kettle drums, and insisted strongly that no forte should
be played in its full strength. As this was not always to
be avoided in Symphonies, however softly the band might
play, the Duchess ordered a thick carpet to be spread out
under the orchestra, in order to deaden the sound. One heard
therefore the words “I play”, “I stand” and so forth, much
louder than the music. -

However, the evening on which I played there for the
first time, the card tables and carpet had disappeared; the

*) Er, or he, used in this mode of address, is a contemptuous style
of expression in the German language, which has its equivalent only in
the English word fellow, used in a rude sense.
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orchestra, informed that the Duke would be present, had well
prepared themselves, and the music went on excellently. As
I then still appeared without any timidity, and well knew that
my whole future fate depended upon the success of that day, [
played with real inspiration; and must have surpassed the ex-
pectations of the Duke, for he, even while I was playing, cried
repeatedly “bravo”. After I had finished, he came to me, patted
me on the shoulder, and said, “The talent is there; I will take
care of you. Come to me to-morrow.” In an extasy of delight
I returned to my lodging, wrote immediately to my parents
of my good fortune, and could get no sleep for a long time,
from excitement and joy.

The next day, the Duke said to me, “there is a place va-
cant in the orchestra, I will give it to you. Be diligent and
behave well. If after some years you have made good pro-
gress, 1 will send you to some great master; for here you have
no great model to follow!” This last speech filled me with
astonishment, for till then I had considered the playing of my
Instructor Maucourt, as the utmost that could be attained.

In this manner, in the beginning of my fifteenth year I was
appointed Kammermusicus. The Rescript of my appointment
which was drawn up later, is dated August 2"¢, 1799. Although
the salary was only 100 thalers, yet by great economy, and with
the help of other trifling earnings, it sufficed tome; and I did not
now need any further help from home. Nay, I was even happy
enough to be enabled to render the education of the other children
easier for my parents, by taking my brother Ferdinand, who was
eight years younger than I, and who showed an inclination and
talent for music, to live with me, and give him my assistance
to become an artist.

From this time, the young Kammermusicus was in full ac-
tivity. His duties consisted in playing at the Court- concerts
and in the Theatre, for which latter, a French operatic and
dramatic company had been engaged shortly before. I there-
fore became earlier acquainted with the French dramatical
music than with the German; and this was not without in-
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fluence upon the tendency of my taste, and upon my compo-
sitions of that time. At last, during the two fairs, a German
operatic company from Magdeburgh was also engaged, and the
grandeur of Mozart’s operatic music burst upon me. Mozart
now became for my life time my ideal and model. Even now
I well remember the transport and dreamy enchantment with
which I heard for the first time, the “Zauberflote* and “Don
Juan”; and that I had no rest until I had got the scores lent
to me, and had brooded over them half the night long.

Neither did I fail to be present at all the other musical
parties in the town: I was a member of all the quartetto circles.
. In one of these which had been formed by two of the singers
of the French opera, who played the violin, I heard for the
first time the quartettos of Beethoven, and from that time raved
no less about them than I had before done about those of Haydn
and Mozart. With such constant practice, my playing and
taste could not fail to become more and more cultivated. The
presence of two foreign violinists who at this time visited Bruns-
wick, produced also a favourable influence upon me. These were
Seidler, and the boy Piris. The former impressed me by his
beautiful tone and his pure playing, the latter by his execution,
which for his years, was extraordinary.

I very often played in private parties, with the brothers
Pizis, and in their second public concert I performed in a
double concerto, by Pleyel the violinist. After such encou-
ragement I always studied with redoubled diligence. The duke,
who did not lose sight of me, had allowed me to inform him
whenever I intended to execute a new composition at the Court
concerts, and he was sometimes present, to the great an-
noyance of the duchess, who was thus disturbed in her party
at Ombre. One day when the duke was not there, and for that
reason nobody was listening to the music; the prohibition re-
garding the forfe being renewed, and the dreadful carpet again
spread, I tried a new concerto of my own. I can only call these
performances rehearsals, because no preparation was ever made
beforehand, excepting on the days upon which we knew that the




duke would be present. Engrossed with my work which, I heard
for the first time with the orchestra, I quite forgot the pro-
hibition, and played with all the vigour and fire of inspiration;
so that I even carried away the orchestra with me. Suddenly,
in the middle of the solo, my arm was seized by a lackey, who
whispered to me, “Her Highness sends me to tell you that
you are not to scrape away so furiously.” Enraged at this
interruption I played, if possible, yet more loudly; but was
afterwards obliged to put up with a rebuke from the Marshal
of the Court. ,

The Duke, to whom I complained the next day; laughed
heartily : but on this occasion he at the same time adverted to his
former promise, and told me to choose a teacher at once from
among the great Violinists of the day. Without hesitation I
named Viotti, and the duke approved of the choice. He was
immediately written to, to London, where he resided at the time.
Alas! He refused the request: he wrote word that “he had be-
come a wine merchant,” — “occupied himself but seldom with
music, and therefore could not receive any pupils’”¥).

Next to Viotti, Ferdinand Eck, in Paris was at that time
the most celebrated violinist. He was therefore next applied to.
But he also, would take no pupils. A short time before, when
engaged in the Court orchestra at Munich, he had eloped with
a rich countess; had married her in Switzerland, and now led
an affluent life, partly in Paris, and partly upon an estate near
Nancy which had been bought with the fortune of the countess.
He, however, proposed his younger brother and pupil, Francis
Eck, as master. As he was at that time travelling through
Germany, and had appeared with great success at Berlin, he
was written to; and, in case of his accepting the proposition,

*) It is related of Viotts (the father of Modern Violin-Playing) when
thus established in London as a Wine-merchant, that, a Nobleman who
had previously been a great admirer and patron of his talent, rebuked
him for having abandoned his art to become a dealer in Wine! “My dear
Sir” replied Viotti, “I have done so, simply because I find that the
English like Wine better than Music!”
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invited to Brunswick. Eck came; played at Court, and pleased
the Duke greatly. As however he was about to start for Pe-
tersburgh upon an artistic tour, I was sent with him as a pupil
for a year; and it was settled that I should bear half the ex-
penses of the journey: and that Eck, at the end of the instruc-
tion should receive a suitable reward from the Duke. A diary
of this journey exists, which from some extracts-may perhaps
be of interest. It commences a few days before our departure
(which took place April 24, 1802), in the following childish
manner; nothwithstanding I was already a youth of eighteen.

“The Leave-taking.”

,»Jo the most sorrowful hours of life, belong those of leave
taking from loving parents, and tried friends. Not even the pro-
spect of an agreeable and profitable journey can brighten them;
time only, and the hope of a speedy meeting again, can
assuage their pain. From these also do I expect relief on
recommencing my musical tour. Farewell, therefore, parents and
friends! The remembrance of the many happy hours enjoyed
with you will always accompany me.”

We first went to Hamburgh, where Eck intended giving
concerts. I regarded this town again, from which I had fled
some years ago so full of despair, with a certain degree of
self-satisfaction and content.

After Eck had delivered his letters of recommendation, the
lessons began. Concerning these, the following is written in
my diary:

“This morning, April 30, Herr Eck commenced my lessons.
But alas! how was I humiliated! I, who imagined myself one of
the first virtuosi of Germany, could not play one single bar
to his satisfaction; but was obliged to repeat it ten times at
least, in order in some degree to gain his approbation. My
bow-ing particularly displeased him, to alter which, I now
also see is very necessary. At first it will of course be difficult
for me; but at last, convinced of the great advantage of the
change, I hope to accomplish it.”



The diary now describes everything that the travellers saw
and heard. Attractive as these were to me, yet I did not
neglect my musical studies for them. The forenoon, which in
Hamburgh lasts till three o’clock, was devoted entirely to
practising what Eck gave me. It was not long before he
expressed himself favourably as to my progress. Already on
May 10, I wrote: o

“Herr Eck begins to be more satisfied with my playing, and
was kind enough to assure me yesterday that I was now able
to play the concerto 1 had studied under him, without fault.”

The intervals between practising, I employed in painting.
From my earliest youth I had applied myself to drawing and
painting in water colours, and had attained some proficiency
without ever having had any good instruction. Yes, I had even
hesitated for some time, as to which of the two arts, music or
painting, I should choose for my profession. I now made my
first attempt at portrait painting. The 12 of May I wrote:

“On Sunday, I commenced a miniature which I finished
this forenoon. 1 tried to paint myself, and am quite sa-
tisfied with the result. This, and playing on the violin have
occupied me so fully, that I have not left the house for four
days. I sent this picture to my parents, and then commenced
painting Herr Eck, who was patient enough to sit to me.*

It is now time to mention that the young artist, from his
earliest youth, was very susceptible to female beauty, and already
when a boy fell in love with every beautiful woman. It is
therefore not to be wondered at, that, the diary of the youth
of eighteen contains many pages of the outpourings of the emo-
tions of his heart. But there is great comicality in the earnest-
ness with which these fleeting inclinations are spoken of.

In Hamburgh it was a Miss Liifgens, the daughter of a
music master, who particularly won my heart. After a visit
paid to the father, I wrote the following:

“His eldest daughter, a girl of thirteen, a very fine, in-
nocent creature, pleased me particularly by her agreable and
modest demeanour. She is very beautiful, has hair that curls
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naturally, very lively brown eyes, and a neck of dazzling white-
ness. Her father, whose hobby is counterpoint and barmony,
entertained me continually with the resolution and combination
of the chords; finding in me the most patient listener to his ser-
mon, while I would much have greatly preferred to speak with
his amiable daughter about the combination of hearts and lips.”

In order to a more frequent near approach, I asked per-
mission to take her likeness, which was willingly granted. But
before the sittings commenced, I was warned by Herr Eck,
whom oddly enough I had made my confidant, that she was a co-
quette, and unworthy of my regard. At first I could not believe
that a girl of thirteen could already be a coquette, but after
the first sitting, [ became of the same opinion, and wrote the
following remarks:

“Henrietta begged me to take her portrait in the dress
which she wore, assuring me that she had chosen it expressly;
for her other dresses were not cut low enough, and covered her
neck too much. I was astonished at her vanity, and the sight
of this charming neck which otherwise would have enchanted me
now saddened me; being convinced that she was already in-
fected by the vanity and shamelessness of the Hamburgh
ladies. While I painted, she chatted with her cousin, (an ugly
but vain girl,) of nothing but the dress she imtended wearing
at the ball which was to take place on the following evening.
Quite vexed, I returned home, and wished that we might now
leave as soon as possible, for Hamburgh began to displease
me more and more. My sociable heart, which could so will-
ingly attach itself to any one, finds here nobody. In this girl,
I thought to have found something on which to set my af-
fections; but I see I am again deceived. I had intended mak-
ing a copy of this portrait for myself; but I am still too
much embittered against her to be able to do so. Neither have
I now any wish to go to the ball.”

But two days afterwards I wrote, “This forenoon I worked
diligently at Miss Ltitgens’ portrait — and began also a copy
of it for myself. After dinner I went to her..... Henrietta
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received me with reproaches for not having been at the
ball..... To-day, she was 8o modestly dressed, and spoke so
reasonably, that I occupied myself more with her than with my
painting, which was the cause of my not quite finishing it. It
is really a thousand pities ¢hat this girl with so much' talent
and good sense, lives in such vulgar society, and is there-
by led away into the follies of Hamburgh.” "

With the presentation of the portrait, and our departure,
which took place immediately after; this little romance, that
never came to a declaration, terminates.

With respect-to the point I had at that time reached in
my art, and my views of the latter, my diary shews proofs
at every page, of my opinion of what I heard in Hamburgh.
Without doubt those judgments are pronounced with the naive
asgurance that belongs to youth, and require without a doubt
many modifications, if these were possible after the lapse of so
long a time. The opinion about Operas, and their performance,
may be well passed over, for those works have for the most
part, disappeared.from the repertoire, and the singers, also,
have passed away.

But respecting other matters, as well as those of my In-
structor, the following incidents may be mentioned.

“May 5. To-day we were invited to dinner by Herr Kiek-
hover, and there met Dussek and some other musicians. This
was very agreeable to me, as I had long earnestly wished to
hear Dussek play. Herr Kiekhover and his wife are very kind
people, and in their house good taste is combined with splen-
dour. The conversation at table, was almost always in French.
As I am not well versed in that language I could take but
little part in it. But, I took all the more in the music
which followed. Herr Eck, began with ‘a quartett of his
own composition, and enchanted all the listeners. Then Herr
Dussek played a sonata for the piano, of his own composition,
which however did not seem to please particularly. Now foll-
owed a second quartett by Herr Eck, which so delighted Herr
Dussek, that he enthusiastially embraced him. In conclusion,

SPOHR, Autobiography. I. 2
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Herr Dussek played a new quintett he had composed in Ham-
burgh, which was praised to the skies. However, it did not
entirely please me; for, despite the numerous modulations, it
became tedious towards the end, and the worst was, that it
had neither form nor rythm, apd the end could quite as well
“have been made the beginning as not.”

At a musical party at M. Thornfon’s country house, I be-
came acquainted with Friulein Grund, at that time the most
esteemed singer of Hamburgh. My diary speaks of her with
great enthusiasm. Among other remarks:

“At first, the conversation was very vapourous; for the
merchants spoke of nothing but the contrary winds that pre-
vented their ships entering the Elbe. By and by how-
ever, it became more interesting, particularly when Friiulein
Grund joined in it. I had already admired her correct and
polished language, and her captivating and obliging manuners.
But when at table, she spoke alternately French with one, and
English with another, and that one gentleman informed me
she spoke and wrote four languages correctly, I began to envy
her, and to be ashamed that I, as a man, was so far behind this
girl. She had also attained great proficiency in music, and
enchanted us so much yesterday evening by her singing, that
Herr Eck proposed to her to sing at his Concert, which she also
promised to do. My neighbour at dinner, informed me that her
father maintained his family by giving Instruction in Music, and
spent a great deal upon the education of his children. In this,
his eldest daughter assisted him greatly; since she not only
instructed her brothers and sisters in music and languages,
but also earned a considerable sum by giving lessons in the
first houses in Hamburgh. I would gladly have made her
acquaintance at once, but she was so swrounded by young
men that I could not approach her.”

My diary mentions the following with regard to Herr Eck’s
public concert in the Logensaal on the Drehbahn on the eighteenth
of May:

“Herr Eck had great reason to be satisfied with the or-



chestra, for his concerti were admirably accompanied; not so the
arias of Friulein Grund, which were somewhat difficult for the
wind instruments. At the head of this well drilled orchestra,
is Massoneau, well known by his charming compositions. The
appearance of this man by not means indicates his great talent;
for his manner of playing and his bow-ing are so bad, that one.
might take him for the greatest bungler — and yet he does not
direct at all badly.” '

Our stay at Hamburgh lasted till June 6. Herr Dussek
who was commissioned to arrange the concert at a festival with
which the English living in Hamburgh were about to celebrate the
4™ of June, in honour of their king, engaged Herr Eck to per-
form a violin concerto. . It was not until the rehearsal which took
place on the evening of June 3, at nine o’clock, that Ilerr Eck
discovered that the concert was to be given in the open air,
which, until then, had never been mentioned. A tent had been
erected, in which the orchestra, about one hundred strong, was
disposed on a terrace-like platform. Herr Dussek first tried a
Cantata, composed by him for the occasion, and which, had an un-
common effect upon me; for not only was it well written and thor-
oughly well studied, but from the accompainment of a large organ
which had been erected in the back ground of the orchestra
and ‘“‘from its being executed in the silence of night, it partook
of 80 solemn a character that I was quite charmed by it.”

After the Cantata, Herr Eck was to try his Concerto.
But, he fearing that the damp night air would have an unfa-
vourable effect upon his strings, and that his violin, after so
powerful a volume of vocal sound, and:hemmed in by the linen
walls, would tell badly, had resolved not to play at all. He
explained this; and at the same time reproached Herr Dussek
warmly for not having told him at once, that the concert was
to take place in the open air. Hereupon a sharp dispute
followed, the consequence of which was that Eck left the
place immediately with me, and we took no part in the festi-.
val itself.

We now went to Ludwigslust, where Eck wished to play at

2%
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Court. But his offer was declined ; and he came also to Strelitz at
an unfortunate time, for the Court was absent. Nevertheless, as it
was soon expected to return, and the pleasant little town with
its charming park, bounded by the lake, invited us to make a
longer stay; and, as Eck foresaw that in the height of summer
it would be impossible to do much in Stettin, Dantzic and
Konigsberg, he made up his mind to await the return of the
Court. We looked out therefore for private lodgings, and made
ourselves at home there for some time.

This was the most favourable period for my studies, during
the whole journey. FEck, who was now at leisure, devoted him-
self with great zeal to the instruction of his pupil, and initiated
me in all the secrets of his art. I, for my part, urged on
by youthful ambition, was indefatigable. I rose very early and
practised until exhaustion obliged me to cease. But, after a
short rest I began again, and in this way, sometimes brought
it to ten hour’s practising a day, including the time that Eck
devoted to me. In a letter from Brunswick, I had been informned
that those who did not wish me well had loudly expressed them-
selves, that I should distinguish myself as little as all the other
youths whom the duke had hitherto assisted in their studies.
In order to controvert this opinion, I was determined to do
my utmost, and even when my zeal sometimes flagged, the
thought of my first appearance in Brunswick upon my return,
animated me directly to fresh exertion.

In this manner I succeeded after a short time in acquiring
such dexterity and firmness in the management of my instru-
ment, that none of the then known Concerto-music was too
difficult for me. In these exertions I was supported by sound
health, and a Herculean frame.

Between whiles, I composed, painted, wrote and read ; and
in the later hours of the afternoons we used to make excursions
into the neighbourhood. A favourite amusement of the travellers
was to row across the lake, and to take supper at a farm
house, situated on the opposite shore. As I was already at that
time an accomplished swimmer, I often undressed during these
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trips, and swam a while alongside the boat. The relation in
which I stood to Eck, which was more that of one comrade to
another than of pupil to teacher, admitted of such priviledges.
At this time, I finished a violin concerto I had begun in
Hamburgh, and which afterwards appeared as Op. 1 at Breitkonf
& Hartel’s in Leipsic; and wrote the three violin duets Op. 3
published at Kiihnel’s in the same town. While practising these
duets with Eck, I became first aware that my teacher, like
many violinists of the French school, was no thoroughly finished
artist; for however excellently he executed his concertos, and
some other compositions studied with his brother, yet he knew
but little how to enter into the spirit of the works of others.
A change of characters would have been very possible while
playing these duets, for the scholar could have taught the
master how they ought to have been executed. I became also
aware from an attempt at composition made by Eck, that it
was impossible for him to have composed the wiolin concertos
and quartetts he had given out as his own productions. At
a later period, also, the concertos appeared with the name
of the elder Eck affixed to them, and the quartetts with
that of Dansi, the leader of the Orchestra at Stutgard. Thus
the four weeks, during which we waited for the arrival of the
Court, passed in a very uniform way, but not fruitlessly for
me, when Herr Eck fell seriously ill, and being obliged to keep
his room for the first four weeks of his indisposition, I took
my evening walks alone. During these walks another love affair
sprang up, which is related in the diary with great earnest-
ness and minuteness. On the eighth of July, is written:
“This afternoon, impelled by ennui, I entered a circulat-
ing library, where I selected Lafontaine’s well known novel
“Quinctius Heymerom von Flaming.” 1 toek it with me, and,
leaving the town, looked for a sequestered and shady place
on the shore of the lake, where I lay down and began to read.
I became deeply engrossed in the story; grieved with Lissow
about his Jacobine, and compared her to a lady then living,
and an acquaintance of mine. Suddenly I heard footsteps
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near me, I looked up, and two girls stood before me; one
with blue eyes, fair curls, and beautiful as an angel, the other
with black hair and eyes, less beautiful indeed than her com-
panion, but still not plain. I sprang up, bowed respectfully
and gazed after them for a long time. Myrrha, Herr Eck’s
dog which I had taken with me, followed them, fawning upon
the fair haired one incessantly, so that it did not heed my
calling. I therefore followed to bring back the dog, and if
possible to make the acquaintance of the girls. The fair one
came to meet me, begging pardon for having kept back the
dog, and asked me to promise that I would not punish it
for its disobedience. With her sweet silvery voice she might
have exacted yet greater promises from me; I tlerefore gave
the desired one with pleasure. The conversation was now
commenced ; I continued it, and accompanied the girls on their
walk. I found that the fair one was very well educated
and polite. The dark one spoke too little to allow of judg-
ing of her education. We came at length to a meadow
separated from our path by a broad ditch, which although
shallow, was yet too wet for ladies to cross. As they expressed
a desire to walk in the meadow, I offered to carry them over.
At first they would not consent, but at last they allowed them-
selves to be persuaded. I took the fair one first, and an in-
comprehensible pleasure seized me when thus carrying the
beautiful girl in my arms. When I had reached the most
dangerous part of the ditch with her, one of her fair curls fell
upon my face. This so disturbed me, that I nearly fell with
my lovely burthen into the ditch. Nevertheless, I brought her
happily over. She thanked me so heartily and gazed so into
my face with her large blue eyes that I almost forgot to fetch
the other. We now walked on across the meadow, and, at the
end, to my great disappointment, found a little bridge which
led us back over the ditch. This envious bridge robbed me of the
pleasure of carrying once more the sweet burthen. I escorted the
girls as far as the town, and then parted from them very un-
willingly. — I will immediately enquire their names and station.”
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Already the next day I again met my fair one. The diary
relates this with comical ingenuousness:

“This evening, urged by God knows what impulse, I took
the same walk as yesterday, and again laid myself down in
the very place where I had been so agreeably disturbed by the
girls. I began to read; but, although I wa at an interesting
part, yet when I had run through some pages, I had not the
least idea of the contents. I now confessed to myself that I
had not come here to read, but in the hope of again meeting
my new acquaintance. I pocketed my book and gazed with
longing looks towards the place where I had first seen them
yesterday. But; after waiting in vain for two hours, I arose,
vexed, and returned towards the town. Just before reaching
it, at a place where two roads meet, I encountered some cows,
on their way home from the meadow, which blocked up my
path and obliged me to wait. But I had not stood there long,
before I saw at some distance, a female figure, dressed in white,
coming towards me, and which had exactly the same fine form
and high bearing of her whom I had waited for with such
earnest longing. As she drew nearer, I was more convinced
that it must be her, and I went to meet her. I had not de-
ceived myself — it was her! She greeted me with her grace-
ful friendliness, enquired how I was, and told me that
her friend had taken cold the evening-before, and was obliged
to keep her bed. I said I was sorry to hear it, and that I
feared I had been the cause of the illness of her friend, in
having delayed them too long in their walk. She assured me
however of the contrary, and laid all the blame upon her friend
herself, who had clad herself too lightly.”

During this time the herd had passed by, and we separated.
In this second conversation I have again remarked in her so
much polish of manner, and so much tender feminine delicacy
that I could not but infer that she had been exceedingly well
educated. — But, as yet I know not who she is; though from
her conversation, I am of opinion she must belong to the
bourgoisie.”
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These meetings were now repeated almost every evening
without prior agreement, and I felt very unhappy when on
one occasion I did not find my friend. I became more and
more confidential with her; spoke of my parents; of my pa-
tron who provided me with the means to accompany my emi-
nent Instructor on his travels; mentioned my works, and
plans for the future; and felt myself drawn nearer to her by
her friendly interest for me. I saw in her the sum of all
womanly perfections, and imagined to have met ker who could
make the happiness of my life. When wandering hand in
hand in the little wood by the lake side, I was more than once
upon the point of declaring my love to her; but a timidity I
could not conquer always prevented me. Respecting her own
circumstances, she was very reserved, and hence I was still
ignorant as to who she was. On the 24 of July I however
wrote:

“At last I have learned the name of my fair one; but
the enquiries made, have cost me dear! Herr Eck, who is now
almost recovered and who has already taken some short walks,
sent for a hair dresser. Of him, I made enquiries. He told
me her name was *** and, that she was the daughter of a
groom of the chambers to the former Duke, who had died some
years ago. Her mother, with whom she lived, had a small
pension. To my question as to how that could enable her
to dress so elegantly? his reply was: they were probably pre-
sents from Herr von *** who was very fond of her and vi-
sited her frequently. On hearing this, my agony was so great,
that I nearly let fall my violin, — and scarcely had the
courage to ask, whether her virtue was doubtfully spoken of. He
assured me nevertheless to the contrary, and was of opinion,
that Herr von ***  who had only come of age two months
ago, had the intention of marrying her. He was now travel-
ling, and would return in some weeks. I had made the ac-
quaintance of this Herr von *** at the Inn where we dined,
before his departure, and must admit that he seemed to me
the most well bred young nobleman we met there. The
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less therefore do I understand his making her presents and
she accepting them; for she can hardly permit herself to hope
that he will marry her. And, if so, how as a prudent girl,
could she venture during his absence to take lonely walks with
a young man, and sit with him in the evening before the door
of the house? The affair is a riddle to me, and I am doubtful
whether I shall go to her this evening or not.” ’

The girl's character however did not long remain a riddle
to me; for scarcely had Eck, who now again shared the evening
walks, made her acquaintance, than she received his attentions
in a much more friendly and forward manner than she had
done mine. Eck, gallant and liberal, arranged excursion-parties
to please her, into the neighbourhood; to Rheinsberg, Hohen-
zirze, and other places. For this, she rewarded him with the
most marked attention, and had eyes for him only. I felt
deeply wounded; the diary contains passionate outbursts of
jealousy. Fortunately they were confined to writing, and the
good understanding with my Instructor remained unshaken.
The contempt I now felt for the girl helped me to conquer
my passion, and I turned to my studies with renewed zeal.
My diary states:

“I never remark the progress I have made in playing,
more than when, from time to time, I take up some old theme
and remember how I used to execute it. To-day for instance
1 took the Concerto I had studied in Hamburgh and found, that
I now executed with the greatest ease those passages which I
then could not play without a break.”

My Instructor also, did not leave me without encourage-
ment; and when, on the 16 of August, I had played my new
Concerto; to my great delight, Herr Eck said: “If every three
months you progress as you have done in these, you will return
to Brunswick a perfect virtuoso.”

Two days later, Aug. 18., I remained almost the whole
day at home, and composed a new Adagio to my Concerto; for
although I had already written three, yet none of them seemed
to suit well to the other parts.

- ._m'm‘;':‘m' R
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As evincing my youthful pride as a Composer, the follow-
ing may here be cited: '

“I was told of a popular festival which was to be arranged
at Hohengzirze, August 27. the birthday of the hereditary
Prince. To this festival the peasants of the neighbouring
villages are invited to a dance and supper. There is also
to be dancing at the castle. In answer to my question, as
to where so many musicians would be found, I learned that
the Janitscharen-music would play for the peasants, and the
Orchestra — imagine my astonishment — for the dancing at
Court! 1 would not believe it at first, until repeated assurances
of it were made to me. But, I asked: how is it possible, that
the Duke can require such a thing from the members of his
Orchestra, and that they have so little feeling of honour and
artistic pride as not to refuse it? The reply was: the Duke does
not comnsider it improper for his Orchestra to play to dancers,
and the majority of the members dare not dischey his com-
mands, for if discharged from here, poor bunglers as they
are, they would find it difficult to obtain places in other or-
chestras.”

As after the end of my unhappy love affair, my residence
in Strelitz had become unbearable, I longed greatly for our de-
parture. This however, was still delayed, for the doctor could
not pronounce Herr Eck fully restored until the end of Septem-
ber. The unpleasantness of my position was still further heigh-
tened by the friend of my faithless one, whom at our first
meeting I had named the “dark one”, turning her affection most
unmistakeably towards me; an affection, which, although the
girl was very pretty, I could not return. I withdrew myself
from their society as much as possible; but, out of regard
to my Instructor, I could not entirely refuse to share in the
pleasure parties and excursions which he constantly arranged;
and at these I could not avoid being the escort of the dark
beauty. There are naive complaints in my diary of the em-
barrassments which her tenderness caused me, and more than
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once I wished the moment of our departure to arrive, which
would free me from such trials.

On the 27 Sept., came at length the moment, when we
were to say farewell to our fair ones. Sophy (the dark one)
had affected, or perhaps really felt, an uncommon saduess for
the last three days. To-day she spoke not a word, only
sighed sometimes, and, when the others in the room did not
observe it, threw herself passionately upon my neck. About
eight o’clock in the evening, Herr Eck and Miss *** left the
room. Now for the first time the real outbreak of her ten-
derness took place; for after -she had also sent away her
brothers and sisters, she hardly let me out of her arms. I
was obliged to bear with it until ten o’clock; then we took
leave. The poor girl shed so many tears, that I was ashamed
of my own dry eyes, and, in order not to appear quite heart-
less, I kissed her warmly. Sophy accompanied me to the doer
of the house, and pressed a paper into my hand, with the re-
quest that I would keep it as a remembrance. 1 hastened
home, opened it, and found a letter with a gold ring contain-
ing some hair. The letter ran as follows: ‘“Noble friend, par-
don a girl whose importunity must certainly have been obvious
to you. I knew that sometimes ] did more than was befitting
my sex. But God knows, when in your company, which was
so dear to me, I could not control myself. Now also I foroe
upon you a small token, trifling indeed, but given with the
most openhearted impulse. My only wish and prayer is that
you will wear it, and remember me. Ah! could this paper
but tell you how highly I value having made your acquain-
tance, and how deeply I regret your going so far away from
us! I must conclude, and in the firm hope of seeing you, my
best friend, once more, I already rejoice at the day which
will restore you to us again. Farewell and may you live as
well and happily as is the wish of your friend Sophy ***”

This unmerited and tender inclination may not have re-
mained without thankful acknowledgement; for the resolution
to answer the letter in a most friendly manner from Stettin,
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is expressed in the diary. But there is nothing mentioned re-
specting the execution of that resolve.

We went to Danzic, via Stettin, arriving there October 2.
As Eck had to deliver many letters of introduction, and had
to arrange a Concert; the lessons, which till now had been
given regularly, came rather to a standstill. Meanwhile, I
thought, ‘that I made progress by only hearing Herr Eck
practise.”” We were constantly invited out to dinner, and for
the evening; among other invitations was one to the country
seat of Herr Sawurmann, where from a hill behind the house,
we could overlook the Baltic and a great part of the town.
The view of the sea and the vessels upon it made an indis-
cribable impression upon me. As the day was somewhat
overcast, the ships appeared to hang in the clouds, and to
move slowly along with them. I could with difficulty tear myself
away from the magnificent sight.

At another dinner, in Mr. Simpson’s garden, 1 had the
honour to sit beside the hostess. She induced me to relate
to her many things of my early life, namely: how I had
been at first destined for the study of medecine, and then,
from a passionate inclination for music, had been led to de-
vote myself entirely to the art. She listened to me with a
benevolent interest, but at the end wounded my feelings by
agking whether I should not have done better to follow the
profession of my father. Wholly penetrated with the dignity
of my artistic career, I replied angrily: ‘‘As high as the soul
is above the body, so high is he who devotes himself to the
ennobling of the mind, above him who only attends to the mor-
tal frame.”

Almost everytime that an opera was given, I went to
the theatre, and did not fail to note down my remarks upon
the performance, in which singers, chorus and orchestra were
sharply handled.

To my great joy, Ariadne in Naxos, the celebrated melo-
drama of Brade, which I did not yet know, was also given.
But it offended my taste, that in the comedy which followed,
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“The peasants and lawyers”, Theseus appeared again in the
character of a lawyer, and Ariadne as a humble peasant girl.
“The music enchanted me although it was very badly per-
formed. But how could it be otherwise, the score having only
arrived in the morning from Ko6nigsberg, and the first and only
rehearsal having been held at noon! Madame Bochmann, who
played Ariadne, declaimed indeed very well, but was too ugly
for the part.” A young Englishman, who sat next to me,
said, that, he did not think Theseus to blame for forsaking
such an Ariadne. And upon this, he related to me the fol-
lowing anecdote. At an amateur theatre in England, Ariadne
was also given. A rather elderly and anything but beautiful
lady played the part of Ariadne so excellently, that the au-
dience broke out into applause at the end of the piece. - She
modestly disclaimed the applause, saying: ‘“In order to repre-
sent Ariadne well, it was necessary to be both young and hand-
some.” A young man, who wished to say something clever to
her, cried out: “O, Madam, you prove the contrary!”

Herr Eck’s concert on October 16. at the Theatre, went
off brillantly. As I knew the pieces that my Instructor per-
formed, very accurately, I undertook to lead them on the
first violin. The musicians, who soon discovered how firm the
young Conductor was, followed me willingly, thereby rendering
the performance of the Solo player much easier; which he
also thankfully acknowledged. Besides the three pieces played
by Herr Eck, there was also a Symphony by Haydn, an
Overture by Mosart, a pianoforte Concerto by Danei, played
by Herr Reichel, and two Arias of Cimarosa and Mosart sung
by Friulein Wotruba and Herr Ciliax. “The success of Herr
Eck’s performances was great, and the applause enthusiastic
and reiterated. I also, had never before heard him play so
well in public.”

On the 20* Oct. we went on to Konigsbherg and remained
there till Nov. 18. Eck gave two concerts which were very
well attended. Being introduced into many of the first houses
by letters of introduction, we were constantly invited to dinner
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as well as to musical parties. In the house of the “Surgeon-
General” Gerlach, 1 often practised music with Friulein Gerlach,
who was a thoroughly cultivated dilettante, and an excellent
pianiste; and who also sang my new songs. Whether these had
any artistic worth is now not to be ascertained, for they have
been lost. I sometimes played quartetts with two Messrs. Fried-
linder. It was not however these quartett parties alone that
attracted me to their house; Fridul. Rebecca Oppenheim, the
younger sister of Madame Friedlinder, had again inflamed my
too susceptible heart. She was a Jewess, and the society that
frequented the house consisted almost entirely of Jews only;
but they were all polite and educated people. The day on
which I took leave, I found Madame Friedlinder and Fraul. Re-
becca alone. The latter was overflowing with wit and humour,
and we never ceased laughing, and jesting, although this but
ill suited the purport of my visit. ,It is fortunate, says my
diary, “that we leave to-morrow, for Rebecca is a dangerous
girl! He who loves his freedom and his peace must fly from
her, and the sooner the better.”

Before Herr Eck gave his first concert, the family Pizus
arrived at Konigsberg upon their return from St. Petersburgh. I
immediately renewed our acquaintance.” The eldest brother had
in the mean time grown very tall, and his soprano voice had
changed to a deep bass. But he still dressed “a lUenfant
with a turn-down collar and no necktie”. They were much
dissatisfied with their journey to Russia, and the father even
affirmed that he was a thousand rubles out of pocket during
their stay in St. Petersburgh, although he bad taken with
him two hundred letters of introduction.

We met at a musical party at Count Calnheim’s, where the
youngest played first of all some variations on the piano with
great execution and taste. The eldest then played a quartett
by Krommer. But neither the composition, nor his playing
pleased me. “His tones”, says a remark in my diary, “are
without power, and his execution without expression. Added to
this, he handled his bow so badly, that, if he does not alter this,



he will never become a perfect virtuoso. He holds the bow a
band’s breadth from the nut, and raises the right arm much
too high. In this manner, all strength fails him in the stroke, and
the shades of piano and forte vanish altogether in his playing.”
After him, Herr Eck also played a quartett by Krommer. ‘“But
Heavens! what a difference was there! The transitions from forte
to piano in his tones, the clearness of the passages, the tasteful
Jioriture by which he knew how to enhance the most common
place composition, lent an irresistable charm to his playing.
He gained also, the most undivided applause. Pixis then played
a quartett by Tietz, the celebrated crazy violinist of St. Peters-
burgh, but had just as little success with it as with his former
one. At last, he begged Herr Eck to play a duet by Viotti
with him, in order that he might be able to say that he had
played with all the great violinists of the day; for Viotti, Rode,
Kreutzer, Iwanovichi, Tiets, Durand and others, had all done
him that honour. In this request all the company joined, and
Herr Eck was obliged to consent. Piris played this duet best
of all, although he did not bring out one of the passages as
well as Herr Eck, who was not at all prepared for it.”

In the Concert also, which the brothers gave, the eldest had
no success, ‘“‘the passages were flat and without expression:
he even played very false, and at times scraped so much
a8 to inflict pain on the ears of the audience..... - According
to my idea, three years ago when I heard him for the first
time in Brunswick, he played the easy Concertos of Iwanovichi
and others, better than the difficult ones with which he now
came forward.” Yes, I even doubted whether he ever could
become a great violinist, ‘‘unless he soon got a good master,
who, of all things, could give him a good style of bow-ing.”

Upon these doubtless too severe criticisms my Instructor
who was a very stern judge, may certainly have had some
influence. When, ten years later, I again met Pizis in Vienna,
he had become-a distinguished virtuoso, and as Professor at
the Conservatory in Prague, he proved himself also an able
teacher of the violin.



In Konigsberg, I began again to paint. I made the
acquaintance of a miniature painter, named Seidel, who gave
me some lessons, and sat to me. The picture was very like.
My diary speaks also of composing. From a remark about the
polishing down of a Concerto, it is evident that at that time,
I did not understand how to work of a piece; in which I
afterwards succeeded so well, that, the rough draught, seldom
suffered even from slight changes, and, once written in score,
it was never altered afterwards.

For our journey to Memel, “we chose the road along the
shore, being twelve miles (German) shorter than that across
the country. In winter also, when the sand is hard frozen, it
is better to drive on than the latter. Three miles from Konigs-
berg, the road runs close to the sea, and does not leave it un-
til you reach Memel. We travelled the whole night, and suffered
much from the cold and cutting sea air. Between the fourth
and fifth station we had the misfortune to have a wheel come
off. We were now obliged to quit the carriage, to right it by
our united strength, and secure the wheel temporarily with
ropes. All this may have lasted a full half hour, and I feared
I had got my fingers frostbitten; but this I happily found to
be groundless. At nine o’clock we reached Memel, but were
obliged to wait three whole hours until we could be carried
across the harbour, because the boatmen had first to be
collected from all parts of the town. Four miles farther we
reached the frontiers.”

We arrived at Mittau with a large addition to our number;
for Myrrha, without our remarking it, had brought forth nine
pups, six living and three dead. “All, excepting two, were
taken away from the poor mother.”

In the families to whom Herr Eck was recommended, we
found the most hospitable welcome. We were invited to dinners,
suppers, musical parties and balls; and everything was done
to render our stay agreeable. In the house of a ‘“Collegiate-
Assessor”, von Berner, I played for the first time in the place
and in the presence of my teacher. It happened thus; Herr Eck,



after having played some quartetts with great applause, was
solicited to accompany a young Pianiste of 16 years of age,
a Miss Brandtf, who was possessed of a surprising skill, in a
Sonata of Beethoven’s; but he excused himself on the plea of
great fatigue. As I well knew that Eck did not dare to play
any piece at sight, that he did not know, I offered to play
in his stead. It is true, the Sonata was wholly unknown to
me, but I trusted to my readiness in reading. I was sucess-
ful; and the young Artist, in whom probably but little con-
fidence had been felt, was overwhelmed with praise.

At the subsequent musical parties, I was now always so-
licited to play something; and I remember that Herr von Ber-
ner on my taking leave of him, said to me with fatherly kind-
ness: “My young friend, you are on the right road — only
keep in it! Herr Eck as a Virtuoso is certainly still above
you; but you are a much better musician than he is.”

In the Governor’s house I heard a Violinist of the name
of Sogeneff, who at that time was very celebrated in Russia,
and a serf of Prince Subow. “He played variations of his own
composition, which were immensely difficult. The composi-
tion pleased me right well, but his play, although skilful,
was very raw, and offensive to the ear. Herr Eck played
immediately after him, so that the difference between the
two Players was very distinctly perceptible. The play of
the Russian, was wild and without transition from forte to
piano; that of Herr Eck firm, powerful, and still, always har-
monious. We heard there, also, some Russian military singers.
They were six private soldiers, some of whom sang soprano
parts. They shrieked fearfully, so much so that one was al-
most obliged to stop ones ears. They are practised in sing-
ing by a non commissioned Officer, cane in hand. In some
songs they accompanied themselves on sort of Schalmey of so
piercing a tone, that I expected the ladies would have fainted
away. The Melodies of the songs were not bad, but accom-
panied by a great deal of false harmonics.”

At a club in the house in which we lived, I was invited
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to a card party “with three Excellencies, but was obliged
to pay dearly for the great honour, for I lost more than three
thalers in a few hours.”

Our departure for Riga was put off until December the
second, on account of Herr E¢ck recurring indisposition. I spent
my evenings at the houses of Herr von Bermer and von Korf,
in turn, and constantly practised with Friulein Brandt. We
played through the whole store of sonatas with violin accom-
paniment, and many of the masterpieces of Mozart and Beet-
hoven were thus brought under my notice for the first time.
After supper we chatted for an hour, or Frau von Korf played
at chess with me, a game which from my childhood, I had
been passionately fond off.

Herr von Berner, who had become attached to me, invited
me to pass some months with him in the country, upon my
return from Petersburgh; and then to give some Concerts about
midsummer, a season in which all the Courland nobility are
assembled at Mitau. It gave me great satisfaction to hear
that I was considered far enough advanced to appear in public
as a virtuoso. I gladly consented.

It is odd that there is nothing mentioned in my diary
about the children of Herr Berner; for one of his daughters
who afterwards became a pupil of Rode, and distinguished
herself as a violin player, must already then have been very
nearly grown up.

At last the hour of our departure came, and with a
moved and grateful heard I took leave of the families who
had so kindly welcomed me.

In Riga, I found a letter from Brunswick, that gave me
much pleasure. I had asked permission of the Duke to de-
dicate my new Concerto, as my first published work, to him;
and the answer written by the Lord Chamberlain von Miinch-
hausen, brought the consent to my request. Full of impatience
to see my work appear, I begged Herr Eck to write to Breit-
kopf & Hiirtel in Leipsic, with whom he was in correspondance,
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to propose the publishing of the concerto. The reply soon
arrived, but was very discouraging to me.

For the consolation of the young Composer who can find
no publisher for his first work, the conditions upon which the
above named firm consented to undertake its publication, may
be mentioned. I bad myself given up all claim to payment,
and only stipulated for some free copies. The firm required
however that I should buy one hundred copies at half the
selling-price! At first my youthful Artist-pride rebelled against
such dishonourable conditions, as I deemed them. But the
wish to see the publication of the concerto so expedited, that,
upon our return to Brunmswick, I might be able to present
the Duke with a printed copy; joined to the hope that he would
make me a present, assisted me to conquer my sensitiveness,
and agree to the conditions. The concerto was finished in
time, and when I returned, was lying ready at a Music-seller’s
in Brunswick; but the package was not delivered to me be-
fore I had paid for the hundred copies.

In Riga, Herr Eck had a quarrel with the Society of
Musical Dilettanti there. Being in possession of the Concert
room; they required from him, as from all foreign artists,
that he should first perform in their concert, for which they
were ready to give him up the room and orchestra, for his
own concert afterwards. Herr Eck refused to comply with
these conditions and would rather give up his own concert
altogether. This made the company more compliant; and
they declared themselves satisfied, if he would agree to play
in no other concert than theirs, after his own. He consented
to this, on the condition that they would be silent about it
beforehand: because he had been told that the subscribers to
the dilettanti concerts would be unwilling to pay for an extra-
concert, if they were sure of hearing the foreign Artist in the
former. Silence, however, was not kept, and the consequence
was that Herr Eck’s concert was badly attended. Angry at
this, he now demanded the sum of fifty ducats for his appear-
ance in their concert, as a remuneration for the loss which
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their gossiping had caused him. The gentlemen directors,
feeling in some degree that they had been wrong; after long
debating, agreed to pay thirty ducats. Herr Eck, however, stood
by his first demand. The gentlemen now threatened to make
the police compel him to appear; and he was actually sum-
moned before the Chief of the police. But he succeeded in
winning him over to his cause, and the gentlemen directors
were dismissed, with their charge. At last, upon the day of
the concert, after the bills parading forth the name of Herr
Eck, had been posted up at the corners of the streets, they
vouchsafed to grant the required demand; but they were mnot
a little surprised at the declaration of Herr Eck, that, now,
after having been summoned before the police he would not
play at all, not even for double the sum demanded. All their
threatning and storming wag of no avail; they were obliged
to give their concert without him. “I was there,” says the
diary, “and much enjoyed the fermentation that prevailed
among the dilettanti. Nothing but Herr Eck and his refusal
were spoken of; but nobody said one single word in his favour;
all were too much annoyed at their disappointed expectations.
The concert went off badly. A virtuoso on the flute, from
Stockholm, who first played an old fashioned concerto by
Devienne in place of Herr Eck, pleased as little as a dilettante
from St. Petersburgh, who executed a concerto for the piano
by Mozart, in a most schoolboy-like manner.”

Eck, had however won the good will of the Director of
the police, by having offered to give a concert for the benefit
of the Nikolai Asylum for the poor. Meirer, the Director of
the Theatre, gave the house gratis, und Messeurs Arnold and
Ohmann, as well as the ladies Werther and Bauser gave their
vocal services. The Musical Society did all they could to put
a stop to it; but in vain. “Immediately upon his appearance
Herr Eck was received with the liveliest applause, which was
still more increased after he had played. The proceeds, after
deducting the expenses, amounted to more than a hundred
ducats, which were handed over to the cashier of the Asylum;
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but a gift of one hundred ducats from the nobility present was
also made to Herr Eck, and the next morning, fifty more
followed from several rich merchants, who did not wish to be
behindhand in generosity.”

Among the many invitations, one is also mentioned in the
diary, to the house of the rich sugar baker Klein, who ‘“kept
no less than three tutors for his children” — a German, a
Frenchman and a Russian.

On the seventeenth of December we quitted Riga. In Narwa
the governor, a great lover of music, who had seen from the
Paderoschna, which we were obliged to deliver up at the gate
of the town, to be examined, what a celebrated Artist was
passing through, invited us immediately for the evening. “Our
excuse, that we could not appear in our travelling clothes,
was not accepted. The governor sent his state carriage, and
we were carried off half by force. The embarrassment at find-
ing ourselves all at once in the midst of a brilliant society,
clad in travelling costume, very soon wore off after the friendly
welcome and obliging politeness of those present, and we passed
a pleasant evening. At one o’clock when the party broke up,
we found our carriage with post-horses ready before the door,
and set out immediately.”

But, between Narwa and St. Petersburgh, one misfortune
after the other occured to us. Two stations on this side of
St. Petersburgh, we were persuaded to place our carriage upon
a sledge. But bardly had we driven half an hour in it, when
the cords with which it was fastened, broke, and we could
get on no farther. The postillion was obliged to get some
peasants from the neighbouring village to help us. After the
job was done, they made us understand by signs that we were
to pay them five rubles. Very angry at this shameful demand,
we refused to give so much, but as they shewed the intention
of cutting the cords with which they had bound the wheels,
with their axes; and as we saw that we could not contend
against the crowd of wild looking fellows who by degrees had
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surrounded our carriage, we were obliged to comply with the
demand.”

“After a halt of more than an hour we were at last en-
abled to proceed; but it was not long before we stuck fast
in the snow, and it was only by the help of several peasants
whom we called to assist us, that we were able to extricate
ourselves. We now found that in the deep snow, the sledge hin-
dered more than it served us, and we had the carriage taken
off. After this was done, and paid for, we were enabled to pro-
ceed; but again seven times did we stick fast, so that no less
than gixteen hours were necessary to accomplish this post of
three miles. As we came nearer to St. Petersburgh we found
the roads better, and were also driven faster. At last, Wed-
nesday the 22. at nine in the evening, we arrived; after being
six days and five nights upon the road. The last part of the
journey from Narwa to St. Petersburgh is dreadfully uniform
and tiresome. The perfectly straight road cut through the
fir forests, with the party coloured Werst-stones, each exactly
like the other, are enough to weary the most patient! Seldom
only does the endless forest open, to disclose a few buildings,
or a miserable village. The houses, or rather the huts of
these villages, bave for the most part, one room only, with
a window a foot square. In this room, men and animals live
together quite peaceably. The walls consist of unhewn beams
laid upon each-other, the crevices being filled up with moss. It
cannot certainly be very warm in these holes; but the inhabitants
do not seem to care for that; for I saw children and grown up
people runuing about in their shirts, and barefoot in the snow.
The poorer and more wretched the objects appear during the
journey, the more surprising is the magnificent St. Petersburgh
and its palaces. . . . . We descended at the Hitel de Lon-
dres, and immediately engaged a guide, without whom one
cannot be here even for one day; for as soon as the stranger
is shown his room, not a soul troubles himself about him
any farther.” ,

In St. Petersburgh, I was at first quite left to myself.



h g

— 39 —

This would therefore have been the most favorable opportunity
for me to look round that splendid city. But the extreme
cold, which already exceeded twenty degrees, would not per-
mit of this. I therefore conticued to work with my usual
diligence, and indeed with increased zeal, for the period of
Herr Eck’s instruction was more than half elapsed. — Through
a member of the Imperial orchestra we were introduced into
the “Citizen Club,” and there made the acquaintance of al-
most all the celebrated artistes and scholars then in St. Pe-
tersburgh. Among others, my diary mentions Clementi, his
pupil Field, the violinist Hartmann, the first violin of the Im-
perial orchestra, Remi, also a member of the orchestra, Le-
reque, the son of the leader in Hanover, and director of an
orchestra of serfs belonging the senator Teplow, Bdirwald from
Stockholm, the hornist Bornaus, and others.

Clementi, “a man in his best years, of an extremely
lively disposition, and very.engaging manners,” liked much to
converse with me “(in French, which from my great prac-
tice in St. Petersburgh I soon spoke pretty fluently)” and
often invited me after dinner to play at billiards. In the
evening, I sometimes accompanied him to his large pianoforte
warehouse, where Field was often obliged to play for hours,
to display the instruments to the best advantage to the pur-
chasers. The diary speaks with great satisfaction of the tech-
nical perfection and the “dreamy melancholy” of that young
artist’s execution. I have still in recollection the figure of
the pale, overgrown youth, whom I have never since seen.
When Field, who had outgrown his clothes, placed himself at
the piano, stretched out his arms over the keyboard, so that
the sleeves shrunk up nearly -to his elbows, his whole figure
appeared awkward and stiff in the highest degree; but as soon
as his touching instrumentation began, everything else was
forgotten, and one became all ear. Unhappily, I could not
express my emotion and thankfulness to the young man other-
wise than by a silent pressure of the hand, for he spoke no
other language, but his mother tongue.
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Even at that time, many anecdotes of the remarkable
avarice of the rich Clementi were related, which had greatly
increased in latter years when I again met him in Lon-
don. It was generally reported that Field was kept on very
short allowance by his master, and was obliged to pay for
the good fortune of having his instruction, with many pri-
vations. I myself experienced a little sample of Clementi’s
true Italian parsimony, for one day I found teacher and pupil
with up turned sleeves, engaged at the washtub, washing their
stockings and other linen. They did not suffer themselves to
be disturbed, and Clementi advised me to do the same, as wash-
ing in St. Petersburgh was not only very expensive, but the
linen suffered greatly from the method used in washing it.

Of all the acquaintances I made in the Citizen’s Club,
none were dearer to my than my young friend Remi. The
diary speaks of him immediately after our first meeting, as
a “polite and charming young Frenchman.” The same en-
thusiasm for art, the same studies and the same inclinations
bound us yet closer to each-other. We met every day at
dinner at the Citizen’s Club, when I was not invited out with
my Instructor; and when in the evening there was no Opera
or Concert in which Remi was engaged, we played duets, of
which Remi possessed a great collection, till late in the night.
There were many evenings in that cold winter on which the
Theatre was closed; for by an ukas of the benevolent Empe-
ror Alezander, all public amusements were forbidden when the
cold should exceed seventeen degrees, in order that the coach-
men and servants might not be exposed to the danger of being
frozen to death. And during that winter, the cold often re-
mained at above seventeen degrees for a fortnight together.
That was a dull, monotonous time for foreigners. But fo-
reign arfistes, were still worse off, for they were unable to
give their concerts. When the cold fell below seventeen
degrees there were notices innumerable; but they were often
obliged to be recalled on the following day. Herr Eck’s
public concert was also postponed till March 6. O. S. after
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having been announced more than once. In the mean time
however, he played twice at Court at the private Concerts of the
Empress, and pleased so much, particularly the second time,
that the Empress had him engaged as solo player in the Im-
perial Orchestra at a salary of 3500 rubles.

The less frequently operas and concerts took place in the
cold months of January and February, the more diligently I
attended them, in order to become more nearly acquainted with
the native and foreign talent. I also saw and heard Tiets
the celebrated crazy violin player. He was a man of about
forty years of age, with a ruddy complexion, and pleasing ex-
terior. His appearance in no wise showed his insanity. We
therefore were the more astonished when he addressed every one
with the question, “My most gracious monarch, how are you?”
He then related to us a long affair in which was but little evi-
dence of sanity; complained bitterly about a malicious sorcerer,
who, jealous of his violin playing had so bewitched the middle
finger of bis left hand that he could no longer play; but at
last expressed the hope that he would still be able to conquer
the spell — and so forth. On taking leave of us he fell upon
his knees before Herr Eck, kissed his hand, before the latter
could prevent it, and said, “My most gracious Monarch, I
must do homage to thee and thine art, upon my knees!”

Four months later, in the beginning of May 1803, all
St. Petersburgh rang with the sudden news that Tiets, whom
the Russians in their blind patriotism regarded as the first
violinist in the world and who on account of his madness had
not played for six months, had suddenly commenced again. -
Leveque related the nearer particulars to me. Z%efs had been
invited to a musical party at the Senator Teplow’s, but had
refused to play in spite of all entreaty; Herr Teplow, much
aunnoyed, sent away the orchestra saying, “Then I also will
never again hear musicl” This made 8o deep an impression
upon Tietz that he said, ‘“‘most gracious Monarch, have the
orchestra recalled; I will play a symphony to their accompa-
niment.” This took place, and having once hegan, he played




— 42 —

quartets until two o’clock in the morning. The next day the
amateurs assembled in his house and he played again. This
gave me the hope of hearing him also, and on that account
I hastened to him on May the second (20. April). Many ama-
teurs were once more assembled there, who again beseiged him
with requests to play; this time however in vain. He was not
to be moved, and I afterwards heard that some one had been
of the party whom he did not like.

On the eighteenth of May I took my new duet and my
violin, and went again to Herr Tiefz, whom I this time found
alone. It did not require much to persuade him to play the
duet; but he would not take the primo. We had hardly ended,
when Herr Hirschfeld, hornist in the Imperial orchestra, and
others with whom 1 was unacquainted, came in. Herr Tiets
begged me to repeat the duet, and it appeared to please not
him alone, but also the others. Herr Tietz now opened a quar-
tet by Haydn, and required me to take the first violin. He
himself took the violoncello part. As the quartet was known
to me, I did not refuse. It was pretty well executed, and Herr
Tietz, as well as the others present, owerwhelmed me with praises.
Tietz played the secondo of my duet, which is not easy, with-
out faltering and perfectly clean, executing the cantabile pas-
sages with taste and feeling. The passages which, according
to the old method, he played with rebounding bow pleased
me less.

On the 23* May, we met Tiets at the weekly evening
concert of the Senator Zeplow, where a pianiste named Ma-
dame Meier appeared, and played a piano concerto of her
own composition, which was not bad. Then Eck and I followed
with a concerto of his brother’s, which we had been closely
practising for the previous fortnight. At the beginning, I was
nervous, and played the first solo not so well as at home; but
it soon went on better, particularly in the last parts.

Herr Tietz now produced a concerto of his own compo-
sition, the Allegro and Rondo of which he played twice, possibly
because the first time did not please him. As he never had



practised since his madness, it may be readily conceived that
technical firmness was wanting in his play. The difficult
passages also, were executed very much better the second
time. Into all the three parts, he introduced cadences in the
old style, improvising them; they were in themselves very
pretty, but sounded quite different the second time.”

The diary closes with the remark, ‘‘though Tietz indeed
i8 not a great violinist, much less the greatest in the world
as his admirers maintain, he is undoubtedly a musisal genius
a8 his compositions prove.”

The best violinist then in St. Petersburgh was, without
doubt, Fringel junior. He had just come from Moscow where
he had been engaged for six concerts at three thousand rubles.
His attitude in playing displeased me. The diary says:

“He holds the violin still in the old manner, on the right
side of the tail piece, and must therefore play with his head
bent. .. ... To this must be added that, he raised the right
arm very high, and has the bad habit of elevating his eye-
brows at the expressive passages. If this is not unpleasant
to the majority of the listeners it is still very disagreeable
for a violinist to see...... His playing is pure and clean.
In the Adagio parts, he executes many runs, shakes, and other
fioriture, with a rare clearness and delicacy. As soon how-
ever as he played loud, his tone is rough and unpleasant, be-
cause he draws his bow too slowly and too near to the bridge,
and leans it too much to one side. He executed the passages
clearly and purely, but always with the middle of the bow,
and consequently without distinction of piano and forte.”

I heard another celebrated violinist, Herr Bdarwald, after-
wards leader in Stockholm. As he came forward to play the
concerto of Viott: (A-sharp) he was already applauded, before
he had sounded a note.

This, together with his good bearing and his excellent
manner of managing his bow, raised my expectation very
high, and it was with the greatest impatience that I awaited
the end of the Zutti. But who was I disappointed on hearing




the solo! His playing was indeed clean and accomplished, but
still so sleeply and monotonous, the passages so flat and drawn
out, that I would have much preferred the false but still fiery
playing of Pizis. He introduced, and played an Adagio of
his father’s composition, something better, and thus somewhat
reconciled me again. After him, one Herr Palzow, a man cele-
brated for his theoretical knowledge, played a concerto of his
own composition, on a piano with a flute attachment. Well
and scientifically as the concerto was worked out. it pleased
neither me nor the others listeners, on account of its length
and monotony. The tones also of the strings and of the flute
had together a very bad effect.

I also wrote my opinion of Fodor, the then celebrated
violinist and composer. I heard him in the concert of the
“Nobility’s, or Musical club,” where however everything was
very unmusical; for the elite assembled there, ‘“not to listen,
but to chat and walk about in the saloon.” At first a fine
symphony by Romberg, (C-sharp) was extremely well executed.
Then Signor Pasco, first tenorist of the Italian theatre, sang
an aria 8o charmingly, tastefully and tenderly, that it actually
became somewhat more quiet in the saloon. Herr Fodor now
followed with a concerto of his own composition, which how-
ever appeared to me worse than those I already knew. His
playing also did not please me. He played indeed in a pure
and rather accomplished manner, but without warmth and
taste. In the passages he also played with rebounding bow,
which svon became unbearable. Madame Canavassi, prima
donna of the Itulian opera who before had not pleased me on
the stage, sung this time so beautifully, that I must confess
to having wronged her.

During Lent, the Greek church allowing no theatrical re-
presentations, the Intendancy of the Court theatre gave two
grand concerts weekly in the Steiner theatre. in which, only
virtuosi of the Imperial orchestra performed, among whom Herr
Eck was now reckoned. The best whom I had the opportu-
nity of hearing there were the violinist Has ¢mann, Jerchow and
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Remi, the violinist Delphino, the hautboyist Scherwenka, and
the hornist Hirschfeld.

In the first concert, the orchestra comsisted of thirty six
violins, twenty bass and double set wind instruments. Besides
these the choruses were supported by forty hornists from the
Imperial orchestra, each of whom had only one single note
to blow. They served in place of an organ, and gave the
chorus, the notes of which were divided among them, great
firmness and strength. In several short soli, their effect was
ravishing. Before the orchestra, were the Court singers, men
and boys, about fifty in number, all in red uniform em-
broidered with gold. After the first part of Sarti’s oratorio,
Remi played a violin concerto by Alday with much success.
‘“After the concert as we drove home, he asked me for my
opinion of his playing. = As truth alone should be spoken bet-
ween friends I did not withold from him that: clean and pure
as his playing was, [ had yet missed the shades of forte and
piano, expression in the cantabile, and a sufficiency of vigour
in the passages. He thanked me for my candour and declared
that he had been particularly embarrassed that day, at having
to appear in Herr Eck’s place, the latter having previously
been advertised for this concerto.” — After the second part
of the oratorio, Signor Delphino played a viclin concerto.
As his playing was much extolled 1 had expected more from
him. “He played without taste, and not once perfectly clean.”

The Italian singers appeared in the second concert, and
the French in the third. Among the first, Signor Pasco and
Madame Canavassi, already mentioned, distinguished them-
selves. Among the French there were only two, M. St. Leon
and the celebrated Phyllis Andrieuxz, who could lay claim to
be called singers; they had charmed all Petersburgh by their
correct and pleasing singing, their skilful and graceful acting,
and their personal beauty. There was especially a Polonaise
with which the latter fascinated everybody, and which was
always encored. The beginning of its found in my diary as
follows:
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Between the first and second part of this concert, the Im-
perial hornists executed an ouverture by Gluck, and with a
rapidity and exactness which would have been difficult for
stringed intruments, how much the more so then for hornists,
each of whom blew only one tone! It is hardly to be believed
that they performed the most rapid passages with the greatest
precision, and I could not have conceived it possible, had I
not heard it with my own ears. But as may be imagined,
the Adagio of the ouverture made a greater effect than the
Allegro; for it always remains somewhat unnatural to execute
such quick passages with these living organ pipes, and one
could not help thinking of the thrashings which must have been
inflicted.

These concerts, with the exception of one in which Herr Eck
played and Mademoiselle Phyllis sang, were but little frequented;
for which reason the managers soon discontinued them.

On the other hand a performance of Haydn’s “Seasons”
which was given for the benefit of a widow’s fund, (also dur-
ing Lent,) was very well attended. Baron Rall, one of the
projectors invited me also to take part. I therefore shared
in all the orchestra rehearsals, and in these, as well as in the
performance, played with M. Leveque, the same part. The
orchestra was larger than any I had yet heard. It consisted
of seventy violins, thirty bass, and double set wind instruments.
The whole therefore was something very grand, and my diary
mentions it with delight; as also of the work itself, which I
then heard for the first time, although I estimated the “Crea-
tion” yet higher!

My playing thus with Leveque, had increased our friend-
ship, and I learned from him that, during the summer he in-
tended to visit his parents in Hanover. We therefore agreed
to make the voyage to Liibeck in the same vessel.
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As my new friend now visited me oftener, I played my
new violin concerto to him, and expressed my wish, to hear
it with the orchestra before I sent it to the publisher. Le-
veque immediately offered to study it with his orchestra, took
the parts with him, and invited me to a rehearsal some days
later.

“] was in great agitation now that I was about to hear
my own composition with full orchestra for the first time. The
Tatti were well studied, and from this I could calculate how,
in every part, the effect I intended would be brought out.
The most of them satisfied me, some even surpassed my ex-
pectation. . . . .. But I was the less pleased with my own
play. All my attention being fixed on the accompaniment, I
played much worse than I did at home. I therefore begged
permission of Mr. Leveque to try the concerto once more at
the end of eight or ten days, when I should have received the
copy; this permission he readily granted.”

The following appears later: “I got the copy of my con-
certo yesterday, for which I was obliged to pay eight silver
rubles. I could have had six concertos copied for a like sum
in Germany.”

The work was again tried from the new-copied parts. I
was much calmer than the first time, and played therefore
much better. It was also better accompanied than before, and
therefore more effective. Leveque declared himself very well
satisfied. “I therefore hastened home, packed up my concerto
and took it, together with a letter, to the post. I there heard
to my great amazement, that there was no parcel’s post in
Russia by which one can:send things out of the country, and
that if I would send it as a letter I should have to pay at
least fifty rubles.” I therefore took it back in erder to send
it by sea by the next opportunity.

I have mentioned the Imperial hornband, each member
of which had only one note to play. On the twelvth of Ja-
nuary, the Russian Newyear, upon which day the Emperor, as
usual, gave a grand masquerade in the Winterpalace, for which




twelve thousand tickets were issued, I found the said band
joined with the usual Ball-orchestra, and I heard a music
such as till then I had no idea of.” The accompaniment of
this hornband gave a fullness and harmony to the orchestra
such as I have never heard. Several Horn-Soli, produced a
most enchanting effect. It was long before I could tear my-
self away from this place.”

In another saloon opposite the Throne-room, the Imperial
family, surrounded by the Court, were dancing. But as this
part of the saloon was cat off from the rest by a wall of
gigantic grenadiers with high bearskin caps, and as I, inspite
of my fair allowance of inches, could not even peep over the
shoulders of these giants, 1 was unable to see much of the
Imperial state, and of the diamonds of the ladies. I therefore
passed on, and entered the third and most beautiful of the
saloons. It is entirely of polished marbles, the walls white,
the pillars violet, and the window frames blue. The lights
mirrored themselves a thousandfold in the polished stone. The
whole building was lighted by twenty thousand wax tapers.

“After wandering several times through the apartments,
and baving gazed at all the magnificence, I tried to find Herr
Eck again, he having been separated from me in the beginning
of the evening. Among the twelve thousand present this was
however a vain attempt. I now guessed that he had gone direct
home, and not finding our servant in the place where he bhad
been desired to wait, confirmed me still more in this idea. I
therefore thought it best to proceed home, also, and hoped,
thoroughly warmed as I was, to be able to go the short dis-
tance to our hotel without a cloak, although the cold had
increased to twenty four degrees. But hardly had I reached
the square before the Winterpalace, on the opposite side of
which was our hotel, then 1 felt my nos: and ears stiffen, and
should certainly have had them frozen, although I rubbed them
unceasingly, had I not been able to warm myself at a large fire
in the middle of the square which had been lighted for the
coachmen; before I attempted the other half of the way. Un-
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luckily, however, Herr Fck had not yet come home, and as
he had the key to our apartment, and the coffeeroom was
already locked, I resolved to return again. Arrived there I
managed to press forward to s buffet, and warm myself with
a glass of punch. While I was observing the rich gold and
silver plate with which the room was decorated, Herr Eck
also came to the buffet. Arm in arm we wandered through
the magnificient rooms once more, and then our servant with
our cloaks having once more turned up, drove off together.
My friend Remi, to whom I related my adventure, blamed me
much for my want of precaution.”

On the 27. Feb. the so called “mad week” came to an
end. It has its name from.the . circumstance of the Russians
allowing themselves the most boundless extravagancies as a
sort of indemnification for the ensuing fast. ‘“Not being
allowed to taste either meat, milk, or butter for six weeks,
they cram themselves well for the last time, and give them-
selves 80 diligently to the brandy bottle, that they do not re-
cover their sobriety, and in this state allow themselves every
possible liberty, thinking to atone fully for all in the follow-
ing fast. — In all parts of the town, booths are erected,
in which fruit, liquors, and comfits are sold. In others, Po-
lichinelli, trained dogs, juggler's tricks and other things of
the kind are exhibited. The chief delight of the Russians
during this week is sliding down the ice-mountains, most
likely because it is such a break-neck sport. Upon the Ne-
wa, and in various other places, high scaffoldings are erected,
having on one side a flight of steps by which to ascend to the
top, and on the other an incline descending gradually to
the ground. This incline is laid down with large slabs of
ice, which are joined together in the closest manner by water
poured between the interstices. Down this glass-like surface
of ice, the descent is then made in little sledges shod with
steel, and these are guided by means of a short staff held
in each hand. Great skill is required in order to keep the

middle of the incline during the extreme velocity of the des-
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cent, so as not to fall over the sides which are protected by
a slight barrier only. Four drunken Russians, who had scar-
cely started, having come in contact with®each other’s sledges
and being thereby brought too near the barrier, paid dearly
for their awkwardness. They fell over; two were killed upon
the spot and the others were carried away with broken limbs.
But this did not in the least disturb the enjoyment of the
people, who pressed forward anew in crowds to the steps.
On the 26, the Court drove out to the scene, and remained
for a long time spectators of the neck-breaking amusement.
At an evening party at Baron Rall’s, I met also the Gover-
nor of Narva, who upon our passing through that town,
had had us fetched almost forcibly to his house. He enquired
in a friendly manner after my health; and added “‘on your
return through Narva you will find the Petersburgh gate open,
but the opposite one closed, and then you must remain my
prisoner for eight days without mercy.”

“This evening, Field played as well as Herr Eck, and
in truth wonderfully. At two o’clock, the company sat down
to supper, and we did not arrive home till past four o’clock.”

On the 5. April, my birth-day; Herr Eck invited me to
dine at the Hotel de Londres. Previous to this, availing our-
selves of the fine weather we took a walk on the Newa, the
granite-faced bank of which was the resort of the dean monde.
The breaking up of the ice was impatiently looked for, and
heavy bets were made respecting the day on which this
would take place. — In the evening I had a great and un-
expected pleasure.

“Remi had again invited me to play duetts with him,
and to day I was able to bring him a new one of my com-
position. After we had played this through for the second
time, he embraced me and said: You must change violins
with me, so that we may both possess a souvenir of each
other! I was overcome with surprise and joy; for his vio-
lin had long pleased me better than my own. But as it was
a genuine Guarneri, and at least worth as much again as
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mine, I felt obliged to decline his offer. He, however, would
hear of no refusal and said: Your violin pleases me because
I have heard you play on it so frequently, and though
mine is really a better one; yet you must accept it from me
as a birth-day present! I could now no longer refuse, and
overjoyed carried my new treasure home with me. Here I
would have liked but too well to play on it all night, and
feast my ears with its heavenly tones; but as Herr Eck was
already gone to bed, I was obliged to let it lie quietly in its
case. Sleep, however, I could not!” On the 12. April, Herr
Leveque came for me to take a walk down to the Newa. ‘“We
there found half St. Petersburgh assembled, awaiting the break-
ing up of the ice. At length, a cannon shot from the
fortress announced the long desired moment. This was also
the signal for the sailors to break up the long bridge of
boats which connects Wasiliostrow with this part of the
city. This was effected in a few minutes. The ice could now
float down unimpeded, and in a short time boats were being
rowed up and down. The first of these brought over the Go-
vernor of the fortress, who accompanied by a numerous
suite and by the band of the regiment, brings over a glass
of the water of the Newa to the Emperor in his Palace, and
receives for it a present of 1000 roubles. After this, the
serf-seamen of the Crown in red uniforms row all comers
to and fro across, without charge, until the communication
by the bridge of boats is re-established between both sides of
the town. After we had looked on all this with great in-
terest, walking up and down for some hours, we returned
home.”

On Easter-Eve, Sunday, 17. April, I was awakened by
the firing of cannon, which- announced the commencement
of the Festival. As the night was very calm, every shot
was heard in long repeated echoes, until another fell upon
the ear. — On Easter Sunday the Russian greets his ac-
quaintances with the words: ‘“‘Christ is risen!” upon which
the person saluted is obliged to kiss the other. One need

‘.
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only go to the window, to see people on all sides embracing
and kissing each other. It was related to me that, ‘‘the Emp-
ress Catherine was walking on the bank of the Newa one
Easter Sunday accompanied by all her Court, when a dirty
fellow, probably somewhat drunk, threw himself in her way
with the salutation: ‘Christ is risen” upon which in order
not to violate the holy custom, she was obliged to kiss him.
But, upon a sign given by her, he was immediately seized,
and had ample time afterwards in Siberia to repent of his
boldness!”

A few weeks afterwards, I received a commission from
Breitkopf & Hartel of Leipsic to write an article upon the
state of Music in St. Petersburgh for their Journal,- which
was published in the course of 1803.

On the 13. May, a most original popular Festival took
place. Every body who possesses either a carriage, a horse,
or a sound pair of legs, betakes himself on this day through
the Riga gate to the Katharinen Hof; where they stare at each
other for a couple of hours and then return home. I went
there with Leveque, and must confess, that the sight of the
handsome equipages, of which there may have been at least
two thousand, together with their fashionably dressed occupants,
afforded me much amusement. Katharinen Hof is a small wood,
which considering the climate looks tolerably green. From
here one has a fine view of the sea. In the middle of the
wood stunds the Summer-Palace of Peter the Great, which to-
gether with its antique furniture is still kept up in exactly
the same condition as when he lived there. It is a very
poor looking place, and more like the house of a citizen than
the Palace of a mighty Emperor. We returned home by
another road, and saw numerons fine Villas and gardens, of
which there are a great number outside this gate.”

Thus amid various occupations, and short excursions to
view the magnificent City, the time of our departure drew
nigh. We agreed for our passage by sea with a Lubeck
captain to whom for the voyage inclusive of board for




both of us, we paid 20 ducats. Just before we left, we were
present during the celebration of another grand Festival which
I have minutely described. It was the Jubilee commemor-
ating the foundation of St. Petersburgh by Peter the Great,
one hundred years since.

On the 28. May, the whole garrison assembled on the
Isaak Square and was drawn up and commanded by the
Emperor in person. In his suite rode the whole of the
General Staff, and the Ambassadors from Foreign Courts. At
ten o’clock the Empress made her appearance with the Court,
occupying some twenty magnificent carriages. The State
Carriage in which the Empress mother sat by the side of the
Empress, was covered with gilding and richly inlaid with precious
stones. On the top of the carriage was a crown of brilliants,
fixed upon a purple cushion. This state carriage was drawn
by eight cream.coloured horses in silver harness, ornamented
also with precious stones. The other Court carriages which
were also very handsome, were each drawn by six horses.
The Emperor rode a magnificent horse richly caparisoned, but
was otherwise dressed in a very plain uniform. In his suite
was 8 Turkish Prince who attracted the attention of all by
the splendour of his dress. The hilt of his sabre was covered
with diamonds, and his stirrups and spurs were of mas-
sive gold. When the cortége had arrived in front of the
Isaak’s Church, the Emperor dismounted and led the Empress -
into the edifice, where the Ze-Deum laudamus was immedia-
tely chaunted by the Singers of the Court. Unfortunately
we were not successful in our effort to get into the Church,
as the doors were closed immediately after the entrance of the
Court. But itis very probable that even in the interior of
the building little of the Music could be heard, for not only
were all the bells set ringing, but salvos of artillery were
fired from the fortress, and by the ships of war lying in the
Newa. The Military -drawn up on the Square before the
Church increased the noise yet more by the fire of musketry,
and the populace were not at all backward in shouting, so
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in this manner not a single note of the Music reached us on
the square. After the Service was ended, the Court procee-
ded on foot through two lines of soldiers to the Senate House.
What ceremonies took place there, I was unable to ascertain.
After the space of about half an hour, the Court resumed
their places in the carriages, and the cortége returned in
the same order to the palace. In the evening the City was
brilliantly illuminated, and more so than I had ever yet seen.
At nine o’clock, Leveque came to fetch me, and took me first
of all to the Summer Garden. Dark clouds hung in the
sky, and threatened to extinguish the lamps which had been
but just lighted, with a heavy shower. With the now .clear
nights, when it keeps so light till midnight that one can
read and write without a candle, this black sky was most
welcome, for otherwise the illumination would have been less
effective. The Garden was very brilliantly lit up. On both
sides of the alleys a wooden frame work had been raised
which was thickly hung with glass lamps of different colours.
At the end of the Alleys, were seen brilliantly illuminated
triumphal arches, in the centre of which shone the capital
letters P (Peter) and A (Alexander). The whole of the Pa-
villions throughout the garden were also lit up in a splendid
and tasteful manner.

But the Fortress presented a truly magic sight, as on
leaving the Garden we came on the bank of the Newa. It
swam in a very sea of fire! The granite masonry of the walls
was hung with white lamps, the pillars and the cornice of
the entrance gate with red, and the sentry boxes on the top of
the ramparts with blue. The graceful tower of the fortress
was lit up to its topmost point, and as there was no wind,
there was not even one lamp that did not burn. From the
place where we stood, the whole fairy like scene was again
seen reflected in the Newa at our feet! It was indeed an
enchanting sight! But the sky grew constantly darker and
more threatening; we were therefore obliged to make haste,
in order to see other parts of the city.” ‘Near the bridge,
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which was also brilliantly illuminated, we saw a large ship
hung with lamps up to the very tops of the masts, between
which countless streamers were waving.

The streets which radiate from the Admiralty in the
form of a fan, many of which are above two miles in length,
were lit up as light as day, and presented a magnificent sight,
with the merry crowds streaming through them in their gayest
attire. Among the Public Buildings which were richly decor-
ated with transparencies and devices, the Admiralty was
especially conspicuous. Some private houses also, exhibited
transparencies, among others that of the Grand Chamberlain
Narischkin; in which, Mars, accompanied by the allegorical
figures of Wisdom and Justice, crowned the letters P. and A.,
the first of which had beneath it the Inscription: Gloire du
premier Stécle, and the last: Gloire du second Siécle! — We
now followed the stream of the multitude, which pressed for-
ward to the Summer Garden where a display of Fire Works
was to take place. But we had scarcely reached the Arcades
of the Winter Palace, when a sudden torrent of rain put
an end at once to the splendour of the scene, and St. Peters-
burgh but a few minutes before brilliant as with the light of
day, was shrouded in Egyptian darkness! Under the Arcades
of the Square where we had taken shelter, was the only place
that remained illuminated. This eircumstance procured for us
a curious and amusing spectacle. The mass of people all
dressed in their various coloured Sunday attire, who were
flying home out of the Summer Garden, were obliged to pass
in review before the place where we stood, and dripping with
rain they presented a comical sight enough. Some women had
drawn their dresses over their heads in place of umbrellas;
others, trusting to the darkness, had even taken off their shoes
and stockings to save them, and waded by barefooted, not a
- little discomposed at being obliged to pass by a place lit up
so brightly, and filled with laughing spectators. At length
after about an hour, the rain ceased, and we now could also
return to our homes. On the 1. June, (20. May) I packed up
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my last things and then went to take leave of my friends
and acquaintances. The parting from my kind friend Remt,
was very painful, and cost us hoth many tears. He promi-
sed in a few years to pay me a visit in Germany. My leave
taking from my Instructor to whom I owed so much, was
a very®sad one, and the more so, that for some time past he
had again been very unwell, and I therefore feared I should
never see him again!

This fear was but too well grounded; we never saw each
other more! Respecting his subsequent and in part highly
romantic fate, I have learned the following, but cannot pledge
myself for its entire truth, since I derived it for the wmost
part from hearsay.

At the time I left St. Petersburgh, Eck had entered upon
a love affair with a daughter of a Member of the Imperial
Orchestra, but without the least notion of marrying the girl.
Shocked at such levity, I thought it my duty to caution the
parents. I did so; but my warning was received with coldness
and disbelief. Some months afterwards, when the visits of
Herr Eck had suddenly ceased, the daughter confessed with
tears that she had been seduced by him, and that she already
felt the consequences of it. Her mother, a resolute woman,
succeeded in obtaining an audience of the Emperor; threw
herself at his feet, and implored the restitution of her daugh-
ter’s honour. The Emperor consented. In true Russo-Impe-
rial style he offered Herr Eck the choice: either to marry his
sweetheart within twenty four hours, on prepare for a
promenade to Siberia. Herr Eck naturally chose the former.
That a marriage sprung out of such circumstances would soon
become a hell upon earth, may easily be imagined. Eck,
whose health had been already greatly shattered by his for-
mer excesses, could not long endure the effects of the daily
recurring matrimonial discords. He lost his senses, and soon
became so furious, that the mother in law was again obliged
to entreat the Emperor’s assistance. He granted a dissolution
of the marriage; gave the wife a pension, and ordered the
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husband to be sent under proper care to his brother, at
Nancy. The selection of the man to whom the unfortunate
sufferer and the sum granted by the Emperor for the journey
were entrusted, was however, a very unluckly one, and failed
in its object; for scarcely had he arrived in Berlin with the in-
valid, than he declared to the Russian Ambassor theve, that
the money was expended, and therefore he could accompany
his charge no farther. At the same time he laid before
the Ambassor an account of his expenses, according to which
indeed, the sum given by the Emperor was exhausted. There
were however some very extraordinary items in the account;
among others, a dinner of one hundred covers, which the
lunatie had ordered without the kmowledge of -his guardian,
in one of the first Hotels in Riga, and which the latter had
been obliged to pay. Whether the Ambassador remained satis-
fied with this account, was never known; but the Guardian
disappeared all of a sudden!

In the meantime, the lunatic finding that he was no
longer watched, was seized with the desire to escape. One
evening, half dressed only, he succeeded in slipping out of his
room unperceived; and as there was a heavy fall of snow at
the time, he effected his escape unperceived through the city
gate. He had already got some miles from Berlin when he
was seized by some peasants, and as they believed him to be
an escaped comvict they brought him back bound to the
city. At the Police Office, the poor half frozen fugitive was
soon discovered to be a lunatic, and handed over to the Asy-
lum for the insane. Some members of the Court Orchestra
who a few years before had known and admired the unfor-
tunate man in the height of his artistic career, became inter-
ested for him. They set on foot a subscription among their
colleagues and some wealthy amateurs of the Art, and with
the proceeds they sent him under the care of a trustworthy
man to his brother at Nancy. The latter procured for him
a becoming treatment in the Asylum at Strasbourg, where he
remained for several years. His misfortune then reached
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the ears of his former patroness the Dowager Electress of
Bavaria, who sent him to a clergyman of Offenbach or some-
where near that place, who devoted himself to the cure of the
insane. There, it is said, if not quite cured, he became much more
composed, so that a violin could again be placed in his hands,
from which it is said he drew the most touching melodies.
After the death of the Electress he was then placed in the
Asylum for the insane at Bamberg, where, either in 1809 or
1810, he died.

On the 2.June (21. May) at 9 in the morning, we sailed
from St. Petersburgh.

“On passing a guard ship at the mouth of the Newa we
were compelled to show our passports, these were returned to
us without charge, which from our previous experience as-
tonished us greatly. As the wind was against us, the sailors -
were obliged to row continually, this made the progress
slow and at length very tedious; so that we were very glad
when at last we arrived at 2 o’clock at Cronstadt. We there
put up at the German eating house, the master of which had
been recommended to us for his honesty. But with all that,
he retained also the thorough bluntness, not to say rudeness
of his class, for when we returned at 9 in the evening from
a walk, and asked for supper, he replied with a true north-
German accent: now is no time for eating, people go to bed
now! And with that he turned his back upon us. Dumb-
struck, we went up stairs, and had already made up our minds
that we must go hungry to bed, when he at length had us call-
ed down to supper. At first we were much inclined to refuse it;
but our hunger got the better of our sensitiveness. We
went down, found a right good repast, and the host who
waited upon us himself, sought to make amends for his pre-
vious rudeness by the most friendly behaviour.”

It was not until after some days that the wind became fair
for the farther voyage; but very soon, and for a very long
time, the ‘“‘Saturn” — so our ship was called — was obliged to
tack about, and on the 14 June “we were still not far distant
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from the high land, which we had already reached on the first
day.” On the second day the sea rose very high, and the
passengers therefore, three women and nine men, became
all sea-sick ome after the other., With me it began with
a head ache. “I felt my courage so depressed, that I bitterly
repented to have come by sea.” But on the fourth day I
got better, and in a short time, although the sea was still
very rough, I felt as well as on land. It was not so.
with all, for the ladies and also some of the gentlemen were
for a long time sick and invisible. Leveque and I amused our-
selves meanwhile very well. We played duetts, read, wrote,
and made sketches; walked up and down the deck and ate
and drank with real appetite. In this way passed day after
day. But like the others, we longed for a fair wind, “for this
eternal tacking, with which one makes but little progress, is
quite unbearablel!”

On the 15 June, the wind grew fair; on the 16, it fell
almost calm, and on the 20, we had a storm. This was so
violent that the ship cracked in every timber. “I crept ill
as I was, upon deck, to see the terribly grand spectacle. I
got thoroughly drenched it is true, for the waves broke every
moment over the deck, nor could I long endure above the
piercing wind and cold. But it was worth the effort, to see
how the waves like mountains, came rolling on, threatening
to submerge us, how they then suddenly seized us, lifted us
high in air, and then again as quickly let us plunge into a
deep abyss! Although I had become somewhat accustomed to
this sight by the previously experienced high sea, yet every
time we made a plunge, I felt my back run cold, and should
have thought we were in great danger, had I not read the
contrary in the calm face of the captain. He gave his orders
always with the same coolness. But it was nevertheless fear-
ful to behold how the seamen clambered to the top of the
masts, and then out upon the yards to reef the sails. Only
thuse who have grown up awid such perils can brave un-
moved the wild rage of the elements.”
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On the 26 June, we arrived off Bornholm, a Danish island,
on which we could perceive two small towns, several villages,
and a carefully cultivated country. “The sight of the green
cornfields which I had not beheld for so long a time was
particularly cheering to me.” From a small neighbouring is-
land ‘“‘some peasants put.off to us in a boat with some fresh
meat, vegetables and milk. I was particularly pleased with
the latter, for I could not at all relish the black coffee.”

“On one or two evenings, with a clear sky .and calm
weather, we bad a sight, such as one néver sees in the same
grandeur upon land, namely, the sun set. It is impossible to
deacribe the splendour of the ever changing colours, with
those also of the clouds scattered over the heavens, and which
were again reflected in a sea as smooth as glass; but the
impression made by this heavenly sight in the solemn still-
ness of the evening, upon the whole ship-company assembled
on the deck, will never be forgotten by me. I saw the most
callous among them moved by it.”

At length on the 28 June, after a voyage of one and
twenty days, the “Saturn” cast anchor in the roads of Trave-
miinde, and on the 5. July, 1803, 1 was once more in my
native town Brunswick, which after my long absence was now
doubly dear to me. We arrived at 2 o’clock in the morning.

“I alighted at the Petri Gate, crossed the Ocker in a
boat, and hastened to my grandmother’s garden. But
arrived there, I found both the house and garden doors locked,
and as my knocking was not heard, I clambered over the
garden wall, and laid myself down on the ground in an open
summer house at the bottom of the garden. Fatigued by the
journey I immediately fell asleep, and notwithstanding the
hardness of my couch, would probably have slept on for a
long time, had not my aunts in their morning walk in the-
garden, discovered me in my retreat. Greatly allarmed, they
turned back, and told my grandmother that a strange man
was lying in the summerhouse. Returning all three together,
they had courage to approach nearer, recognised me, and I
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was now awakened with joyous exclamations, embraces and
kisses. For some time I could not recollect where I was; at
length I recognised my dear relations, and was overjoyed to
find myself among them once more, and in the home of my
childhood. They had been very anxions about me, as owing
to our tediously long sea passage they had received no intelli-
gence of us for six weeks.

The first pleasing news that I heard, was, that the cele-
brated Rode was there, and would shortly play at Comrt. I
therefore immediately announced my return to the Duke, in
order to be permitted to attend the Court-concert.

I immediately closed my oft cited Diary, with the wish
that “it might often afford me a pleagsing remembrance of the
agreable journey. I was recgived by my Patron with the
same benevolent kindness as formerly, which was manifested
also, by his gift of the remainder of the sum furnished for
my travelling expenses, which was by no means inconsiderable,
and which upon my handing in the account and the balance,
was presented to me by the Grand Chamberlain. For the
dedication of my Concerto, which I had handed to the Duke
on my first interview, I also received twenty Friedrichsd'or.*

I now burned with the desire, to appear with this Con-
certo before the Duke, in public, as a Violinist and Compo-
ser; to exhibit proofs of my industry, and the progress I
had made. But this was not to be effected so readily, for
Rode had already announced a Concert to be given in the
Theatre. The idea of making my appearance so soon after
that celebrated Violinist was also a source of some anxiety
to me. For the more I heard him play, the more was I
captivated with his playing. Yes! I had no hesitation to place
Rode’s style of play (then still reflecting all the brilliancy
of that of his great master Vietti,) above that of my Ins-
tructor Eck, and to apply myself sedulously to acquire it as
much as possible by a careful practice of Rode’s compositions.

* One Fredericks d'or (single) = 16* 62 English.
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In this I succeeded also, by no means ill, and up to the
time when I had by degrees formed a style of playing of my
own, I had become the most faithful imitator of Rode among
all the young violinists of that day. I succeeded more espe-
cially in executing in his style the eighth Concerto, the three
first Quartetts, and the world famed Variations in G-Major;
in these, both in Brunswick, and afterwards on my first grand
artistic tour, I achieved great success.

Shortly after Rode’s departure, the day I had so ard-
ently wished for arrived, on which in a Concert given by me
at the Theatre, I was to exhibit the first proofs of the art-
istic skill I had acquired on my travels. Curiosity had as-
sembled a numerous audience. From the ready surety with
which I could play not only my own Concerti, but the other
music I had practised under Eck’s direction, I might have been
expected to feel no embarrassment upon my appearance. Never-
theless, I could not wholly overcome it, when I thought, that,
but shortly before, in the very place where I stood, so great a
Violinist had played before the same audience. But I had now
to put to shame my invidious detractors, who on my setting out
upon my journey had loudly asserted thatthe Duke would again
throw away his money upon one who would prove incapable
and ungrateful. I therefore summoned all my resolution, and
already during the Tutti of my Concecrto, I succeeded in ban-
ishing from my mind all and every thing around me, and
gave myself up to my play with my whole soul. The result,
also, was a success beyond all expectation; for already after
the first Solo, a general applause broke forth, which increased
with every succeeding one, and at the end of the Concert
seemed as though it would never cease. The Duke, also, who
during the intervening pause sent for the young artiste to his
box, expressed to him his full satisfaction. That day, there-
fore, is still borne in my remembrance as one of the happiest
of my life.

I was now appointed First Violin, in the place of a re-
cently deceased “Kammermusicus“ and received the additional
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salary accruing to that post, of 200 thalers. But as on ac-
count of the three months grace allowed to his widow, this
salary could not immediately commence, I was compensated
by another present of twenty Friedrichsd’or.

With my salary of three hundred thalers, and my ad-
ditional evenings I could at that time live quite respectably
and free from care. I therefore, again took my brother
Ferdinand to live with me, and devoted myself assiduously
to his improvement. As I had not yet seen my parents and
brothers and sister, I went to Seesen to fetch him. While
there I received a visit from my fellow traveller Levegue, who
was about to return to St. Petersburgh. During the eight
days we were together, we played diligently, and my parents
and musical friends of the little town were especially delighted
with the performance of my Duetts, which we had so perfectly
studied during the sea voyage.

On my return to Brunswick, I began anew my labours
in composition. I first of all completed a Violin-Concerto in
E-Minor, which I had commenced on the journey, but which re-
mained unpublished, because it no longer pleased me after I
had adopted Rode’s style of execution. Nevertheless I played
it several times with great applause in the Winter-Concerts.
At that time also, at the wish of the Violoncellist Beneke,
whom I frequently met at Quartett parties, I wrote a Con-
certante for Violin and Violoncello with orchestral accompani-
ment. Neither was this work ever published, and not even
included in the list of my compositions, as at the time I be-
gan to make that, I did not lay my hand on it, and indeed
had wholly forgotten it. Nevertheless there must be some
copy of it in existence, for I heard it once in 1817 or 1818,
at a concert in Mayence given by the brothers Gans, after-
wards members of the Royal Orchestra at Berlin, who played it
without at the same time acknowledging it as my composi-
tion. It is true, the piece of music seemed known to me, just
as though I had heard it before; but not until I had asked
my neighbour for the programme of the concert, and seen my
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name affixed to the piece, did the recollection of that pro-
duction of my youth recur to my mind. I now recollect
nothing more of it, than that it consisted of an Addagio and
Rondo, and the last written in %s time. But I can no
longer remember the key.

The practise of this Concertante with Bemeke may pro-
bably have given rise to the resolution we formed to make
an artistic tour together, and to Paris; where I had long
desired to go. The permission for this journey was readily
obtained through the favour in which 1 stood with the Duke,
and 80 we set out upon it in January, 1804, with the most
pleasing anticipations.

We first spent some few days with my parents at Seesen,
from whence we announced our coming to Géttingen, to give
our first concert there. For the journey thither, we hired a
carriage. Shortly before my leaving Brunswick I had had a
case made more worthy of the splendid Violin I had brought
from Russia, i. e. a very elegant one, and in order to protect
this from all injury, I had packed it in my trunk between
my linen and clothes. I therefore took care that this, which
contained my whole estate, should be carefully fastened be-
hind the carriage with cords. But, notwithstanding, I thought
it necessary to look eut round at it, frequently, particularly
a8 the driver told me that but recently between Nordheim
and Gottingen, several trunks had been cut down from behind
earriages. As the carriage had no window at the back, this
continual looking out behind was a very troublesome business,
and I was therefore very glad, when towards evening we
arrived between the gardens of Gottingen, and I had convin-
ced myself for a last time that the trunk was still in its
place. Delighted, that I had brought it so far in safety, I
remarked to my fellow-traveller: my first care shall now
be to procure a good strong chain and padlock for the better
security of the trunk.

In this manner we arrived at the town gate, JU.Bt as they
were lighting the lamps. The carriage drew up before the
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guardhouse. While Beneke gave our names to the sergeant,
I anxiously asked one of the soldiers who stood round the
carriage: is the trunk still well secured?

“There is no trunk there!* was the reply. With one
bound I was out of the carriage, and rushed out through the
gate with a drawn hunting knife. Had I with more reflec-
tion listened awhile, I might perhaps have been fortunate enough
to hear and overtake the thieves running off by some side
path. But in my blind rage, I had far overshot the place
where I had last seen the trunk, and only discovered my over-
haste when I found myself in the open field. Inconsolable
for my loss, I turned back. While my fellow-traveller looked
for the Inn, I hastened to the Police Office, and requested
that an immediate search might be made in the gardenhouses
outside the gate. With astonishment and vexation I was in-
formed that the jurisdiction outside the gate belonged to
Weende, and that I must address my request there. As
Weende was half a league from Gottingen, I was compelled
to abandon for that evening all further steps for the reco-
very of my things. That these would prove fruitless on the
following morning, I now also felt assured; and I passed a
sleepless night, in a state of mind such as in my hitherto
fortunate career had been wholly unknown to me. Had I not
have lost my splendid Guarneri-violin, the exponent of all
the artistic excellence I had till then attained, I could
have lightly borne the loss of the rest. A moderate success
during the tour would soon replace them. But in this man-
ner, without a violin, I should be compelled not only to give
up the journey, bnt in a certain degree recommence my study
anew from the very beginning.

On the following morning the Police sent to inform me
that an empty trunk and a violin-case had been found in
the fields behind the gardens. Full of joy I hastened thither,
in the hope that the thieves might have left the violin in
the case, a8 an object of no value to them, and as likely to
lead to their discovery. But unfortunately it did not prove
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so. The bow of the violin, only, a genuine Zourté, secured
in the lid of the case, had remained undiscovered; everything
else, inclusive also of a sum in gold for the expenses of the
journey, had been carried off. The Music had been considered
unworthy of the thieves’ notice. It was found strewed all
over the field. As my manuscripts were among it,.of which
I had no copies, I was glad to have recovered these at least.

Without money, without clothes and linen, I was now
first of all obliged to procure on credit what was most neces-
sary, before I could give with my fellow-traveller the concert
which we had already announced. In the meantime, I prac-
tised diligently upon a very good violin by Stainer which I
borrowed of a student from Hanover, and thus prepared, I
made my first appearance out of Brumswick as an artiste.
The concert was unusually well attended. Perhaps the account
of my loss had contributed to it. The Solo performances of
the two artistes, as also together, in my Concertante, were
received with enthusiastic applause.

This it is true was very encouraging for a further pro-
secution of the journey; but anxiously concerned for my re-
putation, I could not make up my mind to appear publicly,
before I had procured a good violin of my own, and had
carefully practised myself upon it.

As Beneke was unwilling to proceed further on the journey
without me, we therefore returned to Brunswick. The intelli-
gence of my loss had already become generally knmown there.
The Duke, also, had heard of it, and in order to facilitate
my purchase of a new instrument sent me again a handsome
present. With the aid of that, I purchased from a Herr von
Hantelmann, a distinguished amateur, the best violin in Bruns-
wick at that time, but I soon felt, that it could not fully
replace the one which I had lost.

In order to prepare myself well for a future journey, I
again applied myself diligently to composition. Thus I wrote
the Concerto in D-Minor which was published by Ktihnel of
Leipsic as (Op. 2), a Potpourri upon chosen themes (publish-
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ed also by the same, as Op. 5.) and a Concerto in A-Major
which has remained in manuscript. In these, as also, in some
subsequent compositions, Rode’s style is predominant, from
which at a later period only, my own style and peculiar mode
of execution develloped themselves.

In this manner passed the summer of 1804. In the
autumn, fully prepared for a fresh Musical tour, I felt dis-
posed to repair first to the German Capitals. I much desired
also to appear once in Leipsic, which through the excellently
conducted Musical Journal of Rochlitz had risen to be the
Centre of Musical criticism. I therefore set out upon my
second Artistic tour on the 18. October, through Leipsic and
Dresden, to Berlin.

Of this journey also, a Diary éxists, but which extends
only to the 9. December, and then suddenly breaks off. The
cause of this will be related hereafter.

I made my first stay at Halberstadt, where I gave a
public Concert, and on the following day played at the house
of Count Wernigerode. Among the Musical amateurs who
received me in a particularly kind manner I must mention
the Vicar of the Cathedral, Augustin, and the Auditor Ziegler.
With the latter, who was an accomplished connoisseur of
Music and an excellent pianist, I remained on terms of in-
timacy until his death. I received also great attention and
asgistance in getting up my Concert, from the there resident
Musicians, the brother Organists Miiller and Holemdrker, the
Violinist Glockner, with whom I played my Duetts, the Bass-
onist Barnbeck, and Clase, the Secretary and Musical Director
of Count Wernigerode. 1 therefore passed many pleasant
days in Halberstadt.

One afternoon, “I took a walk with Herr Holemdrker
and one of his friends outside the gate of the town. We
visited the Klus, a mountain on the top of which rise several
isolated steep rocks, the inside of which is excavated, and
which according to the legend was the work of robbers, who
in former times took up their abode there. I could not
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resist the desire to ascend one of these rocks, hazardous as
was the attempt, and earnestly as my companions dissuaded
me from it. I succeeded in reaching the summit without acci-
dent, and besides the pleasure I felt at having effected what
few had the courage to attempt, I had that of an extensive
and magnificent view. So far all went well. But when at
length I wished to descend, and looked down the declivity,
a sudden giddiness overcame me, and I was instantly obliged
to sit down to save myself from falling over the precipice.
Full ten minutes elapsed beforeI could summon the necessary
composure to make the descent, and it is doubtful whether 1
should have effected it in safety, if the gentlemen below had
not shouted to me, where to set my feet, which I could not
see to do, having my face turned towards the rock. Tremb-
ling from the exertion and the convulsive clinging to the
rock, as well as thoroughly ashamed at having disregarded
‘the warning of the two gentlemen, I reached them at length,
and returned with them to the town not a . little glad to
have escasped uninjured from so eminent a danger.”

On the 22. October, I gave my Concert. At the rehear-
sal, my Concerto in D-Minor had made a great sensation.

“Messrs. Ziegler, Miiller and others declared to my great
satisfaction, that they had never heard a finer Violin Concerto.”

“The Concert itself began at five o’clock. The Theatre
was very empty, but the audience was composed of persons
possessed of a high intelligence of Art, as I could readily see
by the deep silence and sympathy with which my play was
listened to.” Among other things, the following were executed:
A Symphony by Haydr; my Concerto in D-Minor; a Concerto
in D-Major by Kreutzer; a Polonaise by Rode from the Quar-
tett in Es-Major. After the Concert, Count Wernigerode ex-
pressed his satisfaction to me, and invited me to a Concert at
his house on the following day, in which the third Count
assisted as Clarionetist in the orchestra. 1 played Rode’s
Concerto in A-Major and his Quartett in Es-Major.

‘“After the Concert was over, the company surrounded



me and overwhelmed me with expressions of praise. I was
obliged to relate to the ladies a great deal about St. Pe-
tersburgh.”

In Magdeburg, as artiste I also met with the most friendly
reception. Captain von Comberg, Major von Witsleben,
Regimental Quartermaster T#rpen, and Privy Counsellor
Schdfer, to whom I was recommended, exerted themselves to
the utmost, both to procure a numerous audience for me,
and to make my stay as agreeable as possible. Already at
my first Concert on the 3. November, the audience was very
numerous. I played my D-Minor-Concerto, the A-Minor-Con-
certo of Rode, and the G-Major-variations.

“] succeeded right well in all, and the people seemed
to be quite carried away by my play.”

At this time I occupied myself with the remodelling of
my last Conocerto but one, in E-Minor. I wrote an entirely new
Adagio for it.

At a Musical party at the house of the Secretary to the
Board of Finance, Feska, 1 heard his son play in a Quartett
of his own composition.

“The Quartett,” says the Diary, “is very well worked
out and evinces great talent. As a Player he pleased me
less. He is certainly not wanting in mechanical skill, but in
a finished and well regulated handling of the bow, and there-
fore in a good tone, and in clearness of the passages.
Neither was his intonation always pure. Were he to study
under a good master, he might become something great.”

I went frequently to parties at the houses of the Mer-
chants Hildebrandt and Schmager, of the Criminal-Counsellor
Sukrow, and the Privy Counsellor Schifer, and ‘“everywhere
pleased much.”

“] was also invited by Tiurpen to an interesting Musical
Soirée. 1 found assembled there a small but a very select
company of the most zealous friends of Music in Magdeburg.
I played Quartetts by Haydn, Beethoven, Mozart, and in
conclusion the Es-Major-Quartett of Rode. 1 was accompa-
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nied very well in all of them, so I that could give myself
entirely up to my feelings. The company seemed enchanted.
Herr Tiirpen affirmed that I understood better than any ome
how to render the peculiar style of each Composer. As finale,
our host played a Trio by Moeart, right well, on a very good
pianoforte by Blum of Brunswick. But he has the bad habit
of drawing out the ‘“Canto” too much, by which he rather
injures the expression than improves it.”

On the 10. November, I gave my second Concert, which
was not quite so numerously attended as the first, and in
which I executed a Symphony by Haydn and my Violin-Con-
certo in E-Minor, I also played a Concertante by FEck, with
Feska. The remodelled E-Minor-Concerto went well. The new
Adagio appeared to please very much. ’

Of the other circumstances that occurred while I was in
Magdeburg, I will only mention a theatrical representation,
the Author of the Piece having made himself a name in the
theatrical world by his piquante notice ‘‘Musical Ollapodrida
from Paris.”” It was the first representation of “The Female
Abillino” by Sievers.

“Never have I read or seen enacted a more wretched
piece. It is a sorry imitation of the well known “Great Ban-
dit,” but has neither the exciting scenes nor the clever dia-
logue which made that piece a favorite of the public. The
chief personage Rosa Salviatti, who in order to protect her
lover from a conspiracy of his uncle’s, resorts to the most
romantic and absurd means, explains the reasons of her
conduct in a speech that lasts at least a quarter of an
hour. The public, which had already previously manifested
signs of impatience, became sv mnoisy during this discourse,
that the play could scarcely be concluded. At length when
the curtain fell, a general hissing and whistling broke forth.
The unfortunate Author, unappreciated as he considered he
had been in Brunswick, and who thought to achieve a triumph
here, i8 said to have been present in the Theatre, but made
a hasty retreat before the end of the piece.”
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Respecting my stay in Halle, whither I next went, the
Diary gives but very scanty information. The more I was
drawn into society by an increased circle of acquaintances,
the less pleasure I took as it would appear, in the previous
frequent freedom of style in my remarks upon it. I may also
not have had the time, as I was very careful in preparing
myself for every performance whether public or private, and
was constantly engaged in composing.

My two Concerts on the 21. and 23. November, were very
well attended. Besides my own works, I played a Concerto
of Rode, A-Minor and the G-Major variations.

“My play met with an enthusiastic reception.” The per-
sons, who took a particular interest in me, and whom I have
to thank for many pleasant hours, were the Family Garri-
gues, consisting of the’ father, mother, daughter and two
sons, all of them very charming, polite people; Lafontaine
and his fascinating adopted daughter; Chodowiecki, Niemeier
and Loder. Among the students I made the acquaintance of
some clever amateurs. One Herr Schneider played well on
the piano; another, Herr Miiller right well on the violin.
Herr Greindler, from Trebnitz near Breslau, immediately took
instruction from me on the violin.

I yet remember also the following incident: Among
those who were also of assistance to me in the arrangements
for my Concert was the celebrated Counterpointist T4irk.
He directed the Academical Concerts, one of which took place
during my stay in Halle. The Opera “Tifus” was given as
Concert-Music. The public had been already assembled for
the space of half an hour; the Orchestra had finished tuning
and awaited the signal to begin. Among the Student part
of the audience, great dissatisfaction had begun to shew it-
self at the delay in the appearance of the Singer; but when
he at length made his appearance, in very unseemly dress for
the occasion, in an overcoat and with dirty boots, the gene-
ral disapprobation was shewn by hissing and a shuffling of
the feet. The Singer, into whose hands the impatient Direc-
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tor had already thrust the notes, stepped forward and said
with a contemptuous look: “If I do not please you as I am,
why then I can go away again!” Hereupon he threw the
notes at the feet of the Director and rushed out of the place.
They ran after him to bring him back; but all in vain! I
now expected that the Concert would be postponed, or at least
that all those ‘“Numbers” in which Titus has to sing, would be
omitted. Nothing of the kind! The conscieatious Director
did not allow his auditory to go short of a single bar of the
music; he knew how to help himself!

He played upon his Grand-Piano-the whole Part of
Titus, Recitative, Airs, and Concerted-piecesfrom
the first note to the last! I was astounded, and knew
not whether to be vexed, or to laugh at the singularly naive
expedient. But it was made quite clear to me that evening,
that a man may be a learned Counterpointist and yet not
possess an atom of good taste!

After my arrival in Leipsic on 29. November, the Diary
gives two short notices and then remains wholly silent. The
first concerns a representation of the Opera by Paer: “Die
Wegelagerer” (The Way-layer); the second relates to a visit
to the Drapers-Hall-Concerts.

“These Concerts‘, it says, ‘‘are got up by a Society of
shopkeepers. But they are not Amateur-concerts; for the
orchestra is alone composed of professional musicians, and is
both numerous and excellent. For the Vocal part a foreign
female singer is always engaged, as the Director of the Theatre
does not allow his singers to appear in concerts. This year
it is a Signora Alberghi from Dresden, the daughter of a
Church-singer of that City. She is still very young, but has
already a very good method, and a clear, melodious voice.
She sang two arias with great applause. Besides that, I
heard the Concert Master of the society, Herr Campagnoli,
play a Concerto by Kreutser, extremely well. His method, it
is true, is of the old school; but his play is pure and
finished. The Room in which these Concerts are given is
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exceedingly handsome, and particularly favorable to the effect
of the music.”

I had many difficulties to overcome for the arrangements
of my concert. Engrossed in the business pursuits of this
commercial city, people did not come forward to assist me
with the readiness I had been hitherto accustomed to meet,
and I had much to do before every obstacle was overcome.
It annoyed me also that the wealthy merchants to whom I
was recommended appeared as yet to know nothing of my
artistic reputation, and that though politely,” they recelved me
coldly. I was therefore exceedingly desirous to be invited to
some musical party, in order to attract notice to my capa-
bilities. This wish was gratified; I received an invitation to &
large evening party, with the request to perform something.
1 selected for the occasion, one of the finest of Beethoven's
six new Quartetts, with my performance of which I had so fre-
quently charmed my audience in Brunswick. But already
after a few bars, I remarked that those who accompanied me
were as yet unacquainted with this music, and therefore
unable to enter into the spirit of it. If this already annoyed
me, my dissatisfaction was much more increased when I
remarked that the company soon paid no more attention to
my play. For by degrees, a conversation began, that soon
became so general and so loud that it almost overpowered
the music. I therefore rose up in the midst of my playing,
before even the first Theme was concluded, and without uttering
a word, hastened to replace my violin in its case. This
excited a great sensation among the company, and the master
of the house advanced towards me with an enquiring look.
I went forward to meet him, and said aloud, so as to be heard
by the company: “I have hitherto been accustomed to find
my play listened to with attention. As that has not been
80 here, I of course thought the company would prefer that
I discontinued.” The Master of the house knew not what
reply to make, and retired much embarrassed. But when, after
having apologised to the Musicians for breaking off so suddenly,
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I shewed the intention to take my leave of the company, the
host returned and said in a friendly tone: “If you could be
persuaded to play something else for the company more
adapted to their taste and capacity you will find a very
attentive and grateful auditory.” I, who had already clearly
comprehended, that I was most to blame for what had occur-
red, from my misapprehension in the choice of music for such
an auditory, was glad of the opportunity to conciliate matters.
I therefore willingly resumed my violin and played Rode’s
Quartett in Es, which the Musicians knew and therefore well
accompanied. A breathless silence now reigned, and the inter-
est shewn in my play increased with every passage. On the
conclusion of the Quartett so many flattering things were
said to me of my play, that I was induced now to parade
my hobby-horse the G-Major-Variations of Rode. With this I
so enchanted the company that I became the object of the
most flattering attention for the remainder of the evening.

This incident became the subject of conversation for many
days, and was probably the cause, that the musical-amateurs
whose attention had been thereby directed to me, came even
to the rehearsal of my Concert in considerable number.
At this, T succeeded so well in winning them over to me, by
the execution of my D-Minor-Concerto, that before the evening
on which my Concert was to take place they had spread a
favourable account of my performances throughout the City,
and thereby a more numerous audience was attracted
than I had dared to hope. The élite of the musical ama-
teurs of Leipsic and a very sympathetic public were present.
I now succeeded also in awakening such an enthusiasm in my
auditory, that at the conclusion of the concert I was vehe-
mently solicited to give a second. This took place a week
later, and was one of the most numerously attended that had
ever heen given by a foreign artiste in Leipsic. In the mean-
while, I was frequently invited to Quartett parties, at which,
after I had previously practised them with those who were
to accompany me, I obtained more particularly a hearing for
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my favorites the six first of Becthoven’s Quartetts. I was the
first, who played them in Leipsic, and I succeeded in obtain-
ing a full appreciation of their excellence by my style of
execution. At these Quartett parties I also first made the
acquaintance of the Editor of the Musical-Journal, Councellor
Rochlits, and from that time till his death maintained the
most friendly relations with him. Rochlits wrote a notice of
my concert in his paper.

As that Notice first established my reputation in Ger-
many, and had an influence upon my career in life, it may
serve as apology for my verbal citation of it in this place:

“On the 10. December, 1804, Herr Spokr gave a Concert
in Leipsic, and at the solicitation of many, a second, on the.
17. in both of which he afforded us a treat such as, so far
as we can remember, no Violinist with the exception of Rode ever
gave us. Herr Spohr may without doubt take rank among the
most eminent violinists of the present day, and one would be
astonished at his powers, more especially when his youth is
considered, were it possible to pass from a sense of real de-
light to cold astonishment. He gave us a grand Concerto of
bis own composition (D-Minor), which was called for a second
time, and another, also from his own pen (E-Minor). His Con-
certi, rank with the finest existing, and in particular, we
know of no Violin Concerto, which can take precedence of
that in D-Minor, whether as regards conception, soul and charm,
or also, in respect of precision and firmness. His peculiarity
inclines mostly to the grand and to a soft dreamy melan-
choly. And so it is with his brilliant play. Herr Spokr can
execute everything; but he charms most by the former. As
regards, in the first place, correctness of play in the broad-
est sense, it is here, as may be presupposed, as sure funda-
mental principle; a perfect purety, surety and precision, the
most remarkable execution; every manmner of bow-ing, every
variety of violin-tone, the most unembarrassed ease in the
management of all these, even in the most difficult passages;
these constitute him one of the most accomplished virtuosi.



But the soul which he breathes into his play, the flights of
fancy, the fire, the tenderness, the intensity of feeling, the
fine taste, and lastly his insight into the spirit of the most
different Compositions, and his art of rendering each in its
own peculiar spirit make him a real Artiste. This last
faculty we have never seen possessed in so remarkable a
degree as by Herr Spohr, and more especially in his Quartett-
playing. It is therefore not surprising that he should please
everywhere, *and scarcely leaves any other sentiment behind,
than the wish to detain and to hear him always.”

I felt exceedingly happy that moment! But it was not
alone the recognition of my merits as an artiste that infused
2 new life into my whole being: it was another, a more tender
feeling. I loved and was beloved.

The day after I saw and heard Rosa Alberghi for the first
time at the Draper’s Hall Concert, I paid her a visit, to
invite her to take part at my concert. Both mother and
daughter received me in a very friendly manner. The former,
although a resident in Germany for many years, had not ac-
quired one word of our language. As she also shook her
head on my addressing her in French, I was obliged to make
my wishes known to the daughter, who, educated in Dresden,
spoke German fluently. She very willingly assented to my
request, and forthwith chatted with me a child-like inge-
nousness, as though we had long known each other. On my
taking leave, Rosa asked me to come again soon. I had
already gazed too deeply into her brilliant dark eyes, to
let her wait long for me. And as the mother soon made
me cordially welcome, I passed all my hours of leisure
at their house. I accompanied Rosa in her singing practice
on the piano, to the best of my ability; assisted her in the
study of the Music sent to her by the Directors of the Con-
certs, and embellished her Arias with new ornaments, at which
she always evinced a really child-like pleasure. In this
manner, without our perceiving it, our relations became con-
stantly more tender. The notes in my Diary on this subject
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had however come to a stop, nor were they afterwards re-
sumed. Rosa now sang in my second Concerty and as her
engagement in Leipsic was drawing to a close, and that she was
about to return to Dresden, she offered also to sing in my
concerts there.

I now therefore, left for Dresden, furnished with high
recommendations. A letter from Rosa introduced me to her
father, who received me in the most friendly manner. He, with
some members of the Dresden Royal Orchestra, namely the
brothers Rithe assisted me in the arrangements for my con-
cert, and thereby made an always unpleasant business much
lighter for me. '

Rosa returned to Dresden a few days before the concert,
and sang in it with her father. The success which my play
and compositions met with, was even more brilliant than in
Leipsic. As there, also, I was invited on all sides to give a
second concert. While I was making arrangements for this,
I was advised to announce myself also at Court, as from the
sensation which my Play had made, there could be no doubt
of a favourable result.

But, when I was informed, that the Court- Concerts
took place during Dinner and that no exception to the rule
was made in favour of foreign artistes, my youthful Artistic
pride kindled with indignation at the idea that my Play
would be accompanied by the clatter of plates; so that I
immediately declined the honour, of playing at Court.

My second Concert was extremely well attended, and
the applause almost greater than at the first.

I now thought of my departure for Berlin, but could not
make up my mind to it; for the parting from my beloved
Rosa seemed too painful to think of. When, on a sudden,
her father surprised me with a proposal which still further
delayed the dreaded parting. He said, that he had long
wished his daughter should appear in Berlin, and if I had no
objection to give some concerts there together with her, as
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he was himself unable to obtain leave of absence, his wife
should accompany her on the journey.

To this proposal with joy I acceded and immediately
began to make every preparation for our departure. As
the journey by Coach, was considered too fatiguing for the
ladies,  we hired a carriage together. .1 sat opposite to my
beloved one, and complained neither of the slowness of our
progress nor the length of the journey. Arrived in Berlin, we
found apartments all ready for us in the same house, which
my former Instructor- Kunisch, now a member of the Berlin
Royal Orchester, had provided for us upon receipt of a letter
from me announcing our coming. The latter, not a little
proud to introduce the young Artiste as his former Pupil,
procured for me the acquaintance of the most distinguished
artistes of Berlin, and was also of great assistance to me in
making arrangements for a concert, which nevertheless owing
to the great number of persons then giving concerts, was
obliged to be postponed for some time.

Meanwhile I delivered my letters of recommendation, and
thereupon was invited to some Music parties. I first played
at Prince Radziwill’s, himself well known as a distinguished
Violoncellist, and talented Composer. I there met Bernhard
Romberg, Maoser, Seidler, Semmler, and other distinguished
artistes. Romberg, then in the zenith of his fame as a Vir-
tuoso, played one of his Quartetts with Violoncello obligato.
I had never yet heard him, and I was charmed with his play.
Being now solicited to play something myself, I thought that
to such Artistes and Connoisseurs I could offer nothing more
worthy than my favorite Quartetts of Beethoven. But again
I soon remarked that, as at Leipsic, I had committed an
error; for the musicians of Berlin knew as little of those
Quartetts as the Leipsickers, and therefore could neither play
now appreciate them. When I had finished, they praised my
play, it is true, but spoke very disparagingly of what I had
performed. Romberg, even, said very bluntly: ‘But dear
Spohr, how can you play such stuff as that?” I was now
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quite doubtful of my own taste, when I heard one of the most
famous artistes of the day express such an opinion of my fa-
vorites. Later in the evening when again asked to play, I
selected as I had done in Leipsic, Rode’s Es-Major-Quartett,
and was gratified by a similar favourable result in this instance.

The second Music-party, to which also my fellow-travel-
lers were invited, was at Prince Louis Ferdinand’s of Prussia.
We drove there together, and were received by the host in
the most courteous manner. We there found a brilliant circle
of decorated gentlemen and fashionably dressed ladies, as also
the principal artistes of Berlin. I met there, also, a former
acquaintance of Hamburgh, the celebrated Pianist- Virtuoso and
Composer Dussek, who was now Instructor to the Prince, and
resided in his house. The music commenced with a Piano-
Quartett, which was executed by him with real artistic brilliancy.
It was now my turn. Made wise by my recent experiencs,
I only selected such compositions, as I could shine in as Vio-
linist, namely: a Quartett, and the G-Major-Variations of
Rode. My play met with the most enthusiastic applause, and
Dussek in particular, seemed delighted with it. My loved Rosa,
also won general admiration by her execution of an aria, in
which she was accompained by Dussek on the piano.

After the conclusion of the mausic, the Prince offered his
arm to one of the Ladies present, and led the company who
at a sign from him had done the same, to the dining room,
where a splendid supper had been laid out. Each gentleman
without ceremony took his place by the side of his lady; and
I by the side of my dear fellow-traveller. At first the con-
versation though free and unembarrassed was yet marked
with decornm. But when the champagne began to circulate,
many things were heard not suited for the chaste ears of an
innocent girl. As soon therefore as my observation had led
me to infer that the supposed distinguished ladies did not
belong to the Court as I had believed, but more probably to
the Ballet, I began to think of withdrawing unperceived from
the company, with my fellow-traveller. I succeeded also,
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without being remarked or prevented, in making good our retreat;
and reaching my carriage, I returned with Rosa to her ex-
pecting mother. The next day I was told that the Prince’s
Music-parties generally ended in similar orgies.

I still remember an other Music-party — it was at the
house of the Banker Beer — where I heard for the first time,
the now so celebrated Meyerbeer, play in his paternal house,
then but a boy of thirteen years of age. The talented lad -
already then excited so much attention by his accomplished
execution on the piano-forte, that his relatives and admirers
regarded him with the greatest pride. It is related, that, one
of these on returning from a Lecture on popular Astronomy
exclaimed full of joy to the boy's parents ‘“‘Only think! our
Beer has been already placed among the Constellations! The
Professor shewed us a constellation, which in honour of him
is called “the little Beer!"*

I conceived the shrewd idea of inviting the young vir-
tuoso to perform a Solo in my Concert, this was willingly
assented to by the family. As it was the boy’s first appear-
ance in public, it drew a crowd of his admirers, and I may
chiefly thank that circumstance for my concert having been
one of the most numerously attended of a period that teemed
with Musical performances. After overcoming numerous ob-
stacles it eventually took place in the theatre. My playing,
and the singing of my fair fellow traveller were received here
as at Leipsic with great applause. Not so favorable however
was the criticism that appeared in the new Musical Journal
then but recently published by Reichard the Musical conduc-
tor of the Royal Orchestra. He aminadverted in his own pe-
culiar offensive manner chiefly upon my easy abandon in respect
to Time.

Although I felt hurt by such an imputation, to which I

* This pun on the idem sonans of the word “Beer” with “Bar” anglice

“Bear”, being almost as obvious in the English as the German, will be
readily understood by the reader.



was not yet accustomed, I was obliged to confess that yield
ing to my depth of feeling, I had kept back in the Can-
tabile, perhaps, too much, and in the Passages and more im-
passioned parts carried away by my youthful fire, I had
precipitated them too much. I therefore determined to correct
such blemishes in my execution without diminishing its force
of expression, and by unremitting attention I succeeded.

After several unavailing attempts to give a second con-
cert in Berlin, I was compelled to abandon the idea. I there-
fore divided the not unconsiderable receipts of the first, with
my fellow-traveller, and began to think of my return to
Brunswick, as the period of my leave of absence was drawing
to a close. Rosa’s mother also made preparations to return
home, having failed in an endeavour to procure an engagement
for her daughter at the Italian Opera in Berlin.

Rosa had daily evinced an increasing attraction towards me,
and manifested her partiality without disguise. I, on the contrary,
on a nearer acquaintance, was obliged to confess to myself
that she was not suited for a partner in life for me, and I
therefore carefully avoided being betrayed into any declaration.
She was it is true, an amiable, unspoiled girl, and richly en-
dowed by nature; but her education, apart from the polish of
social forms, had been greatly neglected, and what was more
especially displeasing to me, was her bigotted piety, which had
once even led her to attempt the conversion of the Lutheran
heretic to the only true Church of salvation. I bore the
parting with tolerable self-controul; but Rosa burst into tears,
and with the last embrace pressed into my hand a card with
the letter R, worked upon it with her beautiful black hair,
as a souvenir.

Upon my return to Brunswick, I devoted myself with
renewed zeal to Composition. I wrote my H-Minor-Concerto,
which was subsequently published by Simrock as Fourth
Violin-Concerto. For the first time, g foreign pupil was sent
to me, one Herr Griinewald from Dresden. During my stay in
Brunswick, I also gave lessons to a Miss Mayer, a talented
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young lady of sixteen, who as Violiniste gave several concerts
at Brunswick with much applause; under my direction she
studied my concerto in D-Minor. This pupil, after a lapse of
five and twenty years, during which time I had heard nothing
more of her, suddenly excited a general interest, as much on
account of her fate, as of her accomplished execution on the
violin.

On one of her earlier artistic-tours, when in Poland,
she had there married a landed-proprietor of considerable
fortune. Although then in affluent circumstances, she never
neglected the further cultivation of her great talent, though
only as amateur.. This enabled her, after her husband had
lost his whole fortune in the Polish revolution, and had be-
come a refugee, to support herself and her daughter. As
Madame Filipowice. she again made her appearance as an
artiste, in Dresden, and played there the same D-Minor-Concerto
she had studied under me five and twenty years before. As
she considered that she was chiefly indebted for her now in-
creasing success to her rendering of that Concerto, she felt im-
pelled to express her thanks to her former Instructor in a
letter. It was thus I became acquainted with the above cir-
cumstances. After her artistic-tour through Germany, she
settled in Paris, and at a later period in London. From both
places I received several letters from her. Upon my last
journey but one to London, when I had hoped to have seen
her again, I was informed that she had died a few days before
my arrival, and I only made the acquaintance of her daugh-
ter, and of her husband, who was a Doctor, and also a Polish
refugee.

But to return to the year 1805. In the spring, I recei-
ved a letter from Rosa, in which with her ingenuous simpli-
city she said, that, so great had her longing become to see me
again, that she had prevailed on her father to make an ar-
tistic tour to Brunswick; that she would arrive in a few days,
and begged me to make the preliminary arrangements for a
concert. I was not best pleased with this intelligence, and
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foresaw that great embarrassments might arise from it. I
now perceived with regret that Rosa’s inclinagion towards me
was much more earnest than I had beleived, and I reproached
myself bitterly for my conduct towards her. It was also evi-
dent to me, that her father had only undertaken this journey
to bring me to some declaration in respect to his daughter.
I therefore looked forward to their arrival with great anxiety.
But everything passed off much better than I had anticipated.
Rosa’s heartfelt joy, to see me again,- her lively unsuspecting
simplicity, which did not permit her to feel the least doubt
of a reciprocity of her feelings, assisted me to the avoidance
of any explanation. Thus, after a fortnight’s stay, they left
Brunswick and returned to Dresden, very satisfied with their
visit, and the brilliant Concert which my assistunce obtained for
them; and it was arranged that I should visit them after my
projected journey to Vienna, in the autumn.

As they wished to return by way of Gdttingen, I gave
them a letter of introduction to my parents. During a stay
of several days with my parents, Rosa so won their hearts
by her amiability, that with unhesitating confidence she.con-
fessed her love for their son. Concluding from this, that I
returned her affection, my parents had embraced her as my
betrothed. I was greatly allarmed when I learned this in a
letter from my father; protested against this engagement,
and assigned as ground for my refusal, Rosa’s want of edu-
cation, and the difference in our religious faith. My father
would not see the matter in this light, and repeatedly declared
that I was a fool, to refuse so charming a girl."

In June 1805, I received a letter from Bdrwolf, a Musi-
cian of the Ducal Orchestra at Gotha, who was unknown to me,
that greatly influenced my destiny. Herr Bdrwolf wrote to
imform me of a vacancy that had taken place in the Orchestra
there, by the death of the Directur Ernst, and that the In-
tendant, Baron von Leibnitz, who had read so favorable a notice
of my performances in the Leipsic Musical-Journal, was very
desirous to recommend me to that post, if I would make im-
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mediate application for it. But, for this, it was required that
I should repair personally to Gotha. He therefore invited me
to come and play at the Concert that was to take place at
Court on the 11. July, in celebration of the birth-day of the
dutchess.

Extremely pleased at this, I hastened to the Duke, to
request his consent to my journey. I received it, and imme-
diately anounced this at Gotha. Arrived there, Herr Bdirwolf
introduced me to the Intendant. The latter appeared aston-
ished to see before him so young a man, and said with a
thoughtful expression of countenance, that I appeared to him
almost too young to place at the head of so many men, all
older than myself. But after I had conducted two Overtures
at the rehearsal, and executed my Concerto in D-Minor, the
Herr Intendant, had quite changed his mind, for he requested
me to conceal my real age, and to give myself out as four
or five years older. I was therefore introduced to the Court
as a competitor for the situation, of twenty fours years of age.
But the resort to such a deceit was indeed scarcely requisite
to obtain it, for on my first appearance at the Court-Concert
I won' the favour of the Dutchess so completely, that the other
competitors were all obliged to retire. By a Decree of the
5. August, 1805, I was installed as Concert-Director to the
Ducal Court of Gotha, with a salary of nearly five hundred
thalers, inclusive of allowances, my service duties to commence
on the 1. October.

As my leave of absence was not quite expired, by the
advice of Herr Bdrwolf, before returning to Brunswick, I made
a little excursion to Wilhelmsthal near Eisenach, the family
seat of the Court of Weimar. With the recommendation of
the Dutchess of Gotha it was easy for me to obtain a hearing.
I played, pleased greatly, and on leaving, received a handsome
present. On my return to Gotha, I gave in haste, a Concert
that had been meanwhile arranged for there, which was also
attended by the Court, and then set out on my return to my
native town highly gratified with the result of my journey.
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I went by way of Seesen, and was joyfully congratulated by
my parents and the friends of my family upon the new dig-
nity conferred upon me. In order to make the rest of the
journey more pleasant for me, my father lent me his saddle-
horse, and thus conduced to give my hitherto prosperous
journey a tragical end; for a few leagues from Brunswick,
while riding homewards at a sharp trot, absorbed in deep
thought upon the future, and paying but little attention to
the road, the horse fell, his foot having caught in a deep rut,
and threw his rider rudely to the ground. I fell over the
horse’s head with my face upon a small heap of broken road-
stones, before I could spread out my hands sufficiently to
break my fall; my face was therefore cut in such a manner

‘by the sharp stones, that the blood flowed profusely. In a

few minutes also, the wounds became so swollen as almost to
close my eyes. Half blind, and wholly unable to help my-
self, I stood in the road, until at length some foot-passengers
came to my assistance. After they had caught my horse, they
led me to the nearest village. They there procured for me
a four wheeled peasant’s-cart, with straw spread out in -it,
upon which I was brought in the most deplorable condition
to my lodgings at a Jate hour in the evening. A Doctor
having been sent for, he ordered my face to be bathed and
bound with linen-rags steeped in Goulard water, which being
continued throughout the night, the swelling had so much
subsided by the morning, that I could again open my eyes.
After the Doctor had carefully examined my face, and allayed
my anxiety respecting all further results from my fall; I
soon recovered my cheerfulness of mood, and alone lamented
that I could not immediately wait upon my noble Patron to
solicit his permission to accept the situation of the Director-
ship. But as meanwhile I was mot without some anxiety, lest
my benefactor, to whom I was so greatly indebted, might
take it ill that I could thus leave his service, I was rather
pleased that my accident furmshed me with an excuse to
address a letter to the duke. But I had judged him wrong-
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fully; for on the following day I received the solicited per-
mission in his own handwriting. I have carefully preserved
that letter as a cherished Memorial, and cannot deny myself
the pleasure of quoting it here, as follows:

My dear Herr Spohkr.

I have read with much interest the sucgessful result of
your performance at Wilhelmsthal and Gotha. The advant-
ageous offer made to you at Gotha is such as your talents
well merit, and as I have always taken great interest in your
fortune and success, I can but congratulate- you on your ap-
pointment to a position where you will undoubted®y find more
opportunity for the exercice of your talent.

I remain very respectfully
your well wisher
Carl W. Ferd.

Releived now of my last anxiety, I was truly happy. But
it occurred to me, that in this letter, the Duke addressed
me for the first time “You”, while hitherto he had always
honoured me with the benevolent, fatherly “Thou”. I never-
theless consoled myself readily with the reflexion, that the
Duke might have thought it more becoming so to address a
person leaving his service.

In about a fortnight or three weeks, my face was so far
healed, that I could again announce myself ready to resume
my orchestral duties.

Before I had done so, I received a letter from Dussek,
who wrote to say that his master, Prince Lowis Ferdinand,
was about to proceed to the grand military manoeuvres at
Magdeburg, and wished that I should be his guest during
that time, in order to give my assistance at the projected
Music - parties there. The Prince would himself write to the
Duke to solicit the leave of absence for me. This was imme-
diately granted. I therefore proceeded to Magdeburg, and
found in the house which the Prince had taken for himself
and his suite, a room also, for me. I now led an extraor-
dinary, wild and active life, which nevertheless suited my
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youthful taste right well for a short time. Frequently at
six o’clock in the morning, were Dussek and I roused from our
beds and conducted in dressing-gown and slippers to the Re-
ception -saloon, where the Prince was already seated at the
pianoforte in yet lighter costume, the heat being then very
great, and indeed, generally in his shirt and drawers only:
Now began the practice and rehearsal of the music that was
intended to be played in the evening circles, and from the
Prince’s zeal, this lasted frequently so long, that in the
meantime the saloon was filled with Officers decorated, and
bestarred. The costume of the Musicians contrasted then
somewhat strangely with the brilliant uniforms of those
who had come to pay their court to the Prince. But this
did not trouble his Royal Highness in the least, neither would
he leave off until everything had been practised to his sa-
tisfaction. Then we finished our toilet in all haste, snatched
as hasty a breakfast, and rode off to the review. I had a
horse appropriated to me from the Prince’s stud, and was
permitted to ride with his suite. In this manner for a time
to my great amusement, I took part in all the warlike evo-
lutions. But, one day I found myself jammed in close to a
battery, where I was obliged to endure for more than an hour
a truly hellish-noise, and when in the evening at the Music
party I found that I could not hear so distinctly as before, I
held back from the warlike spectacle and from that time spent
those hours in which the Prince did not require me, with my
former acquaintances in Magdeburg. In the house of the
Privy Counsellor Schdfer I met with a most friendly welcome.
His daughter Jettchen, who, previously, while residing in Bruns-
wick, in the house of her brother-in-law the Conductor Le
Gaye, had been an object of my admiration, was now retur-
ned to her paternal home, and here also performed the part
of a kind and attentive hostess to me.

Soon, however, the Prince was recalled from his exile to
Magdebarg, and dismissed by him with friendly thanks, I
could now return to Brunswick. Dussek on taking leave of
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me, told me that the Prince had intended to have made me
a present, but that his purse was at so low an ebb,
he must postpone it to a later and more favorable time.
But that time never came; for the Prince found an early
death in the following year in an action near Saalfeld. In
the beginning of October, after an honourable discharge from
the Duke’s service had been duly made out for me, I left my
native town. On my taking leave, the Duke said to me with
truly paternal benevolence, as he extended his hand to me:
“should you dear Spohr find your new place unpleasant to
you, you can re-enter my service at any time.”

1 parted with my benefactor, deeply moved; and alas!
never saw him more, — for as is well known he fell mor-
tally wounded at the unfortunate battle of Jena, and died a
fugitive in a foreign land. I mourned for him, as for a father.

Arrived in Gotha, I was introduced to the members of
the Ducal Orchestra by the Intendant Baron wvon Leibnitz, as
Concert-Director, and made acquainted with my sphere of
duties. This consisted, both in winter and summer, in the
arrangement of a concert at Court every week, and in prac-
tising and rehearsing the orchestra in the music chosen for
the occasion. As the orchestra had no other duties be-
yond these concerts, I was enabled to have three or four
rehearsals of each, and to practise all that was to be per-
formed at these with the greatest precision. By my zeal, and
the good-will of the members, I soon succeeded in attaining
an exceeding accuracy of emsemble which was recoguised
by the Dutchess and some of the Musical-connoisseurs in the
Court-circle, and elicited much praise.

The orchestra consisted in part of musicians of the Ducal
Chamber, and in part of Court-hautboyists. It was the duty
of the latter to play also during the repasts, and at Court-
balls. Among the musicians of the Chamber, there was a
whole bevy of solo-players. The chief were: on the violin,
Madame Schlick and Messrs. Preissing and Bdrwolf; ,on the
violoncello, Messrs. Schlick, Preissing jun. and Rohkde; on the



clarionet, bassoon and harp, Herr Backhkofen; on the hautboy,
Herr Hofmann; and Herr Walch on the horn.

For the vocal parts at the Court-Concerts two Court-
singers Mesdames Scheidler and Reinhard were engaged. The
husband of the latter accompained the vocalists on the piano-
forte. Being the oldest member of the orchestra, he had warmly
competed for the vacant post of Conductor; and as the Duke’s
mausical instructor, some regard was due to him; he also, there-
fore, had the title of Concert-Master conferred upon him on my
appointment, and his rescript was even of anterior date to
mine. For this reason he at first made some weak attempts,
to assume the direction of the vocal performances. But I
knew so well how to overawe him by my decisive bearing as
first Violin, that he soon succumbed as willingly to my lead
at the pianoforte, as at the viol, on which he performed in the
instrumental music. I was also soon enabled to overcome the
opposition of the Schlick family who relied on the favour of
Prince Augustus, the Duke’s uncle, and then undisturbedly
maintained my directorial-position.

In the introductory visits I made to the members of the
orchestra I was received most cordially by the Court-singer
Madame Scheidler. She introduced me to her daughter
Dorette, of the age of eighteen, of whose skill upon the harp
and pianoforte I had already heard much. In this charming
blondine 1 recognised the girl whom I had seen on my first
visit to Gotha, and whose pleasing form had since then fre-
quently recurred to my memory. At the Concert which I
then gave in that town, she had sat in the first row of the
auditory, by the side of a female friend, who upon my ap-
pearance, astonished at so tall a figure, exclaimed rather
louder than she had intended: “Just look, Dorefte, what a
long hop-pole!” Upon hearing this exclamation, my eye fell
upon the girls, and I saw Dorette blush with embarrassment.
With a similar graceful blush she now again stood before me,
probably recollecting that circumstance. To put an end
therefore to a situation so painful to me, I entreated her
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to play something on the harp. Without the least affectation
she complied with my wish.

When a boy, I had myself once made an attempt to learn
the barp, and took lessons of one Herr Hasenbalg in Bruns-
wick, when I soon got so far as to be able to accompany
my songs. But after my voice had broken, and that for a
considerable time I remained without any voice at all, the
harp was neglected, and at length wholly laid aside. My
predilection for that instrument had nevertheless remained the
same; and I had given my attention to it sufficiently long, to
know, how difficult it is, if one would play more than mere
accompaniments upon it. My astonishment and delight may
therefore be imagined, when I heard so young a girl execute
a difficult ‘“Fantasia” of her instructor Backofen, with the
greatest confidence, and with the finest shades of expression.
I was so deeply moved, that I could scarce restrain my tears.
Bowing in silence, I took my leave; — but my heart re-
mained behind! Irresistibly impelled, my visits now became
frequent, and my reception more friendly every time.

I accompanied the daughter on the piano, which she played
with the same excellence as the harp, assisted the mother in
the practise of her songs for the Court-Concerts, and so made
myself more and more necessary to the family. The first
piece that I composed in Gotha, was a grand “Vocal Scena”
for a soprano voice, which I dedicated to Dorette’s mother,
and which she sang with great applause at one of the Court-
Concerts. For myself and the daughter, I then wrote a Con-
certed Sonata for violin and harp, which I practised with her
in the most careful manner. They were happy hours!

Thus, after my arrival, had a month passed away for
me in the most agreable manner, when the Court set out
for the session of Parliament at Altenburg and took the or-
chestra with it. Dorette also accompanied her mother thither.
I offered myself to them as a travelling-companion, but unfor-
tunately made my application too late, for they had already
arranged to travel in company with Messrs. Preissling, the
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brothers of Madame Scheidler. 1 was therefore obliged to
seek other travelling-companions; but at every place where
we stopped to take refreshment I did not fail to join imme-
diately the Scheidler family, and always contrived to get pos-
session of the place at table next to Dorctte. These meetings
after a separation of four or five hours, gave a peculiar charm
to the otherwise long and tedious journey, so much so indeed,
that when at length on the evening of the third day we
entered the gates of Altenburg, it seemed too short to me. I
was lodged in the house of Secretary Brummer who as a
great lover of music had begged that I might become his
guest. I met with the most friendly reception and a well
furnished table. But I had previously arranged to dine always
at Madame Scheidler’s, who like an active housewife had im-
mediately established a kitchen of her own, for herself and
brothers. Henceforth, treated almost like a member of the
family, I had full opportunity to become more nearly acquain-
ted with my beloved Dorette. Her father, an excellent musician,
and a man of scientific attainments, had, up to his death, which
had taken place two years before, devoted himself entirely to
the education and improvement of this daughter. With an
almost extreme severity he had compelled her not only from
her earliest childhood to pursue the study of Music, but also,
instructed her, in part personally, and partly through the
medium of other able teachers in every branch of education
suitable to a young female. She therefore spoke Italian and
French with the greatest fluency and wrote her mother tongue
with ease and correctness. But her brilliant execution both
on the harp and pianoforte was already then despite her youth,
truly remarkable! Yes, even upon the violin on which instru-
ment her uncle Preissing gave her instruction, she had acquired
so much skill, that she could play Viofti’s Duetts with me.
But as I advised her to discontinue the practise of that in-
strument so unbecoming for females, and to devote rather her
undivided study to the two others, she adopted my advice and
from that moment gave it up.
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Meanwhile the Court-concerts had commenced. They took
place in a large saloon in the Palace, very favourable for
music, and together with the Court were attended by the par-
liamentary Deputies and by the dignitaries of the town. The
orchestra, as well as the performances both of myself and the
other soloplayers met with great applause. Dorette’s Soli’s
on the harp and piano made also a great semsation. In this
manner the concert-days were soon looked forward to by the
Altenburgers as real festival days, and the auditory encreased
8o much in number each time, that at length there was scar-
cely room for their accommodation. There were also many
private Music- parties, at which I and the members of the
Scheidler family never failed to be invited. One day, however,
I was invited with Dorette, but without her mother, to a Féte
given by the Minister von Thiimmel, to the Court and its im-
mediate circle. We were requested to reproduce my Sonata
for the harp und violin, which we had already played with
great success at the Court-concerts. With some timidity I
ventured to ask whether I might fetch Dorette in the carriage,
and felt delighted beyond measure, when her mother without
hesitation gave her consent. Thus alone for the first time
with the beloved girl, I felt the impulse to make a full con-
fession of my feelings towards her; but my courage failed me,
and the carriage drew up, before I had been able to utter a
syllable. As I held out my hand to her to alight, I felt by
the tremor of hers, how great had also been her emotion.
This gave me new courage, and I had almost plumped out
with my declaration of love upon the very stairs, had not the
door of the Reception-saloon been thrown open at the same
moment.

That evening we played with an inspiration and a sym-
pathy of feeling that not alone carried us wholly away, but
go electrified the company also, that all rose spontaneously,
and gathering round us, overwhelmed us with praise. The
Dutchess whispered some words in Dorette’s ear, which brought
blushes to her cheek.



I interpreted them as favorable to me, and now on the
drive home I at length found courage to say: “Shall we thus
play together for life?”” Bursting into tears, she sank into
my arms; the compact for life was sealed! I led her to her
mother, who joined our hands and gave us her blessing.

The next morning I announced my happiness to my pa-
rents. But before I could enjoy it without alloy, I felt com-
pelled to write another letter, and one which was to me a
most disagreable task. I felt the injustice of my counduct
towards Rosa, and the necessity to ask her forgiveness. I had
it is true, never made a declaration of my love to her; but it
had been but too apparent in the earlier period of our ac-
quaintance. To that was added moreover, the circumstance
that, my parents had greeted her in Seesen as my betrothed.
What the arguments were that I resorted to in exulpation of
my injustice, I no longer remember at this distance of time.
Probably I may have again adverted to the difference of re-
ligion, which could alone serve me as excuse for my withdrawal.
The letter was at length finished; and with a lightered heart I
took it to the post. L anxiously expected an answer; but none
came. At a later period 1 learned that Rosa bad returned to
Italy with her parents who had acquired some fortune in Ger-
many. Some years afterwards, I was told when in Dresden,
that Rosa, led by her devotional turn of mind, had retired
to a convent, and after the year’s novitiate had taken the
veil. I never could think of that charming maiden without
sentiments of the deepest sorrow!

At the dinner-table on the following day all appeared in
full dress; it was to celebrate our betrothal. The news of
this had soon spread through the town, and not only the
memhers of the Ducal orchestra, but also many of the inha-
bitan the place came to felicitate the engaged couple. At
the next concert the same took:- place on the part of the
Dutchess and the Court.

With the end of the year, the session of Parliament drew
also to a close, and the return of the Court to Gotha was
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already spoken of, when I solicited an eight day’s leave of
absence to go to Leipsic in order to give a concert there.
Preparatory to that, I had already made enquiries of my
friends of the foregoing year, and received from them the most
favorable assurances. My bride, and her mother accompanied
me, to appear also in the same concert. This therefore
offered a diversity of attraction to the public, and consequently
the attendance was very numerous. I played a new Violin-
Concerto in C-Major (published by Kiihnel as the third) which
I had begun in Gotha and finished at Altenburg. Both my
playing and composition found as warm a reception as in the
previous year. My bride also met with the most enthusiastic
applause. She played Backhofen’s Fantasia, and with me the
new Sonata. On.this occasion, it was again our combined
play that was considered the most brilliant performance
of the evening. The mother, a singer possessed of a power-
ful, pleasing tone, and of a good school, executed, accom-
panied by her daughter, the aria of Mozart with Pianoforte
obligato, s also, my new vocal-Scena, with great success.
Highly satisfied with the result of ourundertaking, wereturned
to Altenburg, and shortly afterwards with the Court to Gotha.
Madame Scheidler resided there in a very roomy and
well furnished house, of which without feeling in the least in-
convenienced, she could readily give up to me an apart-
ment or two. As she offered to take my brother Ferdinand
who as my pupil lived with me, together with ourselves as
boarders, nothing therefore stood in the way of my immediate
marriage. The wedding was accordingly fixed for the 2. February,
1806. 1 hastened therefore, to procure the documents, re-
quisite for the occasion, my certificate of baptism, and
the consent of my parents. To my regret, they were unable
to bring this to me in person, as my father dare not leave
his patients, some of whom were dangerously ill, but they
sent my brother William* to be a witness to my happiness.

* Afterwards architect to the Court of Brunswick, and father of the
well known harpiste Rosalie Spohr.
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It created mo little astonishment when I produced my
certificate of baptism, that instead of growing older in Gotha,
¥ had become several years younger! But as I had already
sufficiently established my authority as Concert - Director I
experienced no subsequent prejudice from this discovery.

The ardently desired 2. February, dawned at length.
At the request of the Dutchess who wished to be present,
the mazrriage took place in the Palace-chapel. Upon the conclusion -
of the ceremony the newly married pair received the felicita-
tions and wedding-presents of their illustrious Patroness. At
home, we found assembled as wedding-guests, the two uncles
Preissing and several other of the most intimate friends
among the members of the Ducal orchestra, as also Cantor
Schade, an old friend of the Scheidler family. After dinner
many others came. Among these the playmates and school-
fellows of Dorette. All brought with them their friendly gifts.
Neither was she wanting who had compared me to a hop-pole,
and as punishment for the unbecoming comparison, she was fre-
quently obliged to endure a little raillery. As' the weather
was too unfavourable for an excursion, or promenade, music
was kept up till a late hour in the evening.

In the midst of Music also, the happy pair passed the
honeymoon. 1 began forthwith a diligent study of the harp,
in order to ascertain thoroughly what was best adapted to
the character of the instrument. As I was prone to a rich-
ness of modulation in my compositions, it was therefore requi-
site to make myself especially well acquainted with the pedals
of the harp, so as to write nothing that would be imprac-
ticable for them. This could not readily occur, on account of
the great accuracy with which my wife had already then mas-
tered the whole Technics of the instrument. I therefore gave
free play to my fancy, and soon succeeded in obtaining wholly
new effects from the instrument. ?

. As the Harp sounded most advantageously in combination
with the singing tones of my Violin, I wrote more especially
Concerted compositions for both instruments alone. At a
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later period, it is true, I made trial, also, of two Concertanti
with Orchestral accompaniment, and of a Trio for Harp, Violin
and Violoncello; but as I found that every Accompaniment
only disturbed our mutual and deeply felt harmony of action,
I soon abandoned it.

Another attempt to obtain a greater effect, had however,
a more suceessful result. I conceived the idea of pitching the
harp half a tone lower than the violin. By so doing I
gained in two ways. For, as the violin sounds most bril-
liantly in the cross or sharp notes, but the harp best in the
B-tones or flat notes, when the fewest pedals poesible are
moved; Ithereby obtained for both instruments the most favour-
able and most effective key-notes: for the violin namely, D
and G; for the barp E and A-flat. A second advantage was,
that, from the lower tuning of the harp, a string would less
frequently break, which in public performances in very warm
rooms so frequently happens to the harpist, and mars the
enjoyment of the hearers. From this time therefore, I wrote all
my Compositions for harp and violin in that difference of the keys.

Dorette, forcibly attracted by these new Compositions,
devoted at that time her attention exclusively to the study
of the harp, and soon obtained such a brilliant execution,
that I felt an eager desire to exhibit this before a larger
public than that of the Court-concerts of Gotha. As I beleived
also, to have now perfected my own Play in a manner such
as no other could readily surpass, I resolved to set out on an
Artistic tour with my wife in the ensuing autumn. I had
already stipulated for such a leave of absence upon receiving
my appointment, and it had been acceded to in consideration
of my then small salary.

Meanwhile as the autumn drew near, a twofold obstacle
presented itself to the execution of my cherished projects.
The war between Prussia and France threatened to break
out. The Prussian army prepared for the struggle, was al-
ready assembled in the neighbourhood of Gotha, and the in-
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habitants of the Dutchy had much to endure from the bille-
ting, and overbearing insolence of the Prussians.

Even though I might have been able to take my journey
in a direction that would have carried us from the tumult of
war, yet when my home was in danger of becoming the scene
of conflict, I could not well leave it in such an extremity.
Then, one day, with blushing cheek and beaming eyes, my
little wife imparted to me that towards the end of winter she
looked forward to a mother’s joys. Now, therefore, indeed it
was no longer possible to think of undertaking a journey, and
all hesitation on the subject was set at rest. 1 therefore be-
thought me of some engrossing work that would distract my
attention as much as possible from all the anxieties of the
times. I had long wished to try my hand at a Dramatic
composition; but I had never yet found a favourable oppor-
tunity. Neither, indeed, did that present itself now, for Gotha
possessed no Theatre. Yet, I thought; if the opera were once
written, some opportunity to hear it might yet present itself.
Just at that time, I received a visit from a companion of my
youth Edward Henke my mother’s youngest brother, afterwards
Professor of Jurisprudence at the university of Halle, who had
already met with some success in lyrical compositions. I
persuaded him to write the words of an opera for me. We
cogitated together the subject-matter, and the scenes, of a
one act Opera, to which we gave the Name of ‘Die Prii-
fang” (The Trial). Edward began forthwith the composition of
the Song-parts and finished them wholly before his departure.
He promised to supply the dialogue afterwards.

But before I could begin my work, the storm of war
broke loose. The battle of Jena had been fought; and with
that, the fate of Prussia decided. The Prussians who had
lain in and around Gotha, and who but shortly before had
been so-overbearing in their demeanour were now seen flying
in the greatest confusion. The disorganisation of their troops
was 80 complete, that their arms were to be found in thou-
sands strewn over the fields near Gotha. In a walk I took
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a few days afterwards, I found as a further gleaning, a ram-
rod, which I took home with me as a reminiscence of that
fatal day. Suspended from a thread it gave with a clear
sound the note B, once struck, and served me for many years
instead of a tuning-fork when tuning the harp.

Although after the advance of the French army in pur-
suit, the theatre of war was soon removed farther and farther
from Gotha; yet the quartering of troops upon the inhabitants
was no less continuous. Fresh reinforcements of French and
South-German troops were constantly moved forward in support;
and a greater part of the Prussian prisoners taken at Jena,
was brought through Gotha. These came in bodies of from
3 to 4000 men of all arms, frequently escorted by 40 or 50
voltigeurs, only, and were shut up in the great Church on the
market place, opposite to our dwelling, with merely a few
sentries mounting guard over them before the closed doors.
As the nights were already very cold, the men in their thin
uniforms must indced have been nearly frozen. For that reason
also they kept up a continual noise and outcry. The inhabi-
tants of the houses in the neighbourhood, in constant dread
that the prisoners from their greatly superior numbers would
liberate themselves, were obliged to keep continually on the
watch, and for many nights together could not retire to rest.

This, therefore, was by no means the most propitious
time for me to attempt a style of composition that was quite
new to me. But as my study was situated near the garden,
at a distance from the noise in the streets, 1 soon succeeded
in forgetting every thing around me, and gave myself up
heart and soul to my work. In this manner, before half the
winter had passed, I completed the composition of the 8
“Numbers” of the Opera, together with the Overture. The four
Song-parts in these, permitted of being well rendered by the
Female Court-singers and two Dillettanti whose assistance I
had already obtained for the Court-concerts. I therefore had
the opera written out with all despatch, practised it carefully,
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and then played it as Concert-Music at one of the Court-
concerts.

Great as at first was my satisfaction with the new work,
1 nevertheless soon became sensible of its deficiencies, and
weak points. With every successive rehearsal these were made
more clear to me, and even before its production in public
took place, the Opers (with the exception of the Overture and
one aria for a tenor-voice) had become distateful to me. Even
the great applause it had met with from those who executed
it, and those who heard it, could not reconcile me the more
to it; so that I laid it aside, and with the exception of the
two “Numbers” mentioned, Inever played any thing more of it in
public. But with this feeling of dissatisfaction with my work
I was truly unhappy; for I now thought to perceive that I
had no talent for Operatic compositions. There were, however,
two things which I had forgotten duly to consider; first, that
I had assumed a much too elevated style, for I had put my
Opera upon a par with those of Mosart, and secondly, that
I was wholly wanting in the practice and experience requisite
for this kind of composition. This did not occur to me till
some years afterwards, and encouraged me then to make
another attempt at dramatic composition.

For the present, I again devoted myself wholly to In-
strumental composition; wrote the already mentioned Concer-
tanti for Harp and Violin with full orchestra; a Fantasia
(op. 35) and Variations (op. 36) for Harp-Solo; and, for myself,
my Fifth Violin Concerto (op. 17. published by Ndgeli of
Zurich) and the Pot-Pourri (op. 22, at André’s in Offenbach).

As Dorette anticipated her confinement in the spring, it
was impossible we could remain longer in the limited accom-
modation of her mother’s house, and we were now obliged to
furnish a house of our own. This took place at Easter 1807.

Shortly after, on the 27. May, we were gladdened by the
birth of a little daughter. I now had to invite the Duke as
Godfather to the new-born, he having already previously
offered himself for that post of honour. On the day of the

™
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Christening, he made his appearance, in the full splendour
of his Ducal rank, accompanied by the dignitaries of his
Court and followed by the idlers of the town, who attracted
by the grandeur of the rarely used state carriage and its
occupants, stared with astonishment to see it draw up before
my house, at the door of which I received him, and conducted
him to the apartment decorated with garlands of flowers.
The ceremony began, and the new-born was christened
Emilie, after the Duke’s second Name, Emilius.

To my great regret, my parents could not take part in
this delightful family festival. And yet, in the previous
summer, when on a visit at Seesen, I had introduced my dear
wife to them, and had the gratification to see not only that
they soon evinced much affection for her, but the satisfaction
also, that my father was obliged to admit I might not have
been so happy with Rosa, even had my love for her been
more lasting.

As soon as Dorette had fully regained her strength, she
began anew to practise the recently finished compositions
for the Harp, in order to prepare herself for our projected
artistic tour. But while thus engaged, she became more and
more convinced of the defects of the instrument she had
hitherto used, a Strasburg pedal-harp, which she had recei-
ved as a present from the Dutchess. It was therefore decided
in a family consultation, to apply a small capital appertaining
to her as inheritance, to the purchase of another, and a better
harp. Herr Backofen, had such an instrument, a very superior
one, by Nadermann of Paris, and was disposed to part with
it to his pupil for a moderate price. This, therefore, was
purchased. Of Dorette’s small inheritance there yet remained
a few hundred thalers, to expend in the acquisition of an
indispensible convenience for travelling, namely a travelling-
carriage, constructed at the same time for the transport of
the harp. For a considerable time I turned over in my
mind the form of build best adapted to this purpos'e. There
were two things that required especial consideration; first,
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that it should not be too expensive, and secondly that it
should be sufficiently light for one pair of post-horses. At
length I hit upon the right plan. I ordered a long, but not
too heavy Basket-carriage to be built, with a chaise compart-
ment behind for the travellers. In front of this between
the basket-sides, lay the box for the harp, slung by leather
straps, and covered with a leather apron, which fastened by
means of a bar of iron hooking into the chaise-seat in front
of the occupants. Under this was a seat-box to hold the
violin-case, and behind it a larger one to contain a trunk adap-
ted to the space, in which all the other travelling requisites
could be packed. In front, above the harp-box, was the
raised seat for the driver. A trial trip, for which the car-
riage was completely packed, shewed that it fully answered
the object proposed. Thus, therefore, every thing was in
readiness for our artistic tour.

After a painful leave-taking of our child, of whom my
mother-in-law undertook the care, we set out on our journey,
in the middle of October. As I unfortunately kept no diary
upon this and our subsequent journey from Gotha, I am left
wholly to my somewhat faint recollections of that period,
which have been but sparingly refreshed by a few notices in
the Leipsic Musical-Journal. Of a diary kept by my wife at
that period, but which she never let me see, I have neither
been able to find anything since her death. Probably, it
was destroyed by her in after years.

On the very first day, our journey began in a very omi-
nous manner, by the overturning of our carriage at a place
between Erfurt and Weimar, where there was at that time no
paved high-road. Fortunately, however, neither the travellers
por their instruments were injured, we therefore considered
ourselves very fortunate to have escaped with the fright only.
No such accident re-occurred to us on any of our numerous
journeys. In Weimar, whither we took letters of introduction
from the Dutchess of Gotha, we played at Court with great
applause, and received a munificent present from the Heridi-
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tary Grand Dutchess, the Princess Maria. Among the auditory
at the Court-Concert were the two Poet-heros Goethe and
- Wieland. The latter seemed quite charmed with the play of
the artiste-couple, and evinced it in his own animated and
friendly manner. Goethe, also, addressed a few words of praise
to us with a dignified coldness of mien.

In Leipsic, as I perceive from a notice in the Musical-
Journal, we gave a concert on the 27. October. The opinion
therein expressed of the compositions I played on that occa-
sion, namely the Overture to the “Priifung”, the Violin-Concerto
in Es, the first Concertante for Harp and Vieolin, the Pot-
pourri in B, and the Fantasia for the Harp, was very favor-
able. As regards our play, it says:

“Respecting the play of Herr Spokr, and his wife, we
have already spoken in detail, and here alone add, that he
has entirely corrected himself of many of the too arbitrary
mannerisms (in Time, and the like) which he had acquired,
and of which we had now and then complained; and, without
a doubt, as regards Tone and Expression, Surety and Skill,
both in Allegro and in Adagio (in the latter more especially,
in our opinion) he now takes rank among the foremost of all
living Violinists: and Madame Spokr, by her great skill, neat-
ness and feeling in her play, is certain to meet with the most
distinguished reception.”

Of Dresden, where we also gave a Concert and also, if
I do not mistake this occasion for a later one — played at
Court (though certainly not during dinner, to which neither
of us would have consented) I recollect nothing more parti-
cular. But I well remember many circumstances of our stay
at Prague. My fame had not yet reached there, and at first
I had many difficulties to contend with. These, however, were
forthwith overcome when I and my wife had played at a Soirée
given by the Princess Hohenzollern, and when that lady de-
clared herself our Patroness. We now immediately became
the fashion, and the beau-monde came in crowds to the two
concerts we gave in the City so famed for its cultivation of
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there. This is also confirmed by a notice in the Musical-
Journal beginning as follows: ‘“Among the strangers who have
given concerts, the third was Herr Spokr, the celebrated
Director of Concerts to the Duke of Saxe-Gotha. Herr Spohr
performed on the Violin, as did his wife on the Pedal-Harp.
It will be long before another artiste will have such reason to
be satisfied with the reception he met here as Herr Spohr,
and of a certainty every friend of Art, will acknowledge that
he well deserved that distinction.”

But in the course of his notice, the Editor animadverts
on several points in my Play, though this opinion would seem
to have been a somewhat isolated one, as in his notice of
the concert given by the brothers Pixis which immediately
followed mine, he says: ‘‘his place has been assigned to him
far below Spohr,” and then continues: ‘“‘as but a few days
before people were so charmed by the Play of the latter, and
the opinion was expressed from that point of view, it may not
be considered altogether fair.”

Among the friends of Art in Prague, I then made the
acquaintance of a man with whom up to the time of his death
I constantly remained on terms of the closest friendship. This
was Herr Kleinwdchter, the head of the commercial firm of
Ballabene. At his house, every Sunday forenoon, a small but
select circle of Professionals and lovers of Art met to play
and listen to Quartett-music. Every foreign artiste sought to
be introduced there, and whether violinist or violoncellist took
an active part in them. I took a pleasure in playing there;
for my execution and my endeavours to give each composition
in its appropriate style were fully appreciated. One Sunday
morning I was playing a Solo-quartett of mine (D-Minor, op. 11.
published by Simrock) when the master of the house was
suddenly called away; but returning after some time, announ-
ced to the company, that during the playing of the Quartett
a son had been born to him! Among the congratulations of
those present the wish was also expressed that this harmo-
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nious greeting of the new citizen of the world, would be of
the most happy augery for his future life, and above all
things might endow him with a taste for Music! With the latter,
he was indeed gifted in a high degree. Louis Kletnwdchter,
(in compliment to me he was christened after me) though
only as an amateur (his profession was the law) be-
came a distinguished musician, as his compositions many of
which have been published, sufficiently attest. Whether it
was that he had been told he was born during the perfor-
mance of one of Spokr’s compositions, and that, that had awa-
kened his predeliction for them, or whether it was his diligent
study of them, there never was a more enthusiastic admirer
of my music than he. Whenever in the Musical Reunions of
Prague, a choice was mooted of the Compositions which were
to be played, he always strove for those of Spokr, and never
rested until he had carried his point. For that reason, also,
he soon acquired the general cognomen of ‘‘the mad Spohrist.”

It is to be regretted that this young man of whom
mention will frequently be made in these pages, was snatched
from his family by an early death; he died several years be-
fore his father.

From Prague, the Artiste-couple proceeded to Munich,
via Ratisbonne. I no longer recollect whether I succeeded in
getting up a Concert in the latter town. I could find no no-
tice of it. And respecting Munich, in a summary notice of
the Musical-Journal on the winter-season of that year, it was
curtly remarked ‘“Herr Spokr, from Gotha, gave a Concert and
met here also with a warm approval.” Of our stay there I
have nevertheless a tolerable clear recollection. Before we
gave our concert in the City, we played at Court. When we
came forward to play our Concertante for Harp and Violin,
there was no stool for Dorette. King Maximilian who sat
beside his Consort in the front row of the audience, observed
it, and immediately brought his own gilded arm-chair sur-
mounted with the Royal Crown, before an attendant could
procure one. In his own friendly good-tempered manner he
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insisted upon Dorette seating herself in it, and only when I
explained to him that the arms of the chair would impede her
playing, he consented to her taking the seat brought by the
servant,.

When the Concert was over, he presented us to the Queen
and her Ladies of the Court, who discoursed with us in the
most friendly manner. On the following day the Royal Gifts
were presented to us; to me a diamond ring, to Dorette a
tiara of brilliants; both of great value.

At our Public Concert, we were supported by the mem-
bers of the Royal orchestra with the greatest good will. Herr
. Winter, the Director, led. I was delighted with the precision
and spirited execution of my compositions, and thought it very
natural that they should please, played in such a manner.
But it was a special satisfaction to me that the Composer of
the “‘Opferfest” (the Festival of the Sacrifice) assured me also
in his candid and straight forward way, of his full approval.
I went frequently to Winter’s house, and was greatly amused
with his original character, which united the most singular
contradictions. Of a colossal build, and gifted with the
strength of a giant, Winter was withal as timid as a hare.
Readily excited to the most violent rage, he nevertheless
allowed himself to be led like a child. His housekeeper had
soon observed this, and tyrannised over him in a cruel
manner. As an example of this, he took great pleasure in
dressing up the little images for the Christmas tree, on the Eve
of that Festival, and would amuse himself in this way, by the
hour. But ill befel him if the housekeeper caught him at it.
She would then immediately drive him away from them, and
call out: ‘“Must you then be eternally at play?! Sit down
directly to the Pianoforte, and get your song ready!”

The junior members of the Royal orchestra, whom he
took great pleasure in having about him, and sometimes in-
vited to dinner, teazed him in return, unceasingly. They had
soon discovered that he had a great fear of Ghosts, and invented
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all manner of tales of apparitions and ghostly narratives to frighten
him. In the summer time he frequently went to a public gar-
den outside the town, but as he was timerous in the dark,
he always returned before night-fall. One day, the mis-
chievous young folks contrived by various means to delay his
return longer than usual, and it was already quite dark when
he set out on his way home. As the other guests still re-
mained quietly seated, he found the road which lay between two
gloomy hedge-rows fearfully lonely. Seized with a sudden
terror, he unconsciously began to run. Scarcely had he com-
menced, than he felt a heavy load upon his back, and he
beleived that it could be nothing also but a Hobgoblin that
had sprung down upon him. Hearing other footsteps behind
as though running after him, he thought the Devil and all
his Imps were in full chase, and he now ran still faster.
Reeking with perspiration and panting for breath he at length
reached the city gates; when the goblin sprung down from
his back, and said in a voice that he knew: “Thank you Herr
Kapellmeister, for carrying me, for I was very tired!” This
speech was followed by a general titter, and he whom they
had so befooled, burst into an uncontrolable rage.

From Munich, we continued our journey to Stuttgard,
where we took letters of introduction to the Court. I presen-
ted these to the Court-Chamberlain, and on the following day
received from him the assurance that we should be permitted
to play at Court. But in the meantime 1 had been informed
that here also cards were played during the Concerts at
Court, and that little attention was paid to the Music. At
Brunswick I had been already sufficiently disgusted with such
a degradation of the Art, that I took the liberty to declare
to the Court-Chamberlain, that I and my wife could alone
appear, if the King would be graciously pleased to cease card-
playing during our performance. Quite horrified at so bold
a request, the Court-Chamberlain made one step backward, .
and exclaimed: ‘“What? You would prescribe conditions to my
gracious Master? Never should I dare make such a proposal
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to him!” “Then must I remounce the honour of playing at
Court”, was my simple reply. And on this, I took my leave.

How the Court-Chamberlain betook himself to lay so un-
heard of a proposition before his Sovereign, and how the latter
prevailed upon himself to yield to it, I never learned. But
the result was, that the Court-Chamberlain sent to inform
me: ‘“His Majesty would be graciously pleased to grant my
wish; but on the condition, that the musical pieces which I
and my wife would play, should follow in quick succession,
so that His Majesty would not be too frequently inconve-
nienced.”

And so it occurred. After the Court had taken their
seats at the card-table, the Concert began with an Overture,
which was followed by an aria. During this, the lacqueys
moved to and fro with much noise, to offer refreshments,
and the card-players called out: “I play, I pass” so loud,
that one could hear nothing connectedly of the music and the
singing. The Court-Chamberlain now came to inform me that
I should hold myself ready. Upon this, he announced to the
King, that the strangers would begin their performances.
Presently, His Majesty rose from his chair, and with him all
the company. The servants placed two rows of stools in front
of the orchestra, upon which the Court seated themselves.
Our play was listened to in the greatest silence, and with
interest; but no one dared utter a syllable of approval, as
the King had not given the lead. The interest he took in the
performances was shewn only at the close of each by a gra-
cious nod of the head, and scarcely were they over, than all
hastened back to the card-tables, and the former noise be-
gan anew.

During the remainder of the Concert, I had leisure to look
about me. My attention was particulary directed to the King’s
card-table, in which in order to accommodate itself better to
his Majesty’s obesity, a semi-circular place had been cut out,
into which the King’s belly fitted closely. The great size of
the latter, and the little extent of the Kingdom, gave rise as
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is well known to the smart caricature in which the King in
his Coronation-robes, with the map of his Kingdom fastened
to the button of his knee breeches, is represented as uttering
the words: “I cannot see over all my States!”

As soon as the King had finished his game, and moved
back his stool, the Concert was broken off in the middle of
an aria by Madame Graff, so that the last notes of a cadence
actually stuck in her throat. The musicians accustomed to
this vandalism, packed their instruments quietly in their cases;
but I was deeply exasperated at such an insult to the Art,

At that time, Wiirtemberg groaned under a despotism
such as indeed the rest of Germany had never known. To
cite only a few examples of this, it suffices to say: that rain
or snow, every one who entered the Palace-Court at Stuttgard
was compelled to walk hat in hand from the irongates to the
portal of the palace, because his Majesty’s apartments were on
that side. Every civilian was furthermore obliged by the most
imperative order to take off his hat before the sentry, who
was not required to salute him in return. In the theatre, it
was strictly forbidden by notices to that effect, to applaud
with the hands before the King had commenced. But his
Majesty on account of the extreme cold of the winter sat with
his hands buried in a large muff, and only took them out
when his Royalty was graciously pleased to feel the want of
a pinch of snuff. When that was done, it little mattered what
was going on upon the stage, he then clapped his hands.
Upon. this the Chamberlain who stood behind the King, imme-
diately joined in, and thereby gave notice to the loyal people,
that they might also give vent to their approbation. In this
manner the most interesting scenes and the best pieces of
music of the opera were almost always disturbed, and inter-
rupted by a horrid noise.

As the citizens of Stuttgard had long learned to accommo-
date themselves to the Royal humours, they were not a little
astonished at what I had stipulated for before my appearance
at the Court-concert, and had actually granted to me. This
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made me the object of public attention, and the result was,
that my concert in the town was attended by an unusually
numerous auditory. The Royal orchestra gave me their sup-
port in the most friendly manner, and the Director Danei en-
deavoured to facilitate the whole arrangements for me in every
possible way.

Danzi was a most amiable artiste, and I felt the more in-
clined towards him, from finding he had the same admiration
for Mosart, that 1 was so deeply impressed with. Mo-
#art, and his works, were the inexhaustible subjects of our
conversation, and I still possess a most cherished memorial
of that time, a four-handed arrangement of Mosart’s Symphony
in G-Minor, composed by Daxei, and in his own handwriting.

In Stuttgard I also first made the acquaintance of the
since so greatly famed Carl Maria von Weber, with whom up
to the time of his death I was always on the most friendly
terms. Weber was then Secretary to one of the Princes of
Wiirtemberg and cultivated the Art as an amateur only. This
however, did not hinder him from composing with great assidu-
ity, and I still well remember hearing at his house, as a
sample of Weber’'s works some “Numbers” from the Opera “Der
Beherrscher der Geister.” (The Ruler of the Spirits.) But
these, from being always accustomed to take Mosart as the
type and rule by which to measure all dramatic works,
appeared to me so unimportant and amateur-like, that I had
not the most distant idea Weber would ever succeed in attract-
ing notice with any opera.

Of the Concerts which we gave besides, in Heidelberg and
Frankfort on the Mayne, before our return home, I can now
speak but imperfectly from memory — I therefore give a few
extracts from the notices of the Musical-Journal.

First of all speaking of Heidelberg, it says: “Eisenmenger’s
violin would still have been unforgotten, had not the Heidel-
bergers had the pleasure in the last Concert to hear Louis Spohr
play in his Rode-like style of firm, sustained and skillful bow-
stroke. His wife played the harp, in a way one seldom hears
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in Germany — with a tenderness, lightness and grace, with
a confidence, strength, and expression, that are quite cap-
tivating.”

To me it seems very strange, that even at this time my
play was still designated as a Rode-like style, for at that
. period at least I thought to have wholly laid aside his manner.
Perhaps it arose merely, from the circumstance, that, on
account of the easier accompaniment, I had selected a Concerto
of Rode's for execution.

Respecting the Concert- in Frankfort on the 28. March,
the remarks were also very eulogistic. The Frankfort Journal
spoke of the “wellmerited, and distinguished applause” that
we met with, and reverted to & ‘‘in many respects similar
Pair, who five and twenty or thirty years before made much
sensation in Mannheim, and afterwards in London — to Wilkelm
Kramer, the great Violinist and his wife, the splendid Harpiste.

On my return to Gotha I was met at some miles from
the town by my pupils, some of whom had remained there
during my absence, and others but shortly returned, and es-
corted by them as in triumph to my tastefully decorated
dwelling. We there found Dorette’s parents and relatives
all assembled to welcome us, and also our dear child, who
under her grandmother’s excellent care was in blooming health.
As on our tour we had not only earned a rich harvest of
applause, but had saved a sum of money which for our circum-
stances was considerable, we now felt on our return to our
domestic hearth right happy and free from care.

As soon as I had resumed the Direction of the Court-
concerts, I felt impelled so set to work at new compositions.
I first wrote a Potpourri for the violin with orchestral accom-
paniment (Op. 23, published by André of Offenbach) which
had already suggested itself to me during the journey, and for
the most part in the carriage. I was very desirous to see
on paper what I there thought a very artistic combination
of two Themes in one and the same; but still more desirous
to hear it executed by an orchestra. This Potpourri begins
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with a lively, and for the solo, brilliant Allegro in G-Major,
connected with and passing into the Theme from the “Ent-
Siihrung”: “Wer ein Liebchen hat gefunden” in G-Minor. After
this has been varied five times alternately in the Minor and
Major, it is taken up in sixth Variation by the wind-instruments,
and for a time carried out in free-fugued Entries. On the
return into the pricipal key, the first horn takes up the
melody of the song in the Major and carries it out comple-
tely to the end. This is then succeeded anew in a very start-
ling manner by the introductory Allegro of the primo, blend-
ing with it as it were in the style of a Fantasia, though
it previously appeared as an independant piece of Music.

With the working of this combination at the Rehearsal,
[ was very satisfied; but when the Potpourri was executed at
the Court-Concert, I was doomed to see my ingenious combi-
nation of the two themes was noticed by a few musicians
only, and was totally lost upon the rest of the hearers.

The next that I wrote, was the Concertante for two
Violins (Op. 48, published by Pefers in Leipsic). I was promp-
ted to this chiefly by the artistic genius of one of my pupils
one Herr Hildebrandt of Rathenow, with whom I was very
fond of playing. This young man had made so much progress
under my guidance in twelve months, that he promised to
become one of the first violinists of Germany. Unfortunately,
at a later period, by what mischance I now no longer
remember, a wound which he received in his left hand became
a bar to the full development of his talent, so that he did
not become so known in tbe Musical world, as was previously
to have been expected. This pupil had acquired to such a
degree his instructor’s method of execution in all its shadings,
that he might have been considered a true copy of him. Our
play blended therefore so intimately, that, without looking at
us, no one could tell by the ear which of us played the upper
or which the lower key. In this manner we had prac-
tised the new Concertante, before we executed it at the Court-
concert. We achieved, also, such success with it, that the
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Dutchess requested its repetition in the next concert, and after-
wards, insisted, also, as long as Hildebrandt remained in Gotha
to have it put in the programme when strangers were on visit
at Court.

As my pupils at that time were o much the same age as
myself, and were young people of good breeding and inspired
with a love of their Art; I liked to have them about me, and
took great pleasure in permitting them to accompany me in
my walks and little excursions in the neighbourhood. I used
then to join in all their amusements, played at ball and other
games with them, and taught them to swim. Yes, perhaps I
was even somewhat more en camerade with them than beseem-
ed the dignity of the Instructor with his pupils. But my
authority suffered no diminution on that account; for I knew
‘not only how to maintain a strict discipline during the hours
of tuition, but also at other times, a becoming behaviour.

In this manner, I had already made a longer excursion
in the spring, to Liebenstein, and up the Inselsberg, and re-
turned from that journey so pleased, that I longed once more
to make a similar excursion to the Harz, which I so loved.
Quite unexpectedly, a temporary absence of the Dutchess,
through which some Court-concerts were suspended, fur-
nished the necessary leave of absence. I therefore, immediately,
proposed to my pupils, a pedestrian journey to the Harz,
which they welcomed with the most joyful assent. As our
absence would of a necessity extend to a fortnight, the lessons
could not be suspended for so long a time without great pre-
judice to the pupils, and I therefore determined to continue
them on the journey. For this purpose I took two violins
with me, with which the orchestra-servant Schramm, yet a
young man, and greatly attached to me was loaded, while we
carried all the other necessaries distributed in two knapsacks,
each in his turn. Before our caravan could set out, I had
yet to console my wife, who could not make up her mind to
so long a separation, the first since our marriage, and who
shed, indeed, a torrent of tears. Not until I had promised to
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write to her every other day, could she be somewhat pacified,
and it was long before she let me from her arms. To me,
also, this first separation was no less extremely painfull

How far we went the first day and where we stopped
the following might, I no longer remember; but I still know
well, that at every rest after dinner, 1 gave two of my pupils
regular instruction, and required of them a punctnal alternate
practise of the lesson in the evening, as soon as we reached
our quarters for the night. In this way, on the third or fourth
day, (the heat was intense,) we arrived about a league from
Nordhausen, and very tired sat down to rest ourselves under
the shade of an oak by the side of a large pond, when by an
unlucky accident one of our knapsacks rolled down the steep
bank and fell into the water — and so far from the bank,
also, that we could not reach it with our walking sticks. As
the water was deep, I was soon obliged as the only practised
swimmer of the party, to make up my mind to jump in and
fetch it out. But before I could get my clothes off, the knap-
sack had taken in so much water, that it began to sink. I
was therefore obliged to dive at the place where it had dis-
appeared until I succeeded in recovering it. When I brought
it to the bank, and it was opened, I found its contents so sa-
turated with water, that we were obliged to spread them on
the grass in the sun to dry them. As it was to be antici-
pated this would be an‘\operation of several hours, and noon
was drawing near with its attendant hunger, I resolved to
take our customary dinmer-rest in this place, and to send to
Nordhausen to procure the necessary provisions. The purchase
of these fell by lot to ane of the pupils, and Schramm accom-
panied him to carry them. Meanwhile, I gave my two lessons
unter the great oak, and those pupils who were not engaged
therein, bathed themselves at a more shallow part of the
pond. After the lapse of two hours, our foragers returned
heavily laden, and under the shadow of the dear oak, which
served us with equal hospitality as a Dining- o» Concert-
room, a capital-dinner was soon spread and despatched

SPOHR, Autobiography. I 8
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in the merriest humour, and with the best appetite. Then
resounded in joyous harmony the tones of four male-voices, in
choice four-part glees of which we carried with us a good
collection, and had also well-practised them. After this, our
properties which were once more dry, were packed up, and
our troop set itself again in motion.

After this merry fashion we visited every remarkable spot
of the lower Harz, and then climbed the ‘‘Brocken.”” When
we got to the top, that which occurs to nine tenths of all tra-
vellers, befel us also; we found it envelloped in mist, and
waited in vain until noon, in the hope that it would clear
off and enable us to enjoy the view from the summit. We
endeavoured to dispel as much of our disappointment as we
could by singing, playing and looking through the pages of
the many tomed ‘“Book of the Brocken”; indeed, one of the
party put our Jeremiade on this misfortune into really decent
rhyme, which I immediately converted into a Canon for three
voices. This was diligently practised, sung both within the
“Brockenhause” and outside in the mist, and then written to-
gether with our names in the Brocken-Book, in the hope that
at length the weather would clear up.* But in vain! We
were obliged to make up our minds to continue our journey.

We now took the direction of Clausthal, and when we
reached the plain, we had the mortification to see the sum-
mit of the Brocken, after we had left it about one hour, lit
up with the brightest sunshine! — Arrived at Clausthal; our
first care was to get rid of the unseemly growth of beard
that had accrued to all during our journey, so as to reassume
a somewhat more civilized appearance. We sent, therefore,
for a barber, and submitted ourselves one after the other to
his razor. A somewhat comical incident arose out of this
operation. We had all of us more or less, a sore place under
" the chin from holding the violin, and I who first sat down,

* This Canon was found among Spohr’s manuscripts, and a fac-si-
mile is appended to this volume.
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directed the barber’s attention to this, and begged him to go
over it very lightly with his razor. As the barber found a

similar sore place under the chin of each that followed, his -

countenance assumed more and more the grotesque expression
exhibited in the disposition to whistle and smile at one and
the same time, murmuring every now and then something, in-
wardly. Upon being asked the reason, he replied with a
grave look: “Gentlemen, I see very clearly that you all belong
to a secret Society, and you all carry the sign. You are
Freemasons, probably, and I am right glad that I know at
last how that is to be discovered!” As upon this we all broke
out into a loud peal of laughter, he was at first very much
disconcerted, but, nevertheless, not to be shaken in his belief.

After we had descended into a mine, and visited the
smelting-huts and stamping-works, we continued our journey
to Seesen, by way of Wildemann. There, we were joyfully
welcomed by my parents and brothers and sister as well
as by the musical friends of the little town. We had music
now from morning to night, and even got up a Public concert,
in which all exhibited our skill to the utmost in playing and
singing. The proceeds of the concert, we presented to the
School for the Poor, for the purchase of new schoolbooks.

Highly pleased with our journey we returned through
Gottingen and Miihlhausen to Gotha. I yet think with emo-
tion on the intense pleasure, with which my dear little wife
welcomed me home, and never did I feel more acutely, the
happiness of being loved!

At this period, a young Poet, a Candidate in Theology,
who was awaiting his appointment in Gotha, offered to me
an Opera he had written, to set to music, and I seized this
opportunity with pleasure, to try my hand, and as 1 hoped
with more success, in dramatic composition. The Name of
the Opera was ‘“‘Alruna, die Eulenkonigin” (the Owlet-Queen)
it was founded on a popular tradition, and in matter had
much resemblance to the “Donauweibchen”, (the Danube
Water-Nymph) which at that time excited general admiration.

8*
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I immediately commenced my work with great zeal, and
finished the three Acts of the Opera before the end of the
year. As some of the ‘Numbers” which I played at the
Court-concerts found great favour, I was encouraged by this
to offer my work for representation at the Court-Theatre in
Weimar. I went thither in person to obtain a favourable
reception of it from Herr von Goethe, the Intendant of the
Theatre, and Frau von Heigendorf, the prima Donna and the
mistress of the Duke. To the former I handed the Libretto,
to the latter the Music of the Opera. As she found some
brilliant parts for herself and her favorite Stromeyer, she
promised to interest herself in getting the Opera accepted,
and as I knew that this depended solely upon her, I retur-
ned to Gotha with the most sanguine hopes. Yet it required
many reminiscences from me, and month after month passed
away, until at length the study of the Opera was commenced.
As this had now gone so far that a grand orchestral rehearsal
could be effected, Frau von Heigendorf invited me to direct
it. I therefore proceeded to Weimar a second time, and now
in company with the author.

As I had written all manner of new things after I had
completed the Opera, it had somewhat faded from my re-
collection, and I therefore thought I should be the better
able to judge of it without partiality. Accordingly I was
greatly preoccupied with the impression that it would make
upon me. — The Rehearsal took place in a Saloon at the
house of Frau von Heigendosf. Among the assembled Auditory,
besides the Intendant Herr von Goethe, and the Musical Ama- .
teurs of the Town, Wieland was also present. The Singers
had well studied their parts; and as the orchestra had already
had one rehearsal, the Opera was right well executed under
my direction. It gave general satisfaction, and the Composer
was overwhelmed with congratulations. Herr von Goethe, also
spoke in praise of it. The Author did not come off so well.
Goethe found all manner of defects in the Libretto, and espe-
cially required that the dialogue which was written in Iam-
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bics should first be put into simple prose, and considerably
curtailed before the Opera was performed. This requisition
was particularly painful to the Author, as he prided himself
not a little on his metrical dialogue. He nevertheless decla-
red to me his readiness to undertake the required alteration,
but on account of other pressing work, he could not set about
it immediately. This was not displeasing to me, for with the
exception of a few of the “Numbers”, my Music at the rehearsal
in Weimar had not satisfied me, greatly as it had pleased there,
and I was again tortured with the thought, that I had no talent
for Dramatic music. For this reason the Opera became more and
mort indifferent to me, and I was glad to see that its represen-
tation would be delayed. At length the thought of seeing it re-
presented and thus made public was so distasteful to me, that I
withdrew the parts and score. Hence with the exception of the
Overture which was published as Op. 21 by 4ndré in Offenbach,
nothing else of it was engraved. But on the other hand, I was
unjust towards this work; for it shews, compared with the
first Opera, an unmistakably great progress in dramatic style.

In the year 1808, took place the celebrated Congress of
Sovereigns, on which occasion, Napoleon entertained his friend
the Emperor Alezander, and the Kings and Princes of Germany
his Allies. The lovers of sights and the curious of the whole
country round, poured in to behold the magnificence which
was there displayed. In the compuny of some of my pupils
I also made a pedestrian excursion to Erfurt, less to see the
Great Ones of the earth, than to see and admire the great
ones of the French Stage, Taima, and Mars.. The Emperor
had sent to Paris for his tragic performers, and every evening
one of the classic works of Corneille or Racine was played.
I and my companions had hoped to have been permitted to
see one such representation, but unfortunately, I was informed
that they took place for the Sovereigns and their suite only,
and that every body else was excluded from them. I now
hoped, with the assistance of the musicians, to obtain places
in the orchestra; but in this I also failed, for they had been
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~ strictly forbidden to take any person in with them. At length
it occurred to me, that I and my three pupils, by taking the
places of the same number of musicians who played between
the acts, might then be enabled to remain during the per-
formance. As we were willing to pay handsomely, and the
musicians knew that their substitutes would fill their places in
a satisfactory manner, they gave their consent. But, now a
new difficulty presented itself: three of us only could be in-
troduced for the violins and the bass-viol; and as neither of
us played any other orchestral-instrument but those, one of
us of a necessity must remain excluded. The thought then
struck me, to try whether I could learn sufficient of the horn,
by the evening, so as to be able to undertake the part of the
second hornist. I immediately prevailed upon him whose
place I wished to take, to yield his horn to me; and began
my studies. At first I produced the most terrific tones from
it; but after about an hour, I succeeded in bringing out the
natural notes of the instrument. After dinner, while my pu-
pils went to walk, I recommenced my studies in the house of
the “Stadt-Musicus”* and although my lips pained me very
much, yet I did not rest until I could play my horn-part,
perfectly, in the certainly, very easy overture and ‘‘between
acts” which were to be played in the evening.

Thus prepared, I and my pupils joined the other Musi-
cians, and as each carried his instrument under his arm, we
reached our places without opposition. We found the saloon
in which the theatre had been erected, already brilliantly lit
up, and filled with the numerous suite of the Sovereigns. The
seats for Napoleon and his guests were close behind the or-
chestra. Shortly after the most able of my pupils to whom
I had assigned the direction of the music, and under whose
leadership I placed myself as a new fledged hornist, had
tuned up the orchestra; the high personages made their ap-
pearance, and the overture began. The orchestra with their
faces turned towards the stage, stood in a long row, and

* Musician to the Corporation.
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each was strictly forbidden to turn round and look with cu-
riosity at the Sovereigns. As I had received notice of this
beforehand, I had provided myself ‘secretly with a small
looking-glass, by the help of which as soon as the music was
ended, I was enabled to obtain in succession a good view of
those who directed the destinies of Europe. Nevertheless, I
was soon so entirely engrossed with the magnificent acting of
the tragic artistes, that I abandoned my looking-glass to my
pupils, and directed my whole attention to the stage. — But
at every succeeding ‘‘entre-acte”, the pain of my lips increa-
sed, and at the close of the performance_they had become so
much swollen and so blistered, that in the evening, I could
scarcely eat any supper. Even the next day, on my return to
Gotha, they had a very negro-like appearance, and my young
wife was not a little alarmed when she saw me; but she
was yet more nettled, when in a jesting tone I said: that it
was from kissing to such excess the pretty Erfurt-women!
When, however, I had related to her the history of my stu- |
dies on the horn, she laughed heartily at my expemse.

About that time, though I do not exactly remember
whether it was on that journey to Erfurt, or upon a previous
one, the Emperor Napoleon slept also once in the palace
at Gotha, and on that account a Court-concert had been
commanded the previous evening. I and my wife had the
honour to play before the allpowerful man, and he addressed
a few words to us. On the following evening also, we received
our share of the ‘““‘Gold Napoleons” which he had left as a
present to the Court-orchestra.

The Duke of Gotha was at that time high in his favour,
and therefrom great advantages were expected for the Duchy.
But he must have lost it afterwards by some neglect; for
when the Emperor passed through on a subsequent journey,
a scene occurred that filled the inhabitants of Gotha with
bitter rage against the tyrant. The Emperor was expected
about 11 o'clock. A breakfast had therefore been prepared
in the palace at Friedrichsthal, the summer-residence of the
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Court, and the whole Court-circle was assembled in state-
costume. The posthorses ready harnessed were waiting in the
palace-square, to take the Emperor immediately after break-
fast upon his farther journey. -— At length, the first gun of
the salute resounded above on the Friedenstein, from whence
every time the Emperor passed through, 101 guns were fired.
Shortly afterwards, his carriage drove up. The Duke, sur-
rounded by his Court, already stood with uncovered head at
the iron gates, approached the carriage with humble demea-
nour, and begged that his Imperial Majesty would deign to
take breakfast. An abrupt non!/ and the order to his Mame-
lucks to put to the horses, was the reply. Without condes-
cending any further word or look to the Duke, he leaned back
in the carriage and left the Prince standing at the closed
door in the most painful perplexity. The Duke turned pale
with inward rage to see himself so insulted in the presence
of his Court and People, and yet, had not the courage to
.return immediately to the palace. Thus passed in a dead
silence, five or six fearfully long minutes, until the horses
were put to. At the first forward movement they made, the
Emperor’s head was once more visible, and with a cold nod,
he drove off. The Duke, as though annihilated, returned to
the palace, and the citizens loudly expressed their rage, that
the overbearing Corsican should have so insulted their Prince.
On the 6. November, 1808, my wife presented me with a
second daughter, who was named Ida, after my wife’s step-
sister Madame Hildf, who held her over the font. Her con-
finement passed over as lightly and happily as the former
one, and during the first days the health of the invalid was
excellent. This, however, induced her to leave her bed too
soon, whereby she caught cold, and the sad consequences
were, that she was seized with a violent nervous fever. For
several days her life was in imminent danger. 1 left her
neither by day nor night. for she would receive attention from
no one but me. What I suffered at the side of her sick-bed
is indiscribable! Alarmed by her fits of delirium, by the grave
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countenance of the physician, whoshunned my interrogatories, and
tortured with self-reproaches for not having taken more care of
her, I had not & moment’s rest during Dorette’s illness. At length
the more cheerful expression of the physician’s face betokened
that the danger was passed, and I, who during the last days,
first became really sensible of all I possessed in my wife, and of
the intense love I bore her, now felt unspeakably happy. Her
recovery progressed rapidly. Yet there was great weakness
still remaining, from which Dorette was not wholly releived
until the spring, when by the recommendation of the Doctor
I hired a house in the country with garden attached,.and by
that means procured her the continual enjoyment of fresh air.
Strengthened by this, she  then gradually began her musical
studies, which for almost six months she had been obliged to
discontinue. In the Catalogue of the whole of my works,
which I began shortly after my appointraent in Gotha and
continued up to the present time, besides those Compositions
already named, dating from 1808, the following are specified:
Two Duetts for violin (op. 9) and one for violin and viola
(op. 13), Variations for the harp and two Quartetts for stringed
instruments. In Quartetts, certainly the most difficult of all
compositions, 1 had already made a trial the year before.
But with them I succeeded no better than with Song-compo-
sitions. Shortly after their completion they no longer pleased
me; and for that reason I should not have published them
had not my Leipsic publisher, Herr Kiihnel, at whose house I
played them in the autumn of 1807, retained them almost
by force, and shortly afterwards published them (as op. 4).
The new Quartett (op. 15) also brought out by Kiihnel,
pleased me it is true somewhat longer; but at a later period
when I had learned to produce a better style of Quartett-com-
position I regretted also that I had published them. The
two first Quartetts I dedicated to the Duke of Gotha, but
only at his personal request; for though I felt a pleasure in
dedicating my works to Artistes and amateurs of music, as a
token of my respect and friendship, yet my artistic pride
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would never permit me to dedicate them to Princes for pro- *
fit's sake, though even at their express desire.

At the time when the Duke invited me to dedicate my
Compositions to him, he frequently used to send for me to
converse with him upon his tastes in Art. As is well known,
in spite of his peculiarities, he was a man of mind, and cul-
tivated taste, which his published Poems and his Correspondance
with Jean Paul sufficiently prove. But with the affairs of
Government he did not in the least trouble himself, and left
them entirely to the Privy-Counsellor von Frankenberg, who,
therefore, was virtually the Regent of the land. Obliged pro
Sforma to be present at the sittings of the Privy-Council, he
invariably got tired of the subjects of discussion, and endea-
voured to make them as short as possible, himself frequently,
saying, in derision of his own want of interest “will not the
Gentlemen of the Privy-Council soon be pleased to command
what I am to command ?”

At that time, perhaps incited by my Composmons for
the voice, he was seized with the desire to have one of his
longer poems, a kind of Cantata, set to music. He did me
the honour to consult me on the subject. But as the Duke
probably could not prevail on himself to let me see his limit-
ed knowledge of music, he applied to his old music-master,
the Concert-Director Reinhard, to carry it.out. .From him at
a later period, in an unguarded and confiding moment, I heard
how the composition of the Cantata was brought about. The
Duke, read to his master seated at the piano, a passage of
the text, and explained to him his ideas respecting the style
in which it should be composed. When the Duke had once
heard or read the characteristics of the different tones, Rein-
hard was then obliged to strike several of them in sequent
accords, so that he might find the right one for his text. If
this was cheerful, a Major-Key was chosen, if it was mourn-
ful, a Minor-Key was selected. It happened one day that
the Duke took the Major too sprightly, and the Minor was
too mournful, upon this he required poor Reinhard to sound



— 123 —

" the Key in half Minor. When they had agreed upon this
point, the melody suited to the text was nmext sought for.
The Duke then whistled every melody that came into his
head, and left his master to choose the most suitable to the
character of the words. When in this manner a few lines of
the poem had been disposed of, they passed on to the next. As
Reinhard could not compose, or at least not arrange the in-
strumentation, the plan of the Cantata thus sketched out in
the Duke’s leisure-hours was handed over to the ‘‘Kammer-
Musicus” Backofen to complete with score. The latter, as
may readily be imagined, could make but little use of the
materials given to him, and was therefore obliged to recom-
pose as it were the Cantata anew. Possessing considerable
talent for composition, he accordingly put out of hand a piece
of music such as could well .be listened to. The work thus
completed, was-now written out, carefully practised under my
direction, and then produced at a Court-Concert. The Duke,
though he may well have been somewhat astonished that his
music sounded so well, received the congratulations and praises
of the Court with a satisfied mien, praised me for having so
well entered into his ideas in practising it with the orchestra,
and privately sent his two fellow-workmen their gratuity. In
this manner all parties were satisfied.

In the winter of 1808—9, I arranged some Subscription-
Concerts in the town for the benefit of the Court-Orchestra.
But as these could present nothing better than was heard at
the Court-Concerts, and those were much frequented by the
amateurs of music of the town, for whom a large space behind
the orchestra in the Concert-saloon was set apart, these Sub-
scription concerts met with but little support. The product
therefore was so small after the deduction of the expenses,
that it was not considered worth while repeating the under-
taking.

At one of these Concerts, Herr Hermstedt, Director of the
‘“Harmonic-music” to Prince Sondershausen, appeared as Cla-
rinet player, and attracted much attention by his admirable
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performance. He had come to Gotha to request me to write
a Clarinet-concerto for him, for which the Prince upon the
condition that Hermstedt should be put in possession of the
manuscript, offered to pay a handsome gratuity. To this
proposal I gladly assented, as from the immense execution,
together with the brilliancy of tone, and purity of intonation
possessed by Hermstedt, I felt at full liberty to give the reins
to my fancy. After, that with Hermstedt’s assistance I had
made myself somewhat acquainted with the technics of the
instrument, 1 went zealously to work, and completed it in a
few weeks. Thus originated the Concerto in E-minor, published
a few years afterwards by Ktihnel as op. 26, with which
Hermstedt achieved so much success in his artistic tours, that
it may be affirmed he is chiefly indebted to that for his fame.
I took it over to him myself to Sondershausen, at the end of
January, and initiated him in the way to execute it. On this
occasion, I appeared also as Violinist at a concert given by
Hermstedt, and played for the first time, my Concerto in G-
Minor (op. 28) which I had just finished a few days before,
and, also, a new Pot-pourri (op. 24),

Secretary Gerber, the author of the *“‘Musical Lexicon”,
speaks of these not only in that work, under the article
“Spohr” but also in a spirited notice in the Musical-Journal,
a reprint of which is to be found in number 26. of the ele-
venth volume. The third part of this Concerto is a Spanish
Rondo, the melodies of which are not mine but genuine Spanish.
I heard them from a Spanish soldier who was quartered in
my house, and who sang to the guitar. I noted down what
pleased me, and wove it into my Rondo. In order to give
this a more Spanish character, I copied the guitar-accompani-
ments as I had heard them from the Spaniard, into the
orchestral part. At the beginning of the same winter, I had
also a visit from Reichardt, Director of the orchestra at Cassel,
and then first made his personal acquaintance. Reichardt
told me he was going to Vienna by the command of his Court,
to engage singers for a German theatre that was about to be
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- opened at Cassel. This, proved afterwards to be false; for
Reichardt was at that very time no longer in the Westphalian
service. I had felt at first much annoyed by a sharp eriti-
cism of Reichardt’s upon my play, on my first appearance at
Berlin; but as I soon found that it contained many truths
and well founded strictures, and that it had prompted me to
correct the faults it pointed out in my execution, a sentiment
of gratitude had long taken the place of my former resent-
ment. I therefore welcomed my guest with great cordiality,
and immediately arranged a musical party at my house in
his honour, at which I let him hear my two new and just
finished Violin-Quartetts.

As at that time I knew none of Reichardt’s compositions
beyond a couple of successful songs, and looked upon the
famous author of the “Confidential letter from Paris” and the
dreaded Critic, as a great Composer, I set much value upon
his opinion, and awaited it with a feeling of acute expect-
ancy. I therefore again felt somewhat chafed when Reichardt
had various objections to make, and expressed them sans géne.
But it was perhaps more the self sufficient look of infallibility
with which he pronounced his judgement, that wounded me;
for some time after, I was again obliged to-admit to myself,
that Reichardt’s observations were in many respects just.
There was one remark, which I frequently called to mind in
my subsequent studies. For instance, in an Adagio, from the
beginning to the end, I had carried out a figure after the
style of Mozart, now in one Key, and then in the other, and
in my delight at this scientific interweaving, had not re-
marked that it at last became monotonous. But although
Reichardt praised the manner in which I had carried it through,
he spoke unsparingly against it, and added more over, mali-
ciously, “You could not rest until you had worried your mo-
tive to death!”
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In the spring of 1809, from the unusual expenses atten-
dant upon my wife’s confinement and subsequent illness, as
well as those incurred by the necessary removal to another
house outside the town, I found myself in such straightened
circumstances, that I earnestly desired to see realised the
promise of an increase of salary that had been made to me
on my appointment. I therefore addressed a petition to the Duke,
which as he never troubled himself with administrative matters,
was without effect, and probably, was laid aside unread. I
was therefore advised by the Intendant, Baron von Reibnite
to make a personal application to the Privy-Counsellor von
Frankenberg and deliver to him my petition for the desired
increase of salary. I followed this advice, and in the after-
noon of a fine spring-day, walked over to the seat of the
Privy-Counsellor, distant about two miles from Gotha, on the
road to Erfurt. I found him in his garden, sitting under a
large lime tree, playing chess with his daughter. As I had
been familiar with this game from my early youth, played it
often, and was passionately fond of it; after a short saluta-
tion of the players, I immediately directed my whole atten-
tion to the game as it stood. The Privy-Counsellor observing
this, had a chair placed for me close to the table, and quietly
played on. When 1 first arrived, the game looked very
threatening for the danghter, and it was not long before she
was checkmated by her father. 1 had taken particular notice
of the position of the pieces, and in so doing, a move had
suggested itself to me by which the checkmate could have
been prevented. I represented this, and was immediately
challenged by the Privy-Counsellor, who thought himself sure
of the victory, to try it. The pieces were again replaced in
the position they stood when I arrived, and 1 now took the
daughter’s game. After a few well combined moves I succeed-
ed in extricating my King from all danger, and I then
played against my opponent with such success, that e was
soon obliged to confess himself beaten. The Privy-Counsellor,
though somewhat nettled at his defeat, was nevertheless much
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struck with the unexpected issue of the game. He held out
his hand to me in a friendly manner and said: ‘“You are a
capital Chess-player, and must often do me the pleasure of
playing with me.”  This I did; and as I was world-wise
enough not to win too many games, I soon got in great
favour with my new patron; the result was, that a rescript,
for an additional two hundred thalers to my salary was soon
made out. '
* * : *

Towards the middle of the summer, from the constant
enjoyment of fresh air, and frequent walks which were ex-
tended by degrees to little excursions into the neighbourhood;
Dorette had regained her former strength and health, and again
devoted herself with renewed assiduity to the study of her
instrument, in order to prepare herself thoroughly for our
projected second artistic-tour. As I also now became more
and more acquainted with the properties of the harp, with its
effects, and what my wife in particular was capable of per-
forming with it, I at that time wrote another grand Sonata
for harp and violin (op. 115 published by Schuberth in Ham-
burg), and took great pains to introduce into it the result
of my experience. I was completely successful; the part for
the harp in this Sonata was easier to play, and at the same
time more brilliant than in the previous ones. Dorefte there-
fore, practised it with special predeliction and soon played
this new work with the same precision as the others.

Thus once mere prepared for an Artistic tour, we began
to consider in which direction it would he most advantageous
to go. 1 had learned from a traveller just returned from
Russia, that my Musical fame and that of my wife had already
reached there, and that in the previous winter a visit from us had
been expected. -As I had reason to hope, moreover, that I
should weceive powerful letters of recommendation from the
Court of Weimar to the Imperial Court of St. Petersburgh,
the journey to Russia appeared to me to hold out the most
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advantages. But, Doreffe would not consent to so distant a
journey from home, as she beleived herself unable to bear so
long a separation from her children. Yet, when I represen-
ted to her, that if at any time it was our intention to go to
Russia, the present was the most favourable moment, in which
our children under the assiduous care of their grandmother,
would miss us less than at a later period, she at length,
though with a bleeding heart, consented to it. As I had
foreseen that the Dutchess, also, would not consent to so long
an absence as would be required for a journey to Russia,
I kept secret for the present the real aim of our journey,
and named Breslau as its object, for which I asked and ob-
tained a three-month’s leave. From there, I intended to apply
for an extension of leave, to proceed farther. -

We set out on our journey in October, 1809; played first
at Weimar, and received from the Grand-Dutchess the desired
introduction to her brother, the Emperor Alexander, as also
to_ other Russian Magnates. We then gave a Concert in
Leipsic, of which the Musical-Journal contains the following
short notice: ‘‘Herr Concertmeister Spohr and his wife afforded
us the pleasure to hear for a whole evening, several of his
newest Compositions, and himself on the Violin; as, also, his
wife on the Harp. Respecting this ¢rue artiste and his talen-
ted wife we have already spoken fully and decidedly, we shall
here therefore be succinct. Since we last heard them, both
have made a’surprising progress, not alone in their mastery
and ready command of all the resources of their Art, but in
their skilful application of them to the best and most effec-
tive purposes: — And if the former Compositions of this Master
found both here and everywhere else the most unanimous
applause, his later Compositions which we have now heard,
will much less fail to do so.”

Of our Concerts in Dresden, and Bautzen, having sought
in vain for a notice of them, I am unable to say more than
that they took place on the 1. and 7. November, as I per-
ceive from a memorandum of the receipts on this journey,
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which has by chance been preserved. But of the three Con-
certs we gave in Breslau, on the 18. November, and the 2.
and 9. December there is a notice in the Musical-Journal,
which speaks in great praise of our Play, though it finds some
fault with the Compositions. It says: “The opinion of our
musical friends of Herr Spokhr as a Composer, agrees fully with
that which they previously pronounced respecting him. He
is in truth a Musician of high merit. He has nevertheless a
peculiarity, and one which by degrees perhaps, will lead him
to uniformity in style; namely, his latest compositions, so far
as we are acquainted with them are one and all of a melan-
choly character. Even the Pot-Pourri which he played at the
close of the Concert, partook somewhat of it.”

This remark upon the melancholy character of my Com-
positions, which is here made for the first time, and so often
repeated at a later period in criticisms upon my works, as
to become regularly stereotyped, has always been a riddle for
me; for, to me, my Compositions appear for the most part
quite as cheerful as those of any other Composer. Those in
particular which I then .played in Breslau, with the exception
of two subjects, were all of so lively a character, that I am
still unable to understand the above remark. The two
first Allegro’s alone of the Concertante in H- and G -Minor
are serious, the former perhaps even somewhat mournful, but
the other subjects are all of them, lively. The same may be
said from beginning to end of the Concertante for two vio-
lins in A-Major, which I played with Herr Luge, and more
than that, the third Thesis is even saucily playful. Neither
does the Composition for the harp, nor the Overture to
“Alruna” bear any trace of melancholy; how then does the
Reviewer come by his remark? — Nevertheless, as something
similar has been maintained respecting my Compositions even
up to the present time, so that people who have not kmown
me personally, have considered me a misanthrope, or an
hypochondriac, though I am happy to say I am always
of a cheerful tone of mind; there must be something in it,

SPOHR, Autobiography. L 9
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and I think it is, that people have taken the prevailing dream-
iness and sentimental character of my Compositions, and my
predeliction for the Minor Keys, as outbursts of melancholy.
If it is so, I am content to bear with it, though at first it
always annoyed me. Of the Overture to “Alruna”, the same
Breslauer critic says: ‘It is not free from reminiscences.”
He might have said right out, it is an exact imitation of the
Overture to the ‘‘Zauberfléte”; for that was the object I had
in view. In my admiration of Mosart, and the feeling of
wonder with which I regarded that Overture, an imitation of
it seemed to me something very natural and praiseworthy, and
at the time when I sought to develope my talent for Compo-
sition I had made many similar imitations of Mozart’s master
pieces, and among others that of the aria full of love-complaints
in Alruna, imitated from the beautiful aria of Pamina: ‘“Ach,
ich fiuhl’s, es ist verschwunden.” Although shortly after that
time, I became sensible that a Composer should endeavour to
be original both in the form of his musical pieces, and in the
development of his musical ideas, yet I retained even up to
a later period, a predeliction for that imitation of the Over-
ture to the “Zauberflite”, and still consider it as one of my
best and most effective Instrumental-compositions. Neither is
it so slavish an imitation as to contain nothing of my own
invention; for instance, the striking modulations in the intro-
ductory Adagio, and the second Fugue-theme with which the
second half of the Allegro begins, and, which then is so hap-
pily connected with the chief theme. The instrumentation,
also, though quite in the Mosart style has nevertheless, some
original characteristics.

In Breslau we met an old acquaintance from Gotha,
Baron von Reibnitz, who hitherto had been Intendant of the
Orchestra, but had resigned, and retired to his estate in
- Silesia. He was then in town for the winter months, and
acquainted with all in Breslau who were fond of music, and
who played, he introduced me into the Musical Circles there,
and was of great assistance to me in making arrangements
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for my concerts. In Breslau, from olden time one of the
most musical Towns of Germany, there was at that moment
such a succession of Concerts, that one took place almost
every day in the week. As the Theatre, was open also every
evening, it was therefore very difficult to fix upon a day
favourable for an Extra-Concert, and almost more difficult to
get together a good and numerous orchestra. The kindness
of Schnabel the Leader of the Cathedral-Choir enabled me
nevertheless to overcome this difficulty, for he not only pro-
cured for me a good Orchestra for each of my three Concerts,
but each time undertook to conduct it. The experienced Di-
rector evinced a particular interest in my compositions, which
he soon transferred to the Composer, who returned it in the
most hearty manner. We became much attached to each
other, and until Schnabel’s early death remained on the most
intimate terms of friendship.

Shortly after my arrival in Breslau, just as I was about
to write to Gotha for an extension of my leave to proceed to
Russia, I received through Baron von Reibnite a letter from
the Court-Chamberlain Count Salisch in Gotha, to the follow-
ing effect:

The Dutchess has with great regret received the infor-
mation from Weimar, that I had the intention of proceeding
to Russia and did not contemplate returning before the ex-
piration of the year. As she would be extremely unwilling
to miss my services and those of my wife at the Court-Con-
certs for so long a period, she therefore offered, if I would
give up the journey to Russia, and return speedily to Gotha,
to indemnify my wife, by procuring for her the appointment
of Solo-player at the Court-Concerts, and Teacher of Music
to the Princess.* — Scarcely had I communicated to my wife
the contents of this letter, than I saw how the hope of sooner
rebeholding her childern brought tears of joy into her eyes.

* The Step-daughter of the Dutchess, afterwards married to the Duke
of Coburg, and mother of the present reigning Duke and of His R. H.
the late Prince Albert, Consort of the Queen of England.

9*
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This moved me so deeply, that I at once resolved to give up
the journey. I therefore immediately put myself in commu-
nication with Count Salisch, the new Intendant of the Gotha
Orchestra, and when he had definitively arranged the appoint-
ment of my wife with a suitable salary to commence from
the 1. January 1810, I agreed on my side to return to Gotha
as soon as possible. We therefore hastened our departure
from Breslau to Berlin, and proceeded through Liegnitz to
Glogau, where we gave two Concerts on the 13. and 18. De-
cember, that had been previously arranged for by our musical
friends there, and which were very numerously attended.

Of the Concert at Glogau, I still remember a very ludi-
crous incident. It took place in a building which was perhaps
unique of its kind; for on the basement were the Butcher’s
shambles, on the first floor the Concert-Saloon, and above that
the Theatre of the town. As the Saloon was very low and
much overcrowded, it soon became insufferably hot. The public,
therefore, soon demanded that a trap-door in the ceiling of
the Saloon should be opened, which could be effected from the
Pit of the Theatre overhead. Now, however, the key of the
Theatre was nowhere to be found, the latter not having been
used during the whole of the winter; a long pole was there-
fore brought with which to push up the door. At first, it
would not move; but upon several men combining their strength,
it sprung suddenly, open, and at the same moment let down
upon the ladies sitting underneath such a shower of dust,
cherry -stones, apple-peel and the like, the accumulation of
years, in the pit, that not only were they completely covered,
but the whole orchestra and audience envelloped in such a
cloud of dust, that at first nobody could make out what it
really was. When it had cleared off again, the ladies endea-
voured as well as they could to free their necks and dresses
from the dirt; the Musicians cleaned their instruments, and
the Concert was continued.

We found Berlin very full of strangers, and in a state
of festive excitement in expectation of the return of the Court,
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which ever since the unfortunate battle of Jena had continued
to reside in Konigsherg. The moment was favourable for giving
Concerts, and even before the arrival of the Court we had
a numerous audience at our first. Of our performances, the
Editor of the Musical Journal says: ‘‘Yesterday, the 4. Ja-
nuary, the Director of Concerts in Gotha, Herr Spokr, gave
a Concert at the Theatre. Of his own Compositions he played
a Violin- Concerto in G -Minor, with a Spanish Rondo, a Pot-
Pourri for the Violin, and with his wife an accomplished and
most expressive player, a Sonata for pedal-Harp and Violin,
also of his composition. The Musical Journal has already
frequently spoken in praise of this talented Virtuoso, and re-
cently also adverted to this composition. In the present in-
stance, also, both his Compositions and his Play were highly
commended. Particularly admired were the double chords, the
distances, and the shakes which Herr Spokr executed with the
greatest skill, and by the impassioned expression of his play,
especially in the Adagio, he won every heart. We hope, to
hear this estimable Artiste-Couple again next week.”

On the 10. took place the Public Entry of the returning
Court. It was indeed an affecting scene, when the King seated
by the side of his Wife in an open carriage, drove slowly
through the crowded streets, greeted by the acclamations of
thousands and by the waving of handkerchiefs from every
window. The Queen seemed deeply affected; for tear after
tear was seen to steal from her beautiful eyes. In the eve-
ning the City was splendidly illuminated.

On the following day, we gave our second Concert. Early
in the morning we were beseiged with questions, whether the
Court would be there. We could as yet afford no informa-
tion on the subject; but when about noon, the Queen sent for
tickets, the news of it spread through the City like wildfire,
and the auditory now came in such crowds that the spacious
Saloon could scarcely hold them. I played, as I see by the
notice in the Musical Journal, my third Concerto in C-Major;
and with my pupil Hildebrandt who was on a visit to a re-
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lation in Berlin, my Concertante in A-Major. The precision
of our Duo-playing was the same as usual, and here, as in
Gotha gained for us the most lively applause. But the critic,
nevertheless does not appear to have been wholly of the same
opinion, since he expresses himself as follows: ‘‘Both Players
in the Concertante played not only together, but as one; and
though this merits on the one hand praise and even elicits as-
tonishment, yet on the other, it is somewhat uniform and mo-
notonous; one missed and regretfully, that charm which derives
from the union of things different in themselves, when through
that very unison the difference is still observable — instead
of being a union of accord, it was one and the same thing.”
— This sounds very sensible, and yet has very little sense
in it! The two Solo-voices of this Concertante are written in
such a manner that their full effect is only to be attained by
the closest union of play. But to achieve that in the highest
degree, is possible only when both players are of the same
school and have the same style of execution. In fact, it is
even necessary that their Instruments should possess a like
power, and as much as possible the same qualities of tone.
These were all combined in my Pupil and me; hence the great
effect of our Duo-playing. At a subsequent period in my tra-
vels both in Germany and abroad, I have played that Con-
certante with several of the most celebrated Violinists of the
day, who as Virtuosi stood higher than my pupil Hildebrandt,
but with them I never could attain the same effect as in my
play with him, their school and mode of execution being too
dissimilar from mine.

It was at first my intention to return to Gotha direct
from Berlin, in order to keep my promise. But being informed
by a musical friend in Hamburgh that it was then a most fa-
vourable time of the year to give Concerts, I wrote to Gotha
requesting a few weeks more extension of leave, to visit Ham-
burgh before my return. It was granted to me.

Hamburgh was at that time in the possession of the
French, who had laid a severe interdict upon all commerce
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with England. The then even very rich merchants had there-
fore little to do, and the more leisure to occupy themselves
with Music and Concerts. As we were now preceeded by a
good artistic reputation, our first Concert, which we gave on
the 8. February in the Apollo-Saloon was exceedingly well
attended, and brought in at the high admission-price of one
Hamburgh Species, nearly 400 thalers. Our play in that Con-
cert having made a great sensation, the receipts increased at
the second, on 21. February, to the large sum of 1015 Thalers.
Between those two Concerts we gave one also at Lubeck on
the 14. which we had been invited to do by the Musical ama-
teurs of that place, and, lastly, played also at Altona in the
Museum, for a moderate remuneration.

Highly gratified with the business we had done, we were
now on the point of leaving; when the Secretary to the French
Governor called upon us, and invited us in his name to give
a third Concert, as he and his Circle had missed the oppor-
tunity of hearing us. Under the apprehension that a third
would not be well attended, as I hesitated in my reply, the
gentleman added, that he was charged to take two hundred
tickets for the Governor and his friends. All hesitation on
my part- was now dismissed, and on the 3. March we gave a
third Concert, which again brought a receipt of 510 thalers.

At that time, in Hamburgh, I first became personally ac-
quaintained with Andreas Romberg and the Director of Music
Schwenke. Both those celebrated Artistes received me in the
most friendly manner, and rendered me every possible assis-
tance in my concerts. Romberg took care to provide a good
Orchestra and directed it himself, and Schwenke, the dreaded
critic, undertook to announce the Concerts in the newspapers.
As his opinion was considered the highest authority, the fa-
vourable manner in which he introduced the Artiste-Pair to
the notice of the Public, and afterwards pronounced upon
our performance, and upon my compositions, contributed
not a little to the great success we met with in Hamburgh.
Both those Artistes lived amid an agreable family circle and
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were much pleased when I and my wife looked in upon them
at tea-time. We then chatted on nothing but Music, and
many were the entertaining and instructive discussions that
arose. Romberg took great pleasure in reverting to his former
residence in Paris, and related many piquante incidents of the
musical celebrities there. Schwenke amused us highly with
his witty but biting criticism, which scarcely spared any one.
I might therefore well be proud that my Compositions and
Play were favourably spoken of by him. The specialities
touched upon by Schwenke in these discussions were very in-
structive for me, and I was therefore always delighted when
I met him at these Music-Parties. At this time, Quartetts were
much played in Hamburgh, and Romberg had studied his Quar-
tett admirably, in which the execution of the Violincellist Prell
formed a most attractive feature. It was therefore a pleasure
to join them. Romberg only played particular Quartetts, and
though no great Virtuoso on his instrument, executed them
with skill and taste. But he only grew right warm with the
subject, when he could smoke his pipe at his ease while Quar-
tett-playing*. 1 played his favorites among the Quartetts of
Mozart and Beethoven and in this instance, also, excited much
sensation by my truthful rendering of the distinctive characters
of each. Schwenke expressed himself thereon in the most
eloquent terms. At his desire, also, I was obliged to play
two of my own Quartetts. I did it unwillingly, as they no
longer came up to the standard I now prescribed to myself
in that kind of composition. This I expressed also without
reserve; but they pleased nevertheless, and found grace even
from Schwenke’s sharp criticism. Romberg was of a different
opinion. He said to me with ingenuous openheartedness: ,,Your
Quartetts will not do yet; they are far behind your Orchestral
pieces!” Much as I agreed with him, yet it wounded me to
hear another express that opinion. When therefore, a few

* Bernhard Romberg, also, constantly smoked while playing, and I

once heard him in his house at Gotha, executed his most difficult Concerto
in F-Minor, without taking the pipe from his mouth.
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years afterwards 1 wrote some Quartetts in Vienna, which
seemed to me more worthy of my other Compositions, I de-
dicated them to Romberg, in order to shew him that I could
now write Quartetts, “which would do.”

At one of the Musical Parties where 1 and my wife were
present, a comical misunderstanding arose which excited much
laughter.

A rich Jew banker, who had heard my Quartett-playing
much praised, was desirous to give his Circle a treat, and so
he invited me to his house. Although, I knew that I should
meet an auditory there but little able to appreciate such high
class Music, I could not well refuse, as the wealthy man had
taken forty tickets for each of my concerts. I therefore accepted
the invitation, but on the condition that the best Artistes of Ham-
burgh should be invited to accompany me. This was promised,
and upon my entering the brillant company I not only found Rom-
berg was present, but saw another distinguished violinist. Just
as the Quartett-playing was about to begin a fourth Violinist made
his appearance with his instrument, and we now saw with astonish-
ment that the master of the house had invited Violinists only.
As a good Accountant, he knew that to play a Quartett, four
persons were necessary, but not that a Violist and Violincellist
should be among them. To extricate him from his perplexity,
he was advised to send quickly for Herr Prell at the Theatre.
But as the performances were already over there, in spite of
every endeavour, neither he nor any other Violincellist could
be found, and the company would have been obliged to se-
parate without any music, had not I and my wife played one
of our sonatas. If the musical knowledge of this Macenas of
Art was but little, his delicacy was still less. For when I
took leave of him that evening, he went to his writing table
and taking out 40 Species, said as he held them out to me:
“I hear, you are going to give a third Concert; send me forty
more tickets; I have still, it is true, almost all the others,
but will take new ones, nevertheless.” Indignant at the mean-
ness of the rich Jew, I declined to take his money, and said:
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“The former tickets, certainly, do not admit to the next Con-
cert; but yours shall. You will not therefore require any new
ones.” And so I left him standing embarrassed and ashamed
before his company, and turned my back upon him. On the
day of the Concert, nevertheless, one of the servants of the
Hebrew Cresus came for the forty tickets.

Before I left Hamburgh, another offer was made to me
that gave me much pleasure. The celebrated Theatrical-Ma-
nager, Actor, and Play- writer Schrider, who for nearly ten
years had lived in retirement, and had then let his Theatre
to other speculators, was suddenly seized with the desire to
resume the management after the expiration of their lease.
The Play-going public of Hamburgh were rejoiced at this, for
they looked forward to see their Stage reassume the distin-
guished rank to which it had formerly attained under Schro-
der’s direction. The new management was to commence with
the year 1811, and open at first with several new Plays and
Operas. Schrider himself had already written a number of
Plays and Comedies, for the occasion, and had procured the
librettos of four Operas, for which the music was now to be
composed. Three of these were already in the hands of Winter
of Munich, of Andreas Romberg and Clasing the teacher of
music in Hamburgh; but the fourth “Der Zweikampf mit der
Geliebten“ of Schink was offered to me for composition. The
negotiator in this matter, was a former acquaintance of mine,
Schmidt, the actor, previously on the Magdeburgh but now on
the Hamburgh stage.

Little satisfied as I had hitherto been with my Dramatic
labours, the desire to make another trial was by no means
diminished. I therefore accepted the offer without much pre-
liminary enquiry about the conditions, and without submit-
ting the libretto destined for me to any proof. The conditions
were nevertheless very fair. A written agreement was drawn
up in which these were stipulated and signed by both parties.
I undertook to deliver my composition in the spring of 1811,
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and to go to Hamburgh in the course of the summer, to di-
rect the three first representations of the opera.

With the prospect of a pleasant task before me, I now
gladly returned to the quiet of Gotha. But I was somewhat
anxious lest the Dutchess might have felt offense at our pro-
tracted absence, and I was the more confirmed in that fear
when upon paying our visit of return, to the Dutchess, we
were not received. We saw her therefore for the first time
again at the Court-Concert. As I well knew that the surest way
to make our peace with her, was to appear in this at once,
I played one of my Sonatas with my wife, and afferwards
the Dutchess’s favorite Variations of Rode in G- Major. This
had the desired effect; for at the end of the Concert, the
Dutchess advanced towards us, greeted us in the most friendly
manner, and would not permit us to finish our apologies.
With our mind at rest, we could now fully enjoy the happi-
ness of being once more united to our children.

As soon as we again felt at home, I longed to commence
the composition of the Opera I had brought with me. I now
first saw, upon a nearer examination of the libretto, that I
had not drawn a very great prize. The subject though in
itself not uninteresting, had been worked out in a manner that
little suited me. 1 felt the pecessity for some alterations, and
therefore applied first to Herr Schrider for permission to make
them. This was readily conceded, and with the assistance of
a young Poet in Gotha, I altered what did not please me, but
saw later on its representation, that I-ought also to have
erased many other things. I was then, however, still too little
experienced in Dramatic-writing.

Scarcely had I begun the Composition of the first acts of
the Opera, than I was called away from it by another task.
In the spring, Bischoff, the Leader of the choir at Franken-
hausen, came to Gotha, and offered me the Direction of a
Musical Festival, which he purposed to give in the church
of his town, in the course of the summer. He had already
secured the assistance of the most celebrated Singers, as well
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s of e modt dntivguinbed menbers of the Court-Orchestras
A e wayiismrug Tirngias Capitals. a2d therefore had 1o
douln A 10 Bt brius suceess. As the jumyr Drecor
oA thene Court-Orchentras. 1 42t not a bintle flartered at hav-
iy tiw Leaderiisp offered 1o me. and accepted it wih plea-
sare, although | bad never yet directed so large am Orchestra
ad Clorus vaapany as would be there assembled 1 was
now ohliged to lay aside for ssme time the work 1 had be-
gun, Lr Hermstedt urgently bessuzht me to write another
wew Clarinet-Coucerto for him. to play at the Festival. Al-
though sorry o be distarbed in my studies. I allowed myself
to be persuaded, and finished it in sufficient time for Herm-
sodt v practive it well under my direction. This first Muo-
wical Festival at Frankenhausen, which at that time attracted
great attention in the Musical World, and gave rise both on
the Elbe, the Rhine, in North- Germany and Switzerland, to
the institution of similar Musical Festivals, found in Herr Ger-
ber, the author of the Musical - Lexicon, so eloquent a Com-
mentator, that I think I cannot do better than quote in part
here his notice, in the 12. Annual-Volume Nr. 47 of the Mu-
sical Journal:

“(m the 20. and 21. of June, a Musical-Festival was ce-
lebrated in Frankenhausen, a Town in the Schwarzburg-Ru-
dolstadt Circle, four leagues from Sondershausen; at which
Haydn's “Creation* was performed, and a Grand Concert; a
Festival as remarkable for the successful manner in which the
numerous difficulties attending the arrangement of the whole
had been overcome, as for the high degree of excellence ex-
hibited in the presence of thousands, who had gathered to hear
it from a distance of twenty leagues round. When it is con-
widered that we are here speaking of a country town in Thu-
ringia, in which the Musical-personel consisted alone of the
“Stadt-Musicus” and his assistants, with the vocalists of the
Choir, the possibility of accomplishing such an undertaking
must excito the greatest surprise . . . .

“The Precentor Herr Bischoff of Frankenhausen, a young,
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active man, and an enthusiast in his love for Music, who
already in 1804, with the assistance of his neighbours and a
few members of the Ducal Orchestra of Gotha, under the
leadership of Concert-Director Fischer of Erfurt, and Ernst
of Gotha, performed “The Creation” in the principal church
of that place with about eighty Singers and Instrumentalists
to the great satisfaction of the hearers; felt thereby encouraged
to reproduce once more that great master-piece, according to
the idea of its great Composer with #wo hundred Singers and
Instrumentalists. His purpose was long hindered by the pas-
sage to and fro of foreign troops. At length in the present
apparent calm in Germany, he undertook to carry it out.
With that view he had some time previously visited Weimar,
Rudolstadt, Gotha and Erfart; to several towns he sent written
invitations, and as these were everywhere favourably received,
early on the 19. June, 101 Singers and 106 Instrumentalists,
for the most part of Thuringia, had assembled for the rehear-
sal, and among these, twenty Artistes from Gotha with their
celebrated Director, Concert-Master Spokr.

“The Assistants were partly graduated Musicians, and
Members of Orchestra, partly Dilletanti and Virtuosi of first
rank, each with his own instrument, and most of them already
familiar with the “Creation”. . . .

“Of this assemblage, the following Orchestra was formed:
Director, Concert-Master Spvkr; Soprano-Solo, Madame Scheid-
ler from Gotha; Tenor-Solo, ‘“Kammer - Singer” Methfessel
from Rudolstadt; Bass-Solo, “Kammer-8inger” Strohmeyer of
Weimar; Organ, Director Fischer and Professor Scheibner,
both of Erfurt; Pianiste, Director Krille from Stollberg; Di-
rector of the Chorus, Precentor Bischoff of Frankenhausen;
Chorists, Soprani 28, Alti 20, Tenori 20, Bassi 30.”

Here follow the names of all the Musicians, and a des-
cription of the arrangement of the Orchestra. The notice
then continues:

,,This appropriate and excellent arrangement, by which
each had ‘sufficient room, and the Director constantly in view,
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contributed without doubt not a little after one rehearsal only
to the successful execution of so great a work of art, new to
many, and exceedingly difficult, as was in particular produced
on the second day:

“1) A grand new Overture for full Orchestra (with bas-
soons also) by Spokr. 2) A grand Italian Scena for Bass by
Righini, sung by Strohmeyer. 3) A grand new Clarinet Con-
certo, written expressly for this Festival by Spokr, and played
by Director Hermstedt. After which 4) Concert-Master Fischer
played upon the full Organ an artistic Introduction to the
last Chorus from Haydn’s “Seasons”. This was followed 5) by
a Double-Concert for two Violins (also of Spohkr’s original-
Composition) played by himself and Mafthdi. 6) A grand
Rondo from a Concerto in D-Major by Bernard Romberg, ar-
tistically played by Doteauer, and lastly, Beethoven’s C-Major
Symphony. . . .

“Herr Spohr’s leading with a roll of paper, without the
least noise, and without the slightest contortion of countenance,
might be called a graceful Leading if that word were sufficient
to express the precision and influence impressed by his move-
ments upon the whole mass, strange both to him and to it-
self. To this happy talent in Herr Spohr I ascribe in great
part the excellence and precision — the imposing power, -as
well as the soft blending of this numerous Orchestra with the
voices of the Singers in the execution of “The Creation.”

“The full toned yet flexible voice of Madame Scheidler, so
well adapted to a large church, the expressive execution of
the Art-experienced Herr Mefhfessel, the magnificent bass-
voice of Herr Strohmeyer, indisputably the finest I ever heard,
reaching from Contra D to G on the second line, . . . . these
three Solo-Singers, in unison with so many distinguished Vir-
tuosi leading every Voice, where each sang or played volunta-
rily and with pleasure, justify me in affirming that this execu-
tion of “The Creation” was the most powerful, most expressive
and in a word the most successful that I had ever heard.....

“The Overture with which the Concert began on the
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following day, belongs properly considered to the Master-pieces
in modulation. Almost with every new bar, one Ingamno suc-
ceeds the other, so that it may be looked upon as a connected
series of studies in modulation. Probably, this restlessness,
this vacillation, has reference to the character of the “Alruna”
for which drama this was written. Great, however as the
effect of this Overture may certainly be in a Theatre, yet
as Concert- Music it did not appear to make the impress-
ion that might have been expected from its execution by so
good and numerous an orchestra. This result can be explained
in no other way than, in as much as continuously disappointed
hopes depress the spirits and make the mind uneasy, so a
music which to the end disappoints the expectations of the
ear, never satisfies. A profusion of crooked and sometimes
rough passages, leading to no object, to no repose, and to no
further enjoyment, in which the Composer merely keeps the
mind of the hearer in suspense become at length wearisome.
The music of our forefathers 200 years ago, consisted of just
such a profusion of crooked passages, without resting place —
of numberless modulations and sustained terminals. But our
worthy ancestors were as yet wanting in the flowers wherewith
to embellish and make a little resting place interesting, that
is: they were yet wanting in figures of Melody to entertain
their hearers agreably in ome Tone. But how easy would
this have been to the admirable Spokr, who has so many of
the beautiful flowers! The so called contrast in great Musical
works is by no means to be despised; and least of all, the
more it is grounded upon human perception and feeling.

“Of the effect of Herr Strohmeyer’s execution of the grand
Scena of Righini, it is here unnecessary to say any thing fur-
ther, since his splendid delivery has had full justice done to
it above. Righini’s charming Song, and admirable instrumenta-
tion are sufficiently known. The Scena kindled the enthusiasm
of the whole audience.

“Spohr’s Clarinet-Concerto in E-Minor, played by Hermstedt,
is indisputably one of the most perfect Artistic Works of the
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kind. A grand and brilliant handling of the concerted instru-
ments, combined with a most original accompaniment for the
Orchestra, in which as it were each instrument even the kettle-
drum, .is obligato, and which for that reason requires a more
than usually practised and attentive Orchestra, entitles it to
be so considered. The third, Polonaise-like theme, is parti-
cularly remarkable, in which one knows not whether to ad-
mire most the brilliancy of the artistic Soli's or the admi-
rably elaborated Tutti's — in the latter of which, the wind
instruments seem actually to engage each other in a Thema-
tic struggle. This artistic work is moreover conspicuous for
the cheerful spirit that pervades it throughout. The admirable
execution of this Concerto did great honour to the Composer,
the Player and the whole Orchestra; and set thousands of
hands among the audience in lively and continuous motion.
“Hereupon, Concert-Master Fischer surprised the Orchestra
as well as the audience not a little, by falling in with the full
Organ, in order to introduce the now ensuing chorus of the
Finale, in C-Major. This novel kind of Music, of which nothing
bhad been heard at the rehearsal, its artistic commecting of
the Voices, its harmonious turns and masterly modulations
made every member of the Orchestra doubly attentive. For
some minutes he may have entertained the audience in this
manner, when, he dwellt upon the dominant, and to keep the
expectation yet more alive for the entry of the Chorus, by
means of a sort of Organ-Point, formed a close at this inter-
val. This was no sooner observed by Herr Spokr, than he
lifted his roll of paper, and scarcely had the last organ-tone
ceased, when the whole Orchestra fell in with the first single
chord C of the Chorus; which C, the trumpets had then to sus-
tain alone to the end of the bar. This was executed with the
greatest punctuality. One of the trumpeters, only, preoccupied
with the Organ play, had forgotten to change his mouth piece
and g0 blew on in E-Minor. In an instant Herr Spokr made
a motion, and nothing more of the second bar was heard
from the Orchestra. Upon this Herr Fischer instantly fell in
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again with the Organ, continued his Prelude, and this time
closed in form with the dominant C-Major — just as if that
occurrence had been intentionally introduced.

“As no pause whatever in the music took place, so that,
except by the Orchestra, it would have been difficult for any
one to have remarked this oversight, it might have been wholly
concealed, were it not to be feared, that experienced Musicians
might laugh at my here repeated assurances of nothing but
faultless and successful performances by an Orchestra collected
from twenty leagues round, after one rehearsal only, in the
same manner as our present newspaper political reports are
frequently ridiculed.

“After a pause of about a quarter of an hour, Herr Spokr
resumed his Violin, Herr Matthdi drew nearer to him, and
now those two admirable Artistes, by their perfect execution
of a double Concerto of Herr Spokr afforded us the most lively
enjoyment of alternating admiration, astonishment and plea-
sure. They seemed frequently in open feud for superority in
artistic execution, then became as it were reconciled and poured
forth together the most harmonious roulades upon the liste-
ners. The precision, and the rapidity with which they took
up and combined their respective tones, was worthy of admi-
ration. The quite original Adagio of this masterly work which
now followed, commenced with a Trio for two Violincellos,
impressively performed by Herren Preissing and Miiller, and
for a Contra-Bass, by Herr Wach of Leipsic. When these
three had ended their soft melodious play, a Quadro in long
drawn and tied chords, as though "from a Harmonica, but
somewhat deeper, was heard. It had a thrilling, and sweet
effect. Everybody looked round to the Bassi and Violi, from
which this heavenly harmony seemed to bave in part proceeded,
but every arm was still, and the bows of Herren Spokr and
Matthii moved alone. It was they alone, also, who had played
that Quadro — and with a purity, that upon the taking up
of the Con-sonants after releasing the ties, the ear was fre-
quently moved with a singularly deep felt charm. After a

SPOHR, Autobjography. L 10
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second similar Violincello-trio, the Quadro of the two Con-
certo-voices recommenced, and proceeded to the close. The
last Thesis accorded fully with the science and beauty of the
first.

“Upon this, Herr Dotzauer advanced to the front music-
desk, and played, owing probably to the shortness of the re-
maining time, a Rondo, but a Rondo of masterly elaboration
and very difficult, from a Violincello-Concerto in D-Major by
Bernard Romberg, with an execution, roundness and force
in the sustained passages, and with a lightness, purity, ex-
pression, and silvery tone in the melodic parts of the higher
octaves, that in his performance of this Rondo alone, he dis-
played in the most admirable manner his great mastery of his
instrument.

“ Beethoven’s Symphony in C-Major; indisputably his most
pleasing and popular one, formed the conclusion. It could not
have been executed with more grace, fire and precision. The Cho-
rus of wind instruments in the 7740 of the Minuett afforded par-
ticular enjoyment. One imagined to hear the tones of an ex-
ceedingly pure harmonica. A general and long continued ap-
plause evinced the thanks and satisfaction of the audience with
the choice of the masterly compositions performed, and with
the manner inwhich they had been executed by the assembled
artists.

“Though we commenced by adverting to the difficulties
which had been surmounted by the gentleman who carried out
this undertaking, both in the arrangements for the mental and
bodily recreation of his numerous guests, we feel it a duty to
add yet something in respect to the latter, a by no means easy
thing to effect in so small a town.

“The hundred Chorists were distributed among the dif-
ferent Inns, where they found both hed and board. ‘“The
whole of the Virtuosi, Singers and Dilettanti were on the
other hand received into respectable private houses. But
in order to render the stay of the kind lovers of Music who
had met together from such distgnt places, as agreable to
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them as possible, Herr Bischoff had made a sacrifice of the
flower garden immediately behind his house, and converted
it into a& Dining-room. The Saloon erected for this pur-
pose was decorated with green branches the pleasing freshness
of whose verdure secemed a friendly welcome to the company.

“In this Saloon, the tables were laid out, and the repasts
served. It was a pleasure to behold so many worthy Artists
and Lovers of Art assembled here for one and the same pur-
pose, proceeding thence to their labour of Love, and return-
ing therefrom to meet here anew for cheerful enjoyment, and
to pay unanimous and hearty tribute to the great father Haydn,
the excellent Spokr and many other first rate Artists in
brimming glasses. The hilarity of the supper table was ge-
nerally heightened by lively and well sung songs. Fine voices
joined, and sang Quartetts and Canons; Herr Methfessel taking
his guitar would entertain the company with pleasing Ballads,
and touching Romances of his own Composition; by way of
change, he then sang a Comic Song, or two, and exhibited
his liveliness of fancy, his richness of invention, wit, and hu-
mour of expression, as well as his intimate knowledge of tone
and harmony. Herr Hachmeister, the Assessor of mines from
Clausthal taking then the guitar from him in turn, charmed
the company with National Songs in the Thuringian dialect,
replete with such wit and humour as compelled the hearer
despite himself, to laugh at the cares of life.”

I and my wife, made many agreable acquaintances among
the artistes and friends of Art then assembled in Franken-
hausen, among others, that of Amtsrath Lsider of Catlenburg,
who up to the present time has remained one of my most
intimated friends. Ldider then resided in the neighbourhood
of Bremen and was upon a journey of business to Berlin. On
arriving at the foot of the Hartz mountains, his postillion in-
formed him of the approaching Musical Festival in Franken-
hausen and pictured to him in so attractive a shape the Mu-
sical treat that was to be expected there, that Liider imme-
diately made him diverge from the road, and take the direc-

10*
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tion of Frankenhausen. Arrived there, his first care was to
enquire for me, to ask permission to be present at all the
rehearsals. This was not only very readily granted, but I
also invited my new acquaintance whose enthusiasm for Art
greatly pleased me, to join our meetings under the tent at
dinner and supper. Here in the hours intervening between
the rehearsals and the performances, amid artistic enjoyments
seasoned with lively sallies of wit and good humour, a social
intercourse sprang up so delightful, that all who shared in
it will assuredly have looked back upon it with the greatest
satisfaction. A small circle of similarly minded enthusiasts
for Art had especially gathered round me, and we soon be-
came so mutually attached, that after the close of the Festival
it became difficult to separate, and an excursion together to
the Kyffhiuser was determined upon. On this mountain-ex-
cursion which was favoured by the most beautiful weather, it
was the Singer Methfessel from Rudolstadt, who more parti-
cularly kept the eompany in the merriest mood by his in-
exhaustible humour. I still remember with great pleasure
an improvised Capucin-sermon which he preached from the
chancel of a ruined cloister, in which he interwove in a half
gerious, half comical manner the chief incidents of the Musi-
cal - festival. Krom the summit of the Kyffhiuser, he sang
also the praise of the Emperor Barbarossa, and urged him to
a speedy resurrection for the final enfranchisement of Germany. *

* According to the ancient legend, the belief in which was once po-
pular throughout Germany; Frederick Barbarossa, seated at a stone table
in the vaulted tower of the Imperial Castle of the Kyffhiuser. awaits since
600 years the hour of Germany’s regeneration, in order to reappear once
mere in the vigour of life, prepared for new works and achievements for
the glory and well being of a united Germany. The red beard of the
Emperor grows round the table of stone in front of him, and so soon as
it has wholly grown round it for the third time, Frederick will awake.
His first act will then produce a symbol of his further mission. He will
hang his shicld upon a withered trece, which will then suddenly shoot
out its buds and leaves again. till it is covered anew with verdant life
and beauty! Such is the legend, the origin of which dates far back into
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Arrived again at the foot of the mountain, the new friends
were reluctantly obliged to part, and each returned to his
home highly gratified.

I immediately resumed the composition of my Opera, and
finished it in the course of the winter of 1810 —1811. Be-
sides this, in my catalogue appears the following Works at
this period: A Violin-concerto afterwards published by Pe-
ters, a Sonata for Harp and Violin (Op, 114, by Schuberth)
and an Italian aria, alla Polacca, with Violin Obligato, which -
was never engraved. I wrote the latter at the request of
Prince Frederick von Gotha, brothér of the Duke, who gifted
with a pleasing tenor voice, frequently sang in the Court-
concerts, and much wished to have an Air with Violin ac-
companiment of my composition. It was frequently sung,
particularly when visitors were at court.

The Prince was an amiable well meaning man, who in-
terested himself in Music much more than his brother, and who,
with the Dutchess, kept alive the interest for the Court- con-
certs. Unfortunately he was subject to an incurable complaint,
epilepsy, with which he was seized every fourteen days, (in
later years, still more frequently) which kept him down from
12 to 15 hours at a time. He was then deprived of the use
of all his limbs, and the organs of speech and the muscles
of his face were the only parts that remained unaffected.
During these dreadful attacks he would lie in bed as motion-
less as a corpse; but was always pleased when any one visited
him, and entertained him with conversation. From the con-
tinual recurrence of these attacks he had become so accustomed
to his condition, that he could be quite cheerful during their
duration. His physicians considered that a milder climate

the middle agee, and must be considered as a long subsisting expression
of that yearning of the popular mind in Germany which under long en-
during circumstances of political oppression looked towards the future with
hopes of enfranchisement and relicf, and whieh associated those hopes and
aspirations with the memory of an hononred name.

(Note of Translator.)
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would be most likely to cure him, and tor that reason sent
him to Italy. I met him in Rome during my tour in Italy
in 1816; and mention will therefore be frequently made of him
at that part of my narrative.

In the spring of 1811, the Precentor Bischoff again paid
me a visit, and invited me to conduct a second grand Musi-
cal Festival which he intended giving in Frankenhausen. He
also begged me to play a Violin-Concerto on the second day
"of the Concert, and to write a grand Symphony for the opening.
Although I had not yet attempted that kind of Musical com-
position, I acceded with pleasure to his request.

In this manner the opportunity presented itself for another
interesting task, and I immediately set about it with spirit.
Although hitherto it had been usual with me to lose after a
time all taste for my first essays in a new style of Com-
position, this Symphony was an exception to the rule, for
it has pleased me even in after years. As I had previously
practised it very carefully with my Orchestra, which was com-
posed of the élite of the Frankenhausen Orchestra, although
we could have but one rehearsal of it, it was nevertheless
executed in an admirable manner at the Festival, and met,
particularly from those who took part in it, with an enthu-
siastic reception. I felt highly gratified at this, more even
than at the applause I gained as Solo-player. In Leipsic
also, where the Symphony was executed in the Drapers’-House-
Concert, it met with great approbation, as is shewn in a no-
tice of the Musical Journal, which says: “Spokr’s new and
yet unpublished Symphony excited the interest and admiration
of all real lovers of music. Both in invention and elabora-
tion, we consider it not only to surpass all that we know of
the Orchestral -Music of this Master, but confess also, that
for many years we have scarcely heard a new work of this
kind, which possesses so much novelty and originality, without
singularity and affection; so much richness and science, with-
out artifice and bombast. We may therefore confidently pre-
dict, that when published, it will become a favorite piece with
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every great and skilled Orchestra, and with all serious and
cultivated Auditories; -but it requires both.”

Besides this Symphony, I had also written for the Musi-
cal Festival at Hermstedt’s earnest solicitation, Variations for
the Clarinet, with Orchestral accompaniment, upon themes
from the “Opferfest” which he performed with his usual skill.
This Composition, (published by Schlesinger in Berlin as Op. 80)
which carries out those themes with a more artistic Fantasia-
like freedom, than as Variations, were greatly admired by
Musicians and connoisseurs.

On the afternoon of the second day, the Musical Festival
was followed by a family féte in the house of the projector. A
few weeks before, a son had been born to him, who was now
christened. He had invited the whole of the assistants to be
godfathers, who now in holiday attire ranged themselves round
the altar at the church. I held the infant son over the
baptismal font, and gave him my name ‘“Louis”. When the
clergyman put the question to me and the other godfathers,
whether we would take care that the child should receive a
Christian education, a solemn ‘“Yes” from full three hundred
voices echoed through the church. A Chorus executed by the
singers, with Organ accompaniment, terminated the holy ce-
remony.

At this second Festival my gratification was still more
enhanced by the presence of my parents among the auditory,
and that they took a lively part in the social gaieties under
the tent. The projector was no less satisfied with his specu-
lation, and thus this Festival terminated like that of the pre-
vious year, to the satisfaction of all.

Shortly after my return, I received intelligence from Ham-
burgh that my Opera, which I had sent in in the spring,
had been at length distributed and that its representation
would take place in the first days of November. I therefore
applied for a month’s leave of absence for myself and wife, and
set out with her, in the middle of October, via Hanover, where
I intended giving a concert. As this was the first Opera of
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mine that was to be represented, I was in a state of great
anxiety. The shock I felt may therefore be readily imagined,
upon receiving a letter in Hanover from the manager Schri-
der, informing me that the Opera would not be produced, be-
cause the Prima Donna Madame Becker refused to take the
part assigned to her, and that according to the theatrical laws
she was perfectly justified in doing so.

The matter was in this wise: Previous to beginning my
work, I had certainly taken pains to inquire of Herr Schwenke
respecting the range of voice and the capabilities of the Ham-
burgh singers, and in accordance therewith, I had constructed
the chief parts of the opera. But as I was without all ex-
perience in these things, I had neglected to ascertain the per-
sonal appearance of the singers, so that, for Madame Becker,
a small, delicate figure, I had written the part of Donna Isa-
bella, who seeks for her faithless lover at the Court of Prin-
cess Matilda disguised in man’s clothes, and at last challenges
him to mortal combat armed cap-a-pied as a knight. So long
a8 Madame Becker, knew no more about the Opera than her
part, she was highly satisfied and began to practice with great
zeal. But as soon as she had read the libretto, she declared,
that she could not undertake the part, as she would make
herself perfectly ridiculous. Exceedingly annoyed at my mis-
take I set off for Hamburgh, to remedy it wherever possible,
and to induce the representation of the opera. I found old
Schroder in very low spirits, and exceedingly dissatisfied with
his theatrical untertaking. But he had every reason to be so.
Several of the performers had failed to make their appearance,
others came too late, and some had not answered the expec-
tations entertained of them; his new Plays and Comedies had
not been very successful, and empty houses had been the re-
sult. Of the four Operas which he had Music written for, two
were already laid aside, because they had displeased. The
one composed by Winter: “Die Pantoffeln” had lived through
some few thinly attended representations; that of Clasing:
“Welcher ist der Rechte?” had been withdrawn from the Re-
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pertoire immediately after the first night, for in spite of the
strenuous efforts of Clasing’s numerous friends it was a com-
plete failure.

With such disappointments, it was not to be wondered
that the old grumbler should he mistrustful of my Opera also,
and the more so since the most favorite singer of his theatre
would not lend her aid. But when he offered me payment of
the sum agreed-for it, and at the same time laid it aside with-
out baving given it a trial, I was much hurt and protested
against it in the most positive manner. At length after much
entreaty, I obtained Schroder’s consent that I should make
a trial of it with another singer, who hitherto had played only
in secondary characters, and practise her in the réle refused
by Madame Becker. In this singer, a Madame Lichtenkeld, 1
found great willingness and natural capacity, and when I had
simplified the most difficult bravura passages of the part to
her powers of execution, I succeeded well with her. Thus at
length the rehearsals could be commenced, and when Schrd-
der had heard one, and had become convinced that Madame
Lichtenheld would fill the part satisfactorily, the first repre-
sentation was announced for the 15. November. My former
musical acquaintances one and all, including Romberg and
Prell, offered their services to me in the two representations
in which I was to lead the orchestra. Hermstedt, also, who
had come to Hamburgh to give a Concert with my support,
joined them, and undertook the First Clarinet part, for which
there were some telling Soli’s and a concerted accompaniment
or a Soprano-air. With the aid of these distinguished artists
the Orchestra was considerably strengthened, and as the Sin-
gers and the Chorus were likewise well practised, I was al-
ready greatly pleased with the precision with which my music
was performed in the rehearsals, and therefore entertained the
most lively hopes that the Opera would please. Nevertheless
on the evening of the representation, it was not without fresh
anxiety that I took my place at my desk, for it had come to
my ears that, Clasing’s friends would evince an inimical feeling
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towards me in revenge for the failure of his opera. But when
- the music had begun, I thought of that alone, and forgot
every thing else around me. The applause with which the
Overture was received, shewed me, nevertheless, that the un-
friendly party would not make any demonstration; and so it
proved. ~Almost every piece was applauded, and the appro-
bation increased yet more towards the end of the opera.
Upon the fall of the curtain a long sustained storm of applause
was given to the composer.

I ought now to have been very happy, but was by no
means so. Already at the first rehearsal some things in my
music had displeased me. At every fresh rehearsal these were
increased by something new, and before the actual represen-
tation, the half of my Opera had become distasteful to me.
I now thought I well knew how I could have made it better,
and was greatly annoyed that I had not discovered it before.
Yes, indeed, had my work appeared to me in that light on
my arrival at Hamburgh, I should have made no opposition
to Schrider’s intention to lay it aside unperformed. But my
musical friends were of a different opinion; they were exceed-
ingly pleased with this work, and wished me every further
success. Schwenke wrote a full and very landatory criticism
of the Opera, wherein he adroitly combated the well founded
opinion of its opponents, that it contained many reminiscences
of the Operas of Mogart, and while admitting that the form of
the musical pieces as well as the whole design recalled Mosart,
he assigned that, as a recommendatory feature and proof of
its excellence. By this, made watchful of myself, I became sen-
sible of the necessity to break myself of it, and think that I
already fully effected it in “Faust” my next Dramatic work.

With my permission, Schwenke had some time before
made a Piano-forte arrangement from the Opera, which was
now published by Bokm in Hamburgh, and soon found an
extensive circulation.

Of the Concert which I then gave in Hamburgh with my
wife and Hermstedt, I recollect but little more than that the
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latter created a great semsation by his highly cultivated skill.
But I have a clearer recollection of another Concert in Altonsa,
at which we and several of our Hamburgh friends assisted,
and in which all manner of little misfortunes befell us, which
afterwards afforded matter for much merriment.

This Concert was given by a rich Musical - amateur of
Altona, who invited the assistants from Hamburgh to a luxu-
rious dinner. After the company had been at table for two
hours, and addressed themselves diligently to the champaign,
they became so merry and forgetful, that nobody gave a
thought to the Concert that was to follow. The terror there-
fore was general, when a Messenger suddenly appeared, and
announced that the numerous Audience which had assembled
was become impatient and demanded the opening of the
concert. All now hurried to the Concert saloon; although in
reality no one was any lounger in a fit state to make a pub-
lic appearance. It was especially remarkable that, those who
were usually the most timid had now become the most coura-
geous. The Altona dilettanti-Orchestra, who were to serve as
nuclens and support to the Hamburgh Artists, were already
in their places, and the Concert immediately began with an
Overture by Romberg who conducted it himself. He, who was
unjustly accused of taking the fempi of his Compositions too
slow, hurried the Allegro of his Overture this time so much,
that the poor Dilettanti could not keep up with him. Little
therefore was wanting for the whole thing to break down
from the very overture. My wife and I were then to follow
with a Sonata for harp and violin, which as usual we were
about to play without notes. Just as we had seated ourselves,
and I was about to begin, my wife, who at all other times
was self - possession itself, whispered anxiously to me: “For
- Heaven’s sake, Louis, I cannot remember which Sonata we
are to play, nor how it begins!” I hummed softly in her
ear the commencement of it, and restored to her the necessary
calmness and self-possession. Our Play now proceeded with-
out mishap to the end, and was received with great applause.
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It was now Madame Becker's turn to sing an Air, and Rom-
. berg had just led her forward to the raised platform of the
Orchestra, when to the great astonishment of the public, she
all at once ran off, and disappeared in the room adjoining.
Dorette, allarmed lest she should have been taken suddenly
ill, hastened after her. But, both shortly reappeared, and I
now ascertained from my wife, that Madame Becker had found
her breath too short from the effects of the dinner, and was
therefore obliged to have her clothes loosened before she
could sing.

Hermstedt, now followed with a difficult composition of
mine. He, who always when appearing in public, went to
work with the most nervous precision in every thing, em-
boldened now to rashness by the fumes of the champaign, had
screwed on a new and untried plate to the mouthpiece of his
Clarinet, and even spoke vauntingly of it to me as I mounted
the platform of the orchestra. I immediately anticipated no
good from it. The Solo of my composition began with a
long sustained note, which Hermstedt pitched almost inaudibly,
and by degrees encreased to an enormous power, with which
he always produced a great sensation. This time he began
also in the same way, and the public listened to the increasing
volume of tone with wrapt expectancy. But just as he was
about to encrease it to the highest power, the plate twisted,
and gave out a mis-tone, resembling the shrill cry of a goose.
The public laughed, and the now suddenly sobered Virtuoso
turned deadly pale with horror. He nevertheless soon reco-
vered himself, and executed the remainder with his usual
brilliancy, so that there was no want of enthusiastic applause
at the end.

But with poor Schwenrke it fared worse than all. The
waist-buckle of his pantaloons had given way during the din- -
ner, without his being aware of it. When therefore he had
mounted into the orchestra to take the Viol-part in a Pot-
Pourri with Quartett-accompaniment which I played at the
close of the Concert, shortly after he had begun to play, he
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felt his pantaloons begin to slip with every movement he
made in bow-ing. Much too conscientious a Musician, to omit
a note of his part, he patiently waited for the pauses, to pull
up his nethergarment again. His predicament did not long
escape the notice of the public, and occasioned considerable
merriment. But towards the close of the Pot-Pourri, when a
16 movement shook him so roughly, that the downward ten-
tency of his pantaloons made serious progress, and threatened
to exceed the limits of propriety, the public could no longer
restrain itself, and broke out into a general titter. By this
untoward interruption of the execution of my Solo, I was thus
dragged also, into the general calamity of the day.

Op my return to Gotha, I found a letter from Bischoff,
in which he informed me that he had been commanded by:
the Governor of Erfurt to make arrangements for a grand
Musical Festival there, in the ensuing summer, in celebration
of the birthday of Napoleon, August 15. He had already
agreed with him as to the terms, and now asked me to unter-
take its direction, and to write a new Oratorio for the first
day. I bad long desired to try for once, something in the
Oratorio-style, also, and readily consented to the proposal. A
young poet in Erfurt had already offered me the text of an
Oratorio, in which I had found several grand passages for
composition. It was called: “The last Judgement.”

I sent for the libretto, and set to work at once. But I
soon felt that for the Oratorio-style I was yet too deficient
in Counter-point and in Fugeing; I therefore suspended my
work, in order to make the preliminary studies requisite for
the subject. From one of my pupils I borrowed Marpurg’s
“Art of Fuge writing” and was soon deeply and continuously
engaged in the study of that work. After I had written half
a dozen Fugues according to its instructions, the last of which
seemed to me very successful; I resumed the composition of
my Oratorio, and completed it without allowing any thing
else to intervene. According to a memorandum I made, it
was begun in January 1812, and finished in June. There
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would not therefore have been sufficient time to write it out
and practise it before the performance, had 1 not sent the
two first parts of the work to Bischoff, immediately after their
completion. By that means, not only could the Choruses be
carefully practised in it, but I had also sufficient time to study
the Orchestral-parts with my own orchestra, which was again
to form the nucleus of the great Erfurt orchestra. In this
manner, although the work is a very difficult one, I was en-
abled after one general rehearsal only, to effect a tolerably
successful performance of it. One of the Solo-singers, alone,
who sang the part of Satan, did not give me satisfaction.
This part which was written with a powerful instrumentation,
I gave by the advice of Bischoff to a village schoolmaster in
the neighbourhood of Gotha, who was celebrated throughout
the whole district for his colossal bass-voice. In power of
voice he had indeed quite sufficient to outroar a whole Or-
chestra, but in science, and in Music, he could by no means
execute the part in a satisfactory manner. I taught and prac-
tised him in the part myself, and took great pains to assist
him a little, but without much success. For when the day of
public trial came, he had totally forgotten every instruction,
and admonition, and pave such loose to his barbarian voice,
that he first of all frightened the auditory, and then set them
in a roar of laughter. .

From overstraining his voice, he moreover almost always
intonated too high, and by that spoiled several of the most
effective parts of the oratorio. I suffered intensely from this,
and my pleasure in my composition was greatly embittered.
Nevertheless it gave general satisfaction, and was most favour-
ably spoken of in a detailed notice of the Musical Festival
in one of the Thuringian newspapers. Another criticism which
appeared in a South-German (if I am not mistaken a Franc-
fort Journal) found on the other hand much to cavil with in
the work, and was altogether written in a bitter and male-
volent tone. For many years I suspected this malicious cri-
ticism was written by Counsellor André of Offenbach, as he
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was present at the Festival with two of his pupils, Arnold and
Aloys Schmidt. What induced me to suspect him of it, al-
though André had expressed himself to me personally in praise
of the work, I now no longer remember; and in later years
when I questioned him on the subject, he assured me that he
was not the author. I, myself, not only considered the work
the best I had written up to that time, but I thought I
had never heard any thing finer. Even to this day I like so
much some of the choruses and Fuges, as well as the part of
Satan, that I could almost pronounce them to be the most
grand of all I ever wrote. Not so, however, with the other
themes particularly with the Soli-parts of Jesus and Mary.
These are wholly written in the Cantata style of that day
and overladen with bravoura and ornamental passages. Shortly
afterwards, also, I felt the impropriety of this style, and in
later years frequently resolved to re-write those Soli parts.
But when about to begin, it seemed to me as though I could
no longer enter into the spirit of the subject, and so it re-
mained undone. To publish the work as it was I could not
make up my mind. Thus in later years it has lain by with
out any use being made of it.

As the above mentioned Festival in honour of Napoleon’s
birth-day was the last that took place in Erfurt and in Ger-
many just before the Russian Campaign, it was considered to
have been ominous, that the principal Musical piece then per-
formed should have been ‘‘the last Judgement”.

* *
*

In the Autumn of 1812 I again applied for a leave of
absence for myself and wife, which after some reluctance on
the part of the Dutchess was granted. We this time directed °
our journey to Vienna as the least disturbed by the war, and
the passage of troops. Our first stay was at Leipsic, where
we assisted at a Concert given by Hermstedf, and where I
afterwards performed my new oratorio. Of this the Musical
Journal speaks in the following manner :
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“Herr Hermstedt’s Concert as regards the Compositions
executed, was one of the most attractive that could be heard.
With the exception of Mozart’s Overture, and the Scena by
Righini, all the pieces were of the composition of Concert-
Master Spokr, and with the exception of the Clarinet - Con-
certo, all newly written. This Concerto, the first in C-Minor,
and, as a Composition, the most brilliant of all Concerti for
that instrument, was again listened to with great satisfaction.
A grand Sonata for Violin and Harp, played by Herr and
Madame Spokr, the leading theme of which must be pro-
nounced masterly in conception and elaboration, and the se-
cond, consisting of a delightful Pot-Pourri of happily combined
and most pleasingly handled melodies from the “Zauberflite”,
— this as well as each of the other pieces were received with
the warmest approbation. We heard besides another Violin-
Concerto* played by Herr Spokr and a Pot-Pourri for the
Clarinet with Orchestral accompaniment. In the former, the
first Allegro, as regards composition and execution pleased us
least. Here and there, it seemed to us both tricky and over-
laden with ornament, and considering its contents, much too
long; neither was the execution of the Virtuoso every where
sufficiently distinct and clear. But the Adagio, as regards
composition and execution is one of the finest we ever heard
on this instrument, we may even say the very finest that was
ever produced by any Virtuoso.”

Of the Oratorio, also, it speaks upon the whole, favour-
ably. It contains not only “many details that are original
and attractive, some even that are really charming, but which,
also, too closely crowd upon and obliterate each other.” Every
hearer whether he agrees or not with Spokr in his idea of
an Oratorio, that is, whether he may be disposed or not to
tolerate its combination of almost every kind of treatment and
style, or rather, to see them replace each other in turn —
yet every hearer must be impressed with a lively interest in

* This must have been the 6. (Op. 28).
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this work, and experience a real pleasure not unmingled with
astonishment at several of its principal parts.”

According to a notice in the Musical Journal of the 8. No-
vember, I do not appear to have made any stay at Dresden,
upon this journey. But in Prague I gave a Concert on the
12. November, and eight days after, my Oratorio at the Theatre.
A very favourable notice of the former appears in the Musi-
cal Journal, which adverts especially to the “‘enchanting unity”
of execution, from which the most perfect harmonic marriage
of the two admirable artistes was to be recognised.

Of the performance of the Oratorio I alone remember
that Friulein Miiller afterwards Madame Griinbaum, sang ex-
quisitely in it, and that the work was right well received by
the public.

I now hastened towards the chief object of my journey.
Vienna was at that time indisputably the Capital of the Mu-
sical world. The two greatest Composers and Reformers of
Musical taste, Haydn and Mozurt had lived there, and there
produced their Master-pieces. The generation still lived, which
had seen them arise, and formed their taste in Art from
them. The worthy successor of those Art-heroes, Beethoven,
still resided there, and was now in the zenith of his fame,
and in the full strength of his creative power. In Vienna
therefore the highest standard for Art creations was set up,
and to please there — was to prove one’s self a Master.

I felt my heart beat as we drove over the Danube-bridge,
and thought of my approaching début. My anxiety was yet
more increased by the reflexion that I should have to com-
pete with the greatest Violinist of the day; for in Prague I
had learnt that Rode had just returned from Russia, and was
expected in Vienna. I still vividly recalled to mind the over-
powering impression which Rode’s play had made upon me
ten years before in Brunswick. and how I had striven for
years to acquire his method and execution. [ was now there-
fore anxious in the highest degree to hear him again, in order
thereby to measure my own progress. My first question

SPOHR, Autobiography. I 11
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therefore on alighting from the carriage was whether Rode
had arrived, and had announced a concert. This was answered
in the negative, but with the assurance that he had long
been expected.

It was now therefore a matter of importance to me to
be heard before Rode, and I hastened as much as possible
the announcement of my concert. I succeeded also in ap-
pearing first; but Rode had arrived meanwhile, and was pre-
sent at the concert. To my great surprise I felt less intimi-
dated than inspired by that circumstance, and played as well
as I could have desired. The Musical Journal spoke of my
appearance before ‘‘a crowded house” in the following manner:

“On the 17. December we had the pleasure to hear and
admire Herr Louis Spokr and his wife at a concert. We
subscribe gladly to the favourable opinions expressed of this
worthy Artiste-pair and can only add that here also every
one was charmed by their masterly play. Herr Spohr played
a Violin- Concerto with a Spanish Rondo and at the end a
Pot-Pourri, both of his composition; with his wife, he executed
one of his published Sonatas for harp and violin. The com-
position both of the Concerto and this Sonata are excellent,
and contrasted not a little with the watery, patchwork pro-
ductions with which so many practising Musicians without ta-
lent or genius for composition, make their appearance here.”

By the advice of some kind friends I relinquished my in-
tention of giving my Oratorio at my own expense, as I had
projected doing in a second Concert; since the great expen-
diture which a large Orchestra and a numerous Chorus would
have superadded to that of an usual Concert, forbade the hope
to realise any profit from the undertaking. Yet as I was very
desirous to have this work heard in Vienna, for I still con-
sidered it one of the grandest of its kind, I offered to perform
it for the benefit of “the Widow’s and Orphan’s Society” on
the condition only, that for its production, the society would
provide a well appointed orchestra supported by the most dis-
tinguished Singers and Instrumentalists in Vienna. This con-
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dition was accepted, and fully carried out by the society,
which provided a personel of three hundred assistants from
among the best artistes in the city. The work was carefully
studied in two grand rehearsals, and on its production, was
performed better than I had yet heard it. I became anew
enraptured with my creation, and with me several of the as-
sistant Musicians, among whom more especially Herr Olement
the Director of the Orchestra of the “Theatre an der Wien”.

He, had so thoroughly imbibed the spirit and substance
of the work, that the day after its performance he was en-
abled to play to me on the Piano several entire parts, note
for note, with all the harmonies and orchestral figures, with-
out ever having seen the score. But Clement possessed a mu-
sical memory such perhaps as no other artiste ever possessed.
It was at that time related of him in Vienna, that after he
~ had heard several times ‘‘the Creation” of Haydn, he had
learned it so thoroughly, that with the help of the text book
he was able to write a full Pianoforte arrangement of it. He
shewed this to old Haydn, who was not a little alarmed at
it, thinking at first that his score had either been stolen or
surreptitiously copied. Upon a nearer inspection he found the
Pianoforte arrangement so correct, that after Clement had
looked through the original score, he adopted it for publi-
cation.

Before my Oratorio was performed, I had a quarrel with
the Censorship, which nearly subverted the whole untertaking.
They would not suffer the names of Mary and Jesus to be
used in the list of the Dramatis-Personae of the Text-Book,
nor above the words which they had to sing. But after long
negotiation, upon the omission of these, the text was allowed
to be printed. I could readily accede to this omission, since
from the context it was easy to understand who the persons
were.

Greatly as the work pleased the Musicians, and increased
their opinion of my talent for composition, yet its reception
by the Public was not nearly so brilliant as that which my

11*
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play and my Concerted compositions had met with. It is true
there was no want this time also of marked applause, but it
was not so general as to attract a numerous audience to the
second performance which took place three days afterwards.
This second representation in Vienna was the last the work
ever had; for in later years I saw too well its weak points
and deficiencies ever to persuade myself to give it again in
public. Of the first representation in Vienna on the 21. Ja-
nuary the Musical Journal spoke tolerably well.

Salieri the Leader of the Imperial Orchestra had under-
taken the direction of the whole; Herr Umlauf presided at
the Piano, and I led the violins. The principal parts were
sung by Demoiselle Klieber, Madame Auenheim, Demoiselle
Flamm, Messrs. Anders, Wild, and Pfeiffer. “It is difficult”
says the notice “here in Vienna to bring out an Oratorio, so
as either to awaken attention to it, or to procure for the
work a permanent name — here where such grand, success-
ful masterpieces of the kind first made their appearance, which
are familiar to every body and which have procured for their
creators a lasting fame in the musical world. Herr Eibler
already attempted to set the “Four last Things” . . . to mu-
sic. But his work was only twice publickly performed, because
he failed in a thoroughly even and original style, and his com-
position would not bear comparison with the works of his
great predecessors of this kind. The same may be said also
of Herr Spokr’s *‘Last Judgement” although the composer of
that work is infinitely superior in severe passages to the wri-
ter of te “Four last things.” All the chorusses and fugues in
the severe style, with which one can find fault in some se-
condary parts only, have a real artistic merit; are worked out
with great industry, and were received also with loud and ge-
neral enthusiasm. The Airs, Duetts and single Song passages,
depart however too much from the real Oratorio style, are
too frequently repeated in the text, and approach more or
less to the Italian Operatic style. Some too striking remi-
niscences of the ‘Creation” and particularly of the ‘Zauber-
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flote” lessen the merit of the work in respect of originality.
The Chorus of Devils at the end of the first part would be
more admissably in its place if introdued in a ballet. Herr
August Arnold the author of the text, has also, certainly not
produced a work such as might satisfy the composer for mu-
sical treatment . .. . The Theatre was scarcely half full
On the 24., this Oratorio was repeated before scarcely two
hundred auditors. But a work of this kind should not have
been brought out in such a pleasure loving City in Carnival
time!” —

A fortnight after my first appearance, Rode’s Concert
came in turn. Relying on his European reputation he had
chosen the most spacious Concert-room in Vienna, the great
“Redouten-Saal” and he found it completely filled. With al-
most feverish excitement I awaited the commencement of
Rode’s play, which ten years before had served as my highest
model. But, already, after the first Solo, it seemed to me
that Rode had lost ground in that time. I now found his
play cold, and full of mannerism, I missed his former bold-
ness in conquering great difficulties, and felt particularly dis-
satisfied with his execution of the Cantabile. The composi-
tion as well of the new Concerto, appeared to me far behind
that of the seventh in A-Minor. In his execution of the Varia-
tions in E-Major, which I had heard him play ten years before,
convinced me fully, that he had greatly lost in technical pre-
cision, for he had not only simplified for himself many of
the most difficult passages, but he produced also those mo-
dified passages with timidity and a degree of uncertainty.
Neither did the public seem satisfied; at least he failed to
rouse them to any enthusiasm. The Reviewer in the Musical
Journal says, also, that Rode had ‘“not quife” satisfied the
expectation of the public. ‘“His bow-stroke” continues the Re-
viewer, “is long, grand and forcible, his tone full and strong
— indeed, almest too strong, cutting; he has a correct, pure
intonation and is always sure in his rebounds up to the very
highest notes; his double notes although occurring but seldom,
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are good, and in Allegro he conquers great difficulties with
ease: on the other hand he is wanting in that which electri-
fies and carries away all hearts — fire, and that winning
grace which is not otherwise to be defined, that witchery of
charm that ravishes the ear and inspires the soul. In Adagio,
the sharpness of his tones was still more perceptible than in
Allegro; the result therefore was cold. Neither did the com-
position awaken much interest; it was thought far fetched and
mannered. It is probable the vast size of the great ‘“Redou-
ten-Saal” may have induced Herr Rode to bring out his tones
so sharply, and thus they lost much of their sweetness.”

Eight days after Rode’s Concert I gave my second. in
the small “Redouten Saal.” The Musical Journal speaks of
it as follows: “Spokr shewed himself to be a great Master of
violin-play. He produced a new composition in A-Major (pub-
lished as the tenth), which was solemnly and slowly preceded
by an introduction in A-Minor. The Adagio was in D-Major.
A most charming Rondo concluded it. "In the pleasing, and
the tender, Spokr is indisputably the nightingale, of all liv-
ing, at least, to us known, Violinplayers. It is scarcely pos-
sible to execute an Adagio with more tenderness and yet so
clearly, combined with the purest good taste; added to this,
he overcomes the most difficult passages in quick - time mea-
sure, and effects the greatest possible stretches with wonder-
ful ease, to which certainly the large size of his hand may
be of some advantage to him. This evening he again received
a general and unanimous applause, and was repeatedly called
forward, an honour — which so far as we remember, — was
conferred only upon Herr Polledro. With his wife, Herr Spohr
played an Allegro which she performed upon the harp, with
great execution, taste and expression. We think, of all the
Virtuosi whom we have heard upon that instrument none pos-
sesses s0 much school, and such intensity of feeling in expres-
sion, as Madame Spokr; though Demoiselle Longhi may have
more power, and Demoiselle Simonin-Pollet more equality in
their play.”
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Speaking of Rode’s second Concert, the Musical Review
says: that “with a very crowded saloon he met with much
more applause than before; but in the Cantabile this time, also,
he did not sufficiently satisfy the expectations of the public.”

On the 28. January I played with Seidler of Berlin in
his Concert, and as a notice of it says ‘“bore away the palm
although Herr Seidler’s play was worthy of praise.”

I could thus be very satisfied with the reception I had
met with in Vienna as an Artiste; for the public newspapers
also awarded the palm to me. At private Parties where as
the rule, I not only met the above named Violinist. but also
the most distinguished of the native Violinists Herr May-
seder, and had to compete with all these, my performances
met also with special acknowledgment and attention. On
these occasions there was at first always a dispute who should
begin, for each desired to be the last, in order to eclipse his
predecessor. But, I, who always prefered playing a well com-
bined Quartett to a Solo piece, never refused to make the
beginning, and invariable succeeded in gaining the attention
and sympathy of the company by my own peculiar style of
reading and executing the classical quartetts. Then when
the others had each paraded his hobby-horse, and I observed
that the company had more liking for that sort of thing than
for classical music. I brought out one of my difficult and
brilliant Pot-Pourri’s, and invariably succeeded in eclipsing the
success of my predecessors.

In the frequent opportunities of hearing Rode I became
more and more convinced that he was no longer the perfect
Viglinist of earlier days. By the constant repetition of the
same compositions, a mannerism had crept by degrees into his
execution, that now bordered on caricature. I had the rude-
ness, to remark this to him, and asked him if he no longer
remembered the way in which he played his compositions ten
years ago. Yes! I carried my impertinence so far, as to lay
the variations in” G-Major before him, and said, that I would
play them exactly as I had heard him play them so frequently
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ten years before. After I had finished playing. the company
‘broke out into a rupturous applause. and Rode, for decency’s
sake was obliged to add a “hravo”; but one could plainly
see that he felt offended by my indelicacy. And with good
reason. | was soon ashamed of it, and advert to the circum-
stance now, only, to show how high an opimion I then had of
myself as a Violinist.

Satisfied in the highest degree with Vienna, I now thought
of proceeding farther, when quite unexpectedly I received from
Count Palffy the then Proprietor of the Theatre ‘“‘an der Wien"
the offer of an engagement there for three years. as Leader
and Director of the Orchestra. As I could not make up my
mind to give up my and my wife’s permanent life engagements. |
at first decidedly declined it. But when Herr Treitschhke. who
was the agent in the matter, offered me more than three
times the salary which 1 and my wife together had received
in Gotha; when he informed me that the Theatre “an der
Wien” would soon become the first in Germany. that the
Count had suceeded in engaging for it the best singers of the
day, and that he now contemplated to entrust to me the for-
mation of the Orchestra from among the first artists of Vienna,
and further represented to me that in such an excellent The-
atre I should have the first opportunity to cultivate my abili-
ties and distinghuish myself as a Dramatic Composer: I could
no longer withstand the temptation; requested a short delay
in order to consult with my wife, and promised to give a de-
finite answer in a few days.

Of the large salary that was offered to me. and which
much exceeded those of the two Leaders of the Imperial Or-
chestra Salieri and Weigl, 1 might hope to economisé a third
or perhaps the half. T might furthermore, from the repu-
tation I had acquired in Vienna as an Artiste, safely reckon
upon earning something considerable by Concerts. Compositions
and Tuition. Besides, I was secured as regarded the future,
even in case the proffered appointment should terminate at
the expiration of the three years, and could then carry out
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a favorite plan conceived from my earliest youth, of a journey
to Italy, in company with my wife and children. ’

More than all these, however, I was disposed by my re-
awakened desire to write for the stage. to accept the Count’s
proposal. So, after Dorette had given her consent, although with
sorrow at the now necessary separation from her mother and
family, the written Contract was drawn up and signed under
the direction of a Notary, a friend of ours. I bound myself
therein as Director of the Orchestra to play in all grand
Operas, to undertake the Violin Soli’s in Operas and Ballets,
and as Conductor, to lead from the score when the other
leader should be prevented doing so. From small Operas,
Ballets, and the music in Plays, I was exempted. I now,
conjointly with Count Palffy and my new colleague, conductor
von Seifried proceeded to remodel the constitution of the or-
chestra. The Count wat not niggardly in regard to the sa-
laries; so 1 soon succeeded in procuring the services of the
most talented young artistes, and to establish an ensemble
that made my Orchestra not only the best in Vienna, but
raised it to one of the first in all Germany.

Among the new appointed members was my brother Fer-
dinand, and one of the most gifted of my other pupils, Mo-
rite Hauptmann of Dresden. He had just arrived in Vienna
and desired to establish himself there. But my brother did
not arrive till the spring.

I had stipulated at the same time for a month’s leave of
absence in the spring, to arrange my affairs in Gotha and to
fetch my children. But before that, it was necessary for me
to make arrangements for another domicile, so that on my
return I could commence my own housekeeping. At this time
a circumstance took place that not only greatly influenced this
business, but, also, my artistic labours in Vienna. Scarcely
had it become known in the City that I was to remain there,
when one morning a stranger of gentlemanly exterior called
on me, who introduced himself as Herr von Tosf, a proprietor
of manufactories and a passionate lover of music. In excuse
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" for the intrusiveness of his visit he pleaded his desire to make
a proposition to me. After he had seated himself, and I full
of expectation had taken a chair opposite to him, he first ex-
pressed his admiration of my talent as a Composer, and then
the wish that I wonld assign over to him for a proportionate
pecuniary consideration all that I might compose or had al-
ready written in Vienna, for the term of three years, to be
his sole property during that time; to give him the original
scores, and to keep myself, even, no copy of them. After
the lapse of three years he would return the manuscripts to
me, and I should then be at liberty either to publish or to
sell them. After I had pondered a moment over this strange
and enigmatical proposition, I first of all asked him whether
the compositions were not to be played during those three
years? Hereupon, Herr vorn Tost replied: oh! ‘‘yes, as often
as possible, but each time on my lending them for that pur-
pose, and only in my presence.” He would not, he added pre-
scribe the kind of compositions they should be; but he more
particularly wished they should be such as would permit of being
produced in Private Circles. therefore. Quartetts and Quintetts
for stringed instruments and Sextetts, Octetts and Nonettes
for stringed and wind instruments. I was to consider upon
his proposal and fix the sum for each kind of composition.
Upon this he presented me with his card and took leave of me,

My wife and I vainly endeavoured to discover the object
Herr von Tost could have in making such a proposal; and I
therefore resolved to ask him the question plump and plain.
Before doing this I made enquiries about him, and ascertained
that he was a wealthy man, the proprietor of large cloth ma-
nufactories near Znaim, was passionately fond of music, and
never missed being present at every nublic concert. This
sounded well, and I resolved to accede to the proposal. As
compensation for the three years cession of my manuscripts,
I fixed the amount for a Quartett at thirty Ducats, for a
Quintett five and thirty, and so on progressively higher for
the other kinds. When I now wished to know what Herr
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von Tost intended doing with the works during the three years;
he at first would not satisfy me, and said, that as soon as
he had bound himself by writing not to publish my compo-
sitions, it could not in the least concern me: but when he
perceived, that I had still some misgivings, he added: “I have
two objects in view. First, I desire to be invited to the mu-
sic Parties in which you will execute your compositions, and
for that I must have them in my keeping; secondly, possessing
such treasures of art, I hope upon my business journeys to
make an extensive acquaintance among the lovers of music,
which may then serve me also in my manufacturing interests!”

Although unable to understand thoroughly Herr von Tost's
speculation, I was obliged mentally to confess, that at any rate
he had an exalted. idea of the worth of my compositions. This
was very flattering to me, and suppressed all further hesita-
tion. As Herr von Tost had now also, nothing to object to
in the price demanded, nor to the requisition for payment
upon delivery of the manuscripts, the business was soon con-
claded by a written agreement in form.

I had brought with me to Vienna one manuscript, a So-
lo-Quartett for Violin, which I had finished on the journey.
I was just then also engaged upon a second. I determined to
finish that before leaving for Gotha, and then deliver both to
Herr von Tost.

Meanwhile I had been so fortunate as to find convenient
apartments in the immediate neighbourhood of the Theatre
“an der Wien” on the first floor of the house of a cabinet
maker. As they had been somewhat disfigured by their last
occupants I had them newly painted and decorated, and was
just on the point of furnishing them. I therefore delivered my
two Quartetts to Herr von Tosf, and demanded their price of
sixty* ducats, remarking at the same time that I required the
money for the furnishing of my new domicile. “I will pro-
vide you with that, complete in every respect” was his reply,
“and much cheaper also than if you were to buy them your-
self; for I have business transactions with all those with whom



— 172 —

you will have to deal, and therefore can obtain them on lower
terms than you. It will give me moreover an opportunity to
collect some outstanding debts. Appoint therefore a day when
I shall call for you and yonr wife in order that we may
choose the things together.”

‘And so the thing was done. We first drove to the new
apartments, where Herr von Tost with great tact and business
knowledge sketched an estimate of all we should require,
We then went from one shop and warehouse to the other, and
my wife and I had continually to guard against his choosing
too much, and frequently the most costly and beautiful articles.
We could not however prevent him from ordering for the best
room, a suite of mahagony furniture with silk coverings and
curtains to match; and for the kitchen, a mass of cooking
utensils, crockery and a table service more befitting a capi-
talist than an unpretending artiste. It was in vain that Do-
rette represented we should give no parties, and therefore did
not require so large a table service. But he was not be per-
suaded, and when I expressed the fear that the whole arrange-
ments would be too expensive for my circumstances, he replied:
“Make yourself easy, it will not cost you too much; neither
shall I ask for any cash payment. By degrees you will soon
square all accounts with your manuscripts.”

Nothing more was to be said against this and thus we
found ourselves in possession of apartments fitted up in a
style so handsome and yet tasteful, as for certain mo other
artist - family in the City could shew.

I now got every thing ready for my journey. My wife
was invited to reside with a lady of her acquaintance, the
sister of the Advocate Zizius, a great lover of music, in whose
house we had frequently played, so that during my absence
I could leave her without any uneasiness.

I had been informed, that a Leipsic merchant about to
return home in his own carriage with extra-post-horses wax
desirous of meeting with a fellow-traveller; I hastened there-
fore to offer my company, and soon agreed with him upon
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the terms. I now no longer recollect his name, but, that he was
a well informed and agreable companion, from whom I parted
in the most friendly manner. We journeyed without stopping
to Prague, but remained there a whole day to rest ourselves.
I spent that day very pleasantly at the house of my friend
Kleinwdchter. On leaving Prague we were obliged to leave
the high road to Dresden, as the armies of the belligerent
powers were drawn up there opposite to each other, and the
bridge over the Elbe had been made impassable, the French
having blown up several arches. We were therefore obliged
to find a way over the Erzgebirge, where we also met with
detachments of troops, by which however, we were neither
stopped nor turned back. We arrived therefore without fur-
ther adventure at Chemnitz. But here something befell me
that filled me with such terror, that I fainted away, a cir-
cumstance which with my strong frame of body, never occured
to me before or since.

We arrived at Chemnitz at noon, just as a numerous
company at the hotel were about to sit down to dinner. We
joined them, and I took a seat between my fellow-traveller
and the hostess. While the latter was helping the soup, I
like the rest of the guests proceeded to cut a slice from a
large brown loaf that lay before me. I applied the knife to
the loaf, but it would make no incision, from having (as after-
wards appeared) come in contact with a small stone baked
into the crust. This induced me to think the knife was blunt,
and to increase the force of the pressure. Upon this it sud-
denly slipped off and glancing on to the ball of my left fore
finger cut off a considerable piece of the flesh, which fell upon
the plate before me. A stream of blood followed. The sight
of this, or rather the thought, that now there would be an
end to my violin playing, and that I should no longer be able
to support myself and family, filled me with such horror that
I fell insensible from my chair. When after the lapse of about
ten minutes I recovered my senses, I saw the whole company
in commotion and occupied with me. My first look fell upon
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my finger, which I found wrapped round with a large piece
of English plaister that the kind hostess had brought. It ad-
hered closely in the hollow of the wound, and to my comfort
I could now see that the whole ball of the finger had not
been cut off, as I had at first imagined. Nevertheless almost
the half of it, together with a large piece of the nail were
gone. As I scarcely experienced any pain, I left the strapping
undisturbed, and first applied to a surgeon ou arriving at
Leipsic, who also let the plaister remain, and only advised
me to be careful of all ungentle contact with my finger.

Thus somewhat consoled I arrived home in Gotha. I
found the Court very much annoyed about my contemplated
removal to Vienna; the Dutchess was so angry that I had
much difficulty to soothe her, and the more so, as I was now
unable to play once more as she had so much wished, at a
parting Court - Concert. My mother-in-law was also greatly
grieved. I hastened therefore as much as possible to get away
from all these unpleasant circumstances. A few weeks before,
I had commissioned my old friend Bdrwolf to dispose of the
furniture and things which 1 did not purpose taking with me.
In this he had been successful. I had therefore the reserved
articles packed up, consisting chiefly of beds, looking glasses,
music, clothes, linen etc., and dispatched beforehand as freight
to Ratisbonne for water carriage. Eight days afterwards 1
followed with my brother Ferdinand, my two children and a
young girl, an orphan, whom my mother-in-law had taken
charge of, and brought up, and now gave to me as nursemaid
for the:children.

The parting with my relations and dear Gotha, was a
very sorrowful one; but favoured with the most delightful
weather, we soon cheered up again, and I was highly amused
with the artless remarks of the children upon the numerous ob-
jects now seen by them for the first time. So we arrived
very tired it is true, but very happy, in Ratisbonne. There
we stopped some days, during which I made every preparation
for the voyage down the Danube to Vienna. I hired at a mo-
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derate price a boat to myself, and had my packages which
had already arrived as freight, put on board. The beds were
unpacked, and spread out under the little wooden house on
board the bqat, for our repose at night. The trunks and
boxes served as seats. As we purposed continuing our voyage
day and night without stopping anywhere, provisions for four
or five days were laid in. The boat’s company consisted be-
sides me and mine, of the skipper, his wife who undertook
the cooking, the boatman, and three trades-apprentices to
to whom I gave a free passage and food, for which they had
agreed to lend a diligent hand at the oars.

We were in the month of May, the moon was full, and
the deep blue sky was outspread over the charming country
round. Spring had just decked all nature in her first dress
of tender green, and the fruit trees were still laden with their
beautiful blossom. The bushy banks of the majestic stream
were the resort of numerous nightingales, which in bright
calm nights particularly, poured forth an unceasing melody. It
was indeed a delightful voyage, and I have striven continually,
during my whole long life, to make it again under similar
favourable circumstances; but alas! in vain.

While we were passing the celebrated Rapids and the
Whirlpool, which at that time could not be effected wholly
free from danger, our skipper who till then had been very
jovial became all at once serious, and impressively cautioned
the rowers to obey his orders with the greatest punctuality.
The moment the downward rushing stream seized upon our
boat, he turned pale, his wife threw herself upon her knees
and howled more than spoke a prayer to the Holy Virgin.
Hereupon I cautioned my brother who like me was a skillful
swimmer, should any accident occur, to stand by me in saving
the children. But we descended safely the shooting rapids
and steered clear of the whirlpool, which is only dangerous
for very small boats.

Upon the rock, which stands in the middle of the stream
at the end of the rapids, and which by its throwing back the
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waves with violence occasions the whirlpool, dwellt then an
old hermit, who subsisted upon the charitable gifts of the
passing travellers. He put off and rowed over to us in his
little skiff, to the great delight of the children. who had never
before seen a hermit, and when alongside of us he received
the customary donation.

On the fourth day of our voyage we arrived towards
evening at Vienna, and from afar could see Dorette in com-
pany with her hostess, awaiting our arrival at the landing
place. That was a happy meeting! The luggage was taken
to our new domicile the same evening, whither we moved the
following day.

By the time I had arrived in Vienna, my wound was al-
most healed. To my surprise, and to that of the surgeon to
whom I related it, under the English sticking plaister which
still enveloped my finger, a new flesh had grown in the place
of that which had been cut away, and had by degrees assumed
the previous form and size of the ball of the finger. The
piece cut out of the nail had also grown again, though but
imperfectly joined -to the rest of the nail, so that there yet
remained a gap, which is even still visible, and shews
plainly the extent of the excision. With the help of a leather
finger stall I could use my finger again, and though I could
not yet play a Solo, yet I could perform my duties in the
orchestra. ’

I now led a very active and a very happy life in the
enjoyment of the society of my family. The early dawn found
me at the piano. or at the writing table, and every other
moment of the day which my orchestral duties or the tuition
of my pupils permitted was devoted to composition. Yes, my
head was at that time so continually at work, that on my
way to my pupils and when taking a walk I was constantly
composing, and by that means acquired a readiness in working
out mentally, not only long periods, but whole pieces of mu-
sic so completely, that without any further labour they could
be at once written off. As soon as this was done, they were
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as though effaced from my mind, and then I had room again
for new combinations. Dorette frequently chid me in our
walks for this perpetual thinking, and was delighted when
the prattle of the children diverted me from it. When this
had once been done, I gladly gave myself up to external im-
pressions; but I was not to be permitted to relapse into my
thoughtful mood again, and Dorette with great skill knew how
to prevent it.

In the first summer of our residence in Vienna, we al-
ready made ourselves well acquainted with the beautiful en-
virons of the City, and almost every fine evening, when I was
not engaged at the Theatre, we spent in the open air. Then,
accompanied by the nursemaid carrying our simple evening-
repast in a small basket, we used to seek out some spot
from whence we could have a fine view of the country, and
see the sun go down. On Sunday, also, we used to hire a fly
at the “Linie”, and make farther excursions to Leopoldsberg, or
to the Briihl or to Laxenburg and Baden.

But the favorite walk of the children was always to
Schonbrunn to see the menagery, or to the “Dorfl” in the
Prater, where they ever beheld with new transport the puppet
and dog shows, and other diverting wonders. I and my wife,
half children too in disposition, shared intensely in all the
pleasure of our little pets. It was a lovely, joyous timel so
free from care!

After my return from Gotha, my first work was the com-
position of “Faust.” Before my journey thither, I had had
another subject in view, which Theodor Korner was to have
worked out for me as an Opera. I had made the young
poet’s acquaintance soon after my first arrival in Vienna; he
was then already as much admired for his amiable manners as
for the success of his theatrical pieces. I met him at almost
every party where I played, and as Korner was very fond of
music we soon took to each other. When it was decided that
I should remain in Vienna, I asked Kérner to write an Opera
for me and proposed for subject the legend of the ‘‘Riibezahl”.

S8POHR, Aatobiography. I. 12
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Kirner, who had been present at both performances of the
“Last Judgement”. and who had a good opinion of my talent
for composition acquiesced without hesitation, and went to
work with zest upon the materials proposed. But, suddenly
it was reported that Kirner was about to join Ltitzaw’s light
-horse, and fight for the freedom of Germany. I hastened to
him and endeavoured like many other of my friends to dis-
suade him from that intention; but without success. We soon
saw him depart. It became afterwards known, that it was
not alone his enthusiasm for the war of German independance,
but an unfortunate and unrequited love for the handsome ac-
tress Adamberger that drove him from Vienna. and to an early
death.

I thus saw my hope of an Opera-libretto from the pen
of the youthful and gifted poet, destroyed, and was now ob-
liged to look elsewhere for another. It was therefore very
opportune that Herr Bernhard had offered me his version of
“Faust” for composition, and we were soon agreed upon the
terms. Some alterations that I had wished to have made,
were completed by the author during my journey to Gotha,
so that I could begin upon it immediately after my return.
From the list of my Compositions, I find that I wrote that
Opera in less than four months, from the end of May to the
middle of September. 1 still remember with what enthusiasm
and perseverance I worked upon it. As soon as I had com-
pleted some of the parts I hastened with them to Meyerbeer,
who then resided in Vienna, and begged him to play them
to me from the score. a thing in which he greatly excelled.
I then undertook the Vocal parts and executed them in their
different characters and voices with great enthusiasm. When
my voice was not sufficiently flexible for the purpose, I helped
myself by whistling, in which I was well practised. Meyerbeer
took great interest in this work, which appears to have kept
its ground up to the present time. as he during his direction
of the Opera at Berlin put “Faust” again upon the stage, and
had it studied with the greatest care.
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Pizis the younger, also, who then resided with his parents
in Vienna, as well as Hummel and Seyfried, shewed a great
predeliction for this Opera, so that I offered it for represen-
tation at the Theatre ‘“‘an der Wien” with the fairest hopes
of a brilliant success. Count Palffy, with whom I was then
still on good terms, accepted it immediately, and promised to
distribute the characters as soon as possible and to bring it
out. While engaged on the work, it is true, I had the per-
sonnel of my Theatre in my eye; and wrote the Faust for
Forti, the Mephistopheles for Weinmiiller, Hugo for Wild,
Franz for Gottdank, Cunigunda for Madame Campi, and Rosa
for Demoiselle Zeiner; but nevertheless, (apart from the cir-
cumstance that I at that time especially did not yet understand
how to keep myself within the bounds of the natural compass of
the voice) all manner of things had escaped my pen that did
not suit the above named singers, as, for instance: the long
ornamental passages in the air of Hugo, for Wild, who at
that time had but a limited power of execution. This at a
later period was urged by the Count, when I had a disagree-
ment with him, as an excuse for withdrawing his consent, and
actually the opera was never produced while I was in Vienna.
Some years afterwards, it was brought out with great success,
and in more recent times was put upon the stage again with
increased approbation. I, who had always felt an interest in
my compositions so long only as I was engaged on them, and
so to say, full of them; bore with great equanimity of mind
the banishment of my score to the shelves.of the library of
the Theatre, and immediately set to work on new subjects.
Even the pianoforte-arrangement of the opera that Pizis had
taken great pleasure in preparing, I did not publish till many
years afterwards at Pefer’s in Leipsic.

After having finished Faust, I thought it my duty to pro-
ceed to the fulfillment of my agreement with Herr von Tost.
I therefore enquired of him, what kind of composition he
would now prefer. My Art-Msmcenas, reflected a while, and
then said: a Nonet, concerted for the four stringed instru-

12*
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ments, Violin, Viol, Violincello, and Double- Bass; and the
five principal wind-Instruments, Flute, Oboé. Clarinet, Horn
and Bassoon, written in such a manner that the character
of each of those instruments should be properly brought out,
might be both an interesting and grateful theme; and as he did
not in the least doubt that I should successfully accomplish it,
he would suggest that to me as the next subject to choose.
I felt attracted by the difficulty of the task, consented to it
with pleasure, and commenced the work at once. This was
the origin of the well known Nonet, published by Steiner in
Vienna as op. 31, and which up to the present time is the
only work of its kind. 1 completed it in a short time and
delivered the score to Herr von Tost. He had it written out,
and then invited the first artists in Vienna to his house, in
order to study it under my direction. It was then performed
at one of the first musical parties in the beginning of the
winter, and met with such unanimous applause, that its repe-
tition was frequently called for during the season. Herr von
Tost would then appear each time with a music-portfolio un-
der his arm, lay the different instrumental parts upon the
music-stands himself, and when the performance was ended,
lock them up again. He felt as happy at the success of the
work as if he himself had been the composer. I played, also,
very frequently at musical parties, the two Quartetts of which
he possessed the manuscripts, and thus his desire to be in-
vited to numerous musical parties was fully accomplished.
Indeed, wherever-I played, people soon hecame so accustomed
to see Herr von Tost, also, with his portefolio of music, that
he used to be invited even when I did not play any of his
manuscripts.

Before the end of the year 1813, I wrote another Rondo
for harp and violin for my wife and self, and a Quartett for
stringed instruments for Herr von Tost. It is the one in G-
Major, Op. 33 which from an oversight the publisher has
marked as Nr. 2. It was nevertheless, written six months be-
fore the one in E-Major.
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This Quartett was the occasion of my becoming entangled
in a literary feud, which was the first and also the last that
I ever engaged in about my compositions. It had met with
a particularly favourable reception among the Artists and
lovers of art in Vienna, and I considered it, also, and with
reason, as the best I had written up to that time. It was
therefore the more mortifying to me that the reviewer in a
Viennese Art-journal of the day could find nothing good
whatever in it. I was more particularly hurt by the malicious
manner in which he spoke of the theoretical handling of the
first theme, of which I was proud; and which had excited the
admiration of connoisseurs. Even now, after so long a period
I recollect the words, which were nearly as follow: *‘This eter-
nal rechewing of the theme in every voice and key, is to me
just as if one had given an order to a stupid servant, that
he cannot understand, and which one is obliged to repeat to
him over and over again in every possible shape of expression.
The composer appears to have considered his auditors in the
same light as the stupid servant. '

I soon ascertained that the anonymous reviewer was
Herr von Mosel, the composer of a lyric tragedy called “Sa-
lem”, of which I certainly had said very openly: “I never
heard any thing so wearisome in all my life.“ This opinion
bad unluckily reached the ears of the writer, and had excited
bis gall to this degree. Herr von Tost who was more proud
of my compositions, particularly those he had in his porte-
folio than the composer himself, would not rest until I had
written a replication to the criticism. What I said in reply,
particularly in defence of the treatment of my theme, I now
no longer remember, but 1 recollect, I was prodigal in side-
thrusts at “‘Salem”. This was pouring oil on the fire, and
so a disputation ensued, which would have been continued
much longer, had not the censorship put a stop to it by for-
bidding the Editor of the journal to insert any thing more on
the subject. As such quarrels were exceedingly unpleasant to
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me, I was very glad to be able to return to my harmless
occupation of composing.

In the autumn of 1813, Dorefte presented me with a son.
Our joy at this increase to our family was unfortunately of
short duration; for the boy soon became sickly and died, be-
fore he was three months old. His poor mother sought and
found relief in her harp; she practised with me the new
Rondo for my benefit-concert that was to take place in De-
cember. According to the musical journal, this concert took
place in the small “Redouten-Saal”’, and my brother Ferd:-
nand made his début in a Violin Duet with me.

In the meantime, the great battle of Leipsic had been
fought. The allied armies had crossed the Rhine, and it was
hoped they would soon enter Paris. In Vienna great prepa-
rations were made to celebrate that entry, and the return of
the Emperor and his victorious army. All the Theatres, had
had incidental commemorative pieces written and compdsed,
and the newly instituted Society of the friends of music of the
Austrian Empire under the patronage of the Archduke Ru-
dolph made preparations for a monster performance of Han-
del’s “‘Samson” in the Imperial Riding-school; for which Herr
von Moscl increaged the instrumentation. Other Societies un-
dertook similar performances. This gave Herr von Tost the
idea of making arrangements for a grand musical performance
on the return of the Emperor, and he asked me if I would
write a Cantata for the occasion, the subject of which should
be the liberation of Germany. I willingly consented, but with
the observation, that this subject in itself offered but few fa-
vourable passages to the composer, and that in order to ob-
tain such, the text should be written by a good poet.

“Oh! there shall be no want of that’’ was the reply. I
will immediately go to Frau von Pickler, and have no doubt,
that she will untertake to furnish you with the text.” And
so she did. I conmsulted with the authoress upon the form
and contents, and she then handed me a text-book, which in
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rich variety of domestic and warlike scenes presented a suc-
cession of favourable materials for composition.

I immediately set to work upon it, and finished this
Cantata, which takes two hours to perform, in less than three
months, from January to the middle of March 1814, in the
midst of all my other numerous occupations. ’

Meanwhile Herr von Tost, had engaged the four best sin-
gers in Vienna for the soli-parts. viz Mesdames Buchwieser and
Milder, and Messrs. Wild and Weinmiiller, and for the cho-
ruses he purposed to combine the whole of the church-choirs
and the chorus-singers of the theatre. The vocal parts were
written and distributed, and I had already gone several times
to Madame Milder, to assist her in practising her part; when.
one morning Herr von Tost rushed into my room and ex-
claimed in despair: ‘I have just now had the great Redou-
ten-Saal refused to me for our performance, under the idle
pretence that it cannot be spared on account of the prepa-
ration for the Court-festivals! It is from sheer jealousy alone
of the Musical Society, who will not allow any other grand
performance in the Riding-school but their own. What is to
be done? Since the destruction of the Apollo Saloon, there
is no locale in Vienna except the ‘‘Great Redouten-Saal” fit
for such a musical performance.”

At the moment. the thought occured to me of the Circus
of Herr de Bach in the Prater. We immediately drove out
there, to see whether the Riding-ring in the centre of the
building would afford sufficient room to hold our orchestra
and the personnel of the theatre. [ thought it would, and pro-
mised myself an iminense effect from the disposing of the body
of assistgnts in the centre of the building. But unfortunately.
this locale also, for some reason which I no longer recollect,
was not to be had, and so the whole undertaking failed, to
the great grief of Herr von Tost.

This Cantata shared the same fate as “Faust.” It was
first produced long after I had left Vienna. I heard it for
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the first time in 1815 at the musical Festival at Franken-
hausen, on the anniversary of the battle of Leipsic.

As with me, so it fared with Beethoven in a similar Fes-
tive composition; neither, also, was his performed at that pe-
riod. It was called “Der glorreiche Augenblick”* and was
published later with altered text by Haslinger in Vienna.

While mentioning Beethoven, it occurs to me, that I have
not yet adverted to my friendly relations with that great ar-
tist, and I therefore hasten to supply the deficiency.

Upon my arrival in Vienna I immediately paid a visit
to Beethoven; I did not find him at home, and therefore left
my card. I now hoped to meet him at some of the musical
parties, to which he was frequently invited, but was soon in-
formed that, Beethoven since his deafness had so much in-
creased that he could no longer hear music connectedly, had
withdrawn himself from all musical parties, and had become
very shy of all society. I made trial therefore of another
visit; but again without success. At length I met him quite
unexpectedly at the eating-house where I was in the habit of
going with my wife every day at the dinner hour. I had al-
ready now given concerts, and twice performed my oratorio.
The Vienna papers had noticed them favourably. Beethoven
had therefore heard of me when I introduced myself to him,
and he received me with an unusual friendliness of manner.
We sat down at the same table, and Beethoven became very
chatty, which much surprised the company, as he was gene-
rally taciturn, and sat gazing listlessly before him. But it was
an unpleasant task to make him hear me, and I was obliged
to speak so loud as to be heard in the third room off.
Beethoven now came frequently to these dining rooms, and
visited me also at my house. We thus soon became well ac-
quainted: Beethoven was a little blunt, not to say uncouth;
but a truthful eye beamed from under his bushy eyebrows.
After my return from Gotha I met him now and then at the

¢ “The glorious moment.”
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theatre ‘‘an der Wien”, close behind the orchestra, where
Count Palffy had given him a free seat. After the opera
he generally accompanied me to my house, and passed the
rest of the evening with me. He could then be very friendly
with Dorette and the children. He spoke of music but very
seldom. When he did, his opinions were very sternly ex-
pressed, and so decided as would admit of no contradiction
whatever. In the works of others. he took not the least
interest; I therefore had not the courage to shew him mine.
His favorite topic of conversation at that time was a sharp
criticism of the management of both theatres by Prince
Lobkowitz and Count Palffy. He frequently abused the latter
in so loud a tone of voice. while we were yet even within
the walls of his theatre. that not only the public leaving it,
but the Count himself could hear it in his office. This used
to embarrass me greatly, and I then always endeavoured to
turn the conversation upon some other subject.

Beethoven’s rough and even repulsive manners at that
time, arose partly from his deafness, which he had not learn-
ed to bear with resignation, and partly from the dilapidated
condition of his pecuniary circumstances. He was a bad
housekeeper, and had besides the misfortune to be plundered
by those about him. He was thus frequently in want of common
necessaries. In the early part of our acquaintance, I once
asked him, after he had absented himself for several days
from the dining rooms: ‘“You were not ill. I hope ?” — “My
boot was, and as T have only one pair, I had house-arrest”,
was his reply.

But some time afterwards he was extricated from this
depressing position by the exertions of his friends. The pro-
ceeding was as follows:

Beethoven’s ‘‘Fidelio”, which in 1804 (or 1805) under
very unfavourable circumstances, (during the occupation of
Vienna by the French), had met with very little success, was
now brought forward again by the director of the Kirnth-
nerthor-Theatre and performed for his benefit. Beethoven
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had allowed himself to be persuaded to write a new overture
for it (in E), a song for the jailor, and the grand air for
Fidelio (with horns-obligati) as also to make some alterations.
In this new form the Opera had now great success, and kept
its place during a long succession of crowded performances.
On the first night. the composer was called forward several
times, and now became again the object of general attention.
His friends availed themselves of this favorable opportunity
to make arrangements for a concert in his behalf in the
great “Redouten Saal” at which the most recent compositions
of Beethoven were to be performed. All who could fiddle,
blow, or sing were invited to assist, and not one of the most
celebrated artists of Vienna failed to appear. I and my
orchestra had of course also joined, and for the first time
I saw Beethoven, direct. Although I had heard much of his
leading, yet it surprised me in a high degree. Beethoren had
accustomed himself to give the signs of expression to his
orchestra by all manner of extraordinary motions of his body.
So often as a Sforzando occured, he tare his arms which
he had previously crossed upon his breast, with great vehemence
asunder. At a piano, he bent himself down, and the lower,
the softer he wished to have it. Then when a crescendo
came, he raised himself again by degrees, and upon the com-
mencement of the forfe, sprang bolt upright. To increase
the forte yet more, he would spmetimes, also, join ip with a
shout to the orchestra, without heing aware of it.

Upon my expressing my astonishment to Seyfried, at
this extraordinary method of directing, he related to me a
tragi-comical circumstance that had oecurred at Beethoven's
last concert at the Theatre “an der Wien.”

Beethoven was playing a new Pianoforte-Concerto of his,
but forgot at the first ¢u#ti, that he was a Soloplayer. and
springing up, began to direct in his usual way. At the first
sforzando he threw out his arms so wide asunder, that he
knocked both the lights off the piano upon the ground. The
audience laughed, and Beethoven was so incensed at this dis-
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turbance, that he made the orchestra cease playing, and be-
gin anew. Seyfried, fearing, that a repetition of the accident
would occur at the same ﬁass&ge, bade two boys of the chorus
place themselves on either side of Beethoven, and hold the
lights in their hands. One of the boys innocently approached
nearer, and was reading also in the notes of the piano-part.
When therefore the fatal sforsando came, he received from
Beethoven’s out thrown right hand so smart a blow on the mouth,
that the poor boy let fall the light from terror. The other
boy, more cautious, had followed with anxions eyes- every
motion of Beethoven, and by stooping suddenly at the eventful
moment he avoided the slap on the mouth. If the public
were unable to restrain their laughter before, they could now
much less, and broke out into & regular bacchanalian roar.
Beethoven got into such a rage, that at the first chords of
the solo, half a dozen strings broke. Every endeavour of
the real lovers of music to restore calm and attention were
for the moment fruitless. The first allegro of the Concerto
was therefore lost to the public. From that fatal evening
Becthoven would not give another concert.

‘But the one got up by his friends, was attended with
the most brilliant success. The new compositions of Beethoven
pleased extremely, particularly the symphony in A-Major (the
seventh); the wonderful second theme was encored; and made
upon me also, & deep and lasting impression. The execution
was a complete masterpiece, inspite of the uncertain and
frequently laughable direction of Beethoven.

It was easy to see that, the poor deaf Maestro of the
Piano, could no longer hear his own music. This was particu-
larly remarkable in a passage in the second part of the first
adlegro of the symphony. At that part there are two pauses
in quick succession, the second of which, is pianissimo. This,
Beethoven had probably overlooked, for he again began to
give the time before the orchestra had executed this second
pause, Without knowing it therefore, he was already from ten
to twelve bars in advance of the orchestra when it began the
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pianissimo. Beethoven, to signify this in his own way, had
crept completely under the desk. Upon the now ensuing
crescendo. he again made his appearance, raised himself con-
tinually more and more, and then sprang up high from the
ground, when according to his calculation the moment for the
Sorte should hegin. As this did not take place, he looked
around him in affright, stared with astonishment at the
orchestra. that it should still be playing pianissimo, and
only recovered himself, when at length the long expected
Jorte began, and was audible to himself.

Fortunately this scene did not take place at the public
performance, otherwise the audience would certainly have
laughed again.

As the saloon was crowded to overflowing and the applause
enthusiastic, the friends of Beethoven made arrangements for
a repetition of the concert, which brought in an almost
equally large amount. For some time therefore Beethoven
was extricated from his pecuniary difficulties; but, arising
from the same causes, these reoccurred to him more than
once before his death.

Up to this period, there was no visible falling off in
Beethoven’s creative powers. But as from this time, owing
to his constantly increasing deafness, he could no longer hear
any music, that of a necessity must have had a prejudicial
influence upon his fancy. His constant endeavour to be
original and to open new paths, could no longer as formerly,
be preserved from error by the guidance of the ear. Was
it then to be wondered at that his works became more and
more eccentric, unconnected, and incomprehensible? It is
true there are people, who imagine they can understand them,
and in their pleasure at that, rank them far above his earlier
masterpieces. But I am not of the number, and freely con-
fess that. I have never been able to relish the last works of
Beethoven. Yes! 1 must even reckon the much admired
Ninth Symphony among them, the three first themes of
which, inspite of some solitary flashes of genius, are to me
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worse than all of the eight previous Symphonies, the fourth
theme of which is in my opinion so monstrous and tasteless,
and in its grasp of Schiller’s Ode so trivial, that I cannot
even now understand how a genius like Beethoven’s could
bhave written it. I find in it another proof of what I already
remarked in Vienna, that Beethoven was wanting in eesthetical
feeling and in a sense of the beautiful.

As .at the time I made Beethoven’s acquaintance, he had
already discontinued playing both in public, and at private
parties; I had therefore but one opportunity to hear him,
when I casually came to the rehearsal of a new Trio (D-Major
84 time) at Beethoven’s house. It was by no means an enjoy-
ment; for in the first place the pianoforte was woefully out
‘of tune, which however little troubled Beethoven, since he
could hear nothing of it, and, secondly, of the former so ad-
mired excellence of the virtuoso, scarely any thing was left,
in consequence of his total deafness. In the forte, the poor
deaf man hammered in such a way upon the keys, that entire
groups of notes were inaudible, so that one lost all intelligence
of the subject unless the eye followed the score at the same
time. I felt moved with the deepest sorrow at so hard a
destiny. It is a sad misfortune for any one to be deaf; how
then should a musician endure it without despair?  Beet-
hoven’s almost continual melancholy was no longer a riddle to
me now.

The next thing I wrote after finishing the Cauntata, was
a Violin-quartett (the tenth, op. 30 published by Mechetti
in Vienna.) Being very brilliant for the first violin, it was
soon my hobby-horse, and I played it times innumerable
at private parties. Then followed the Octett, in which by
Herr von Tost’s wish, who then contemplated a journey to
England, I took up a theme from Handel, varied, and. car-
ried it out thematically, as he was of opinion it would on
that account excite great interest in that country. I also
played this composition very frequently, in which besides my-
self the clarinetist Friedlowsky and the hornist Herbst, and
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another whose name I now forget, found especial opportunity
to distinguish themselves. _

In the autumn of 1814, the crowned heads of Europe
and their Ministers assembled in Vienna, and that famed
Congress began, from which the German nations expected to
see the fulfilment of all the promises made to them for their
self devotion. A swarm of idlers and curious poured from
all parts into Vienna, to be present at the splendid festivities,
with .which the Emperor was to entertain his guests. Before
the Emperor’s return to Vienna several had already taken
place, which from their magnificence yet more increased the
expectation of what was to follow. At one of these I had
also assisted. It was a grand seremade in the Court- Yard
of the Burg Palace, and was given either to the Emperor
or to Prince Schwarzenberg, I now no longer recollect which.
In the centre of that not very large square, surrounded by
lofty buildings a raised platform was erected for the numerous
personnel of the orchestra and choruses. Upon a balcony op-
posite the singers, the Court and State officials were assem-
bled. The remaining space was filled by a numerous public,
to whom free admission had been allowed.

When I saw the locality, and the assembled crowd which
had increased to thousands, I felt alarmed, for I had pro-
mised to perform a violin-concerto, and now feared, that
my tones would be unheard, and lost in the wide surrounding
space. But to withdraw now, was no longer possible, so I
resigned myself to my fate. But every thing went off better
than I had expected. Already during the overture I remarked
that the high buildings threw back the sounds right well, and
I then came forward with renewed courage. The very first
tones of my solo allayed all my anxiety that the damp night
air would affect my strings, for my violin sounded clear and
powerful as usual. As the public also, during my play, main-
tained the most perfect silence, even the finest shades of my
instrumentation were every where distinctly heard. The effect,
therefore, was a very favorable one, and was acknowledged
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by loud and long applause. I have never played before a
more numerous nor & more sympathetic public.

Among the many strangers attracted by the Congress
were several artists, who thought the opportumity a most
favourable one to give concerts in Vienna. In this they very
much deceived themselves. For as all the native artists gave
concerts, these became so numerous and close upon each
other, that it was impossible for all to be well attended!
One that I and my wife gave on the 11. Decenmber was an
exception to this, for it attracted a numerous and brilliant
audience. I gave the overture to “Faust,” and it was received
with great approbation. The reviewer of the Musical-journal
says- “it increased our desire to see this opera, which has
now been ready a twelvemonth, brought out at last.” Several
lovers of art among the ambassadors and foreign diplomatists
who had heard me play for the first time at my concert, paid
me a visit, and expressed the wish to hear me in a quartett.
This was the cause of my giving several music-parties during
the Congress, and in which I played to those lovers of art
the new compositions I had written for Herr von Tost. 1
still recollect with great satisfaction the general delight with
which those productions were received. Certainly, I was sup-
ported also, upon those occasions by the first artists in Vienna,
so that as regards execution nothing more could be desired.
I generally began with a Quartett, then followed with a
quintett, and concluded with my octett, or nonett.

Others also besides me, gave music parties to the visitors
to the Congress., among these my friend Zisius particularly
distinguished himself. - All the foreign artists had been in-
troduced at his house, and at his music parties therefore,
there arose frequently a spirit of rivalry between the native
and foreign virtuosi. I there for the first time heard Hummel
play his beautiful Septett, as well as several other of his com-
positions of that period. But I was mostly charmed by his
mmprovisations in which no other Pianoforte- Virtuoso has
ever yet approached him. I especially remember with great
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pleasure one evening when he improvised in sp splendid a man-
ner as I never since heard him whether in public or in private.
The company were about to break up, when some ladies,
who thought it too early, entreated Hummel to play a few
more walzes for them. Obliging and galant as he was to
the ladies, he seated himself at the pianu, and played the
wished for walzes, to which the young folks in the adjoining
room began to dance. I, and some other artists, attracted
by his play, grouped ourselves round the instrument with our
hats already in our hands, and listened attentively. Hummel
no sooner observed this, than he converted his play into a
free phantasia of improvisation, but which constantly pre-
served the walz-rhythm, so that the dancers were not dis-
turbed. He then took from me and others who had executed
their own compositions during the evening a few easily com-
bined themes and figures, which he interwove into his walzes
and varied them at every recurrence with a constantly in-
creasing richness and piquancy of expression. Indeed, at
length, he even made them serve as fuge-themes, and let
loose all his science in counterpoint without disturbing the
walzers in their pleasures. Then he returned to the galant
style, and in conclusion passed into a bravoura, such as from
him even has seldom been heard. In this finale, the themes
taken up were still constantly heard, so that the whole rounded
off and terminated in real artistic style. The hearers were
enraptured, and praised the young ladies’ love of dancing,
that had conduced to so rich a feast of artistic excellence.

Among the foreign artists who came to Vienna before
and during the Congress, were alsg, three of my former
acquaintances, Carl Maria von Weber, Hermstedt and Feska.
Weber played with great success and then left for Prague,
whither he was summoned to direct the opera. Hermsted:
came at a time, when the concerts were so numerous, that
he could not give one of his own. He played, however, with
immense applause at a concert of the flutist Dressler, in
which he accompanied the air with clarinet obligato in “Titus”,
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accompanied and played a pot-pourri of mine which I wrote for
him for the occasion, after a new composition for harp and violin,
that had particularly pleased Hermstedt. Both compositions were
afterwards published; that for the clarinet with quartett-accom-
paniment as op. 81 at Schlesinger’s in Berlin, and that for
harp and violin as op. 118 by Schuberth in Hamburgh.

Feska, who since I had known him in Magdeburgh, had
become member of the Westphalian orchestra in Cassel, and
now after its dissolution had been made Concert master at
Carlsruhe, had made great progress both as violinist and
composer. His quartetts and quintetts, which he executed in
a pure, accomplished, and tasteful manner, took greatly in
Vienna, and found a ready sale among the publishers there.
One of them began in one of its themes with the notes,
which form the composer’s name:

F e 50 a

This the auditors thought very pretty, and joked the
other composers present, Hummel, Pixis, and me, on account
of our unmusical names. This suggested the idea to me of
making something musical out of my name, with the assistance
of the abbreviation formerly used of the piano into po, and
of a quarter rest, which when written looks like an r. It
was in this form:

. 1T,

Po.

and I immediately took it as a theme for a new violin-
quartett, which is the first of the three quartetts published in
Vienna by Mechetti as op. 29 and dedicated to Andreas
Romberg. When 1 first played it at my friend’s Zizius, it
met with great applause, and the originality of the theme,

with its descending, diminished Quarte, was especially praised.
SPOHR, Autobiography. I. 18
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I now’ called together those who had previously quizzed me
for my unmusical name and skewed them, (for naturally
they had not keard it) the famous thema formed out of my
name. They laughed heartily at my artistic trick, and now
quizzed the more both Hummel and Pizis, who with all their
skill could make nothing musical out of their names.

* *
*

Meanwhile many things had changed in my position at
the theatre and in respect to its proprietor. I had openly
broken with Count Palffy. It was brought about by the
following circumstance: One evening, when I entered the
orchestra I saw Herr Buchwieser, the father of the prima
donna, and third orchestra director, had taken Seyfried’s seat.
I observed to him that I alone was charged with the direc-
tion of the orchestra, when Seyfried was prevented coming,
and I therefore requested him to leave it. This he refused
to do, with the remark, that the Count himself had ordered
him to direct the opera, and at the express wish of his
daughter, who preferred singing under his direction. As all
my expostulations were unavailing, and I considered it
beneath my dignity to play the first violin under so obscure
a director, I quitted the orchestra, and returned home. The
next morning I sent in a written remonstrance to the Count
respecting this invasion of right that had been secured to
me in my engagement, and requested, that I might be ex-
posed to no further repetition of it. .

The Count, incited by the Prima Donna, who was very
incensed because I would not lead under the direction of her
father, answered me with rudeness instead of with the
apologies I had reason to expect, and which I replied to
in yet stronger terms. From that moment, the Count and
his creatures studied to annoy me in every possible manner
that my position exposed me to. Added to this, since Palffy
had been so fortunate as to become lessee of the two Court
Theatres, he put his own theatre greatly in the back-ground.
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He took away from it the best singers, and the best part of
the chorus, to incorporate them with the personnel of the
Karnthnerthor - Theatre; so that “an der Wien”, from that
time, Spectacle-pieces, and low class popular operas alone,
were given. As I was not bound to assist at these, I had
scarcely any thing more to do at the theatre. I could
therefore clearly see, that I should be discharged after the
termination of my engagement.

As now, after Napoleon was vanquished and banished
to Elba, a general European peace seemed in perspective,
and that I greatly desired to sét out as soon as possible
on my long projected artistic tour through all Europe; I
made a proposition to the Count to cancel our agreement
on the expiration of the second year, and demanded as
compensation the half of my salary for the third year,
paid down in one sum. He readily consented to it, and
so we parted in peace. I now hastened to make every pre-
paration in order to be enabled to commence my journey
in the spring. I contemplated first, to travel through Ger-
many and Switzerland to Italy, whither I had long ardently
desired to go. As I purposed taking my children with me,
foreseeing that their mother would not be able to separate
from them for so long a time without pining to death;
I was first of all obliged to provide myself with a larger tra-
velling carriage to hold us all, with the instruments. The
difficulty was to build one for this purpose, sufficiently light
of draught for three posthorses. I conferred upon this there-
fore with Herr Langhaus, the clever machinist at the theatre
“an der Wien”, and afterwards director of public buildings
in Berlin, who made a drawing of the design suggested in
our conference, according to which the carriage should be
built. It had a solid roof, upon which were packed the leather
covered harp-case, and a trunk for linen. The violin-case was
stowed in a boot under the coachman’s seat, so that the whole
space in the interior of the vehicle remained for the travellers.

In my relations with Herr won Zost, also, a serious

13*
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alteration had taken place. After the settlement of our
earlier account, which was effected by the delivery of the
Cantata ‘“Das befreite Deutschland” I had delivered again,
four manuscripts, the octett, two quartetts and a second
quintett, without receiving the agreed price. At first I had
argued no ill of this delay in settlement. But when it be-
came suddenly reported in the city, that the wealthy Herr
von Tost had sustained severe losses, and was on the point
of bankruptcy; that he no longer called upon me, and even
failed to appear at a musical - party where I played one of
his manuscripts, but sent the portfolio instead of coming;
the matter looked dubious. I therefore took back to him the
portfolio myself, in order if possible, to come to a clear
understanding with him at the same time. I found the other-
wise so jovial man very much depressed in spirits. He con-
fessed to me his position without reserve. It was, he said, ex-
tremely painful to him, to be unable to fulfil his engagements
with me; but as his plans for the future were unsettled if not
quite destroyed, he would forthwith return all my manus-
cripts to me before the expiration of the stipulated time, so
that I might sell them as soon as possible to a publisher.
For the loss I might thereby sustain, he was willing to in-
demnify me with a bill for one hundred ducats, which as
soon as his affairs had assumed a more favourable aspect,
he would honourably meet. Upon this he fetched the whole
of the manuscripts and handed them to me. I, who con-
sidered that Herr von Tost had amply compensated me for
the short time he had them in his possession, by the costly
furniture he had bought for me, and reckoned at so low an
estimate, was quite satisfied with the return of my manus-
cripts and refused all further indemnification. However, as I
perceived that Herr von Tost felt hurt by this arrangement,
I took the bill, well knowing that from my contemplated
departure from Vienna its early liquidation was not to be
thought of. .

I now sold the whole of the returned manuscripts to
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two Vienna publishers, and from their having acquired a
great celebrity by their frequent performance, I received a
considerable sum for them.

At the commencement of the year 1815, I wrote another
Quartett, in C-major (No. 2 of the op. 29) and a new violin
Concerto (the seventh, op. 38) as also Variations, which remai-
ned unpublished, for use upon the coming journey; the two
last of these compositions I played at my farewell-Concert
on the 19. February 1815. Respecting this last concert I
gave in Vienna, the Musical journal spoke very favourably.
Of the newest violin concerto (E-minor. C-major. E-major)
it says: ‘“Very difficult for the solo player as well as for
those who accompany. A splendid, perfect composition; a
fine flowing cantabile; striking modulations, replete with bold
canonic imitations, an ever new, charming and happily calcu-
lated instrumentation. The melting adagio is especially cap-
tivating.” In conclusion it says: ‘“As to the merits of this
masterly artist, both here and throughout Germany there is
but one opinion. We yet remember with lively satisfaction
the trinmph, which he achieved two years ago over his rival,
the great Rode. He is now about to leave us upon a grand
artistic tour. He first proceeds to Prague, where his new
opera “Faust” is now being studied .... May he, who by
his talent and his open, manly character has left an honour-
able memorial of his worth in our hearts, meet always, and
every where with success!”

I at that time really had the intention of going first to
Prague, to be present at the production of my opera, which
was being studied under Carl Maria von Weber. But I
afterwards abandoned that plan. I had in fact received a
letter from my former Intendant Baron wvon Reibnite at
Breslau, wherein in the name of a family of his acquaintance
that of Prince von Carolath, he asked me if I would feel
disposed to pass the summer months with them at their seat,
Carolath, in Silesia? The Princess was very desirous, that
her two daughters, one of whom played the harp, the other
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the pianoforte, should receive instruction in music from mg
wife. They would endeavour to make the stay of myself
and family at their charming castle as agreable as possible.
He, the Baron had been invited also, and would be ex-
tremely pleased if I would accept the invitation, so that he
might again pass some time with me.

As the spring and summer were any way but little
favourable seasons of the year to give concerts, and that
Dorette and the children anticipated much pleasure from the
stay at Carolath, I readily assented. I therefore hastened
the preparations for our journey, in order to avail ourselves
of the opportunity to give a few concerts at Breslau and in
its neighbourhood, before the fine season had set in. The
next thing was to effect the sale of our furniture and house-
hold chattels, which was very speedily done, for immediately
upon the announcement of the sale, a host of purchasers pre-
sented themselves. As our furniture was very elegant, and
withal nearly new, the purchasers bid warmly against each
other, and we therefore realised a sum far beyond our ex-
pectation. This as well as my Vienna savings, which were
still in paper currency, I now took to a banker’s and changed for
gold. Scarcely had I done this when all Vienna was alarmed
by the intelligence that Napoleon had escaped from Elba,
landed in France, and been hailed with the greatest joy. The
rate of exchange fell suddenly so low, that if I had delayed
the conversion of my paper into specie but orme day more,
I should have suffered a loss of more than fifty ducats.

When first contemplating my grand tour through Europe,
the idea struck me, also, of commencing an album, in which
I purposed making a collection of the compositions of all
the artists whose acquaintance I might make. I began imme-
diately with the Viennese, and received from all the resident
composers of my acquaintance, short, autographic works
written for the most part expressly for my album. The most
valuable contribution to me, is that of Beethoven. It is a Canon
for three voices to the words from Schiller’s “‘Jungfrau von
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Orleans”: “Kurz ist der Schmerz, und ewig wéhrt die Freude.”
It is worthy of remark, in the first place, that Beethoven
whose handwriting, notes as well as text, were usually almost
illegible, must have written this page with particular patience;
for it is unblotted from beginning to end, which is the more
remarkable, since he even drew the lines without the aid of
a ruler; secondly, that after the falling in of the third voice
a bar is wanting, which I was obliged to complete. The
pages concluded with the wish:

May you dear Spokr where ever you find real art, and
real artists, think with pleasure of me, Your friend.

Ludwig van Beethoven.
Vienna March 3. 1815.

Upon all my subsequent travels I received contributions
to this album, and possess therefore a highly interesting col-
lection of short compositions from German, Italian, French,
English and Dutch artists. *

* *
*

On the eve of taking leave of Vienna, I yet think I must
recall some further incidents of my stay there, which hitherto
I have had no opportunity of relating. First, in respect of
my orchestral duties. These were sometimes very onerous
for me; the same piece being frequently represented twenty
or thirty nights in succession. This happened not only with
two of Mozart’s operas “Don Juan” and the “Zauberflote”,
which during my engagement were brought out with a new
distribution of characters and with a very brilliant mise en
scene; but, also, with a ballet, which during the Congress
was repeated an innumerable number of times, and in which
I had to play violin soli’s. What its name was, I no longer
recollect, but that the celebrated dancers Duport, and mes-
dames Bigottini and Petit Aimée, whom Count Palffy had
sent for from Paris, danced in it. It is true, I did not play

* A selection from the pages of this album will be found in the
appendix.
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those soli's unwillingly, upon their own account, for the
audience always listened with the greatest attention, and were
profuse in their applause of me; but it annoyed me that I
was obliged to measure my tempi, by the steps of the dancers
and that I could not lengthen at pleasure my closes and
cadences, as the dancers were unable to sustain themselves
so long in their groupings. This gave rise therefore to many
bickerings with the ballet master, until at length I learned
compliance. I endeavoured to sweeten the monotony of my
duties in some degree by always enriching and ornamenting
my soli performances. This I did especially with the trou-
badour in ‘“John of Paris” for whom a pas de trois was in-
troduced in that ballet. As in the opera of that name, there
were three strophes, the first of which had to be executed by
the horn, the second by the violincello, and the third by the
violin, I at first ornamented my strophe in a very vocal
style. But as’ I remarked, that the Prima Donna, demoiselle
Buchwieser at the next representation had borne them well
in mind, sang them, and obtained great applause for them,
this so annoyed me, as I could not bear the singer, that I
thenceforth ornamented them in a style she could not imitate
with her voice.

Besides the two above mentioned operas of Mosart, 1
experienced a third ordeal in a new popular-opera, with
music by Hummel, which by a singular chance such as will
assuredly never occur again, went through a long succession
of nightly representations. It was called “Princess Eselshaut”
and as far as the author’s text, was so wretched a piece of
patchwork, that in spite of the pretty music of which five or
six of the Numbers were received with great applause, it was
at the conclusion unanimously hissed. This according to
Vienna custom at once consigned it to the tomb. Hummel
who conducted, had, already, quite resignedly expressed him-
gelf to me, who in honour of him led as first violin. ‘‘Another
pure labour in vain!” But on the following evening when
another piece was to have been announced, it could not be
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given, owing to the illness of several of the performers in
the opera and play, and the manager was therefore obliged
to repeat the condemned opera though at the risk of ex-
citing an uproar in the theatre. On that evening nevertheless,
just on account of the anticipated tumult, the theatre was
crammed to excess, and the piece was hissed at the end of
each act, and again at the conclusion. But the musical pieces
met with more applause than on the first night, and at the
fall of the curtain when the hissing had ceased, the composer
was even called for, and greeted with vehement applause.
As the indisposition of the invalids still continued, a third
trial of it was obliged to be made, which went off nearly
like the former one. Yet was the opposition against the
piece much less, and the music obtained more friends than
ever. Thus it could be continued with confidence, and on
the succeeding nights it again found new friends in sufficient
number. At length it became the fashion to go and hiss the
piece, and praise the music. Hummel took speedy advantage
of this, and published a piano-forte arrangement of the most
favorite Numbers, which had a rapid sale. So it was no “labour
in vain” after all, as he had feared on the first evening!

Pizis, was not so fortunate with his opera, the ‘‘Zauber-
spruch”. That was swamped by the badness of the libretto,
nor could the music keep it above water, although it had,
also, many successful “numbers.” It was the occasion for the
display of a bit of real Viennese wit. A friend of the com-
poser, not having been able to see the first representation of
it, enquired of another who had been present “Well what
do you think of the opera of Pizis. — “Nix is!” was
the reply.

I may here relate another of my Vienna recollections,
since it is one of those which make a deep impression and
therefore do not so easily fade from the memory. It was an
unusually great inundation, such as occurs once only in
every century, occasioned by the overflowing of the little
river ‘die Wien” on the banks of which my house was
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situated. On that occasion it was so great from the simul-
taneous overflowing of the Danube, which would not allow
the waters of the “Wien” an outlet. I bad not observed
the commencement of the inundation, being engaged at a
rehearsal at the theatre. After it was over, I found the street
leading to my house already flooded, and I saw that I must
use all haste to be enabled even to wade through it.
Nevertheless I first fetched my violin-case out of the
orchestra, as I foresaw that, also, would be laid under water.
By this time the flood had risen so high that in some places
the water reached above my knees. I found my family in
the greatest consternation and the other inmates of the house
still more so. My landlord, the cabinet-maker, with his
family, were already hurrying up past my floor to the top
of the house, and endeavouring to secure a dry stowage for
their effects, in the loft. He had need to hasten; for the
water rose so fast, that in a few hours it almost reached to
the first floor. The terrified inhabitants of the suburb had
now a scene before them such as they had never before be-.
held. The rushing waters swept by, bearing along with them
articles of every description commingled in the strangest
confusion. Implements of husbandry, carts laden with hay or
wood, the wreck of stalls and stabling, dead cattle, and even
a cradle containing a screaming infant, which, however, was
happily rescued by a boat. The owners of the houses, furnish-
ed with long poles, were exerting themselves to keep off the
objects as they floated by, so that they might not damage the
walls of the houses, others on the other hand provided with
boat hooks. endeavoured to lay hold of the furniture and
other household chattels in order to save them, and pull them
up into the windows for security. Some hours afterwards,
when such like articles had ceased to float past, hoats made
their appearance laden with provisions, which were readily
bought up by the inhabitants of the flooded streets. Other
boats towards evening brought the employés and men of
business from the city to their dwellings, and anxiously ex-
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pecting families. As the rain also poured down in torrents,
the inundation still continued at the same height, and even
at night fall there was no perceptible decrease of the waters.
So long as it remained light, the scene afforded great diver-
sity of interest, but when night came it was fearful to be-
hold. The roar of the waters, and the howling of the storm
forbade all thought of repose; nor was it advisable to retire
to rest, as no one knew what might yet occur. I therefore -
laid my children near me on my sofa with their clothes on,
and as Dorette had soon fallen asleep beside them, I sat
down to my work, a new song-composition, in order to resist
sleep more effectually. In this I succeeded. But my zeal at
composition led me several times to the piano, which the
family of my landlord who passed half the night in the floor
above me upon their knees in prayer, took in very great
dudgeon; for on the following morning the nurse-maid informed
me, that the wife had bitterly exclaimed: ‘“That Lutheran
heretic will bring yet greater misfortune upon us with his
unchristian singing and playing.” But the night passed without
further misfortune, and by day-break the water had greatly
decreased. Nevertheless, it was evening before it had suffi-
ciently subsided to admit of again traversing the streets on
foot. But the “Theatre an der Wien” remained closed for
eight days, for it required that time before all traces of the
inundation could be removed.

* *
*

After a sorrowful parting from dear Vienna, where we
had passed so many happy days, I set out with my family
upon our great journey on the 18. March, 1815. My brother
Ferdinand whose engagement at the “Theatre an der Wien”
was to last for another year, remained alone behind. After
its expiration, he obtained an appointment in the Royal
Orchestra of Berlin.

Our first resting place was at Briinn, where we gave a
concert. How it succeeded, I no longer remember, but I
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well recollect, that I was very dissatisfied with the orchestral-
accompaniment. In respect to that, of course my excellent
orchestra in Vienna had accustomed me to a very different
style of performance.

From Briinn we went to Breslau. where in April we
also gave two concerts; but they were not well attended.
The unsettled state of the public mind arising from the re-
commencement of hostilities and from the great sacrifices
entailed upon each individual by the contributions required
of them, was in truth then so general, that a more unfavour-
able time to give concerts could not well have presented
itself. But in so musical a city as Breslau. even in that
period of warlike commotion, there was no dearth of zealous
musical amateurs, to whom music was a necessary of life.
I was therefore frequently invited to private circles, in which
I had an opportunity to perform my Vienna compositions of
Herr von Tost’s portfolio. They met with a brilliant recep-
tion, particularly the two Quintetts, which I was frequently
obliged to repeat. At the earnest wish of my friend Schnabel,
director of the Cathedral-orchestra, I wrote an Offertorium for
a Solo-soprano voice and chorus, with violin obligato and
orchestra, which, as is shewn by the catalogue of my com-
positions was performed in the Cathedral on 16. April, and
where I took the violin-part. As I left behind me there the
original score, and have never seen it since that time, I am
unable to say whether the composition has any merit. “Pro-
bably it is still to be found in the library of the cathedral.

* *
*

On a fine evening in the spring, I arrived with my family
at Carolath. As we had to pass over a small river near the
castle, in a ferry-boat, our arrival was perceived before hand.
We therefore found upon driving into the Castle-court, the
whole of the Prince’s family assembled at the foot of the
steps, and were welcomed by them in the most friendly
manner. The prince himself led us to the apartments assigned
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to us. After we had changed our dress we were summoned
to the supper-table. The Prince, a somewhat ceremonious but
friendly and well meaning man from fifty eight to sixty years of
age received us at the entrance of the dining-room, and intro-
duced us to the other guests. They consisted of the Princess
his second wife, her &ister, a lady passionately fond of poetry
and music, his two daughters by his first marriage, amiable
maidens of fifteen and seventeen years of age, and their tutor,
Herr Kartscher, a young man of polished manners. The conver-
sation at table was with the exception of the somewhat anti-
quated formality of the Prince, both free from restraint
and lively, and convinced me that I was in a high bred
circle having a sympathy for all that was beautiful. Dorette
was also very pleased with the conversation of her neighbours
the Prince and his sister-in-law, and the children in whom
the young ladies had interested themselves in the most friendly
manner, were also extremely happy. Our whole family looked
forward therefore to a pleasant residence at the castle.

On the following day, the regulations were forthwith
adopted for the subjects and hours of study, which with few
exceptions remained unchanged during the whole time of our
stay. In the forenoon, while Dorette gave instruction to the
Princesses, the eldest on the harp, the youngest on the piano,
I also gave the first music lessons to my children. After-
wards they were permitted to participate in the lessons given
to the Princesses by their tutor, and he was so good as to
adapt his instruction as much as possible to the capacities
of the children. Meanwhile, my wife and I occupied ourselves
with our own musical-studies, or I composed. As the members
of the Prince’s family were very fond of singing, this was in-
ducement sufficient to me to write two small books of songs, the
text of which was furnished by the sister of the Princess from
her large collection of poetical pieces. Among these were
also some poems of Herr Kartscher. Both volumes were publish-
ed by Peters of Leipsic as op. 37, and 41. When the studies
of the forenoon were terminated, a careful toilette was made
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by-all, to appear at the dinner-table, as it was always the
custom with the Prince’s family to dine en parure, or full
dress. The remainder of the day was devoted to social inter-
_course and amusements. When the weather was fine, coffee
was served in the castle garden, and towards evening an ex-
. cursion-drive was made into the neighbouring environs. A
farm belonging to the Prince was a frequent object of our
visit, and either there or in the woods around it we frequently
partook of a rustic supper. At other times when the weather
was overcast, or that visitors came from neighbouring parts,
we had music in the evening. As soon, however, as Herr
von Reibnitz arrived as guest at the Castle, an attempt at
Quartett music was made. The old valet of the Prince who
in his younger days had played the violincello, was then
summoned to produce his instrument, the schoolmaster of the
village his viol, and Herr von Reibnite took the second violin.
Unfortunately I had no other Quartetts with me, than my
own, which were certainly never written for such performers.
The first attempt therefore was very discouraging. But as
the others evinced much zeal, I was not wanting in patience
and endurance; and by dint of several rehearsals I succeeded
so far as to enable me to let the company hear two of my
quartetts. They were not so well accustomed to enjoyments
in art as not to receive their performance with great appro-
bation. A polonaise also, whichI then wrote (op. 40, publish-
ed by Peters) pleased greatly, and soon became a frequently
requested and favorite piece with the company, perhaps, me-
rely, because they had seen it composed. After I and my
family had passed the first two months of our residence in
Carolath in this sufficiently pleasant though somewhat uniform
manner, the Prince announced one day at dinner with some
solemnity, that he would be obliged to leave his dear guests
for one day, as it was his custom every year on the 24. June
to proceed to Glogau, to be present at the Freemason’s festival
of St. John. This induced me upon rising from table to make
myself known to him as a brother Mason, which so agreably
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surprised the Prince that he immediately invited me to accom-
pany him on the journey. I have forgotten to relate that
I had already become a freemason in Gotha, had there re-
ceived after the expiration of a year the second degree of the
order, and a year later on a journey to Berlin, the third, of
master-mason. But as in Austria, freemasonry was prohibited,
and that for two years and a half I had frequented nolodge,
I longed to assist once more at a meeting of the brothers.
The Prince’s invitation to accompany him to Glogau came
therefore very opportunely. Grand preparations were forth-
with made. The great travelling carriage emblazoned with
the Prince’s armorial bearings was drawn out of the coach-
house, and cleansed from dust; a Jiger, and another ser-
vant had squeezed himself into the state livery, and the
Prince himself made his appearance for the first time in
state - uniform, with his star upon his breast. We set out
early on the morning of the 24. Arrived at the lodge, the
Prince was received and welcomed by a deputation, and his
guest, also, afler having testified his prerogative, was greeted
as a brother in the most friendly manner. After the meeting
of tlte work-lodge, a splendid dinner-lodge followed, in
which I joined the musical brethren, directed their singing,
and myself, sang with my powerful bass voice some mason’s
songs and the ‘Heiligen Hallen” from the “Zauberflote.” Among
the musical brothers I found several acquaintances of my
earlier travels through Silesia, who eagerly sought to honour
-me with their attentions. ,

The chairman, also, welcomed the ,renowned craftsman”
to the circle of brothers, and thanked the Prince for having
introduced him. The Prince seemed greatly pleased to find
the honours paid to his guest, redound to his own, for on
his return to Carolath he redoubled his already great atten-
tions towards me and my family, so that we were even
frequently embarrassed by them.

After a further highly agreable stay of from six to eight
weeks, we resumed our journey through Dresden and Leipzic
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years from her home, Dorette felt so happy, that I could not
think of leaving it for some time. I therefore settled down
quietly for a few months, and only made a few short ex-
cursions in the neighbourhood. The first was to my parents
at Gandersheim, where my father had in the meanwhile been
transferred as District - Physician, and from thence to Han-
over, where I gave a concert. The second was to Franken-
hausen, where Bischoff got up another musical festival.

Here begins one of my diaries which I continued without
any break off up to my return from Italy. The title is
“Passing Remarks, during a Musical-tour” and the work
begins:

Frankenhausen, Oct. 19. 1815.

...... “ In Hanover we made the interesting acquaintance
of the Violinist, and the highly uninteresting one of the Man,
Kiesewetter. As violinist he is distinguished for a powerful
very pure, and even feeling style of play, without however
as it seems to me, a true feeling for the beauties of art; as a
man, he is the most inflated wind-bag, that I ever met! He
conducted in our concert on the 11. October, but without
certainty and foresight.

“After a pause of three years, the musicians of Thuringia
have again assembled here, for the purpose of celebrating
after the speedily terminated war, the now complete eman-
cipation of Germany, upon the anniversary of the Leipsic
‘“Battle of the Nations”, in a manner worthy of the musical
science. This day, the first of the musical festival, the per-
formance of my Cantata “Das befreite Deutschland” and the
“Te Deum” of Gottfried Weber, took place. As it would not
beseem me as composer to express an opinion of my own
work, we will here alone speak of its performance. The solo-
parts were throughout not well distributed, for which reason
the arias and ensemble parts produced the least effects. But
the chorus and the orchestra were excellent, and therefore
the overture and collective choruses produced a great sensa-



tion. The double chorus of the flying French and that of the
pursuing Russians followed by the Prayer of thanks of the
German peoples, and the concluding chorus with the fuge,
pleased the most. I again experienced that in a spacious
locality, and with a numerous orchestra and chorus, the most
simple subjects when written in a worthy and noble style
produce the greatest effects; that on the other hand, a richness
of figures in the instrumentation, and a rapidly changing
sequence of harmony are, there, by no means in their proper
place. The Te Deum of Gottfried Weber which. had been
greatly extolled in favourable reviews of it in the public
journals, did not quite fulfil my expectations. It betrays too
much that, it was not the production of a moment of inspira-
tion, but rather of cold speculation. The very commencement
is & straining after effect, and as introduction to a Te Deum,
certainly very unsuited. To what purpose the long roll of
the kettle-drums that sounds like a passing peal of thunder?
And then, above all, the ensuing flourish of four trumpets and
sackbuts, like that with which cavalry draws up on parade?”

October, 20.

_ “On the second day, a miscellaneous Concert took place
in the following order: A Symphony of Moeart (C-Major)
executed with spirit and precision, its effect was ravishing!
To-day I became convinced that in a spacious locale, and
with a powerfully oppointed orchestra, the four themes of
the concluding fuge, at the part where they combine to form
the finale, can be right well understood by a practised ear.
If, hitherto, this part appeared to me more scientific than
effective, 1 was this day convinced of my error. 2%’ g
violin-Concerto (E-Minor) my own. To-day, I again became
convinced, that, the masses are far more taken with the skil-
ful and brilliant execution of the virtuoso, than by the merit
of the composition. All were delighted with my play, and
but few adverted as well to the composition. 3%’ an Italian
air with chorus, by Paer, sung by Herr Strohmeyer. This
SPOHR, Autobiography. L 14
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aria from an Oratorio called “La Religione” is written in so
unecclesiastical a style, that with a change of the text it might
be converted into a right good Opera buffa. During the
time that the impersonation of Religion (who certainly might
with much more propriety, sing soprano, instead of bass)
executes the most common place operatic melodies, shakes
and throat - tearing bounds, the chorus screams now and then
unisono, and fortissime, Santa! Santa! between; just as a
robber-band would call out to travellers the “Stand! your
money or your life!” As this aria gave Herr Strokmeyer
an opportunity to display his fine and powerful voice as well
as his skill in its management, it was received with great
applause. 4"™" an Adagio and Potpourri of mine for the
clarinet, played by Herr Hermstedt, likewise very favorably
received. Yet I found, and several other musicians were of
the same opinion, that, though Hermstedt constantly made
more progress in the technics of his instrument, he did
not devellope his taste in the same degree. His execution
has somewhat of a mannerism that borders on caricature.
5" a patriotic song on the melody of “God save the king”
with orchestral and organ accompaniment by Methfessel. The
public to whom the words had been distributed, joined in.”

Poor Bischoff did not find his account in this third
Frankenhausen musical festival. The reason of the deficit in
the receipts was doubtless the quartering of Russian troops
in the neighbourhood, which kept both the town and country
residents from attending the festival. As Bischoff was not
in a position to cover this deficit from his own means, the
musicians who had assisted, agreed, upon my proposition, to
defray their own expeuses of the journey both ways, and to
collect the necessary sum by a concert to be given on their
return home. To that effect 1 also gave one at Gotha on
the 28. October, in which Andreas Romberg who since two
years had been director of concerts there. supported me in
the most friendly manner.
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Gotha, October, 29.
My intercourse with Andreas Romberg, the educated and

reflective artiste, afforded me again many hours of rich en-
joyment. But lagain found that he performs his compositions
in an indiscribably cold and dry manner, as though he him-
self did not feel the beauties they contain! He played several
of his Quartetts, which I had long admired, because I had
frequently heard them played by others, and have myself
played them; but the soul which they so plainly bespeak,
and which every violinist by whom I have heard them played
till now has rightly seized, seems to have remained unknown
to him, for in his execution of them, no trace of it was to
be discovered! It struck me as remarkable, also, that his
predeliction leaned more especially to those which seemed to
me the weakest. But I was yet more astonished that he often
takes his tempi, according to my feeling, false, and thereby
frequently spoils their effect; for I almost invariably found
the Allegro’s too slow, and the Adagio’s too fast.
Meiningen, October, 81. -

We gave a concert here to-day, at which the Dutchess
and the whole Court were present. Herr Wassermann, one
of the cleverest of my former pupils, played my Concertante
with me.

Wiarsburg, Nov., 10.

I made here the acquaintance of two known artistes,
that of Herr Fréhlich, and of Witt. The former, Professor at
the University, lectures on sesthetics and is in many respects
a highly talented artist, as well as a zealous contributor
to the Musical journal. As a critic he appears tolerably
conscientious, but I remarked, that he also, like many other
reviewers, writes opinions upon works without having the score
before him. He that knows how difficult it is even with the
aid of the score, to acquire a knowledge of a work from
merely reading it, must be greatly astonished that these gent-
lemen will commit such an oversight, and merely place the
separate voices side by side, and alternately cast their eyes

14*
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on each. In a work of many voices, the perusal of the score
is not alone sufficient, to enable a correct judgement to be
pronounced; it is necessary also to have heard it, and well

Witt is Concert - master of the formerly grand-ducal
Court-orchestra, which as well as the personnel of the singers
of the Castle-church, after the acquisition of the grand-duchy
by Bavaria are still continued in pay as formerly, and have
remained up till now at their full complement. It is kept
in good play-practice, and accompanied me to my full satis-
faction in the concert we gave on the 7. November. I ex-
perienced much pleasure also from the performance of one
of Haydn’s masses in the Castle-church, which was excellently
executed under Witt’s direction. Herr Witt let me hear on
the piano, his oratorio, “Die vier Menschenalter” (‘*‘The four
ages of man”). As he played badly, and if possible sung
still worse, it would be prematwe in me, from what 1 heard
and read after him of the score, to give an opinion of the
effect the work would produce when performed. Yet it
seemed to me somewhat common-place, and here and there,
almost trivial. Nevertheless, the fuges and some other ‘‘Num-
bers” written in the severe style showed great skill in counter-
point.

Niirnberg, Nov., 16.

Music appears very little cultivated in the ancient Imperial
city, for the orchestra here is remarkably bad. At our con-
cert yesterday, there was it is true both a numerous audience
and no want of applause of our performance, but every thing
accompanied by the orchestra was totally spoiled by it.

To render my diary complete, 1 must here add that,
in Niirnberg, young Molique, then about fourteen years of
age introduced himself to me, and requested me to give him
instruction in music during my stay in Niirnberg; this I
readily assented to, for the lad already then gave evidence of
very uncommon talent for his years. As Moligue, since that
time, by an assiduous study of my violin-compositions formed
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himself more and more upon my model in style of play, and
therefore called himself Spokr’s pupil, I have mentioned this
circumstance in a supplementary manner.
Munich, Dec., 12, 18156.

Our stay here afforded us much artistic enjoyment. Al-
ready on the day after our arrival we were present at an in-
teresting concert, the first of the twelve winter-concerts given
every year by the royal orchestra upon their own account.
These concerts are very numerously attended, and merit it
in a high degree. The orchestra consists of the simple har-
mony, twelve first. twelve second-violins, eight viols, ten
violincelli and six double - basses. The violins and basses are
excellent, and the wind instruments, also, up to the horms.
At every concert, a whole Symphony is performed; (which is
the more praiseworthy, from its becoming unfortunately daily
more rare, and that the public for that reason are losing
more and more the taste for that noble kind of instrumental-
music); then an overture, two vocal, and two concert pieces.
As the Court-orchestra of Munich still maintains its ancient
repute as one of the first in the world, my expectation was
greatly on the stretch; yet was it far -exceeded by the execu-
iton of Beethoven’s Symphony in C-Minor, with which this
first concert was opened. It is scarcely possible, that it could
have been performed with more spirit, more power, and at
the same time with greater delicacy, as also, throughout. with
a closer observance of all the shades of forte and piano! It
produced therefore a greater effect, also, than I had beleived
it capable of, although 1 had already frequently heard it,
and even under the direction of the composer himself in Vienna.
Nevertheless, I found no reason to retract my former opinion
respecting it. Though with many individual beauties, yet it
does not constitute a classical whole. For instance, the intro-
ductory theme of the very first passage is wanting in that
dignity which according to my feeling the commencement of
a Symphony should of a necessity possess. Setting this aside,
the short and easily comprehended theme, certainly permits
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of being carried out very thematically, and is combined
also by the composer with the other principal ideas of the firat
subject in an ingenious and effective manner. The Adagio in
as is in part very fine, yet the same passages and modula-
tions repeat themselves much too frequently, and although
always with richer ornamentation, become in the end weari-
some. The Scherzo, is highly original, and -of real romantic
colouring, but the Trio with the noisy running bass is to my
taste much too rough. The concluding passage with its un-
meaning noise, is the least satisfactory; nevertheless the return
to the Schereo at this part is so happy an idea, that the
composer may be envied for it. Its effect is most captivating!
But what a pity that this impression is so soon obliterated
by the returning noise!

In this first concert we heard also Herr Rovelli, a young
and but recently engaged violinist, in a Concerto in C-Minor
by Lafond which is excellent, and was executed to the satisfac-
tion of all. This young artist, a pupil of Kreuteer, combines
with the chief excellencies of the Parisian school that which
is usually wanting with pupils, viz. feeling and peculiar taste.
The chief points of excellence in that school comsist in a
careful study and development of the Technics of the instrument,
in which, however. the real cultivation of art is very frequently
neglected. This, nevertheless, is not the case with Herr Rovell;
for he reads well from the sheet, and knows how to accom-
pany, as I afterwards had an opportunity of proving when
playing my quartetts.

Madame Bamberger from Wiirzburg, of whose fine second-
tenor voice and good school, I had there already heard spoken
of in such praise, sang in the concert, but appeared nervous,
which. was probably the reason why she took breath so fre-
quently, and rendered the tones so imperfectly.

In the second subscription-concert, we heard Herr Flad,
who performed an hautboy-concerto in a very brilliant manner.
He has a very fine tone, and a very tasteful execution. Herr
Legrand, on the other hand, who played Romberg’s violincello-
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concerto in E-Minor. seems to me to be already going down
hill, for his play is wanting both in power of endurance, and
in sure, and pure intonation. An overture from the Romeo
and Juliet by Steibelt, does not reach bheyond common-place.

In the third subscription-concert, my Symphony in E-Major
was exceedingly well performed under the spirited yet circum-
spect direction of Herr Concertmaster Mar«lt, and made more
effect here than in Frankenhausen, where 1 had heard it for
the first time four years ago. Herr Fransl director of music,
played his old violin-concerto in C-Major with Turkish-music.
Its composition is in the namby-pamby taste of Pleyel's time,
and will never suit the taste of the present day. His play
is just as antiquated, and retains of its former excellence
nothing but its vigour, but which now carries him frequently
away into an indistinctness and want of purity in intonation.
Although this was the case to-day, also. yet he was applauded
like mad. This might have impressed a stranger with an
unfavourable opinion of the taste of the people of Munich;
had it not been evident, how well a small party of his per-
sonal friends knew to carry away the public by an uproarious
clapping of hands, and a vigorous shouting of bravo. Though
it certainly may be conceded to an artist who excelled in
former times, that he should still meet with applause. in later
years, yet this may readily mislead him to overstep the period
when he should cease to appear in public. :

In the fourth subscription-concert, I played" w1th Herr
Rovelli, my Concertante, in satisfaction of the expectation that
every foreign artist who desires to be supported in his own
concerts by the royal orchestra, is in duty bound to play in
one of the subscription-concerts. 1 never heard my Concer-
tante to better advantage. Herr Rovelli had practised his
part with the greatest attention and played in a masterly
manner. The accompaniment was equally good. The Adagio
with the three violincelli-obligati had a particularly fine effect.

Vogler’s celebrated overture to ‘Castor and Pollux” did
not come up with my expectations. It begins in a spirited
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and powerful manner it is true, but becomes lame towards
the end, and the commencement itself derives its effect only
from the noise of the brass instruments.

On the third of December, we played before the Queen
in her private apartments, where besides herself and the
King, a few only of the élite of the Court were present.
Both Sovereigns appeared to take great interest in our play,
for they loaded us with civilities. Besides ourselves, Madame
Dulcken, a distinguished artiste played also, with her daughter
and pupil, a Rondeau by Steibelt for two piano-forti.

On the sixth, our public concert took place in the Re-
douten-saloon, which the Queen also honoured with her pre-
sence, a mark of distinction, that for many years had been
shewn to no foreign artists. I derived a great satisfaction
from hearing my compositions again performed with so much
brilliancy.

In the Museum, I found the Musical-journal, and therein
a notice of the last musical-festival at Frankenhausen, which
also contains an opinion upon my Cantata: ‘‘The emancipation
of Germany.” The writer adduced so many shallow and
false objections to that work, that I was greatly inclined to
reply to it, had I not come to the resolution since my paper-
war with Mosel, never again to write an anti-criticism.

Wirsburg, Dec., 26.

On our journey thither from Munich, we have given in
ten days, in four different towns, four flying concerts, that
we had previously made arrangements for, which were nume-
rously attended, and returned a rich harvest; viz, on the 16.
in Nuremberg, on the 18. in Erlangen, on the 22. in Bam-
berg, and yesterday, the first day after Christmasday, here. It
was nevertheless an arduousex ertion, particularly for Dorette;
the continual packing up and unpacking, rehearsing and
concert-giving! We will now give ourselves a little rest. —
The day before yesterday, I let Herr Professor Frohklich hear
my two Vienna Quartetts, dedicated to Romberg, chiefly with
the view that he might notice them in the musical-journal.
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They went off well, and therefore did not fail to make a
favourable impression upon the hearers.
Frankfurt on the Mayne, January, 14. 1816.

Our stay here was but very poor in art-enjoyments. During
the whole time, not a single concert besides our own, not one
musical party! While eight years ago, on our first coming
here we scarcely could find time to satisfy all the invitations
to musical-soireés, now, not one of the Frankfurt musical
amateurs (if indeed there are any left) takes it into his head
to make a single demand upon our talents.

Even the theatre offered nothing very attractive, and only
one, (for us new) opera, viz, ‘‘Carlo Fioras” by Frdnel, was
performed. — Madame Graff in this opera, and as the coun-
tess, in the “Marriage of Figaro” proved herself a singer of
an excellent school, gifted with feeling and taste. The remain-
ing personnel of vocalists is of no importance, but the orchestra
excellent, and worthy of its ancient repute.

On the twelfth, we gave a concert at the Red-House.
Madame Graff sang brilliantly the grand scena from ‘Faust.”
The orchestra accompanied with predeliction, and the greatest
precision.

We passed a day rich in music at the house of André,
in Offenbach. I found him mounted upon a new hobby, which
he rode with yet greater self satisfaction than his former ones.
It was called “declamation!” He is firmly convinced, and affirms
it also with honest openheartedness, that with the exception
~ of himself, no composer, from Mosart to Bornhard has under-
stdod how to declaim a song properly, and to set it to music
as it ought to be. He has therefore taken compassion of that
neglected art-orphan, and written a number of pattern-songs!
He had heard of my new songs and urged me to sing them.
But already at the second, he found a reason to return to his
own. Fréulein von Goldner his pupil, sang them, and really
in a most charming manner. It is not to be denied, that she
declaims correctly, and has given a reading to several of them
both new and interesting in its kind. When executed besides
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in so masterly a manner as they are by Friulein von Goldneér,
the effect is certainly very great. I readily admitted this,
but did not conceal from him at the same time what I
thought objectionable therein: which is principally, that he
has frequently sacrificed both form, rhythm, and melody to
the right declamation. In order to avoid the fault of many
song-composers, who restrict themselves too stringently to
the rhythm of the poem, he has fallen into the opposite ex-
treme. In order to give every syllable its proper duration
and accent. he frequently changes the time in many of these
songs, and thereby destroys the rhythm as well as the melody.
Thus, the hearer cannot follow, and feels dissatisfied. I had
further to object, that, the piano accompaniment to most of
these songs is too much obligato, and distracts the attention
from the song. Some sound like independant piano-fantasia’s,
to which the song has heen adapted. The selfsatisfaction
with which André gave us these songs to hear. was quite un-
bearable. For instance, he took an old song of Schulze:
“0O selig. wer liebt” sang it burlesqued to make it appear
ridiculous, and then requested Fraulein von Goldner to execute
his own on the same text. ‘“Aha!” said every one of the
company, “You shew us the shadow first, that the light may
have the greater effect afterwards!” This ill treatment of an
old meritorious composer annoyed me so much, that I could
not refrain from saying:

“Dear André, you seem to forget. that it does not redound
to the credit of your song, that it should require a piece of
buffoonery to introduce it; that this song of Schilse was com-
posed upwards of five and twenty years ago. when the notions
of song-composition were very different from what they now
are; that the melody, which appears antiquated to us. was
new at that time, and that you in the end have made no
happy selection for your purpose. since this song with all
jts simplicity of form and melody is nevertheless correctly
declaimed, and in the repetition of the: *“O selig, wer liebt”
at the end of every strophe, has some depth of feeling in it,
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whereas it is very problematical whether our songs will impart
so much pleasure after a lapse of five and twenty years. as
this song is still capable of doing when it is well sung.”

André seemed somewhat ashamed, and from that moment
evinced much more discretion. I was now desirous to gratify
his wish to hear some of my Vienna Quartetts and Quintetts;
but the accompaniment was so bad, that I soon relinquished
#t, and gave no more than the first.

After dinner, Herr Aloys Sehmitt gave us a Fantasia
upon the piano “A sea voyage with a storm”. Although this
trivial style of thing first introduced by Wolffl, was not bad.
yet from so clever a virtuoso on the piano I should have
expected to hear something more refined and solid.

In the evening. André took us to Herr Ewald, a great
lover of music, at whose house the Offenbach Singing-academy
had assembled to let him hear three compositions which they
had practised with great care. It was called “Die drei Worte”
(The three Words) of Schiller, set to music by Aloys Schmitt,
a patriotic chorus by André, and “Die Biirgschaft”” (The pledge)
by Schiller, also composed by Aloys Schmitt, all with piano-
forte accompaniment. The chorus numbered about forty eight
voices, and the performance succeeded well. The only regret
was, that the locality was not more spacious. The music to
the “Drei Worte” pleased me very much. It evinced a great
talent for that kind of lyrical composition. The poem is also
right well adapted to it. The second; “Die Biirgschaft” is
less so. In this, the composer distributes the persons repre-
sented as speaking, among the several solo-voices; but it sounds
very strange to hear these sing what the poet relates. The
chorus has its share in the text distributed in the same arbi-
trary manner. It is nevertheless not to be denied, that several
of their entreés have an extraordinary effect. as for imstance,
where it says: ‘“Und unendlicher Regen giesset herab”. “And
neverceasing rain pours down”, and later, where the exhausted
wanderer hears the murmering of a spring of water. The
whole poem throughout is conceived and rendered with much
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fancy, yet the music suffers from a want of form through
the frequent change of the tempi and measure. The repe-
tition of single words which of themselves express no meaning
is very much to be reprehended, and sometimes sounds truly
comical. The four handed piano-forte-accompaniment is so
rich in ornamentation, passages and modulations, that with
very little modification it would not require to be rewritten
for the orchestra. André’s chorus was not distinguished by
any thing remarkable. At the conclusion, Herr Hasemann
of the Frankfurt orchestra, who as violincellist accompanied
me in my Quartett in the morning much better than any of
the others, astonished us with his skill on the bass-sackbut!
He played variations on the well known song: “Mich flichen
alle Freuden” (All pleasures depart from me). But it makes
an unpleasant impression upon a hearer of taste, when an
instrument is constrained to produce what is neither natural
to, nor consistant with its character.
Darmstadt, 9. Febr.

Constrained to nearly a month’s stay by the illness of
my good Dorette, 1 have had ample time to inform myself
on the state of music here. Little satisfactory can be said
of it. The Grand-Duke is certainly very fond of music, and
spends considerabple sums of money upon it; but this love of
it is one sided, egotistical, and is limited solely to Theatrical
music. He takes a pleasure for instance in enacting the
Director of music, and Manager, in the Opera-rehearsals; he
therefore not only directs the orchestra from a desk in the
theatre, but directs also every thing upon the stage. As he
considers himself incapable of error in both capacities, nor
will allow either the director of the orchestra, or the stage
manager to gainsay his regulations in the least, as a matter
of course many mistakes occur. For, although of all Grand-
Dukes he may be the best director of an opera, that does
not make him @ good one! He clearly proves this in his se
lection of the works which he allows to be performed in his
theatre. As he has so liberally endowed the theatre that the
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management has no need to study the taste of the public for
the sake of the receipts, they might therefore procure a Re-
pertoire of really good and meritorious works, if he would
only allow them the choice. But this he reserves to himself
and therefore not only much of what is given is of mediocrity
merely, but many excellent works are wholly excluded, such
as the operas of Cherubini, because the Grand-Duke cannot
bear them. He may by chance let “Den Wassertriger,” (the
Watercarrier) pass, but only the first act of it. Neither do
the operas of Moecart seem to please him any better; for when
a few days ago the turn came again for “Don Juan™, after
nothing else had been given for thirty consecutive nights but
Poissl’s **Athalia”, and that the orchestra relieved from the
distressing wearisomeness with which- that opera had over-
come them, executed the first finale with great spirit, the
Grand-Duke turning to the director of the orchestra, said:
“After Poissl’s opera there’s no relishing “Don Juan!”
Considering the large salaries paid by the Grand - Duke,
the personnel of solo-singers might be a much better one, with
a few exceptions, than it really is; but it is maintained, that
he only wishes for middling talents, so that they may yield
more willingly to his regulations. The chorus (thirty females
and thirty men) is very excellent. The orchestra is also very
numerous, and comprises several very good artists among its
‘members; but there is also a good deal of ordinary talent
among them. The Grand-Duke may claim, some credit for
their ensemble, and particularly in the pianissimo; but as
regards pure intonation, and clearness of expression, there
is yet much to be desired. No orchestra in the world is so
harrassed as this is; for the whole of the members without
exception, must attend every blessed evening in the theatre,
from 6 to 9 or 10 o’clock. Every Sunday, there is opera;
on two other days in each week a play; and on the four
remaining days the Grand-Duke has his opera-rehearsals.
These never fail unless he is prevented by illness. Then no
operas are given. A short time ago he was obliged to keep
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his room for several weeks with a bad leg; during this time
no rehearsal .dare be held, nor any opera performed. He
seemed to beleive, or wished others to beleive that without
‘him, nothing could be studied.

It is a singular sight. to see the old gentleman already
grown quite crooked, seated at the desk in uniform with his
star on his breast, giving the time; ordering the chorus and
the ‘“statists” to recollect this thing or the other, or calling
out piano or forte to the orchestra. If he but understood
all this, there would be no better director of an opera; for
he has not only great zeal and perseverance, but from his
station also, as Grand-Duke, the necessary authority. But
his knowledge of scores extends no farther than at most to
enable him to read after the violin-voice, and as he once
played the violin when a young man, he continually harrasses
the poor violinists with his reminiscenses, without making
things any better! On the other hand, the singers may sing
as false or with as little taste as they choose, or the wind-
instruments may be one beat before or behind, — and he
does not observe it!

It is just the same with his arrangements on the stage;
but there the manager can yet come in unobserved to the
rescue, while the director of the orchestra is not permitted
the slighest reproval of any error that may occur. That the
operas, therefore, despite the numerous rehearsals should come
off badly, and invariably worse the more rehearsals that have
been held, is sufficiently accounted for above, so that in the
end both singers and orchestra become incapable of more at-
tention from sheer exhaustion and disgust. This was the
case with the opera ‘‘Athalie” of Poissl, which during our
stay was rehearsed every evening when no performance took
place, and in which on its representation at last, after thirty
stage-rehearsals, faults still occured, both on the stage and in
the orchestra. Of the music of this opera but little can be
said in praise. It is too common-place, and the same kind
of thing too frequently heard before. Several of the musical
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pieces are imitations of the most admired pieces of Mozart
and Cherubini, yet without producing any other effect than
recalling them to mind: so for instance, the procession of
Priests. with its single strokes of the kettle-drum., is exactly
like that in the “‘Zauberflote (the Magic Flute) during the
“fire and water ordeal.” In the same manncr also, the con-
cluding Allegro of the first act, which contains striking remi-
niscences from the finale of “‘Don Juan,” and so forth. The
first act is besides extremely tedious, from the circumstance
that so many slow tempi and prayers succeed each other so
closely, so that in point of tact, the opera has neither life nor
action.

The Grand-Duke, who considers the music of this opera
very fine, perhaps merely, because it was written by a Baron,
had the vexation to find that the public considered it very
wearisome, which was even loudly expressed close to the box
of the Grand-duke. This so much enraged him, that he
said in a loud voice: *“*All those who do not comprehend this
splendid opera should have the doors of the theatre closed
against them!” If what people say here, is true, that he
compels the servants of his Court and officers. to frequent the
theatre, by deducting without any ceremony the amount of
the subscription for the enérée to the theatre from their sala-
ries, he might readily carry out his threat by releasing them
from this soccage!

As the Grand-Duke refused to us the assistance of the
orchestra for a public concert, because as he expressed in
his reply to my request, he could not spare it from the
theatre on any evening, we were on the point of leaving with-
-out having played in Darmstadt, when the directors of the
Cassino proposed to us to appear in their locale, for which
they offered us a sum of twenty carolins.* This offer we
accepted. I played with Dorelte a sonata. and two concert-
pieces with pianoforte accompaniment; and Dorette concluded

* One Carolin — 20 s, 4 d English.



— 224 —

with the Fantasia in C-Minor. We met with a very sympa-
thising audience. The violinists of the orchestra, who much
desired to hear me, and Herr Backhofen the.former instructor
of my wife who would have been greatly interested in her
present artistic skill, wgre however, not permitted to be of
the auditory; for the Grand-Duke had said on the previous
evening in the theatre: -‘Let me find nobody absent himself
to-morrow evening!”
Heidelberg, February, 11.

Notwithstanding the extreme cold that set in last night,
we this afternoon climbed the castle-hill, to behold once
more the magnificent ruins of the castle. 1 was pleased to
find that since the last eight years it has not been allowed
to fall into further decay, and that much more care is taken
to preserve the ruins in their present condition. The view
over the town towards Mannheim, and into the valley of the
Neckar, is even in winter, beautiful in the extreme!

Carlsruhe, February, 26.

Our stay here was made very agreable, from our meeting
with old acquaintances. It afforded us also some art-enjoy-
ments. It is true we did not hear any good orchestral-music;
for the orchestra here, although latterly several distinguished
artists have been engaged, is still very middling. A few good
members cannot cloak the weak points of the rest. On the other
hand, we heard two good female singers, Demoiselle Bahren-
JSels and Madame Gervais. On the 21., when we played in
the private apartments of the Grand-Dutchess, the former
sang an aria; and a few days before, the soprano-soli in Rom-
berg’s “Glocke” (the ‘Bell”) which was right well performed by
a society of dilettanti in the museum. Demoiselle Bakrenfels.
has a fine voice, good taste and great ease of execution, but
overloads her singing too much with ornamentation. Madame
Gervais, who is also a distinguished actress, I heard in Weigl's
pretty opera : ‘“Adrian van Ostade” in which she sang a Cava-
tina in a very brilliant manner. We then heard her sing in
our concert on the 24. the grand scena from “Faust” with



— 225 —

universal applause. She has also a fine voice, is of a good
school, has feeling, and great execution, but embellishes also
too much at the wrong place, and now and then sings out
of tune ..

I frequently played my Quartetts and Quintetts; twice
at Herr von FEichthal's and once at Messrs. Freidorf’s and
Brandt’s. 1 was excellently accompanied in them by Messrs.
Fesca, Viala, Bonlein, and von Dusch. Fesca played also a
new Quintett of his composition, which had many new and
beautiful points in it. In the last passage there was never-
theless something far-fetched.

Strasburg, March, 6.

I must first speak of that which strikes the eye of the
traveller even before he has crossed the Rhine, — I mean
the Cathedral! Far beyond Kehl we saw its colossal and
yet graceful form towering high into the air. It has been so
often and so well described (and poetically also in Baggesen’s
travels) that I shall not attempt it. But I must say, that
nothing I had ever seen before, awakened in me so much
the sentiment of the sublime, and the holy, as that wonderful
structure! What stateliness of form, what elegance, what
richness of decoration, and what imposing grandeur are here
united! All that the Iconaclausts damaged during the time
of the revolution has ‘again been restored, and the new
statues that have been placed in the room of those which
were destroyed have more artistic merit than such of the
old ones as were then spared. The building is very care-
fully kept in repair throughout, and 20,000 francs annually
are set apart for the external repairs alone. Such care is
nevertheless doubly necessary with this structure, on account
of its delicacy of ornamentation, as the slightest damage would
readily entail a greater and more dangerous one; for the
gigantic tower has no foundation wall running round its base
but is built upon piles, between which deep in the ground
below flows a navigable canal. Half way up, where the
structure seperates into two halves, one of which unfortuna-

SPOHR, Autobiography. L 156
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tely, is finished only, every part throughout is so, aérial,
so elegant, and permits the cye to see through it so comple-
tely, that here, where when one pillar is the support of the
other, the least damage, if not immediately re-established,
might readily entail the falling in of the whole tower.

After we had sufficiently satisfied our feeling of admiration
of the bold, gigantic structure; the telegraph which extends its
arms upon the roof of the Cathedral attracted our attention.
At that moment the telegraph was being worked, and we
were greatly amused with the ease and rapidity of its move-
ments. As we were desirous to understand the mechanism,
we ascended to it, but only reached it just as it had ceased,
and we alone saw the Despatch about to be transmitted. in
the curious characters still standing wet upon the paper. 1
was desirous to know whether these characters of which there
might be about twenty four at the utmost, represented the
letters of the alphabet, or separate words, or whole sentences,
and I put a few questions to the telegraphist upon the sub-
ject. He, however, gave me but little information, either
because he durst not, or did not know himself, which is the
most probable, as the director alone is allowed to possess
the key to the characters. According to him, each sign or
character expresses a word. But this is very improbable, as
it would be impossible to communicate with sufficient clear-
ness with four and twenty words, even supposing the inter-
vening missing words might be for the most part guessed at.
On the other hand, that the meaning of one or more of the
signs must have been known to him, was evident from the
circumstance, that in order to shew us the mechanism, he
gave the signe dattention, by which was asked, whether in
the course of the day another Despatch was to be expected,
and if each telegraphist was to remain at his post. This
sign was immediately taken up by the next telegraph, as we
could see through the telescope affixed to the wall, and then
also by the next one, although it could be seen less distinctly.
After a lapse of 7 or & minutes the reply came back from
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Paris: “Every body must remain at his post.” This sign was
immediately taken up also by our telegraph, and then all were
again at rest. The mechanism is very simple. Three large
wheels in the telegrapher’s room, over which run cords of
twisted copperwire set the three limbs of the telegraph in mo-
tion. Smaller wheels, affixed to the larger ones set in motion
a smaller telegraph in the interior of the room, by which the
mechanist sees whether the signs have been correctly made
above, on the roof. A third moderately sized telegraph out-
side of the room, directed towards the residence of the director,
serves to impart to him the signs coming from Paris. The
whole contrivance is very ingenious and does credit to man's
creative mind. The telegraphists have a very onerous duty.
From the first dawn of day-light to night fall, they must be
at their posts. The slighest negligence is ifnmediately punished
with dismissal from the service.

In Strasburg I made the acquaintance of three distin-
guished artistes and of several passionate lovers of music.
The former were: Herr Spindler, director of the Cathedral
Orchestra, the successor of Pleyel, who previously held that
appointment, Herr Berg, pianiste and composer, and Herr
Kuttner also a pianiste and a singer. Of Spindler’'s Ecclesiast-
ical - compositions a Requiem is very much praised; of his
dramatic works an Opera: “The Orphan Asylum.” Spindler
sent the score and the libretto of this opera, which was also
his property to the directors of the Vienna Court-theatre. It
was not accepted and returned under the pretence, that the
song-parts would not suit the operatic-personnel there. But
a copy was thievishly taken of the libretto, and Weigl then
composed music for it also. As shortly before, his ‘“Schweizer-
familie” had been very successful, this new work soon became
popular at all the theatres in Germany, while Spindler’s com-
position up to the present time has only been heard in Stras-
burg. For this dishonest transaction he nevertheless obtained
some slight satisfaction, for when Weigl’s composition was given
here last year by a German operatic-company, it pleased

15*
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infinitely less than his. Spindler is a well educated and extre-
mely modest artiste. Among the ardent lovers of music the
Advocate Lobstein ranks first. He is Director of a well as-
sorted Amateur - Concert-society; the numerous Orchestra of
which consists for the most part of dilettanti, and they do
not give badly such compositions, as are not too difficult and
which they have sufficiently rehearsed. As in France since the
Revolution a law is still enforced, which requires that every
person who gives a Concert, if he publicly announces it by
bills, and takes money, shall pay over one fifth of the receipts
to the Directors of the Theatre of the town; Herr Lobstein
made the proposal to me to give a Concert in the same place
and on the same day as the Amateur-Concert-Society, by which
means I avoided the impost. The Concert was announced pri-
vately only, but was nevertheless so well attended that above
one hundred persons were unable to find further room in the
by no means small saloon. This as well as the enthusiastic
reception that our play met with, induced me to give a se-
cond and a public Concert after having come to an under-
standing with the manager of the theatre to pay over a fixed
impost of eighty francs; but it was not so numerously at-
tended as the first, probably owing to the price of admission
being raised to three francs. The Orchestra was the same in
both, half composed of dilettanti and half of skilled musicians;
the string -instruments tolerably good, the wind-instruments
for the most part bad. As the latter have a good deal to
do in my compositions, they therefore got sadly mishandled.
My Quartetts and Quintetts which I frequently played at pri-
vate parties, were on the other hand very well accompanied.
Upon these occasions Messrs. Baamann (first Violincellist of
the theatrical Orchestra) and Nani (Violinist) especially distin-
guished themselves. Although the Strasburghers are much be-
hind the inhabitants of the larger towns of Germany in the
cultivation of music, and know little or nothing of our newest
music and its spirit, they yet appear to relish well my com-
positions. My stay here therefore served to make my compo-
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sitions in demand, few of which only were known here, and
they were now frequently written for to the music sellers.

While we were in Strasburg Messrs. Berg and Kuttner
gave together a public Concert, in which both shewed them-
selves good pianistes, and Herr Berg a talented ~omposer.
He gave on Overture, a Pianoforte Concerto and variations
for two Piano’s. The allegro of the overture pleased me es-
pecially, an account of its natural flow and the manner in
which the theme is carried out. But Herr Berg is not free
from the complaint common to all modern composers, who
are always striving after effects, and in so doing miss the
carrying out of their ideas.

® We went a few times to the theatre, and with the excep-
tion of the Prima Donna Madame Dufay, found the Opera very
bad, but the Comedy and Vaudeville excellent. I became
again convinced, how greatly the French excel the Germans
in the two last kinds of entertainment. The company here,
which is generally considered but very middling, perform ne-
vertheless their Comedies with roundness, and life like truth,
such as is seldom seen on the stage of the best theatres in
Germany.
Miinster, near Colmar, March, 26.

For the last fortnight nearly we are here in a small ma-
nufacturing town in the Vosges mountains, on a visit to a
wealthy manufacturer Jacques Hartmann. Our host, who is an
ardent lover of music, was informed by Herr Kapellmeister
 Brandt of Carlsruhe, that we should pass through Colmar on
our journey. He had ascertained from Strasburg the day
on which we should pass through; he therefore way laid us
and with friendly force compelled us to follow him to his
house at Miinster. Arrived there at nightfall, we were wel-
comed by his family in the most hearty manner, and conducted
immediately through the garden to a brilliantly lighted Con-
cert-Room, which was decorated all round with the names of
our great Composers, among which probably from to-day mine
"also has found a humble place. The Orchestra of Herr Hart-
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mann was already in their places and received us upon our
entry with a by no means ill executed Overture. The Or-
chestra consists of Herr Huwrtmann’s family, and in part of
some of the employés, musicians and workmen employed in
his Cotton-manufactury. As he as much as possible engages
those only who are musical, he has succeeded in getting to-
gether an almost completely appointed Orchestra, which ex-
ecutes in a very decent manner compositions that are not too
difficult and which it has diligently practised.* Herr Hart-
mann himself is a virtuoso on the bassoon and has a fine
tone and much skill. His sister and his daughter play the
pianoforte. The latter a child, eight years of age is the star
of this Dilettanti orchestra. She already plays very diffidult
compositions with wonderful facility and precision. But more
than this, her fine musical ear surprised me, with which (though
at a distance from the Piano) she distinguishes the intervals
of the most complicated discordant accords that can be struck
for her, and will name consecutively the tones of which they
consist. Of this child for a certainty if properly guided will
one day be made a distinguished artiste.+ After the family

* From the leader of the Orchestra an employé in the manufactory,
I than made the acquisition of a Violin by Lupot of Paris. I was so
much struck with the full and powerful tone of this Instrument, which
was then only thirty years old, that I immediately proposed an ex-
change for an Italian Violin, which I had purchased in Brunswick, and
played upon in my first journey; the possessor of the Lupot willingly ac-
ceded to my desire. I soon got so fond of this Violin, that I preferred
it to my hitherto Concert-Violin, an old german by Buchstetter. and from
this time I played on it in all my travels. — — — — —

It was not till the year 1822, when my artistic tours as Violinist
had ceased, that I bought of Madame Schlick in Gotha my present instru-
ment, a Stradivari, and yielded to Concert-master Matthaet of Leipsic at
his urgent entreaty this Violin of Lupot, which in the course of years
had become very good and had acquired a great reputation. Matthaet
played on it till his death, when it came into the possession of Concert-
master Ulrich.

+ Unhappily she died young and before her full development.
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had exhibited their capabilities, we let them hear one of our
- Duetts and found a very grateful and enthusiastic auditory.
Herr Hartmann does not readily permit a Musician of
note to pass through Alsace without calling on him and there-
fore has already seen many of them under his roof; among
others, Rudolpho, Kreutzer, Durand, Turner, Bdrmann and
the brothers Schumke. And for a certainty all must have
been as satisfied with their stay in his house as we were; for
a more agreable host, and one more desirous to please than
Herr Hartmann could not readily be found. Of the two first
mentioned artistes he related the following, which is sufficiently
characteristic. ~Kreutzer gave a Concert at the theatre in
Strasburg, which was very fully attended. After the first
part, he went and took the receipts, and lost them at Rou-
lette in the refreshment room to the last sous. He was now
called for the second part of the Concert, and was obliged to
earn wherewith to supply what he had already lost. Dwrand
- did still worse! Herr Hartmann had got up a Concert for
him at Miihlhausen and accompanied him thither. Durand
immediately forgot himself in a beerhouse, and it was a dif-
ficult matter to get him away from it to hold the rehearsal.
At this he missed his bow, which he had forgotten at Colmar.
He declared that he must fetch it, otherwise he would not
be able to play in the evening. Herr Hartmann gave him his
carriage and urged him to return as soon as possible. The
hour of the Concert was fast approaching, but Duwrand had
not yet come back. The public had assembled, the Musicians
were tuning up, — but the Concert-giver was still wanting!
After waiting for half an hour, as the auditory had become
very restless, Herr Hartmann had the Overture played. But
as Durand had not yet made his appearance, he was obliged
to come forward and explain the absence of the Concert-giver.
Exceedingly displeased at this, the public left the Concert-
room. Late in the evening the coachman returngd without
the vainly expected musician, and informed his master that
be had sought for him for several hours in all the Coffee-
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houses and taverns at Colmar but in vain, and that at length
he had found him in a beerhouse where in company with other
jovial guests he had totally forgotten the concert.

Three days ago, we gave a Concert in Colmar which was
very fully attended, and which Herr Hartmann had previously
solicited his there resident musical friends to make arrange-
ments for. As the Orchestra which was almost wholly com-
posed of dilettanti was very bad; I was compelled to renounce
playing any of my own compositions and chose some of ea-
sier accompaniment by Iode and Kreutzer. After the Sonata
which I played with my wife, a crown of laurel was thrown
to us from a box to which was attached the following poem:

Couple savant dans I’art heureux

Qui fit placer au rang des Dieux
L’antique Chantre de la Gréce.

D’un instrument melodieux,

Et de la harpe enchanteresse

Quand les accords delicieux.

Nous causent une double ivresse,
" Faut-il, que les tristes appréts

D’un depart qui nous désespére,
Mélent d’inutiles regrets

Aux charmes que votre Art opére!
Ah! prés de nous il faut rester!
Quelle raison pour s’en défendre?

A nos voeux, si Spohr veut se rendre,
Il pourra, j'ose Dattester,

Se lasser de nous enchanter,

Jamais nous lasser de I’entendre.

Par E. C. (outerét), habitant de Colmar.

In the second part of the Concert Herr Hurtmann played
also some variations for the bassoon by Brandi. He seemed
very nervous, but played nevertheless right well. The receipts
were very considerable for so small a town. The day after
the Concert we dined at General Frimont’s, Commander of
the Austrian troops in Alsace. We found our host an extre-
mely amiable and jovial man. By his love of justice, his strict
discipline and agreable manners, he has acquired in a high
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degree the esteem of the inhabitants of Colmar. — In the
evening we returned here.

Yesterday I received information from the Director of
music Tollmann, in Basel, to whom Herr Hartmann had pre-
viously announced our arrival, that he had made arrangements
for a Concert for us on next Sunday the 31. We must there-
fore take leave of our kind host and his family. But we have
been obliged to promfse to come once again if possible during
the summer.

Herr Hartmann conducted us several times over the Cot-
ton factory. It is very extensive and produces goods which
in respect of taste in the designs greatly excel the English.
It gives employment to upwards of one thousand persons,
and among these to artists of great talent as Draughtsmen
and Engravers on copper. Cotton prints of all kinds are
made, common ones by hand - press, the finer sorts by Roll-
press, with furniture prints as well as carpets ornamented with
large and small designs. The latter are chiefly made for the
East Indian and China markets. On the copper-plates for
these kinds, artists often work for several years together. The
designs are for the most part copies of celebrated pictures.
The mechanism by which the copper- plates are printed off
upon stuffs is a secret in the possesion of the Hartmann-ma-
nufactory, which is not shewn to strangers. We were made
an exception to the rule. An ingenious machine for rubbing
colours was also invented here, and is as yet the only one
of the kind. Alsace which is so rich in manufactories, is very
discontented with the new government, which does nothing for
the encouragement of industry as did the exiled Emperor, to
whom the people are devotedly attached. This may be rea-
dily imagined when we consider, that in the palmy days of
the Empire, the manufactories in this part were in an extre-
mely flourishing condition, which arose in a great measure
from the exclusion of English manufactures from the Continent
by the celebrated Berlin decrees. But now again when the
whole of Europe is inundated with English goods, the facto-
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ries here are obliged to restrict their labours considerably.
People express here without reserve their discontent with the
present government, and say quite openly, that the favourable
opportunity is only waited for to shake off the present yoke
once more. It is true, also, that many things that tended
greatly to the public good, such as canal and road making,
the distribution of prizes for encouragement of Industry. Art-
institutions etc. such for example as the Conservatory of Mu-
sic in Paris, have been in part suppressed or greatly limited,
as hateful reminiscences of the Revolution and of the Empire.
All this had made much bad blood, and rendered the new
Government extremely hated. People will therefore be by no
means displeased, should the report be verified, that Alsace
is to be ceded to Austria.

Basel, April, 2.

Herr Tollmann, a good Violinist and Director and at the
same time the most obliging man and most willing to render
a service I ever met, had already with the assistance of the
Union-society of Music here, prepared every thing for our
concert. Nothing remained to be done but to obtain the per-
mission of the Head Burgomaster to raise the price of ad-
mission to half a laub-thaler. This was immediately granted.
Herr Tollmann introduced me to the Directors of the society,
whom I found both agreable and well bred people. They com-
pletely disproved in their persons the report which prevails in
Alsace, that the Baseler is cold and uncourteous. and usually
cuts short the visits of strangers at the street door. 1 was
received with politeness by all whom I visited, and even with
distinction. As the Orchestra, with the exception of four or
five artistes was composed of Dilettanti merely, the accompa-
niment of my Solo-pieces, particularly by the wind-instruments
was fearful. How poor Zollmann is to be pitied, to be obliged
to hear such music all the year round! And yet, he says,
the Orchestras in the other towns of Switzerland are still worse.
If that is the case, then indeed Music is in a more pitiable
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condition in Switzerland than in Alsace. The good folks here
are enraptured still with compositions such as in Germany
even in Pleyel’s time were considered intolerable. Mozart,
Haydn and Beethoven are scarcely known by name to the ma-
jority. But they are fond of music, and the best of all is,
they are easily pleased; for badly executed as all the orche-
stral passages were in our Concert the people were neverthe-
less content, and considered that on this occasion the Orchestra
had particularly distinguished itself. Even a Bravoura air
which was awfully tortured by a Dilettant, they found deli-
cious. The expenses being slight, the receipts were somewhat
considerable.
Ziirich, April, 10.

On the road from Basel to this place, like all other tra-
~ vellers coming from Germany, we had ample proof that though
one travels with more comfort in Switzerland, yet is as ex-
pensive again as there. At every inn here, even in the smallest
villages, one finds a complete and well dressed dinner or sup-
per, but the price all through Switzerland is half a Laub-
thaler a head. All other necessaries are equally good, but also
very dear. The expense of travelling is almost still worse.
With the exception of the short distance from Basel to Zu-
rich, there is no extra-post in all Switzerland, and one is
therefore obliged to travel either by the Diligence or with
hired horses. Both are very dear. The price for a pair of
hired horses per day is three laub-thaler, and their days for
return are also charged for.

There is here also an ‘“Union-society of Music.” These
societies in the Swiss towns are a great boon to the travelling
artiste, for they very willingly undertake all the arrangements
for his concert. Ours took place already on the fourth day
after our arrival. We bad nothing more to do but to play.
The accompaniment certainly was again very bad, and I
suffered the more from it, by allowing myself to be persuaded
to select a Concert of my own compositions. At the rehear-
sal, by dint of innumerable repetitions of the most difficult
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parts, I at length succeeded in making them sound like mu-
sic; but in the evening the orchestra got so frightened that
it upset every thing again! Fortunately, the auditory did not
appear to notice anything of it, for they evinced the greatest
satisfaction with every thing they heard.

The receipts were yet greater than at Basel. There are
two artistes living here who are also known in Germany. One
of them, Herr Nigeli, is the proprietor of a music-shop, and
the composer of the song sung throughout Germany: ‘‘Freut
euch des Lebens” (Lifc let us cherish) he has also since made a
name for himself by his Singing Instructions on the Pestalos-
zian system. He may have great merit as a Theorist and
musical Composer but in the pratical part of the science of
music and in the development of taste, he does not appear to
have effected much; for of three of his pupils whom he intro-
duced to us as his best, one sang an Aria, and the other two
executed a-Duett in our Concert, with a bad method, and
without taste.

The other artiste is Herr Liste, who is considered here a
first rate pianiste and Instructor, he is known by some com-
positions for the piano. He shewed me some Glees and Quar-
tetts for male voices, which pleased me much for their me-
lody, harmony and induction of the voices.

Zurich is most charmingly situated. From our room, at
the Inn ‘“zum Raben” (The Raven) we have a view over great
part of the lake. The arrival and departure of boats and
other craft give great life to this part of the town.

Bern, April 20.

With most beautiful weather we had an extremely plea-
sant journey thither. From the summit of a high hill about
a league from here, we saw for the first time since we entered
Switzerland the whole magnificient chain of the Alps quite
distinctly, and in all its grandeur. We hailed the sight with
joy! How we long to approach yet nearer to those moun-
tains!
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The musical society of Bern undertook also with zeal
the preparations for our Concert, and relieved me of all trouble
in the matter. The attendance here likewise, was more nu-
merous than had ever before been known at the Concert of
a foreign artist. The receipts however, on account of the here
customary low price of admission, were not so great as at
Zurich. The Orchestra here is if possible still worse than in
Basel and Zurich, and the public with the exception of very
few yet more uncultivated. At the head of the Orchestra is a
brother of Carl Maria von Weber, who, as I am told, is a
good theorist. As a Violinist and Director he is very weak.
Among the dilettanti and members of the Society of music
Professors Meissner and Jahn, and the Burgomaster Hermann
are particularly distinguished for their cultivated taste for the
science of music. The former is Director of the society, and
a very good violinist.

As the season is already too far advanced, to give further
Concerts in the other towns of Switzerland, we intend giving
up our journey there for the present, and at once set ourselves
down to rest in some beautiful part of the Bernese Oberland,
of which Dorette has such urgent need for the full re-esta-
blishment of her health. Our acquaintances here recommend
to us a village in the neigbourhood of Thun. Yesterday, ac-
companied by Edward* we drove out there, and found every
thing so much in accordance with our wishes, that we resolved
to remove thither on the next day. The name of the village
is Thierachern, and it lies in one of the most beautiful spots
that we had yet beheld. At the Inn we hired two rooms, for
which together with a coach house for our carriage, and
breakfast and dinner daily, we agreed to pay the host two
Carolines per week. We are all longing to settle in this pa-
radise, and looking forward to the enjoyment of its rural re-
pose. I think especially to avail myself of it to write some

* Edward Henke, previously adverted to, my mother’s youngest

brother, then Professor at the University of Bern; and afterwards of
Halle.



— 238 —

new Violin compositions, with very simple and easy accom-
paniments for Italy, as from all accounts the Orchestras there
are worse than those of the provincial towns in France. Ed-
ward has promised to visit us frequently, and then join us in
excursions into the beautiful environs.

Bern, . the handsomest of all the towns of Switzerland that
we had yet seen, is situated upon an eminence of moderate
height in the centre of a somewhat long and narrow valley.
The Aar, a rapid, clear mountain stream, flows round three
sides of it. The mountains which surround it are not so high
as to impede the view of the Alps from the town. From the
Platform in particular, a spacious quadrangular bulwark near
the principal church, planted with chesnut trees and furnished
with benches, the view is extensive, and charmingly beautiful.
On leaning over the wall which surrounds this platform on
the south side, the foaming Aar is seen deep below rushing
between the rocks, above this in the middleground, smiling
meadows, hills covered with woods, and villages thickly sur-
rounded with fruit trees, and in the back ground the majestic
Alpine chain with its summits covered with eternal snow! The
Bernese are not a little proud of this spot; and the first ques-
tion they put to a stranger is usually: ‘‘Have you been on
the platform ?”

The houses of the town are all of them massively built,
and have open Arcades running the length of the street, under
which one is able to traverse the whole town dry footed in
wet weather. Under these Arcades are the warehouses and
shops of the merchants and trades-people.

Thierachern, April, 26.
We have been here three days in our beautiful little vil-
lage, and are inhaling in full draughts the breath of the first
spring days in this indiscribably charming place. We have
no thought of work as yet, for early every morning we feel
impelled to hasten out into the fresh air. We have already
wandered a full mile in different directions round our little vil-
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lage, and always discovered new beauties. The situation of our
dwelling is beautiful beyond conception; it stands upon a hill
from which one has a view of the country on every side. Our
rooms open upon along balcony which extends the whole breadth
of the house, and is covered in by the eaves of the main roof.
These open galleries, which almost all the houses have, are
called ,,Lauben”. * From this laube, where in the hitherto
fine weather we breakfast every morning, we have a most ex-
tensive view over wood and meadow, as far as Thun, and its
ancient castle; then upon the right across the lake as far as
the chain of the Alps, with the white peaks of the Jungfrau,
the Eiger, and Schreckhorn. Still farther again to the right,
the eye rests upon green copse-covered hills, and villages
embosomed amid orchards, and beyond these upon the fear-
ful rocky ridges of the Riesen, as far as the Stockhorn. Al-
most every day these mountains present aspects different from
those of the previous one. Sometimes the foremost mountains
are covered with dense masses of clouds, and the hinder ones
appear majestically above them at an altitude, such as one
can scarce believe possible for any thing firm to exist; at
others the farmost mountains stand out clear and distinct;
and the highest peaks alone are shrouded in clouds. But in
the evening, shortly after sun set, the sight of these snow
covered mountains is quite entrancing to behold. When
the valley is wholly wrapped in gloom, and the lights from
Thun are seen reflected upon the lake, the mountain peaks
are still resplendent with the most beautiful rosy light, which
when the darkness encreases changes into as beautiful a blue.
It is a spectacle from which it is difficult to tear one’s self
away!
May, 16.

We have now begun to divide our time between pleasure
and work. In the forenoon, while I compose, Dorette gives
the children instruction in arithmetic, writing, geography etc.:

* From Laube, an arbour, bower.
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in the afternoon I teach them the Piano and singing. Then away
we sally out into the free air. If the weather permits an
extended excursion, we take our frugal evening repast in some
“Kiiher’s” (so the shepherds are called here) and do not re-
turn till late in the evening. Should the weather be uncer-
tain, we go provided with umbrellas, at least as far as Thun,
to enquire after letters from home; procure some amusement
for rainy days from the lending-library, and purchase our
little necessaries. The daily exercise in the beautiful pure
balmy air strengthens our bodies, enlivens our spirits and
makes us joyous and happy. In such a disposition of mind,
one works easily and quickly, and several compositions lie al-
ready completed before me, namely a Violin Concerto in the
shape of a Vocal-scena and a Duett for two violins.

I must not forget o mention a musical Natural-curiosity
which we remarked in our walks. There is a Cuckoo here
which does not sing its name like ours in a terza, but adds
another “koo” between, and which may be expressed as follows:

. 4 »-

pal 11
A\Yp ' 1
&/ Ko-ko-koo Ko-ko-koo.

Whether this is a different kind from ours, I have not
been able to ascertain, but, that every year in this part, such
Cuckookoos are heard.

Something also, I have here remarked, which has still
more interested me as a musician. The serving boy belonging
to our house and some maidens of the neighbourhood who
hold their Singing-Academy before our window every Sunday
evening, intonate in their songs just like the notes from a tin
instrument when unassisted by the stopping of the finger, i, e,
the Terza somewhat too high, the Quarta still higher and the
little Septime considerably too low. From this it is evident,
that this intonation is natural to the human ear, if it is not
accustomed from early youth to the attemperated system of
tones. 'l hese nature-singers would sound as false to our tone-
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scale, as we to theirs. But it is nevertheless specially remark-
able, and almost disquieting, that in order to attain our pre-
sent .richness of harmony, we have been obliged to deviate
from the Tone-scale given to us by nature. For without our
attemperated Tone-system we should be confined to the nearest
tones, and obliged to renounce the enharmonical changes which
are the haut godt of modern harmony. And yet by this de-
viation from nature, it seems to me that music is alone ele-
vated to a real Science, while all other arts, must be content
to copy Nature, and even when they would idealise, still imi-
tate nature in all individualities. The songs of these Nature-
singers have a great deal of originality, and when I have
learned to understand better the dialect of these parts, which
has much resemblance to the Allemanic, I will endeavour to
note down some of them.
June, 4.

Yesterday we returned from the first more distant ex-
cursion which the fine weather tempted us to undertake, and
enjoyed ourselves exceedingly. We went to Kandersteg, a
small village high up in the mountains, distant from here bet-
ween seven or eight leagues. I had hired for this purpose
our host’s one horse “Rietwigeli” and drove. myself. The map
was again our guide. Our road lay at first along the right
bank of the lake of Thun as far as Spiez. Behind Gwatt we
crossed the Kander over a wooden bridge, which in a single
arch of most ingenious construction spans high and boldly the
broad and rushing stream. About a hundred years ago the
course of the Kander was turned into the lake, by which means
the beautiful valley from Glutsch to Thierachern which lay
waste and uncultivated every spring owing to the inundations,
was converted into fine meadows and fruitful fields. But this
must have been a giant-labour, for it was found necessary to
pierce a high mountain for the purpose. From the centre of
the bridge one looks down from a dizzy height upon the foaming
Kander in its passage over the rocks, and at the same time

SPOHR, Aatobiography. I. 16
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upon the lowering banks on either side. From Spiez the road
turns to the right round the majestic Riesen, and leads through
a fruitful and highly cultivated valley to Frutigen. a cheerful
little place. Here a second valley opens, out of which the
Kander issues. In this gloomy, fearful rocky vale, which is
frequently scarce broad enough for the bed of the river and
the road, the ascent now begins. On both sides, rocks of
stupendous height, and which in many places hang so much
over the road as to make it quite dark, and fearful to behold.
Added to that, the roar of the onward rolling Kander over its
rocky bed, and the numerous waterfalls which on both sides
of the glen precipitate themselves frequently from a height of
more than a hundred feet. As we by degrees ascended higher
with every step, we receded as it were more and more back
into the season of Spring. The cherry trees, which at Thier-
achern had already bloomed a month ago, were here only in
their first bloom. But higher, all fruit trees ceased, and after
we bad crossed the last steep mountain of the Kandersteg we
saw nothing but a few thinly scattered fir trees. The village,
consisting of small wooden huts, unsurrounded by gardens and
trees, lying wide apart from each other between masses of
rock, presents a cheerless aspect. The snow which lies here
for nine weary months, was scarcely melted, and the meadows
upon which lean looking cattle sought a scanty fodder, still
wore the sickly yellow hue of the winter season. Upon all
the lofty peaks which tower on either side of the valley of
Kandersteg, lay still a deep mantle of snow, from which in-
numerable small rivulets had their rise, and leaped foaming
down. From this part, the road still ascends for three lea-
gues more to Gemmi, and them descends precipituously to the
Leuker Baths, whose hot springs are greatly frequented in
the autumn. As the made road ceases at Kandersteg, the vi-
sitors to the Baths, who are bad pedestrians, are obliged to
be carried on there by bearers, or upon mules, and with this
arduous occupation the majority of the inhabitants of the little
village eke out a scanty subsistance.
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We slept at Kandersteg, and returned on the following
day. It was an agreable feeling to return by degrees as it
were from winter once more into the spring and summer.

July, 1.

A few days ago I sent five new works to Herr Peters at
Leipsic to be engraved. They were two collections of Songs,
three Duetts for two Violins, the seventh Violin Concerto and
a grand Polonaise for Violin and Orchestra, work 37— 41.
The Duetts and one of the Songs are new; the other Songs
which I wrote the previous summer at Carolath, I have partly
rewritten and newly instrumentated the Polonaise.

After mature consideration we have resolved to make the
journey to Italy without our carriage, as one travels there
more economically and safely by Vetturino. The chief reason
for this decision was the fear that the renewed exertion upon
the instrument which so much affects the nerves might again
shake the health of my good Doretfe, and embitter both for
her and us the long anticipated enjoyment of the deligthful
journey. As therefore we were going to leave the harp and
a part of our luggage behind with our host, until our return,
we should not require the carriage, and save at the same
time the long circuitous route by the highroad to the lake of
Geneva, and through the whole length of the valley of the
Valais. That Dorefte however, as artiste, should not wholly
sink into inactivity, I shall write several things in part anew,
for Violin and Pianoforte, and re-arrange some from former
things, which we can then play both in private circles and in
public in Italy, where it is even said there is great difficulty
in meeting with a good Quartett accompaniment. In the way
of preparation for our next winter journey, I may also mention
an improvement I have made upon my newly acquired violin.
By a variety of experiments with voice and bridge, I have at
length so far succeeded as to make it speak as softly with
the Quinte which was hitherto hard and brittle, as with the
other strings. The change in the instrument has not been

16*
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without effect on the style of the new Violin-compositions, as
also upon my method of execution! So certain it is, that,
the instrument exercises an influence upon the method of the
player in the same manner as does the voice upon that of the
the singer. As one endeavours to conceal the weak points of
the instrument, and to bring out its good qualities, one plays
more especially what the instruments renders with the most
ease, and in this manner the whole method of play becomes
by degrees subordinate and appropriate to the peculiarity of
the instrument. One may therefore not only recognise the
peculiarities of a Virtuoso by his compositions, but those also
of his instrument.
August, 1.

We have again made some farther excursions in the neigh-
bourhood. First of all, a fortnight ago we went to Bern, to
repay the solicited visit to Professor Jahn, who accompained
by his wife and Edward had several times visited us. We
passed a most delightful day with our Bernese friends. For
the last month we had been in hopes of settled weather, in
order to make an excursion on the lake; but with the wet-
cold weather of this summer we have as yet not had three
wholly bright days in succession. At length it appeared as
though it would be finer! The mountains, which for a long
time we had not seen wholly unshrouded, stood out on Friday
evening in all their majestic distinctness. On Saturday the
horizon remained quite clear. As the height of the barometer
now also indicated settled fair weather, we resolved to set out
on our journey early the following morning. On our awaking,
a bright clear sky filled us with the most agreable expecta-
tions, and we got into our Rietwiigeli amid the joyous excla-
mations of the children. At Thun I hired an extra-boat which
carried us over the whole length of the lake. This voyage in
the beautiful calm Sabbath morning gave us the most inex-
pressible delight. The sail so over the green, clear bosom of
the lake, and along its banks clothed in the -richest verdure,
the majestic chain of the Alps in the back ground, whose
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snow covered peaks mirrored themselves in trembling outlines
in the fathomless depth of the lake, the solemn tolling of
the bells calling to Divine worship, every thing was entran-
cing, and inspired as with a sense of the purest joy. At Neu-
haus, where we landed after a three hour’s sail, we were pounced
upon immediately by one of the drivers of the carriages ply-
ing there for hire. We permitted him drive us to Lauter-
brunn. The road leads through the little, poverty stricken
town of Untersee, round the base of a projecting mountain into
a deep valley, resembling that from Frutigen to Kandersteg,
but not quite so wild and barren. Almost at the extremity
of this valley, after it has gradually become somewhat higher,
lies Lauterbrunn. As soon as we had turned the base of the
last projecting wall of rock, the Staubach lay before us in all
its grandeur. The water precipitates itself down from an im-
mense height upon a perpendicular wall of rock, and scatters
itself so completely into a vapoury spray, that one would almost
imagine it a cloud of the finest dust rather than water. Every
thing around this wonder of nature is worthy of it. In the
back ground of the valley, barriers of rock, over which also,
leap numerous small streams of water; abpve them a glacier
of a greenish hue, and near that, stretching far away, the
Wengern Alps, above which the Jungfrau towering majestically
over all. Upon our arrival, we were so fortunate as to be still
enabled to behold the whole grandeur of this sublime scene
under favour of the most beautiful weather. But shortly af-
terwards, to our regret, the sky became obscured, and while
we were taking dinner at the inn, hail and rain poured down
in torrents. Towards evening it again cleared up a little. We
hastened therefore to take a walk through the village in the
direction of the waterfall, but found that our previous point
of view from the side, was far more favorable than close in
front of it. We were exceedingly annoyed by the pertinaceous
solicitations of beggars on every kind of plea. One offered
small pieces of quartz or minerals, and another cristals for sale.
Two grown up maidens had posted themselves on the road
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and howled a Duett, for which they expected to be remu-
nerated. We were however soon driven back into the inn by
the recommencing rain, from the windows of which we enjoyed
a third view of the waterfall from another aspect.

August, 12,

We are just returned from Freiburg, where we went to
hear the Swiss Musical festival. Herr Ndgeli, the President
of the Swiss Society of Music, had in Zurich previously invited
me to it, and offered me its direction, which I willingly
accepted. But he had not then bethought him that the sta-
tutes of the Society expressly forbid that a foreign and non-
member of the Union should direct the concerts. We received
therefore from the Director of the Society (who here in Switzer-
land is not the same who directs the music, but he whe con-
ducts the correspondance, provides the locale, superintends the
erection of the orchestral platform and the printing of the
tickets of admission) a friendly invitation it is true, to be pre-
sent at the Festival, but not a word was said about the di-
rection of the orchestra. Instead of that, he begged me to
assist with the violin. But as I had always replied both by
word of mouth and writing in the affirmative, whenever ques-
tioned whether I would direct the Musical Festival this year,
and that this had been more widely circulated, I could not
now well undertake a subordinate rdle at the Festival. I
therefore excused myself from assisting at it, but wrote to
say that we would attend the Festival as hearers. On the
6", with clear favourable weather we drove to Freiburg in
our Rietwiigeli. Upon our arrival, although I had declined
to assist at the Festival, we were lodged in a private house
just the same as the members of the society, and found there
tickets for admission to all the rehearsals and performances
as also to a dress ball, with text books of the ‘‘Schopfung”
(Creation) in French and German, and for myself also an invi-
tation to the sittings of the Society ... . As the weather was
very fine, we resolved upon a walk with the children to the ce-
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lebrated Hermitage, three miles distant from Freiburg, si-
tuated in a narrow wild rocky valley on the banks of the
Saane. This was the habitation of a pious Recluse who many
years ago had hewn it in the sandstone rock in this secluded
part of the country. It now consists, after having been en-
larged by his son and successor, of a Chapel with a bell tower
86 feet in height, hewn out of the rock, five or six rooms, a
kitchen with a chimney of the same height as the tower, and
several passages of intercommunication. The whole of this
space, the architectural proportions of which are very pleasing,
is gained by boring and excavating the gigantic perpendicular
rock, and has no where not even in the window spaces any
supports of masonry. One is filled with wonder not only at
the immense patience and perseverance of the two architects,
but with admiration also at their skill and sentiment for beauty
of proportion.

The chapel is still very prettily decorated, and the bells
in the tower are still sometimes rung to summon the pious of
the neighbourhood to mass. The remaining apartments were
taken possession of by a peasant- family after the death of
the last Recluse and therein they possess a commodious and
healthy dwelling at all seasons of the year.

We dined at an inn in the immediate neighbourhood
and returned to Freiburg in the evening. There we were
informed, that during our absence a deputation of the Musical
Society had called at our house, to announce to me, that on
the following morning at their second sitting, 1 was to be no-
minated honorary member. At the same time, the gentlemen
had again begged that I would lead with the violin. I was
very glad that my absence had exonerated me of the unplea-
sant obligation to give a refusal. In order not to be taken
by storm, 1 slipped secretly into the Church and concealed
behind a pillar, listened to the rehearsal. It went very badly.
and I was therefore very pleased that I was not of the party.
After the first part was over, I was obliged to retire in order
not to be seen.
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When I appeared the next morning at the sitting, I was
received with applause. The President announced to me, that
the members present had unanimously elected me honorary
member of the Society, adding thereto many things very flat-
tering to me. and made honourable allusion to our musical
Festival at Frankenhausen. I returned thanks to him and the
Society in a few words, and then seated myself in the place
assigned to me. They were then engaged in the choice of a
President and of the other Officials for the next year, and
after some debates nominated Zurich as the place of meeting
for the next assembly.

At three o’clock in the afternoon the performance of the
“Creation” took place. The locale was exceedingly favourable
for music, and the orchestra very well placed, but unfortuna-
tely, on the opposite side to the Organ, so that of this no use
could be made. The assistant personnel, which on former oc-
casions was at least estimated at three hundred and fifty per-
sons, amounted this time scarcely to two hundred, and as
the larger half formed the chorus, the orchestra was relatively
to the strength of the chorus much too weak, so that it was
frequently not heard at all. As it was also very bad besides,
the Chaos, and the accompanied Recitative in particular, went
awfully bad. The Violinists intonated unbearably false, and
the wind instrumentalists, particularly the Hornists, and trum-
pets, brought out tones sometimes which excited general laugh-
ter. Tollmann directed with firmness and foresight, but un-
happily took several fempi totally false, almost all the airs
too slow and the chorus too fast. His greatest mistake was
in the chorus after the Chaos: “Und der Geist Gottes etc.”
(And the spirit of the Lord etc.) which he gave just like an
Allegro. The chorus had been well practised and sang power-
fully and purely. It consisted chiefly of German singers. Among
the Solo-singers there were however two from French Switzer-
land who sang in their mother tongue which sounded droll
enough, particularly in the Duett between Adam and Eve
in which the latter replied in French to the tender breathings
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of her German Adam. To the auditors at Freiburg this ap-
peared however in no wise strange, as their town forms, the
frontier boundary of both languages, and on one side of the
Saane they preach in Frerch, on the other in German. Hence
all the inhabitants understand and speak both languages. —
The part of Eve was sung by Madame Segni from Lausanne,
who has a very fine voice, but unhappily also for a German
ear, an unbearable style of execution. Among the German
singers were also good voices. The assembled public applauded
the music in a very lukewarm manner, and there was not a
spark of the enthusiasm that inspired us so much in Fran-
kenhausen.

On the 9* the reheasal for the Concert took place. As
it had been previously the intention to give it in a smaller
saloon, but it was found insufficient for the accomodation of
the audience present, there was a want of written voices for
the whole of the orchestra. It was therefore much less nu-
merously appointed than the day before, and its want of pu-
rety, and stupidity were still more obvious to the ear. But
how could it be otherwise with an Orchestra composed wholly
of dilettanti and particularly of Swiss dilettanti? The easiest
passages were obliged to be repeated from six to eight times
before they went even tolerably. I was astonished all along
with the indefatigable patience of the worthy Tollmann, but
who nevertheless, it must be confessed, was born with every
qualification for the Director of an Orchestra of Swiss dilet-
tanti. — At three o’clock this remarkable concert began
at once in an ear-rending manner with the Overture to
Gluck’s “Iphigenia.” The trumpets were pitched a quarter of
a tone too high, and notwithstanding the weakness of the or-
chestra were blown with the utmost strength of lungs. Had
the Overture only lasted a little longer the greater part of the
auditory would now already have run out of the church. Then
followed a long succession of dilettanti, partly Singers, partly
Instrumentalists with their Solo- pieces. Some of them were
very good, for instance a gentleman from Iverdun distinguished
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himself by the ease and good taste with which he executed
a Harp-concerto by Bochsa. Madame Segni also, the ,,Eve” of
the day before, sang this time in Italian and right well. A
gentleman, whose name is as little known to me as those of
the other performers, for no programme was distributed, played
variations upon a clarinet, in tone and form similar to the
Basset-horn, with much skill and beauty of tone. In the se-
cond part of the Concert, which we did not stop to hear, for
we were now satiated to nausea, we were informed that a
Clergyman of Lucern and the worthy Tollmann executed a
Violin-Rondo in a very effective manner. We regretted that
we were not aware that the latter was going to play, other-
wise we would have remaived to the end. Such were the pro-
ductions of the Swiss Society of Music so highly spoken of in
Germany. Director Conradin Kreutzer of Stuttgard and his
wife, a native of Ziirich, whose acquaintance we made here,
sat near us during the performances. and we were pleased to
be enabled to interchange our opinions upon what we heard.
But we were obliged to keep a constant guard upon our looks
and gestures, fore we were continually watched by those sit-
ting round us, who sought to read in our faces the impression
their music made upon us. When we were asked also for
our opinion, which was not unfrequently, and always with a
sentiment of national pride, we carefully kept in the mean
between truth and flattery, and by that means successfully ex-
tricated ourselves without giving offence.

Kreutzer told me in confidence that, he would not return
to Stuttgard because the despotism there had become thoroughly
insufferable. * My former Viennese acquaintance Romberg and
Kraft were just in the same position; they also longed to
get away and made application for other appointments. —
We passed the greater part of the time while at Freiburg in
the society of Kreutzer and his wife. We dined and supped

* Mozart has recorded his hatred of the “insolent Aristocracies of

Germany” towards whom Haydn demeaned himself with more courtly sub-
serviency than became the great Master of Sound.
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together, and during the continous fine weather made frequent
promenades into the charming surrounding country. It is true
the Society had a place of meeting at the “Schiitzenhouse®,
where most of the members dined; but as women were not
admitted, because there were several unmarried Clergymen in
the society, we did not pay a single visit to that place. But
I heard that there was a total absence of that sociability and
cheerfulness which gave such a zest to our meals at Franken-
hausen. — The ball which took place in the same locality, had
neither any attraction for us, as none of us danced. We sat
therefore meanwhile, in confidential discourse at the tea-table,
and amused ourselves with the relation of past incidents of
our lives and experience. Kreutger in reality had come with
the sole view to give a concert upon his own account at the
conclusion of the musical festival, as he had been told in
Zurich that this year the Society would only give one perfor-
mance. He seemed to think that I had the same intention,
for he proposed that we should make common cause and give
one together. But I had never thought of giving a concert
here, and had not even brought my violin. His concert how-
ever never took place, for the Society gave a second, and
thus we had no opportunity of hearing the play and compo-
sitions of this famous artist.

On the 10. early in the morning we left Freiburg, spent
the afternoon and evening very pleasantly in Bern in the so-
ciety of Edward and Jakn, and returned here at 11 in the
forenoon.

Journey to Milan.

- In Edward’s company, who was desirous to avail himself
of his vacation to make a little excursion into North-Italy,
we set out upon our journey on Sunday the 2! September.
At one o’clock we arrived at Kandersteg, where 1 immediatly
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hired four horses with as many guides, to carry us over the
Geémmi. On three of them, rode Dorette, Emilie and Ida, the
fourth carried our luggage. Edward and 1 preferred to do it
on foot. Three quarters of a league on this side of Kander-
steg, the ascent begins and continues tolerably steep for a good
2%s leagues. The road then leads round the Gemmihorn for
some distance upon a level, till at a distance of %/« of a league from
Schwaribach it ascends again. — The weather had up till
now been very favorable; but here a hail storm over took us
which soon changed to rain and wetted us completely through.
As it was already tolerably late besides, and we had still the
greatest and most difficult part of the way before us. the
guides easily persuaded us to put up for the night in Schwa-
ribach. The inn here is a mere rude blockhouse, and has
nothing in common with the hotels in the Swiss vallies , that
one should be made to pay here equally their exorbitant
overcharges. But as one of the two habitable rooms was
wholly given up to us, and that besides a bundle of clean
straw for us men, we found there a large bed for Dorette and
the children, we passed the night nevertheless in tolerable
comfort. We could certainly not help feeling a shudder of
horror when we called to mind previous to going to sleep. that
the midnight murder in Werner’s “Twenty fourth of February”
was enacted here.*

During the night, snow had fallen, and it was bitter cold
upon our setting out next morning. I therefore sent back three
of the horses, and let Dorette and the children walk also,
more especially as the descent to the Leuker Bad cannot be
made on horseback. At Schwaribach all vegetation ceases,
and even the beautiful Alpine rose is not to be found. The
road has again a very steep ascent as far as the Daubensee
(then half covered with ice) along which it runs for the dis-
stance of half a league through a barren valley, in which

* At this inn in 1807, two Italians murdered the daughter of the
Innkeeper, and this circumstance suggested to Zach. Werner the Tragedy
adverted to.
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seemed to reign the stillness of the grave; to the last ascent
which as it leads through snow and icefields was the most
toilsome ascent of all. Arrived at the top, to our disappoint-
ment we were favoured with one look alone into the abyss
opening beneath us; for in a few minutes we were envelloped
in a mist, which scarcely permitted us to see a few paces be-
fore us. We were now compelled to follow blindly the pack-
horse and its guide, and to keep quite close together. The
road led precipitously down between fissures in the rocks
and sometimes even between perpendicular walls of rock in
which a small path had been cleared by blasting. At the
part where it runs, the horse’s neck projects over the abyss,
and the guide is obliged to hold him up by a rope secured
to the load on his back, or even by holding on to his tail
with all his might. At this place the view down into the
depth which had been concealed from us by the thick fog, makes
the head so giddy, that many invalids who wish to go to the
Leuker Bad have not the courage to make the descent, and
prefer, after having had the object of their journey under
their very eyes, to take the immensely circuitous route of
nearly twenty leagues by way of Bern, Freiburg, Lausanne
and through the Valais.

After we had continued descending for more than an hour
without finding any other vegetation than here and there
a violet blooming in the clefts of the rocks, we came sud-
denly to a region where the mist ceased, and we were now
favoured with a most unexpected and charming view far
away down upon the Leuker Bad beneath us. At this place
we rested ourselves for a moment, to recover a little from
the highly fatiguing exertions of the steep descent. But it
required many such resting places before we reached the bath,
at 11 o’clock. The children only, were not fatigued, and were
always in advance of us.

While we refreshed ourselves in the large and well ap-
pointed inn, I sent for fresh horses, and at 2 o’clock in the
afternoon, animated with new spirits we continued our journey,
Edward and I on foot, Dorette and the children on horseback.
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Previous to leaving, we inspected the sulphur-spring which
rises out of the earth at boiling heat, in front of the inn.

At Leuk it was not possible to procure any vehicle for the
farther journey. We were therefore obliged to pass the night
in the miserable inn to which our guides brought us. On
Friday the 4", at an early hour in the morning, we continued
our journey to Brieg in two one- horse vehicles, and arrived
there at noon. The valley of the Valais is very narrow and
little cultivated. We saw numerous marshy meadows, and but
few maize and potatoe fields. At Brieg commences Napoleon’s
famed Simplon-road, a gigantic work, which cannot be enough
admired. We here hired a two-horse vehicle to take us to
Domo d’Ossola. The road is so ingeniously carried in and out
of the mountain ravines, that it never rises more than five
inches in six feet, so that heavy loaded waggons can descend
without using the drag-shoe. Especially remarkable are several
colossal bridges, which are thrown across deep glens and clefts
in the rocks, and those parts of the road which have been
bored through the rocks by blasting, and resemble subter-
raneous galleries. One of these is so long, that it is but im-
perfectly lighted by the light admitted on both sides. At the
distance of every league, one finds a house to afford shelter on
the sudden coming on of stormy weather. In the third of
these houses is the post-house, the sixth the custom-house,
where we were obliged to pay a few laubthaler for roadway
duty. Considerable as this tax is, it is still insufficient to
keep the road in good repair, and it is greatly feared that
it will by degrees fall into ruin. Nevertheless what one hears
of this decay in foreign countries is without foundation, for
with the exception of some of the barriers which had been
carried away by avalanches and not yet reconstructed, we found
it in good condition. Upon the highest part of it, the con-
strugtion of a gigantic house has been begun, in which if it
were finished, a corps of 4000 troops would be able to pass
the night. But since the fall of Napoleow, its construction has
been stayed, and it will now soon fall into decay. The Simp-



— 9255 —

lon pass is certainly not so high as that over the Gemmi, but
here also all vegetation ceases, and even in the village of
Simpeln where we slept, we found it very wintery.
Wednesday the 5, September 1816, was the happy day
on which the realisation of the wish of my early childhood,
to behold the land “where the citrons bloom” was at length
to be fulfilled. After we had travelled for two leagues more
in continual descent, we came to the frontier of Lombardy
and soon found ourselves transported into the midst of-the
South. Now we beheld woods of the sweet chesnut, and in
gardens, figs, almonds and magnificent festoons of the vine,
trained from one tree to another, and pendant with masses
of the finest grapes. At every step as we descended, the warmth
increased ; at first agreably, but, soon quite oppressively. At
noon we arrived at Domo d’Ossola, a small but pretty town.
Here in the Hotel of the Capello verde we were for the firat
time imposed upon in real Italian style, and impressed with
the necessity of the caution, to agree always before hand with
the hotelkeeper on the charges for the accommodation. After
dinner we travelled as far as Laveno, which lies close to the
shore of the beautiful Lago Maggiore, and opposite to its ce-
lebrated islands. Here although we had agreed before hand
on the charges for our nights accommodation, we paid as we
were afterwards informed too much by half. On the 6, early
in the morning, we visited the so oft-times enthusiastially de-
scribed Borromean islands, Isola Madre and Isola bella. Like
many others whose expectations have been unduly raised by
the too lavish praises of enthusiastic travellers of particular
localities, they did not come up with our too sanguine ex-
pectations. We were most pleased with the Isola Madre, where
for the first time we beheld with admiration the vigorons ve-
getation of the South, in the ancient and majestic laurel, citron,
pomgranite and fig-trees, with other shrubs and plants of
southern growth. Though of necessity these plants must here
also, as with us be protected in' winter, to secure them from
the frost, yet their growth is so much more vigorous, and the
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fruits are much larger and more juicy than those of our green-
houses. On Isola Bella, there is a large but as yet not wholly
finishedpalace, which contains some fine apartments, in which
are several fine pictures, but the building is already going to de-
cay. The remaining space on the island comprises the celebrated
garden, which rises in ten terraces from the shore of the lake.
The inside is supported by masonry which rises in progress-
ively higher arches from terrace to terrace. The plan of
the garden is gigantic, but in a bad old french style. The nu-
merous wretched statues in the alleys and on the steps of the
terraces are particularly repulsive and offensive to °‘the eye.
The terraces are oramented with beds of flowers and nume-
rous yet more southern products, which in the winter time
are put under cover under the arches. All were in most
beautiful flower, and diffused unknown sweets around us.
From the summit of the garden site, a most charming view
is obtained of the opposite side of the lake, towards Palanza,
Intra, Laveno, and the beautiful outline of mountains which
bound the sight. Far as the eye could reach, all was canopied
by a sky of the purest and deepest blue, and lit up with such
a flood of sun light that the most distant objects could be
clearly distinguished. This, and the mild balsamic air made
us especially feel that we had entered a southern climate.
Before we left the Islands, the gardener conducted us to an
historical curiosity, to the name of Napoleon cut by himself
in the bark of a laurel tree, shortly before the battle of Ma-
rengo. ' )

The same boat that brought us to the Islands, took us
six leagues farther to the little town of Sesto Calende, at the
extremity of the lake. On this excursion we again had many
a fine view of the beautiful banks of the lake. Belgirate,
Arona, and the colossal statue of St. Carlo Borromeo, were
seen to great advantage. At Sesto Calende, we already found
the dirt and smell peculiar to Italian towns, and that of an
Oil-boilery, so offensive to a German palate. On the 7* we
performed the last days.journey to Milan in the vehicle of a
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Milanese driver, through a flat and uninteresting country, and
put up at a Pensione Suizzera which was recommended to us
for its German cleanliness.

Milan, Sept. 9.

The first of the remarkable things in Milan which we
visited yesterday, was the cathedral. This beautiful building
upon which the labour of nearly five centuries has been almost
uninterruptedly devoted, and which nevertheless is as yet un-
finished, approaches most nearly in style and architecture to
the cathedral of Strasburg, but in form is nevertheless very
different from the latter. It is in the form of a lengthened
cross; at the place where the two lines meet, stands the high-
altar, and above that, the span of the majestic dome, upon
which the pretty tower in the form of a pyramid is built,
the top of which is surmounted by the colossal statue in bronze
of the holy Virgin. Innumerable other pierced gothic pyra-
mids ornamented with niches and statues rest in part upon
the pillars of the external walls, and in part on the marble-
slabbed roof, increasing in height more and more the nearer
they approach to the tower. On the pinnacle of each stands
the statue of some Saint. The whole structure, from the ground
to the highest point, is of white, polished marble, quarried at
Baveno on the Lago Maggiore, and brought thither by the
Ticino-Canal. During Napoleon’s rule, the work was prosecuted
with great zeal and not only was the fagade of the chief en-
trance . completed (which had been carried out only to the
top of the door) but all the pyramids also, upon the external
walls. At first sight, and seen from below, the building now
seems finished; but upon ascending the roof, and the tower,
one sees how much yet remains to be done.

The pillars and niches are in the Gothic, the doors and
windows in the Roman style, and the statues are clothed after
the Greek manner. All the sculptured works, of which in small
and large statues, in high- and low-reliefs, in arabesques and

other ornaments there are an immense quantity in this splen-
SPOHR, Autobiograpby. L. 17
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did. building are from the chisel of celebrated masters, and
it seems to me that, the modern works excel even the ancient
in beauty and correctness.

The Interior of the church is by reason of the painted
windows somewhat dark, but on that account and from the
imposing grandeur and height, is the more fitted to raise re-
ligious feelings. Among the numerous statues in the interior
of the cathedral, that of Carlo Borromeo is the most esteemed.
Its great merit as a work of art is considered to lie in
the anatomical correctness displayed by the sculptor in the
deliniation of all the muscles, tendons, veins and prominent
joints. From the gallery of the tower one has an extensive
view, bounded on the north by the Swiss Alps, and on the south
by the Apenines.

In the evening we went to the theatre della Scala, where
was given “la statua di bronza“, a semiseria-opera by Soliva,
a young composer and pupil of the conservatory here. Upon
our entrance, we were surprised at the size and beauty of the
house. It is built after the model of the St. Carlo-theatre
at Naples, the largest in Italy, and contains a spacious pit
and six tiers of boxes one above the other, but will not hold
much over 3000 people, so much space having been wasted
in the manner of its distribution. The price of admission is
the same to every part of the house, viz, two Lire di Milano.
The orchestra is very numerous; four and twenty violins, eight
counterbasses, the same number of violincellos, all the cus-
tomary wind instruments, trumpets], bass-horn, turkish music
etc. and yet with all, not numerous enough for the size of the
locale. The performance very much surpassed my expectation;
it was pure, vigorous, precise, and withall very calm. Signor
Rolla an artiste known also in foreign countries by his com-
positions, directed as first violin. There is no other directing
whether at the piano, or from the desk with the baton,
than his, but merely a prompter with the score before him, who
gives the text to the singers, and if necessary, the time to the
choruses. The composition of the opera is more in the Ger-
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man than the Italian style, and one could hear very plainly
that the young artist had taken our German composers, par-
ticularly Mozart, much more for his models, than his own
countrymen. The orchestral parts are not so subdued as is
usual in Italian operas, but are rendered in a very prominent
manner, and sometimes even so much so as to cloak the sing-
ing. It is therefore astonishing that this opera has pleased
so much, as this genre is never much liked. The well studied
piéces d'ensemble and the finale have certainly not been the
reasons for the success of the opera, but a few little unim-
portant cantabili’s which were well executed by the singers.
These alone also, were the points listened to with attention.
During the powerful overture, several very expressive accom-
panied recitatives, and all the piéces d’ensemble, the audience
made so much noise that one could scarcely hear the music.
In most of the boxes, the occupants played at cards, and all
over the house, people conversed aloud. Nothing more in-
sufferable can be imagined for a stranger who is desirous
to listen with attention, than this vile noise. On the other
hand, from such persons as have perhaps seen the same opera
thirty or forty times, and who come to the theatre only for
the sake of the society, no attention is to be expected, and it is
a great condescension if they only listen quietly to some
“numbers”. At the same time, I can imagine no task more un-
grateful than to write for such a public, and one is surprised
that good composers will submit to it. After the first act
of the opera, a grand serious ballet was given, which from
the skill of several of the dancers male and female, and the
splendour of the decorations and costumes, presented a very
imposing dramatic "spectacle. As it lasted nearly an hour, the
auditory had forgotten the first half of the opera. After the
second act of the opera, another, but a comic-ballet, not much
shorter, was produced, so that the whole of the performances
lasted from eight o’clock to midnight. What work for the
poor musicians!

17+*
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September, 14.

Last evening we went to a concert, given by Ferlendis
of Venice, a Professore di Oboa. His composition and play
were alike pitiable. It is impossible to imagine a worse Tone
and a greater want of Taste in the execution of the passages
and of the cantabile, than this Professor di¢ Oboa displayed.
In Germany he would most certainly have been hissed off;
here of a necessity, he was applauded as a matter of course
by the Free-tickets. In the second part, Luigi Beloli played
a Horn-Concerto of his own composition. This it is true did
not exceed the line of mediocrity, but the execution was very
superior. Beloni has a very beautiful tone, much skill and
a cultivated taste. In order that the horrid Oboe should not
obliterate the last more pleasing impression, we would not stop
to hear the remainder of the concert.

September, 16.

That the Italians are a very musical nation may be jud-
ged from the fact that their beggars always solicit alms either
singing or playing. Here are parties of four or five such mu-
sicians, who play of an evening in front of the Cafés, a by
no means intolerable music, usually accompanied by a finely
dressed female vocalist, who afterwards collects the money;
sometimes they consist of three singers who with guitar accom-
paniment execute Trios and short Canons very efficiently; at
others, blind fiddlers, flute players or singers who either with-
out accompaniment, or who accompany themselves on the tam-
bourine, seek their fortune singly; and even those who hawk
things about for sale, offer their wares singing. Yesterday
we came upon a comical fellow of this kind. He had manu-
factured for himself a remarkable instrument out of a whip-
handle, from one end of which to the other he had stretched
a single string. On the top, this cord was passed through
a ball of paste, from the aperture of which rose a large bou-
quet of artificial flowers by way of ornament. In the right
hand he carried a violin-bow, with which he produced the single
tone which his instrument was capable of. The remarkable
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talent of this artist consisted there-in, that on a constantly
repeated melody, for the fundamental tone of which his in-
strument furnished the Quinte, and which therefore never con-
cluded in the Tonica, but always in the dominant, he impro-
visated the politest compliments to all who passed, or who
sat before their doors; for these, the persons flattered, seldom
refused a gift of money, which he collected in his hat, but
without interrupting his song. In this style of recitative sing-
ing, in which his instrument fulfilled the duty of the orchestra,
he would now praise the shape, now the dress of the passers
by, and one could see by the self-satisfied smiles and genero-
sity of the persons bepraised, that he well knew how to touch
them on the weak side.

This afternoon we went to another concert, given by the
Societa del Giardino. The two Mesdames Marcolini and Fabré
sang a duett of Rossini’s. The former is celebrated throughout
Italy as an contralto, her voice is fine, and she has great
execution; but she almost always sings too low, by which in
my opinion her singing was much injured. Signora Fabré is
the Prima donna of the great theatre whose high notes are
particularly fine, and her method of execution cultivated.
Although both singers stand equally high in regard to voice
and skill, yet here also the soprano bore away the palm from
the contralto, just as a bass-viol can never please by the side of
a violin. In the second part were sung also, a duett of Paccini,
a Cavatina by Bonfichi, and a Rondo by Paer. All alike, the
humorous or the serious, were sung in the same manner and
with the same ornamental trimmings which have been heard
a thousand times. The compositions were almost all insipid
and without intimate connection, and the singing frequently dis-
turbed or cloaked by meaningless figures of instrumentation.

September, 17.

We have just seen the Mosaic-Manufactory here. The
most important work is a copy in mosaic of Leonardo da
Vince’s “‘Last supper” on which the artist has been uninter-
ruptedly engaged for twelve years; it is of the same size as the
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original, (the figures of the .size of life). It is divided into
twelve pieces, each of which is about three ells in length
and of the same breadth. All the pieces are now finished,
but only some have as yet been polished, these (from the ceil-
ing part only) have a bright polish, those containing the fi-
gures were somewhat matt in the colours, at least as compared
to the good copy of the picture from which it had been wor-
ked; but perhaps it will gain yet more life when the polishing
has been completed. Bonaparte had given the order for this
work, which will now be finished at the expense of the Em-
peror of Austria. As eight ducats a day are paid to the work-
men, it already costs in wages for labour 34,960 ducats. Be-
sides this herculean labour we saw several mosaics in the es-
tablishment, of exceeding beauty, exhibited for sale.

September, 17.

To-day we were present at the concert at the Conserva-
tory of music, for which Count Saurau had presented us with
tickets. :

What I could ascertain respecting the interior administra-
tion of the Conservatory is as follows: The Professors, of
whom four teach singing, one the violin, one the violincello,
one counterbass, and some others the wind instruments, are
appointed by and receive their salaries from the government,
which pays also for the board and lodging of twelve pupils,
six boys and six girls. All the other pupils some of whom
live at the Conservatory, and some attend only at the hours
of tuition, are required to pay for every thing. The Milanese
are said to be very much opposed to the Institution; at the
present time also, there are scarcely thirty pupils.

September, 22.
To-day I paid a momentary visit to a kind of Practis-
ing-Concert, where the dilettanti of this place,” perform Sym-
phonies under Rolla’s direction, and in particular of the Ger-
man masters. The string-instruments are chiefly played by di-
lettanti, the wind instruments by players from the della Scala
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theatre. When I arrived, they had already given the old sym-
phony in D major of Moeart, and some overtures by Italian
masters, and were just then engaged practising one of the grand
Symphonies of Haydn (B major). It was played with tolerable
accuracy, but without piano and forfe, and for the most part
crude. Nevertheless, the Institution which is moreover the
only one of the kind in Italy, is a very praiseworthy one,
since it enables the lovers of music here to become acquainted
with our magnificent Instrumental-compositions. If I do not
mistake, this weekly Practice-Concert takes place in the house
of Signor Motto, who is said to have a fine collection of first
class violins. But there are a great many fine violins here.
A Signor Caroli has two very fine Stradivari’s; Rolla has one
also of great beauty; a Count Gozio de Solence has in his
pumerous collection of fine violins among several others by
Amati, Guarneri and Guardagnini, four Stradivari’s also, which
have never been played upon, and which although very old
look as though they had only just been made. Two of these
violins are the production of the last year of that artist, 1773,
when he was an old man of ninety three years of age But
it is immediately perceptible on the violin that it was cut by
the tremulous hands of an infirm old man; the other two are
however of the best days of the artist, from 1743 and 1744,
and of great beauty. The tone is full and strong, but still
new and woody, and to become fine, they must be played
upon for ten years at least.
' September, 28.

Last evening we gave our concert in the della Scala the- .
atre. The orchestra kept its usual place, but the female sin-
gers, and Dorette and I, for our performances, took our places
under the Proscenium, between the curtain which remained
down, and the orchestra. The house although favourable for
music, requires nevertheless on account of its immense size, a
very powerful tone, and a grand but simple style of play. It
is also very difficult i» a place where people are always ac-
customed to hear voices only, to satisfy the ear with the tone
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of a violin. This consideration, and the uncertainty whether
my method of play and my compositions would please the
Italians, made me somewhat nervous on this my first début in
a country where I was as yet unknown; but as I soon observed
after the first few bars, that my play was listened to with
attention, this fear soon left me, and I then played without
any embarrassment. I had also the satisfaction to see that
in the new concerto I had written in Switzerland, which was
in the form of a Vocal-Scena, 1 had very happily hit upon
the taste of the Italians, and that all the cantabile parts in
particular were received with great enthusiasm. Gratifying
and encouraging as this noisy approbation may be to the
Bolo-player, it is nevertheless exceedingly annoying to the com-
poser. By it, all connexion is completely disturbed, the futti
so industriously worked out, are wholly unheeded, and people
hears the Solo-player begin again in another tone without any
one knowing how the orchestra has modulated with it. —
Besides the Concerto, I played with Dorette the new Pot-pourris
for piano and violin, and another with orchestral accompani-
ment. The latter, at the general request, I was obliged to
repeat. The orchestra, the same that played in the opera,
accompanied me with great attention and interest. Rolla, in
particular, took great pains. My overture to ‘‘Alruna” was
played at the beginning of the second part with great power
it is true, but not without fault. The orchestra is accustomed
to too many rehearsals, to be able to execute any thing free
from fault after one rehearsal only. Madame Castiglioni, a
Contre - Altiste engaged as a supplementary vocalist at the
next carnival in Venice, sang an aria in the second part, with
a fine voice and a good school, and was rewarded with a general
applause. It had cost me infinite trouble to procure these
two song-pieces; for the singers of the great theatre some of
whom would have been very pleased to sing, could not get
permission from the Impressario, and all the other singers of
note who lived here, had already either signed engagements,
or did not dare to appear at the Scala. The Impressario at
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first demanded the fifth part of the receipts for the grant of
the theatre, but by the intercession of the governor Count
Saurau, this tax was remitted in my favour.

After the concert, I was solicited on all sides to give an-
other; but as next Friday, the only free day in each week,
is the Emperor’s Name-day, on which the governor gives a
grand féte, and we have no desire to prolong our stay another
fortnight, I shall rather defer this second concert till my re-
turn, and proceed forthwith to Venice. The first concert more-
over, has but little more than paid the expenses, which amoun-
ted to fifty ducats.

A few days ago we visited the Picture Gallery in the
Arena; the locale is the finest we ever beheld. It consists of
three large saloons, which receive the light from above, of a
long gallery, and two cabinets. In the gallery are the pic-
tures al fresco collected from the churches in Milan, from the
walls of which they have been taken with the plaster on which
they were painted, and here let into the walls again. Among
them are some of high artistic worth, of which copies and
engravings have already been made. In the saloons, the pain-
tings are chronologically arranged, and the name of the master
given under each. In the first saloon are those of the earlier
period, in the middle are those of the later, and in the third
those of the modern school. Yet as far as I know there are
no works of any living artists hung up. In the Cabinets, the
smaller paintings are exhibited. The most precious of all, a
Raphael, which although of his earlier days when he still
painted in the style of his master, is nevertheless of infinite
beauty. It is the betrothal of the Holy Virgin with Joseph.
In the centre stands the Rabbi who in a grave and dignified
posture pronounces his blessing; on his left is Joseph, a manly
figure with dark hair and beard, placing with a kindly ex-
pression the ring upon the finger of the Virgin, who upon
the right, softly blushes in all the graceful sweetness of maiden
modesty. Among the other figures, a youth is also conspicu-
ous, who breaks a stick against his knee. Artists admire
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greatly the foreshortening of the inclined posture. At first
sight the sharp outline of the figures strikes one as unpleasing;
but after one has become somewhat used to it by a longer
contemplation, one is irresistibly fascinated with the elevated
expression both of countenance and position. In this as in all
Raphael’s pictures the hands and feet are of exceeding beauty.

Venice, October, 5.

On Monday the 30** September we set out upon our journey
thither in company with two amiable Polish Counts, whose
acquaintance we had made in Milan, and of a painter who
had just returned from a tour in Sicily. For myself and
family I had hired a Vetturino as far as Padua, for seven
louisd’or, for which price it was also agreed he was to pay
for our supper and beds. . . .

The road to Brescia presents very little variety. Brescia
is an ancient town, in which there is very little worth seeing;
but it is situated in a charming locality on the slope of a
mountain covered with vineyards and countryhouses. We took
a walk trough the town, in which we saw nothing remarkable
except a vine that covered the fronts of five houses up to their
roofs, and was every where loaded with clusters of the finest
grapes. One of the Poles, Count Zozymola, had meanwhile paid
a visit to Signora Mulonatti, one of the most celebrated Contre-
Altistes of the day, whose acquaintance he had made in Florence,
where a few months previously she had sung. She is now
reposing from the fatigues of the last months in the society
of her Cavaliere servente, a Count Secchi who has a fine house
in Brescia, and a still finer estate in the neighbourhood. Du-
ring the Carpival she will again make here appearance here
in Venice, at a salary of 10,000 francs and a benefit. Her
admirer, a man of large fortune and extensive knowledge
bas devoted his whole life to his Donna, while his two elder
brothers have greatly distinguished themselves as Generals in
the French Army. For the last ten years he has accompanied
her every where she has sung, manages her affairs, and de-
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votes himself to all her caprices. His sole somewhat earnest
occupation is to write her memoirs ¢, e, her triumphs over
other singers, and her love adventures. Once a year she fur-
nishes him with the written data for the latter, which are
the originals of the love-letters received, and although he is
very jealous, she nevertheless prevails on the good natured
fool to copy those letters himself, and introduce them with
their respective explanations in her history. She has a hus-
band as well, and two children by him, of whom she is said
to be very fond. This husband plays a thoroughly pitiful part;
he always keeps a certain distance,. and awaits every look
and beck of his ruling mistress. Up to the present time
Count Secchi has seen neither Rome nor Naples, because his
lady has not yet sung in those Cities, and she would not
readily grant him permission to go there without her.
Between Brescia and Verona, the road passes along the
Lago de Garda, whose beautiful wooded shores studded with
country seats and enclosed by mountains, present the most
beautiful views, which richly repaid us for the uniformity of
the previous days journies. At the farthest end of the lake .
and half in the water, lies Peschiera, a small mean-looking
town containing but few houses, but with extensive fortifica-
tions. From thence to Verona, the road is again very unin-
teresting. Upon our arrival, we learned that a female Pianiste
and Harpiste of note from Naples was to give a Concert in
the theatre, and we proposed to ourselves to go there. Through
the slowness of the waiters who brought our supper an hour
later than we had ordered it, we were however prevented going.
We went nevertheless, at eleven o’clock at night by a beau-
tiful moonlight to see the Coliseum, of all the monuments of
Roman greatness, the one which is in the best state of pre-
servation. . . . We ascended to the topmost benches, which
equal in height the loftiest buildings of the town; from thence
we had a splendid view over the whole colossal structure.
We pictured to ourselves the immense mass of stone filled
with the Romans of old — how they cheered the victors in
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the Arena beneath, — and then lost ourselves in the contem-
plation of the perishableness of all human greatness, and in
comparisons between that vigorous people of yore and the
present inhabitants of this beautiful land.

On one side of the Oval, the prisons are still to be seen
where the malefactors were confined who were to be thrown
to the wild beasts. The arrangement is still existing also, by
means of which in a few minutes the circus could be laid
under water for naval fights and boat races. During the visit
of the Austrian Emperor, the people were treated with a re-
suscitation of the ancient horse and foot races. We had seen
something similar in Milan of which T had forgotten to speak.

Napoleon has erected in the Foro Buonoparte, a Circus
in the Roman Style, whose exterior consists also of a wall
having passages for ascent; but the benches in the interior are
of turf only. Of these there are about twelve, but from 25-
to 30,000 people find nevertheless room sufficient. On one
side of the breadth, stands a handsome building with a fine
colonnade looking into the interior, from which stone benches
run the whole hreadth of the building down to the circus.
In this modern Arena, which can also be laid under water,
the people were treated at the time of the coronation of Na-
poleon, as king of Italy, with a free admission to a rechauffé
of the ancient Roman games. A third but smaller edition, on
payment, took place the day before our departure.

First of all, eighteen runners in Roman costume made
their appearance, who upon a signal from the trumpets ran
forward in a seemingly encumbered manner to the goal. The
victor received a flag, from the top of which was suspended
a wreath of laurel. The two next best after him, were also
presented with tokens of triumph. Twelve horsemen now ad-
vanced to compete in speed. Several fell from their horses at
the first start, and all of them rode so badly that they ex-
cited nothing but laughter and compassion. After the winners
had been again rewarded, came the Chariot Race, which
however presented both a new and interesting sight. The six
charioteers were mounted on small two-wheeled Roman cha-
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riots such as one sees upon old coins, and on a given signal
to start, lashed their horses, of which there were two to every
chariot into a full gallop; at the extremity of the course, one
of them in turning fell twice, horses and all, but without
taking any harm. The others drove round the course three
times, and the victors were again presented with their rewards.
Now commenced the grand Triumphal-procession. From thirty
to forty Hautboyists in the Roman costume with Zurkish mu-
sic! — playing a March from the Opera ‘“John of Paris”
opened the spectacle. Then came the Runners carrying spears;
and at length a large Roman triumphal chariot drawn by
four oxen, with the whole of the victors. The handsomely de-
corated oxen had been harnessed in pairs in the Roman man-
ner; but the poor animals had not been accustomed to that
sort of thing, and they would not move an inch; so that it
was at length found necessary to yoke them in the same
manner as they were used to, in their dung carts, and when
this was done they went off in style. Behind them came the
unsuccessful riders and charioteers who closed the procession.

The costume of all these people and animals was well
chosen, and had one not seen round the Circus the modern
beauw monde, with now and then among the runners a three
cornered hat, the wearer of which kept order in the games,
and, not have heard the Turkish music playing the march
from ‘‘Aline”, one might indeed for a moment have fancied,
to see beneath one the old Romans of yore. But these soldiers
and hackney carriage drivers were so sparing of their mise-
rable horses, and at the same time so clumsy, that they soon
dissipated every deception.

On the 3™ early in the morning we parted from our agre-
able fellow travellers, who now proceeded on their farther
journey by another road through the Tyrol to Munich. We
slept in Vicenza, a filthy dirty place. Our windows looked
out upon a lonely street, in which heaps of dirt of the most
disgusting kind infected the air in an unbearable manner.
But one meets with the same kind of thing here even in the
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largest Cities, and in the most magnificent squares. If one
ascends a retired flight of steps, often of the finest marble,
at the grandest palaces, it behoves one to keep in the centre,
to avoid contamination, and even the Cathedral of Milan is
unapproachable on many sides for the high heaps of filth.
This exceeding dirtiness, in which the Italians surpass almost
all other nations, prevails also in most of the apartments
and kitchens. I thought to myself that a Dutchman would
go out of his senses herel

On the 4™ at noon, we arrived at the ancient, unsightly
Padua, where we stopped till eight o’clock in the evening.
We then continued our journey by water in the Canal-Dili-
gence. On getting into the bark, deceived by the uncertain
moonlight I missed my footing, and fell into the water; but
in my fall I fortunately caught hold of the gunwale of the
bark, and was immediately pulled on board again. With the
exception of the fright and the trouble of changing my clothes
I experienced no unpleasant consequences from this fall. The
bark is very conveniently fitted un for the accommodation of
from twenty four to thirty persons, and towed by a horse at
full trot, goes very fast. The last half of the Canal is thickly
dotted on both sides with beautiful country seats and gardens,
which at this period are inhabited by the wealthy Venetians.
The Palace of the former Viceroy, in which the governor
Count Goes resides during the fine season, is particularly re-
markable. We much regretted passing this beautiful part of
the country in the night, but even by moonlight the view
presented is magnificent. At five o’clock in the morning,
when all Venice was yet asleep, we arrived, and alighted at
the Albergo della Scala.

Venice, October, 10.

Little as Venice upon the whole, has come up with my
expectations, yet I was the more surprised by the beauty
of some parts of the city. The Piazza San Marco, is par-
ticularly imposing. The thousand-year old church of St. Mark,
built in the oriental style, with its five. cupolas, its innume-
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rable statues and magnificent mosaic-pictures with their re-
splendent gold ground; the colossal Bell tower with its pyra-
mid which serves as a beacon to the mariner far away on
the Adriatic sea, the three grand buildings almost in the same
style of architecture which enclose the square upon three sides;
the busy life under the Arcades, the rich shops of the traders
and the tastefully decorated coffee-houses, in and in front of
which from eight o’clock in the morning till far into the night
the fashionable idle world of both sexes may be seen collected:
the mingled vociferations of the numerous vendors of refresh-
ments, and of the criers who read aloud the proclamations
of the government, or announce the pieces to be performed in
the evening at the different Theatres — all these together
form so varied a picture, that a stranger finds subject therein
for a whole week’s entertainment.

If one then proceeds to the second square which abuts
on the first near the church, enclosed on the east side by
the former palace of the Doges, and on the west by the
prolongation of one of the three large buildings adverted
to; a new spectacle quite different from the former one pre-
sents itself. Before you, the harbour dotted with gondolas,
barks and trading ships of all sizes; on the left the quay
bordered with magnificent buildings and churches extending
as far as the giardino publico. Opposite, situated upon a
small island, a monastery in whose handsome church the last
Pope was elected, and to the right on the other side of the
grand canal the church of San Giorgia maggiore with its ma-
jestic dome, surrounded by other beautiful buildings. When
the eye has feasted itself on these objects, it is attracted by
the nearer surroundings; by the moltey crowd of human beings
upon the high-arched stone bridges leading over the numerous
canals which from this spot intersect the City; by the loading
and unloading of the larger ships, the embarking of the fash-
ionable and unfashionable world in gondolas and barks for
pleasure-excursions, or journeys of business; by the singular
forms of the fish and shell-fish exposed here for sale, and the
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other numerous striking objects peculiar to a sea-port. Having
seen all this, one returns gladly to the square of St. Mark,
and there finds new subjects for admiration. Upon contem-
plating the church more attentively, the four gigantic bronze
horses over the chief entry first attract the eye, less by their
artistic worth, for they are not of the finest proportions, than
on account of their antiquity and their various fortunes. Car-
ried off by the Venetians on the taking of Constantinople, they
were placed as war-trophies over the chief entrance of the
church of St. Mark, and there remained undisturbed until the
French after the conquest of Italy took them to Paris. From
thence with all the other treasures of art carried from Italy,
they were again brought back after the capture of Paris by
the allies, and reinstated in their old place amid the exulta-
tions of all Venice. Besides these horses, there are many
other memorials of the triumphs of the Venetians in the church
of St. Mark. Statues, bas-reliefs, arabesques, columns and
capitals from Greece, Egypt and the Barbary States, and it is
subject of astonishment in this building, that, though com-
prising so many objects executed in the most different styles
of Art, it presents nevertheless a whole of such harmonious
beauty. In front of the church, stand three lofty red painted
masts, which on Festival days are decorated with long silken
streamers reaching to the ground, and their cast bronze foot-
sockets are ornamented with fine bas-reliefs.

On the second square, close to the water, stand two
colossal pillars of Egyptian granite, each pillar hewn in one
single block. One supports a winged lion in brass, which was
also carried to Paris, the other, the patron Saint, the holy
Theodorus upon a crocodile.

The interior of the church of St. Mark, is not less beau-
tiful than the exterior. Walls, niches, and domes are entirely
covered with Mosaic-pictures, among which it is true some
are of little artistic worth; but in the most of them, the com-
position, drawing, and colouring are very fine, and all have
a pure gold ground which in spite of its great age still shines
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as though it were new. Here, however, one is soon surrounded
by whole rows of mendicants, who plead hunger so piteously
and look so disgusting, that one is glad to make one’s escape
from them with the sacrifice of a few copper coins. In fact
one cannot pass through any part of the city at any time with-
out being addressed by beggars, and it is said as many as
25,000 here suffer from hunger. At this period, it is true, the
‘poor subsist very cheaply on cooked, or rather roasted, pump-
kins, which are sold at the corner of every street, and of
which a piece as big as the hand costs but 4 centisimo.

. On leaving the Square, one finds but little to divert
attention, for in Venice people neither ride nor drive, the
streets being so narrow that frequently two persons cannot
walk side by side. In the busiest part of the city not far
from the Ponte Rialfo, the crowd is so great that one has a
difficulty to work one’s way through it. From the dirty habits
of the Italians, who throw every sort of refuse into the ca-
nals, and from the pestilential smell of half-putrid fish and
muscles, together with the disagreeable effluvia from the work-
shops of most of the artizans, it is very natural to suppose
that in these narrow streets, the whole year long, one cannot
once breathe a pure air.

Here gondolas take the place of vehicles, and are to
be had at a very cheap rate. They all have an awning of
black cloth, which gives them a mournful appearance. At the
time of the Republic such luxury prevailed in the decoration
of the gondolas, that the government found it necessary to
establish the present mode of covering. The gondoliers are
very expert in rowing and steering, and however great may
be the throng on the canals, they pass each other with great
swiftness, without coming in collision. When one hires two
of them, the speed is equal to that of a horse in full trot.
As the houses have, besides the front entry towards the water,
a side door or exit upon the street, one can go, it is true,

everywhere by land; but on account of the bridges omne is
SPOHR, Autobiography. L 18 .
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obliged to make so many turnings, that one can get to the
required place as quickly again by water.
October 12.

By the most beautiful weather we to-day enjoyed the sin-
gularly splendid view from the tower of St. Mark, which is
ascended very conveniently by a spiral ascent without steps.
The view is truly enchanting! On one side one sees over the
extensive mass of houses to the mainland, in the distance the
snow-covered mountains of the Friaul; on the other side the
harbour with its varied and busy life, the Islands covered with
handsome churches and buildings; and in the back-ground the
open sea. I do not remember having ever seen so beautiful
a view from any tower, not even from that of St. Michael’s at
Hamburg.

At 4 o’clock we visited the church of the Foundling, where
a mass was being performed by the female foundlings. The
orchestra and choir were composed entirely of young girls; an
old instructress of music gave the time, another accompanied
on the organ. There was more to be seen than to be heard,
for the composition and execution were execrable. The girls
playing the violin, flute, and horns, looked strange enough;
the contra- bassist was eunfortunately not to be seen, being
hidden behind the trellis. There were some good voices
among them, and one quite remarkable, which sang up to g
on the fourth leger line (g%); but the style of singing of all
was horrid.

We have made the acquaintance of several lovers of music,
the two Counts Zomasini, and Signors Contin, Filigran, and
several others whose names I do not know. The two former
are assisting me greatly in making arrangements for my Con-
cert, and if at the present bad time of the year for business,
when every body of note is in the country, I should have a
tolerable Concert, I shall have them to thank for it.

To-day we had a visit from a German musician, Herr 4i-
blinger, from Munich, and a pupil of Winder, who has been
residing in Venice for the last sixteen years. He is a pianist
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and composer, and seems to possess much real taste for his
art. At least he complained to us, with a most piteous face,
that in this country it was impossible for him to keep pace
with his German brothers in art, because he had scarcely ever
the good fortune to hear a German work of any note, and
that with his enthusiasm for music, his heart was fit to break;
that his circumstances bound him to a city where, for sixteen
years, he had heard every year the same things over again, while
the Germans, in the meantime, had witnessed the production
of so many classic works. I afterwards saw some of his
productions, and it is much to be regretted that he las
been confined in this Siberia of art. In order to give me an
idea how little art and artists were esteemed, even by gentle-
men who wished to pass for Mscenas’s, he related to me an
anecdote of what occurred to Bdrmann of Munich, who was
here last winter with Demoiselle Harles. Count Herizo, a
very rich nobleman, who, during the winter, gives a concert
at his house every week, to which he frequently invites as
many as two hundred persons, besought Bdrmann, through a
third party, to play at one of them. The latter had himself
already announced a public concert, and presuming that it
would be greatly to his disadvantage if he played elsewhere
before, he declined the invitation, but promised to play after
his own concert. On the same day, however, Count Herigo
gave one of his customary grand concerts in which ‘“the Cre-
ation” was performed, I believe for the first time in Venice;
and Bdrmann had so thin an attendance, that to cover the
expenses of the concert he was obliged to add forty francs
from his own pocket. Nevertheless a week afterwards, Count
Herizo repeated his invitation to Bdrmann, who now, how-.
ever, demanded a gratification of twelve Louisd’or. After much
debate this was at length agreed to. But Bdrmann shortly
after was apprised that it was intended to play off a hoax
upon him. To avoid this he wrote anew to decline the invi-
tation, and went on a pleasure excursion with Harles to the
mainland. Upon his return, a friend of Count Herigo’s came to
18*
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inquire of him the reason why he would not play, and on being
told, be assured him upon his honour that nothing of the kind
was intended, and that Bdrmann had pot the least to fear;
upon which the latter gave his promise to appear at the next
concert. He was very politely received by Count Herizo, and
the music began. After the space of an hour, when six pieces
had been performed, Bdrmann was curious to know when his
turn would come; he therefore asked the loan of a programme
from his neighbour, and found at the end of the whole of the
pieces of music, which at least would last two hours more, the
following words: “If time will permit, Herr Béirmann will
also perform a concerto on the clarinet.” His rage may be
imagined. Count Heriso is reported then to have said to him
at the end of the concert, in a loud tone of voice: “We
have no time to hear you this evening, but we shall perhaps
another time!” and in this manner he was cheated of his pe-
cuniary gratification. Bdrmann immediately slunk out, but
in so doing was so unfortunate as to mistake the way, and
instead of taking the passage leading out upon the street,
plumped right into the canal. Fortunately the gondoliers plying
near the spot came to his assistance, and soon pulled him out.
Half-perished with cold, and highly exasperated, he returned
home. Next morning he was summoned before the police by
Count Herizo. The director of police, after the matter had
been explained to him by Bdrmann, had nevertheless courage
sufficient to justify Barmann, and to point out to Count Herigo
the rudeness of his conduct. Under such circumstances, how-
ever, Birmann thought it advisable to hasten his departure, es-
pecially as a suspicious-looking fellow had been making inquiries
about the hours of his going out of evenings. Fraulein Harles,
also, came badly off. In the first opera she gave tolerable satis-
faction, and fault was found only with her bad accent; but
on the first representation of the second opera, she was so dis-
concerted, in her very first scene, by the loud talking, coughing,
and laughing of, the audience, that she ran off the stage in
the middle of her aria, and fell down behind the scenes like
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one dead. She was seized with an inflammation of the throat,
and, during the whole winter, was unable to sing any thing
else but the speaking recitatives. All piéces d’ensemble and
both finales were sung without her, and yet, as she could find
no substitute, she was obliged to appear before the public every
evening. The managers deserve praise, for they played her no
underhand tricks, but paid her according to the agreement made.

October 15.

There are two kinds of dilettanti-concerts given here.
One takes place every fortnight at the Fenice theatre, under
the direction of Count Tomassni. At the one at which I was
present Teresa Sessi, who was formerly engaged at Vienna, sang
two airs, a duet, and a quartet, with much applause, in her
old style, which is neither better nor worse. Besides her, a
dilettante attracted the attention of the auditory by singing
several buffo things in the genuine Italian caricature style. All
the rest, particularly the composition and execution of the ouver-
tures, was, as is usual in Italy, exceedingly bad.

The other is a sort of practice concerts, and takes place
once a week, under the direction of Signor Contin. With the
exception of some of the wind instruments and of the bass-viols,
the orchestra is wholly composed of dilettanti, and the pieces
performed consist mostly of symphonies and overtures by Ger-
man masters. But a proper study of these works is quite out
of the question, and it is considered matter of gratulation if
they are got through without coming to a stillstand. On the
day I was present, a very old symphony of Krommer’s was per-
formed first, which was followed by the ome in E flat major
by Andrew Romberg.

For the finale I was solicited to direct Beethoven’s se-
cond symphony in D major, which I could not refuse. But
I had a rare job with the orchestra, for they were accustomed
to quite other Zempi than I took, and seemed not at all to
understand that there are shades of forte and piano in music,
for all worked with bow and breath as hard and incessantly
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as they could, and my ears rang the whole night with the
infernal noise. But these practice concerts are nevertheless
so far good that they afford the lovers of music in Venice the
opportunity of hearing several of our classical instrumental
compositions, such as the overtures to “Don Juan” and the
“Zauberflote,” which they had not hitherto been acquainted
with; and, though but imperfectly, they learn to feel that the
Germans are immensely superior to them in that kind of com-
position. Indeed they say so themselves, but they do not
thoroughly believe it, and only acknowledge it, in order to
be enabled to boast with more freedom of their superiority in
song and vocal compositions (!!). The self-satisfaction of the
Italians, despite their poverty of fancy is in fact unbearable;
whenever I executed in their presence any of my things, they
thought they could pay me no higher compliment than when
they assured me they were quite Italian in taste and style.

October 16.

To-day in the forenoon, in company with three Silesians,
we went to the ancient palace of the Doges. The so-called
golden stair case was the first thing that attracted our attention.
It is outside the building as far as the first floor, is of the
finest marble, and ornamented with colossal statues of beau-
tiful proportions. Up to the second and third stories it is in
the interior of the building, and there is richly decorated on
the sides with marble bas-reliefs, on the ceiling with gilt mould-
ings and small fresco-paintings, and with very fine statues in
the niches. We then saw an extensive suite of salons and
apartments, which were truly grand in decoration, the walls
and the ceilings are painted in oil by the best masters, and
here and there at intervals are the richest and most beautiful
sculptured ornaments I ever beheld. The subjects of these
pictures are almost exclusively incidents in the history of Ve-
nice; Doges returning thanks to the Holy Virgin for victories
achieved, or the surrender of the keys of some one of the for-
tresses besieged by the Venetians, etc. etc. Despite the want of
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good taste in the bringing together, in the sepaintings, of hea-
venly and earthly personages, the execution and grouping of each,
particularly in those by Paul Veronese, is exceedingly fine. Alto-
gether in my opinion, there is no kind of decoration so befitting
and worthy of a princely palace as this, in which the deeds
of the nation are immortalized at the same time with the
name of the most skilful national artist. In the present day
hoew little feeling exists for this kind of patriotism! Where
up to the present day is there to be seen any painting illus-
trating the modern deeds of heroism of the Germans, executed
by the order of a Sovereign? And yet how greatly the artists
of the present day are in want of such encouragement and
support! And I am here speaking of painters and sculptors
only; poets and musicians ought also to have been invited to
immortalize the deeds of the German people.

We came at last to the great library, which contains also
a perfect treasure of paintings and antique statues. From the
gallery of this hall one has a charming view of the harbour. —
In order to be enabled to make a comparison between the style
of decorating palaces in former time with the modern method,
we visited the apartments in the government building fitted
up by order of the former Viceroy. We found them pretty
and convenient, it is true; but what a difference between the
earnest splendour of that ancient palace and the tasteless or-
namentation of the new! Instead of the marble bas-reliefs and
the rich gilt mouldings and ornaments of the latter, here we
found slovenly painted arabesques by the hands of unknown
daubers, and the walls hung with silk tapestry or figured pa-
per instead of the pictures of famous masters.

October 17.

Yesterday Paganins returned here again from Trieste, and
therefore, as it would appear, has at once abandoned his pro-
ject of going to Vienna. He called on me this morning, and
so I have at length made the personal acquaintance of this
wonderful man, of whom since I have been in Italy I have
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beard some story or other every day. No instrumentalist ever
charmed the Italians so much as he, and although they are
not very fond of instrumental concerts, yet he gave more than
a dozen concerts in Milan and five here. On making nearer
enquiry, what it is that he in reality fascinates his auditory
with, one hears from the non- musical portion the most ex-
aggerated encomiums — that he is a complete wizard, and brings
tones from his violin which were never heard before from that
instrument. Connoisseurs, on the other hand, say that it can-
not be denied he certainly possesses a great dexterity with the
left hand, in double-chords and in passages of every kind, but
that the very thing by which he fascinates the crowd debases
him to a mere charlatan, and does not compensate for that in
which he is utterly wanting — a grand tone, a long bow-stroke,
and a tasteful execution. But that by which he captivates the
Italian public and which has acquired for him the name of the
“Inimitable,” which is even placed under his portraits, consists,
on a nearer enquiry, in a succession of feats which, in the dark
times of good taste, the once so famous Scheller performed in
the small towns and some capitals of Germany, and which at
that time equally excited the admiration of our countrymen,
viz, in the flageolet tones; in variations upon one string, in
which for the purpose of imposing more upon the audience,
he takes off the other three strings of the violin; in a pecu-
liar kind of piseicato, produced with the left hand without the
help of the right or of the bow; and in many tones quite un-
natural to the violin, such as the bassoon tone, the voice of
an old woman, etc. etc. — As I never heard the wonderful
Scheller, whose saying was: “One God! one Scheller!” 1 should
much like to hear Paganini play in his peculiar manner, and
the more so, because I presume that so admired an artist must
possess some more real merits than those adverted to.

The origin of his present skill as a virtuoso is said to have
been a four years incarceration, to which he was condemned :for
strangling his wife in a fit of violent rage. Such, at least, is the
public report in Milan and here also. As from a wholly ne-
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glected education he could amuse himself neither with writing
nor reading, he cheered the ennui of the tedious hours of his
existence in the invention and practise of all the tricks of art
with which he now astonishes all Italy. By his disobliging and
rude behaviour he has made enemies of several of the lovers
of music here, and they, after I bave played any thing before
them at my lodgings, extol me upon every opportuuity at Pa-
ganini’s expense, in order to annoy him, which is not only very
unjust, since between two artists of such entirely different style
no parallel can be drawn; but is also disadvantageous to me, be-
cause it makes all Paganini’s admirers and partizans my enemies.
His opponents have inserted a letter in the journals, in which
they say that my play recalls to them the style of their vet-
eran violinists, Pugnani and Tartini, whose grand and digni-
fied manner of handling the violin has become wholly lost
in Italy, and had been compelled to make room for the petty
and childish manner of their virtuosi of the present day; while
the Germans and French had understood how to adapt that
noble and simple method of play to the taste of modern times.
This letter, which appeared in to-day’s paper without my know-
ledge, will certainly do me rather harm than good with the
public, for the Venetians are firmly persuaded that it is im-
possible to come up to Paganini, much less to surpass him.

October 19.

Our concert took place yesterday, and was better attended
than I had expected, since all who have the means to go into
the country, or who are not tied to the city by very urgent
business, are away, and of all my letters of recommendation
the only one I have been yet able to deliver is the one to
the governor Count Goes. Neither is it worth the trouble,
to bring letters of introduction to Italians, for they are of no
manner of use. A cold offer of their services, which they do
not intend to give, is all that one gets from them. But I must
return to the concert. It took place in the St. Luca theatre,
which, next to the Fenice, is the largest and handsomest in
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Venice. The proprietor, Signor Vendremi, let me have it on
the condition that I should relinquish to him two-thirds of the
sale of the boxes which were not private property. There exists;
namely, a curious custom in Italy, which is, that certain boxes
are sold to private individuals for as long as the house stands,
whereby the proprietor of the house abandons all right to
them. But these proprietors of boxes must pay the price for
admission at the entrance the same as everybody else. This
is the same for every part of the house, and always a very
'low one; with the boxes which remain in the hands of the pro-
prietor of the theatre rare bargains are sometimes driven, and on
the performance of very attractive pieces they are frequently
paid as high as several carolini. Yesterday very little was taken
for the boxes, so that signor Vendremi did not profit much.
From the coldness of the public at the commencement of my
play, I immediately observed that there was a prejudice against
me; but by degrees it subsided, and towards the close of the
concert the applause was so0 unanimous, that I was twice called
for. All that I afterwards played now found a much more
ready reception, and the clapping of hands was as boisterous
as in Milan.

To-day there has also appeared in the paper a very fa-
vorable report upon yesterday’s concert, in which it says,
in reference to the letter adverted to, that it is unjust and
partial to endeavour to praise one style at the expense of an-
other, and that there should be no monopoly of any one genre
in art: in which report, however, it also says of me, among
other things, ‘“‘that I unite the Italian sweetness with all the depth
of study peculiar to our nation, and that I must be acknow-
ledged to take rank among the first of living violinists — en-
comiums therefore, such as might content the vainest artist.

October 20.

Paganini called upon me early this morning to compliment
me upon the concert. I very urgently solicited him to play
something, and several musical friends who were at my place



— 283 —

united their entreaties to mine. But he very bluntly refused,
and excused himself on account of a fall, the effects of which
he still felt in the arms. Afterwards, when we were alone,
and I again besought him, he said, his style of play was cal-
culated for the great public only, and with them never failed
in its effect; and that if he was to play anything to me, he
must play in a different manner, and for that he was at the
moment by no means in the humour; but that we should pro-
bably meet in Rome or Naples, and then he would not put me
off with a refusal. I shall therefore leave this place in all pro-
bability without hearing the wonderful man.

This morning, on going out, we had the wholly unexpected
pleasure of meeting Meyerbeer and all his family. He is now re-
turned from a tour through Sicily to meet his parents here, who
have not seen him for five years: he will then turn back through
Florence and Rome to Naples, to be present at the opening
of the new theatre of St. Carlo. It was a real enjoyment to
me to be able once more to converse with a well - educated
German artist on subjects of art. His brother gave me the
gratifying information that my opera “Faust” had been per-
formed in Prague. On their journey through they were pre-
sent at a rehearsal of it. I now look forward with hope to
more detailed information respecting its representation.

At the theatre St. Moise we were present at the first per-
formance of the old opera ‘“Don Papirio,” which had been
studied with great attention by the vocalists and the orchestra.
The prima donna, Madame Marchesini, already somewhat passée,
distinguished herself greatly on that evening by good execution
and clever acting. The buffo singer, whose name I do not re-
member, was also very excellent.

Bologna, October 25.

Late on Monday evening we left Venice by the “mail
boat.” As the wind was very favorable, we performed the
first part of the journey by water, as far as where the canal
falls into the Lagunes, very quickly. Twice, for a short distance,
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we crossed a part of the open sea, that is the great and les-
ser harbour of Chiozza, where the motion of our bark was
8o violent from the roughness of the sea, that Doreffe and the
children were regularly sea-sick. I only escaped this affliction
by seating myself on the deck in the fresh air. When we
had run into the canal, and afterwards into the Po, where the
boat was towed by horses, it went slowly and quietly enough,
so that I soon went to fetch up the patients. As I am told
here, that the rich people of the town are still in the country,
and that even at the most favorable season of the year con-
certs scarcely cover their expenses, we shall abandon the idea
of giving one here, and continue our journey to Florence to-
morrow morning by vetturino.

Florence, October 28.

The journey here over the Apennines, with very fine weather,
wag exceedingly pleasant. The mountains, though of a con-
siderable height, are wooded almost to their summits, and the
trees and bushes, were now rich with the most beautiful col-
ours of their autumnal garb. The valley in which Florence
lies presents a highly charming prospect. When one looks
down upon the beautiful gardens and country seats, one seems
to be entering a very Paradise.

November 2.

Florence does not quite come up to the expectations
one forms of it from the description of over - enthusiastic tra-
vellers. Dresden is called the German Florence, but is not
much fRonoured by the parallel. The situation of Dresden, as
well as the city itself, are incomparably finer. The Arno is
a dirty, mean-looking river, and is not in the least to be com-
pared with the majestic Elbe. The four bridges which lead
over it and connect the two parts of the town are certainly
good and substantial, but not so long or so elegant as that
of Dresden. Neither has Florence such fine buildings nor
such handsome squares as Dresden, and excels it alone in its
treasures of art of every kind. Of these there are so many
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here, that one can scarcely find time to see them all. On
the square in front of the ancient palace stand several groups
of colossal statues in marble and bronze of the most cele-
brated of the old masters, which make of this square, other-
wise so irregular and unattractive, one of the most interesting
in the world for connoisseurs in art. A group in marble, re-
presenting the rape of a Sabine, especially charmed us. From
this square it is not far to the cathedral, a gigantic build-
ing with a cupola, which in circumference and height is said
to be little inferior to St. Peter’s at Rome. The exterior is
somewhat too party-coloured and not very tasteful; the walls
are inlaid with tables of marble of different colours, which
present a variety of patterns. Near the church stands a very
lofty square clock-tower, which is ornamented in the same
manner. Belonging thereto, although isolated from it, is also
a christening chapel built in the same style, and also with a
tolerably high dome. Here are the celebrated gates of bronze,
of which Michael Angelo said they were worthy to stand at the
entrance to the abode of the blessed, as they were too beauti-
ful for any earthly building. There are three of them, two of
which are executed and ornamented in the same style. But
the single one is by far the handsomest and has far larger
bas-reliefs than the other two. In the whole world is not to
be seen any thing more beautiful in the grouping, drawing,
perspective, softness and purity of the work than these bas-
reliefs.

In another church we saw a succession of tombs, among
which those of Michael Angelo, Nardini, and Alfiers interested
us greatly. On the tomb of the former is his bust, executed
with his own hand, and three female figures (by one of his
pupils) personifying the three arts in which he excelled: archi-
tecture, painting, and sculpture, mourning for his loss. What
however does it not confer upon the arstists who merited such
memorials of their worth, dnd upon their contemporaries also
who raised them to them! Where can one find anything of
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the kind in Germany? Where have Mocart and Haydn the
memorials to their honour? In Vienna no one even knows
where they are buried.

November 5.

On the day we arrived, and almost every evening since,
we have been to the theatre in the Via della Pergola. They
are now giving an opera of Rossini's, ‘‘L’Italiana in Algeri,”
and a grand ballet. Rossini is now the favorite composer of the
Italians, and several of his operas, “Tancredi,” “Il Turco in
Italia,” and the above-named, are performed with great ap-
plause in almost every town in Italy. I was therefore glad,
after having heard his compositions so frequently and highly
praised in Milan and Venice, to hear something of his my-
gelf. This opera has, however, not wholly satisfied my expect-
ations; in the first place it is wanting, like all Italian music,
in purity of style, characteristic proprieties in the personages,
and judicious calculation of the length or shortness of the
music for the scene. These indispensable qualities of an opera
to which we would give the appellation classic, I had however
not expected, as we do not at all miss them in an Italian
opera. One is accustomed to have the same person sing al-
ternately in the tragic and comic style, and to hear from a
peasant girl the same pompous vocal ornamentation as from
a queen or a heroine, and to hear one of the persons performing
sing alone, for a quarter of an hour at a time, in situations
of the most impassioned kind, while the others walk about in
the back-ground, or partly behind the scenes, and chat and
laugh with their acquaintances. But I did indeed expect quali-
ties which should distinguish Rossini’s work above that of his
colleagues — novelty of ideas, for instance; purity of har-
mony, etc.; but of all these I found but little. What the
Italians consider new in Rossini’s operas is not new to us;
for they consist of ideas and modulations for the most part
long since known in Germany; for instance the appoggiatura in-
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the bass at the beginning of the much -admired duett in the
first act:

which the musicians in Florence boasted of to me as something
quite new, and discovered by Rossini. In Milan, where I heard
the same duet at a concert, it was probably found too hard,
and the fifth and sixth measures were thus changed:
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Purity of harmony is not to be found in him any more

than in any other modern Italian composer; and I have heard
many sequences of quints like the following:

e

| |

But in attention to the rhythm and in the complete use
he makes of the orchestra, he distinguishes himself above his
countrymen.

The instrumentation, however, as compared with ours,
first introduced by Mozart, is still very meagre, and the Ita-
lians in that still cling too much to the old. The viols and
bassoons almost always go through the whole opera col Basso,
and the clarinets and hautboys in Unisono. As in most Ita-
lian operas with from six to eight contra-basses there is only
one violincello, and usually not even a good one, they as yet
know nothing here of the (since Mozart’s day) frequent use of
the violincello for middle voices, which, skilfully brought in,
has such a splendid effect; and they are far behind the Ger-
mans in the knowledge of how to get the best effect from the
wind instruments. But what surprised me most, was to hear
sometimes in these operas a very uneven cantabile, while a
flowing and for the voice grateful and well arranged cantabile
is the only praise-worthy quality of the modern Italian operatic
music, and must compensate for all the deficiencies and faults.
The two following passages struck me most; the first in an
aria of the prima donna, the second, in the first finale, where
it frequently recurs:

. Andante,
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Both these passages are not only unsingable but exceed-
ingly insipid, and the second especially, from the somewhat
slow movement and its frequent recurrence, is wholly un-
bearable.

Among the singers in this opera, Madame Georgi, the
prima donna, is the only remarkable one. She has a full,

—
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part is written for a contralto. and she can therefore exhibit
her high notes in the fioritur: only; if she possesses equal
power in the low notes a deep soprano part would suit her much
better. Like almost every singer we have yet heard in Italy she
has the vice of ornamenting too much, and does not know how to
derive all the advantage she might from her splendid voice. One
hears very plainly, moreover, that she does not draw in the
least upon her own spontaneous feeling and taste. but everything
has been studied; so that her fiorituri, which are repeated
every evening, note for note, become so wearisome that one
cannot hear her again without repugnance. She was formerly
a dillettante, and only now sings in the third theatre; but
nevertheless she is already an excellent actress.

The ballet, which is given every evening between the two
SPOHR, Autobiography. I. 19
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acts of the opera, is the most splendid of any I have ever yet
seen. I think it is called “The Destruction of the Western
Empire,” and is especially remarkable for the constant intro-
duction of great masses of persons on the stage in full ac-
tivity who form the boldest and most surprising groups. It
has been studied with extraordinary correctness, and is per-
formed every evening with the same precision. At the end
a cavalry engagement was represented, which however always
looks somewhat stiff and awkward.

November, 8.

Last evening our concert took place in the theatre della
Pergola. The Grand-duke, to whom I brought a letter from
his brother Rudolph, and who has received me several times
very graciously at his residenee, honoured it with his presence,
accompanied by his whole family. The small though select audi-
tory was very animated, and after having greeted the Grand-
duke with the usual recognitions, were not restrained from a
loud expression of applause of my performances. The music
had a very good effect in the spacious and sonorous theatre;
but the accompaniment was not of the best. — To-day I
have received a great number of invitations to give a second
concert next week, from which I am promised a better result.
I shall make the venture, although the Grand-duke, who goes
to-morrow to Pisa to meet his brother Rainer, will not be
here. Yesterday’s concert, exclusive of the Archduke’s present
to me. did not bring in more than the evening’s expenses,
which were, as they always are, very considerable; the price
of admission being only three paoli, and all disposition over
the sale of a single box being again denied me. A very
favorable notice of my concert appeared this afternoon in the
newspaper.

November, 12.

As we have now been several times to the picture-gallery,
and attentively observed all that it contains, I will commit
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to paper a few words, not upon the truly splendid works of art
which it contains, for they have already been frequently and well
described, but also the expression of the impression which they
made upon me. I must first of all give due praise to the admir-
able custom, one by no means usual in Italy, of admitting the
public to the gallery free. At the entrance one finds a notice in
four or five languages, that the guardians of the gallery are
forbidden under the penalty of the loss of their situation, to
take the smallest present. Though perhaps they may not
altogether adhere too strictly to this injunction, one is at least
fully secured from the importunate begging, with which one is
everywhere pursued in Italy, and in this place, made sacred
by art, gives oneself peacefully up to the enjoyment.

To assist my memory hereafter 1 have sketched a plan
of the gallery and marked the.position where the works of
art stand which made the greatest impression upon me. As
I never make use either of a guide or a book to find the ob-
jects worthy of observation in a city (I am averse to all dic-
tation as what I should admire, and never permit myself to be
deprived of the pleasure of finding for myself the works of
art in a gallery which are known to me by reputation), there-
fore.it is very possible that I have erred in many instances.
On the first day I looked for a long time and with attention
at the works of art which are in the gallery proper, before
the apartments were opened in which the most choice are situ-
ated. I am even now glad I did so, as afterwards, when
I had seen the most perfect specimens of art, I could never
again remain for any length of time with the works exhibited
in the gallery. One exception to this was the group of the
Laocoon, which I always contemplated with renewed admir-
ation. When the sanctuary of art was thrown open we first
beheld the celebrated Medicean Venus, whose perfect and sur-
passingly beautiful form is yet more thrown out by the large
curtain of red-velvet suspended behind her. In the same
rotunda with her are the greatest master-pieces ever produced

19*
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by the chisel and by the brush: the A4pollo del Belvedere*
and Raphael’s St. John. To contemplate and admire in these
three works of art the highest ideal of human beauty is
an enjoyment quite peculiar in its kind. After reiterated
contemplation and long hesitation I gave the palm for beauty
to the St. Jokn. Any thing more charming and at the same
time more noble than the whole form of this Youth cannot
be imagined by the most lively fancy. What may have con-
tributed somewhat to this decision on my part is the circum-
stance that the Apollo as well as the Venus are of a three-
quarter - life size, a proportion which seems to be not quite
happily chosen, as the figures being so nearly the real size of
life, always appear to be wanting in something, which, if they
were smaller, would not be the case. The Apollo has never-
theless a rather too feminine beauty, which not I alone, but
my wife also and several other persons present remarked. In
this apartment are numerous other master-pieces, among which
a head by Raphael, the Venus of Titian; and a group of gla-
diators in marble, excited most our admiration. Of the pic-
tures arranged according to the schools in the side apartments,
the head of a female, by Carlo Dolce, pleased me most; but
one soon returns again to the gems of the whole collection.
On the other side of the building, in two apartments, is the
collection of Bronzes, among which the celebrated flying Mer-
cury excites the most admiration. In another saloon is a col-
lection of Niobes, among which are some beautiful works of
art. Besides these we saw innumerable portraits of celebrated
masters, for the most part painted by themselves.
‘ November 13.

Behind the residence of the Grand-duke is a large gar-
den called, I know not why, Boboli. It is open to all on Sun-
days and Fridays. Last Sunday we went there for the second
time, and afterwards heard mass in the Court-chapel. The

* This is the Ai)olh’no. Spohr himself corrects this error at a sub-
sequent part of his narrative.
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Grand-duke, who has a collection of between three and four-
hundred masses of celebrated masters of every period, had
given out upon this occasion one of Michael Haydn’s for
performance; it was executed with tolerable precision, but it
was found necessary to play a very simple solo for the tenor-
trumpet upon the viol. The musicians asked me afterwards
whether we had players on the trumpet in Germany who could
execute such soli as that!

Upon our way back our hired lacquey pointed out to us
the covered passage leading from the Grand-ducal residence
to the water side, which passes through several streets at a
considerable height, and after being carried across the river
Arno over one of the bridges, and through a few more streets,
abuts at the government buildings in which the gallery is
also situated. This gallery, which is at least a quarter of an
hour’s walk in length, is used by the Grand-duke when in wet
weather he attends the sittings of the privy council.

November 15.

Our concert yesterday was not better attended than the
first and therefore brought in nothing. I am now convinced
that an instrumental-musician, even under the most favourable
circumstances, can earn nothing in Florence; for in the first
place the Italians esteem and like instrumental music too little,
and in the second the price of admission is much too low in
proportion to the considerable expenses. I must here observe,
as somewhat worthy of note, that one part of the orchestra,
namely, all the violinists, took no payment, which for people
who must live from their daily earnings, and for Italians who,
wherever possible, extort three times the price of every thing,
is certainly very astonishing. For the rest, my play was
received with still greater applause yesterday than the first
time. Madame Georgi sang exceedingly well the admired ca-
vatina (sung everywhere in Italy) in Rossind’s “Tancredi,” with
the following theme:
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It was again to be deplored, that upon the return to
the theme she overwhelmed it with so much ornamentation
that one could recognise nothing of the original song. Signor
Sbigoli, first tenor at the Pergolo theatre, who had also given
his assistance at the first concert, again sang two airs in a
good style, and with much exertion, but with little voice. He,
like the singers in Venice and Milan who sang at my con-
certs, required payment, but was satisfied with the very mo-
derate sum of a carolin for each concert.

This afternoon we, for a last excursion, strolled out to the
Porta Romana, to see the fresco-painting, so celebrated from
the circumstance which gave rise to it, and which adorns a
small mean-looking house there. The following is related con-
cerning it: The Medici had sent to Rome for the most famed
masters of that time, to paint, I believe, the chapel al fresco.
The Florentine painters first became informed of this upon
the day previous to the arrival of the strangers, and jealous
of the preference which they had attained, they resolved at
least to shew them, that they were quite as well able to ex-
ecute the work, which they were sent for to perform. They
combined their abilities therefore, and in one night, by the
light of torches, painted this large fresco-picture, of which it
is true but few traces now remain, but which sufficiently attest
the excellence of the work. As the house on which this
painting is executed, is so situated that it must attract the im-
mediate attention of all persons entering at this gate, the for-
eign artists immediately observed the work, which had been
completed but a few hours before, and as modesty was not
then so rare among artists as it is in the present day, they
immediately turned back, and sent word to the Medici, that
they could not understand why they had been written for,
since Florence produced artists who could execute so admir-
able a work of art in the space of a single night, as they
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had beheld. As a matter of course the work was then given
to the Florentines for execution.

We have fixed our departure for to-morrow. Some
things of note, such for example as the tomb of the Medici,
which we have not yet been able to se¢, we must defer until
our return journey.

Rome, November 22.

We arrived at length last night, after a long and tedious
journey, in the former capital of the world. The journey was
rendered tedious, first by the slowness of our vetturino, the
driver of which had taken up, besides ourselves, who had hired
the interior of his vehicle for twelve Louisd’or (¢nclusive of night
lodgings and supper), three other travellers in the so-called ca-
briolet, and therefore could only drive at a walking pace, secondly,
by reason of the raw weather and the cold, which for Italy was
very great, and against which so little shelter is found at the
inns where we stopped for the night, where the windows and
doors are always open a good hand’s breadth, the floors of
stone, and the generally very lofty rooms not to be warmed
by a chimney fire; thirdly, from the uninteresting and barren
country through which the road passes. One has the choice
of two roads. The one longer, but more interesting, by way
of Perugia, a journey of seven days; the other through Sienna
of six days. We took the latter. As far as Sienna it is not
without interest, and it is a clean and a pretty town, which
has moreover the reputation that the purest Italian is spoken
there. But from there the road runs through numerous barren
stretches of country. Neither houses nor trees are to be seen,
and now and then only the melancholy testimonials of Roman
justice, that is, high posts from which are suspended the arms
and legs of bandits and murderers. How in a country whose
soil yields without manure two harvests, one of corn and
the other of maize, men should be compelled by hunger to
subsist by robberies, is to me incomprehensible: but so it is.
So long as corn is in abundance, all the roads are safe, but
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when hunger pinches, the sternest severity is unavailing.
During the rule of the French knives were forbidden to be
carried on the person on pain of the galleys; if any one drew
a knife upon an opponent he was treated as a murderer and
hung without mercy. By such measures the public security
was soon re-established and for a long time one heard of no
more assassinations. Now, though certainly those regulations
still exist, they are not rigorously carried out: the previous
insecurity prevails anew, and it is not safe to venture alone
into the more lonely streets of the ‘city.

Before we could drive to an inn, we were obliged to
proceed to the custom-house, where our trunks and other
luggage were inspected in the closest manner. For my violon,
although it is an old one and for my own use, I was obliged
to pay a duty of seven Paoli.

December 5.
Allegretto.
m..av..%ﬁ;&:ﬁ o
;:.. S —8—1 1— e 1 —

Bagpipe.

ry g e e

—— ___ o J M 5 vl
}é—g—dh’——t&iﬁ’ o= —#ﬁ%ﬂ
—— e — R

g N —p) bl |




This is the first music we heard in Rome, and since
then have heard it so frequently, that I have been enabled to
write it down easily. During the time of Advent, when all
public music is forbidden, the theatres closed, and a real
deathlike stillness prevails, whole troops of virtuosi on the
bagpipe come from the Neapolitan territory, who play first
before the pictures of the Virgin and Saints, and then collect in
the houses and in the streets a wviaficum, or travelling penny.
They generally go in pairs, one playing the bagpipe and the
other the shepherds-pipe. The music of all, with a few un-
important deviations, is the same, and is said to have its
origin in a very ancient sacred melody; but from the way in
which these people now play it, it sounds profane enough.
Heard at a certain distance it nevertheless does not sound
badly; the one who plays the bagpipe produces an effect
somewhat as though three clarinets were blown, he of the
shepherds-pipe a sound like that of a coarse powerful haut-
boy. The purity of the notes of the bag-pipe and shepherds-
pipe is very striking. Wherever one now goes, be the part
of the city which it may, one hears the above music.

Last Sunday Prince Frederick of Gotha took me to the
famous Sestine Chapel, where I for the first time saw the Pope,
surrounded by all the Cardinals in their fullest ecclesiastical
splendour, and heard his celebrated singers of the choir.
Whether it is that I am differently organized from other tra-
vellers, or that my expectations are always too exalted from
the perusal of books of travel, neither the music, the place,
nor the ecclesiastical ceremony pleased me, or impressed me
with awe. The singers of the choir were about thirty in
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number, who comported themselves in a somewhat off-hand
and uncouth manner. The soprani, for the most part old men,
frequently sang false, and altogether the intonation was any-
thing but pure. They commenced with melodies for two voices
of very ancient date, which were declaimed by the singers rather
than sung. Then followed some things for four voices, written
in a condensed style, and arranged for the voices to fall in
like in a catch. The composition of these seemed to me
very dignified, in the genuine old ecclesiastical style, and well
calculated for the place. The execution was correct, it is
true, but, as we have said, too coarse, and not better than
most of our German choristers could have sung the same
kind of thing. Three and four-voiced soli interchanged alter-
nately with the choir; sometimes one heard also the crescendo
effected by the gradual and successive entry of the voices,
and the diminuendo produced by the inverse process, which in
the celebrated Miserere on Good Fridays is said to have so
charming an effect. It had also a good effect to-day, but this
can be equally obtained from any well-practised choir. The
place is indeed extremely favorable to simple slow church
music, as it is very sonorous and the voices blend well with
one another; but I know several churches in Germany — for
instance the castle chapel at Wiirzburg and the catholic church
at Dresden — where music sounds even better. I became also,
convinced anew, that vocal and instrumental music combined
have a much finer effect than vocal music alone, which, after
all is always somewhat monotonous, and, on account of its
restricted limits, becomes tedious. But in the papal chapel there
is never any instrumental music, being contrary to ecclesias-
tical etiquette. Lastly, as far as regards the ceremonies,
which, according to the accounts of travellers, are on Good
Friday of so elevating a character, and increase immensely the
effects of the music, this was by no means the case on Sunday;
on the contrary, many things took place which could not but
appear ridiculous to an unprejudiced spectator; for instance,
the frequently repeated removal, as though at the word of
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command, of the little red caps of the cardinals, the clumsy
awkwardness of several of their attendants when carrying after
them their long violet-coloured trains, and on handing to them
and again taking off their caps, etc. I also felt indignant when
I saw that the priests who read the mass, and the, preacher,
before he ascended the pulpit, threw themselves upon their
knees before the Pope and kissed his red slipper; and how
every time previous thereto two assistants fell upon one knee,
spread out his capacious mantel and lifted his sacerdotal
frock to enable him to raise his foot for them to kiss. Neither
did any of his assistants hand any thing to him, not even his
pocket handkerchief, without previously kneeling before him.
What is this but a degradation of humanity?

The celebrated “Last Judgement” of Michael Angelo, and
all the other fresco-paintings which decorate the chapel, have
greatly suffered and are much blackened with smoke. But one
can still see sufficient of the former, which covers the whole
wall behind the altar, to admire the grandeur of the compo-
sition and the masterly touch of the artist in the execution.

After the mass the sacrament was presented to the Pope
and all the Cardinals in the Pauline Chapel, which, illuminated
by innumerable tapers, presented when first seen an imposing
spectacle. As we got there first, we heard the chaunt of the
choristers who walked at the head of the procession, approach
by degrees nearer and nearer, which produced a fine crescendo.
A silent prayer, during which all present remained kneeling,
here closed the ceremony.

In Rome there are two private musical réunions: one,
a kind of singing academy, takes place every Thursday at
the house of its institutor, Sirletti, a teacher of singing and
of the piano-forte. From thirty to five-and-thirty singers,
mostly dilettanti, meet here, some of whom have very fine
voices, as, for example, Madame Vera (née Haser) and the
tenor, Signor Moncade. Up till now we have been there
twice. The first day, in compliment to us Germans, they
gave Mosart’s Requiem, and that very powerfully and purely;
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all the soli and the quartet were especially well sung. Ma-
dame Vera with her splendid sonorous organ, her firm into-
nation, and her fine management of the voice, sang her part
in an irreproachable manner. The grand and very difficult
fugue was in particular sung purely and well. The only
disturbing influence upon the execution, which otherwise would
have afforded us great enjoyment, was signor Sirletti’s piano-
forte accompaniment from the score. It is true we ought
not to have expected better; for where should an Ifalian
teacher of singing and pianoforte get a knowledge of harmony
sufficient to read and play correctly a score of Mosgart's?
But as his deep (!) knowledge of harmony had been greatly
extolled to me previously, I had certainly expected something
better. He struck some such barbarous harmonies at times,
that, could Mozart have heard him, he would have turned round
in his grave. After the Requiem they sang a piece of Hdn-
del’s hitherto unknown to me, and, for the finale, the Halleluja;
the latter in particular was powerfully and purely sung.

On the previous Thursday they had sung some of Mar-
cello’s Psalms, for two and three voices. These Psalms, which
the Italians consider classic master-pieces, and of which some
years since a fine edition was published with long commen-
taries on the particular beauties of each Psalm, pleased me
very well, but I did not find anything so very particular in
them; on the contrary, I am persuaded, although I am not
very familiar with the German works in this style, that we
have compositions of the kind by Back and others which are
greatly superior to them. They appear to me, particularly in
the form, to have been carelessly constructed, they deviate fre-
quently for a length of time from the chief key, and then close
immediately after the return to the tonic in a very unsatisfactory
manner. Those for three voices begin generally with soprano
and tenor, and the bass first enters with the repeat; but this
third voice was never essential, and always sounded like an
orchestral fundamental bass; there were however some among
them in which the voices took up their parts as in a canon,
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and these were very remarkable. Nevertheless, on the whole,
the part-writing and modulation were very monotonous, and
the same intrate and appoggiaturas recurred in all. Signor
Sirletti’s accompaniment was again also very disturbing in
these Psalms, and particularly unpleasant to me was an im-
purity of some of the full chords. which in these simple three-
voiced things was still more out of place. With that, like
all Italians whom I have yet heard accompany, he has the
execrable fashion practice of doubling the bass notes with the
right hand, which with some accords, for instance s accords,
sounds quite unbearable with the leading tone. That more-
over, by this method octaves must arise in the solution, does
not appear to trouble the Signori, nor are their ears offended
by it. To me it was also exceedingly displeasing that some
Germans who were present seemed so much delighted. What
is the meaning of these grimaces? The Italians really might
be induced to believe that we have never heard any thing so
good in Germany. When will Germans cease to be the blind
admirers and the apes of foreigners!

The other private musical réunion takes place every Mon-
day, at the home of Signor Ruffini, the proprietor of the great
manufactory of strings for instruments. Here operas are exe-
cuted also by dilettanti as concert music, before an auditory
of from 200 to 250 persons. The singers stand upon a slightly
raised platform, and the orchestra, consisting of four violins,
viol, violincello, double bass, two clarinets, two horns, and a
bassoon, is disposed round them in a semi-circle on the level
floor. Last Monday, when Prince Frederick took us there, an
old opera buffo of Paisiello was given. The selection was cer-
tainly not the best concert music. The music of a comic opera
can alone be produced with the desired effect upon the stage,
combined with the proper action which belongs to it; but
apart from that, this one appeared to me somewhat insipid.
The execution both on the part of the singers and the orches-
tra, was equally bad; Signor Moncade, with his splendid tenor
voice, was the only one worthy of remark. Between the two acts
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a dilettante executed the first Allegro of a clarinet concerto with
much ability and a tolerably good tone, but without the least
taste. He was another illustration of a remark I have already
made, that Italian virtuosi and dilettanti direct their whole
attention to the acquirement of mechanical skill, but as far
as regards a tasteful style of execution, they form themselves
very little after the good models which their best singers might
be to them; while our German instrumentalists generally pos-
sess a very cultivated style and much feeling, which, without
taking pattern of any one, they must find in themselves.

December 7.

As Rome, like other Italian cities, offers us no great mu-
sical treats (and even less than usual, at the present moment,
as all the theatres are closed), we must, like all other travellers,
content ourselves with the creations of architecture, painting,
and sculpture of the former flourishing period of Italian art.
Of these certainly there is a wealth such as is not to be found
in any other city in the world. Wherever one goes — in
the streets, in the squares, palaces, churches, and gardens —
one sees everywhere columns, obelisks, statues, bas-reliefs and
paintings. We first strolled through all the streets, in order
to familiarise ourselves with the remains of ancient Roman
architecture. The venerable Pantheon, the Forum Romanum
with its triumphal arches and columns, and particularly the
Colosseum, filled us with wonder and admiration. We then
ascended the Capitol, saw the Tarpeian rock and a thousand
other places and objects made interesting by Roman history.

On the following day we visited the immortal Michael
Angelo’s master-piece, the church of St. Peter. Several tra-
vellers whose expectations of this gigantic structure from their
point of view had not been satisfied, had much depressed mine,
and from that circumstance perhaps it made a powerful im-
pression upon me. The open space before the church, with
the semi-circular colonnades, the obelisk and the two stupen-
dous fountains are of themselves of imposing grandeur. But
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on entering the interior of the church, one is seized with won-
der and admiration at the magnificence of the decorations.
Without being overloaded, it contains such wealth in mosaic pic-
tures, statues, and bas-reliefs, that it would occupy weeks to
examine all the separate works of art. As all these things are
in the most harmonious relation and proportion to each other,
and are as colossal as the whole structure itself, one is greatly
deceived at first in regard to the size of the church. But upon
contemplating more nearly the separate objects, one finds, for
instance, that the little angels which hold the basins for holy-
water, when seen closer, are taller than the tallest Prussian
grenadier; and one finds the assertions of the architects who
have taken all the dimensions of the building, more credit-
able, that, for instance, the cathedral of Strasburg could con-
veniently stand under the dome without the top of the tower
reaching higher than into the lantern. But it is necessary
to ascend into the interior of the lantern itself to convince
oneself of the correctness of the other calculations, viz., that the
pen of St. Peter is eight feet long, that four men abreast can
conveniently walk round upon the cornice, etc. etc.

From the church we went to the museum of the Vatican.
The riches it contains in treasures of art and antiquities, and
the size and splendour of the place, surpass even the most
exalted expectations. One first enters a long gallery on both
sides of which the walls are encrusted with ancient Roman in-
scriptions and sepulchral stones, which had but little interest
for us. We then came into a second gallery, in which are
statues, busts, and fragments of sculpture innumerable. We
then entered the famed Belvedere, where all round a circular
open court, in the centre of which is a fountain, a number of
niches, apartments, and saloons contain the most precious works
of ancient and modern art. We first saw in one of the niches
the celebrated Apollo of Belvedere, whose form is still con-
sidered the beau ideal of manly vigour and beauty. By a mis-
take for which I may be readily pardoned, since as I have said
I never make use either of a guide or book, I had taken the
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somewhat feminine figure in the gallery at Florence for the
universally admired Apollo of Belvedere. That statue, which
is also of extreme artistic beauty, is, as I am now informed
called the Apollino. In a second niche we saw the celebrated
group of Laokoon and his sons; in a third, three master-pieces
of Canova, a Perseus and two Roman gladiators. The Per-
seus is a wonderfully beautiful figure, but evidently imitated
from the Apollo; for the head as well as the position of the
body and of the mantle are strikingly similar. One of the
gladiators is said to resemble more an English prize-fighter
than a Roman gladiator; at least such is the opinion of the
pupils and partisans of Thorwaldsen, who cannot forgive Ca-
nova his certainly very blamable vanity, that he should have
placed his work, the only one of a modern in a museum of an-
tiques. Nevertheless, if one judges without reference to persons,
it must be admitted that in Perseus he has produced a splen-
did work of art, and that there are hundreds of antiquities in
the museum which are not equal to it in artistic beauty.

In one apartment there is a great number of animals, single
and in groups, in marble and other yet more costly and rare
varieties of stone, of the most perfect execution. I could not
give the preference to any one of them without disparaging
the others. In other apartments are vases of immense size,
of Egyptian granite and porphyry, cups, fountains and sar-
cophages with bas-reliefs, arabesques and other ornaments, as
well as statues of all sizes. A two-wheeled Roman chariot,
such as were used in chariot races, with two incomparably
beautiful horses, greatly pleased us. The magnificence of the
saloons, rotundi, apartments, and staircases exceeds anything
we have ever seen. The floor consists almost wholly of an-
cient mosaics, -and the ceilings are decorated with the most
splendid fresco-paintings.

From the Belvedere two handsome staircases then lead
one story higher up to a long gallery. One then enters an
apartment in which the tapestries are hung which were worked
after the drawings of Raphael. As is natural to suppose, not
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only the colours are said to be bad, as is usual with all ta-
pestries, but the drawing is also defective, so that connoisseurs
in art esteem them but little. In the composition and through-
out the grouping, nevertheless, the spirit of Raphael is visible.

Now come the celebrated “Stanzi” of Raphael, which are
considered by painters and connoisseurs in art as the most costly
and beautiful, not only in Rome, but in the whole world. One
of these apartments he finished entirely himself; in the others
only some of the figures are of his execution; the rest were
painted by his pupils and friends after his drawings and under
his eye. The paintings are in much better preservation than
those in the Sixtine chapel and, with the care which is now
taken of them, they may for centuries to come attract the ad-
miration of connoisseurs. It is nevertheless a sad reflection that
some of the most precious things produced by the genius and
pencil of Raphael are here adherent to the walls, and must
perish with them. It is therefore fortunate that these pain-
tings have been and are so frequently copied and engraved, that
something of them will yet remain when the originals shall be
no more. But this must not be permitted to be done in the
way resorted to by the young Parisian academicians, who stick
their tracing paper upon the paintings with wax or even fasten
it on with nails, in order to copy the contours, by which pro-
ceeding a quantity of the lime cement has already crumbled
away from one of the walls. An iron rail is now put up round
the apartments, so that one can no longer approach close to the
walls. The passages from these apartments lead to the “Logge”
of Raphael, by which is understood the arched galleries outside
the buildings. Those decorated by that master himself are now
enclosed by glazed windows to shield them from the destructive
effects of the weather, the rest are open. In these ‘“logge”
there are but four small paintings from his own hand; all the
rest are painted by others after his drawings. In a niche at
the end of the gallery stands a bust of Raphael, which is said,

however, to be but an indifferent likeness of him.
SPONR, Awtobiograpby, I. 20
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December 9.

On a second visit which we made yesterday to the mu-
seum, we saw the room containing the celebrated oil paintings
of Raphael. The finest of them is without a doubt the Trans-
figuration, respecting which so much has been written, and
disputed. Connoisseurs of art are not agreed as to whether
the composition is correct or defective. Some maintain that
it consists of two separate groups which do not harmonise with
each other in the least; others, on the contrary, say that every
part is in the most perfect and beautiful accord. Without
troubling ourself with the contentions of the sesthetics, which
was renewed by two persons in our presence, we gave our-
selves up to the enjoyment of its contemplation. It is ex-
tremely interesting to see here three paintings of Raphael of
different periods of his life in close proximity to each other.
The eldest, or that of his youthful days, hangs by the side
of one by his master Perugino, and is painted wholly in his
style, with the same hardness of outline and the same formal,
almost symmetrical grouping. The one of the middle period
(a Madonna with the child, and some others figures, resembling
very much the painting at Dresden in the grouping) evinces
his own genius enfranchised from the form of his teacher. In
the third, the “Transfiguration,” his last important work, we
see the fully developed artist.

December 12.

As we live in a couple of rooms which cannot be heated,
we have suffered somewhat from cold the last eight days, on
account of the Tramontana, or north wind, which has not ceased
to blow all that time; but although we have had hoar-frost
a few times in Rome, we have had no ice yet, neither has it
snowed. When we rose this morning, we found that the out-
sgide of our window was dim with moisture, and on opening
it a warm moist air blew in; while the weathercocks informed
us that the Sirocco (south wind) was blowing. It now soon be-
came overcast, and this afternoon it is raining. Generally, how-
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ever, the Tramontana brings bright settled weather. As Rome
is very damp and dirty, one soon longs for the return of that.
wind, and is better content with a little cold than with the
unwholesome moisture. In the spring of the year especially,
" when it begins to grow warm, this moisture is said to be quite
unbearable, and to engender dangerous fevers, particularly on
the other side of the Tiber, in the neighbourhood of the Vatican,
where many a stranger, who has taken up his residence there on
account of the cheaper rate of the lodging, has found a grave.
In the summer months especially Rome must be very unhealthy,
the air being charged with the exhalations from the dead bodies,
which, according to ancient custom, are here all deposited in the
vaults of the churches. Every time one of these vaults is opened,
which takes place almost every day, a stench rushes out which
penetrates into the interior of the very palaces of the living.
At the time of the domination of the French the dead were
buried outside the city, but no sooner was the papal rule re-
stored, than that wholesome regulation was discontinued. No
corpse is permitted to remain unburied longer than twenty-
four hours, and accordingly the body of any one deceased is
laid upon a bier, some eight or ten hours only after the breath
is out of it, and carried with uncovered head, breast, and feet,
in broad daylight, through the street to the church, and set
down before the altar, when if the estate is sufficient to pay
the expenses, a mass for the dead is read, and the body is
thrown uncoffined through one of the openings of the vaults.
That many only apparently dead are in this manner buried
with the rest, may be readily imagined; and a few years ago
such a case actually occured. A poor man, who a few hours
after his apparent death had been thrown into the vault, was
aroused by the fall and passed two fearful days among the
half - decomposed bodies, when fortunately the chief entrance
to the vault was opened in order to clear it out, and the poor
fellow was rescued and is still living.

In no city in the world, I think, is the contrast so striking
between the most luxurious splendour and the most abject

20*
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misery as here. On the marble steps of the palaces, among
the statues for which thousands have been paid, near the al-
tars of the churches which are laden with golden ornaments
and utensils — everywhere, in fact, one sees half-starved men-
dicants lying, who moan for bread, and gnaw the stumps of
cabbages or the peel of lemons, which they have picked out of
the gutter. At first I thought this a trick merely to excite
the compassion of strangers; but I became convinced afterwards
that many of the poor must for days subsist on such horrid
food, or perish with hunger. The Romans are accustomed to
see this misery from their youth, and seldom give alms (ex-
cept they drop it into the begging-box of some well-fed monk
collecting for his monastery), and strangers soon become har-
dened to pity, when they find that as soon as they have given
something to one beggar, they are immediately surrounded by
twenty others. It is true there are many among them who beg
from sheer idleness, but there are many also who are quite
unable to work for a livelihood. In this respect also I admire
my native country, where every pauper has at least potatoes
and bread, and a case of one dying of starvation in the midst
of his richer fellowmen is wholly unheard of.

December 19.

Last evening our concert took place. As I had been re-
fused permission to give a public concert in the theatre during
Advent, I was obliged to make arrangements to give it at a
private house, without any public announcement. Prince Pi-
ombino granted me an apartment for the purpose in the Rus-
poli palace, and Count Apponyi, the Austrian ambassador, pro-
cured for me a considerable number of subscribers; so that
this was the first concert in Italy that brought me a some-
what considerable profit. The price of admission was one Pi-
aster (nearly a Laubthaler). The orchestra, composed of the
best musicians of Rome, was nevertheless the worst of all that
had yet accompanied me in Italy. The ignorance, want of
taste, and stupid arrogance of these people beggars all de-
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scription. Of nuances in piano and forfe they know absolutely
nothing. One might let that pass, but each individual makes
just what ornamentation comes into his head and double strokes
with almost every tone, so that the ensemble resembles more
the noise of an orchestra tuning up than harmonious musiec.
I certainly forbade several times every note which did not stand
in the score; but ornamentation has become so much a second
nature to them, that they cannot desist from it. The first
hornist, for instance, blew once in the Zwufti, instead of the
simple cadence,

»
g T 4
|

The Clarinets blew perhaps at the same time

r
instead of F—r:r—:t‘}ﬁ
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and now if one imagines the figured passages for the violins,
which the composer has prescribed, some conception may be
formed of the bewildering noise which such an orchestra gives
you for music. With that, the musicians have so little musi-
cal taste, and are so unskilled in note-reading, that we nearly
broke down twice. Here also, my concerto in the form of
a vocal-scene pleased most, and I gained far more applause
for the way in which I played the song parts, than for the
mastery of very great difficulties. A tenor belonging to the
papal orchestra, the permission for whose co-operation I had
obtained with great difficulty, sang a duet with Mademoiselle
Funk of Dresden, and a very beautiful air of Rossini, the best
of that composer which I had yet heard.
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December 20.

Last evening I was present at a small private musical
performance at the house of Count Apponyi. There was much
good vocal music with piano accompaniment. The best were a
duet from a ‘‘Passione” by Paisiello, most charmingly sung by
Madame Hdiser and the Countess Apponyi; an aria by Zinga-
relli with chorus, written for Madame Hdser and executed by
her in the most finished manner; a duett of Rossint’s, sung
by Countess and Signor Moncade. Madame Hdser sang with
a feeling and a purity such as I never heard her display be-
fore. Her magnificent sonorous voice, which in a room with
much reverberation sounds almost too sharp, particularly in the
higher tones, had a fine effect yesterday in an apartment where
the tapestry and carpeting deadened the sound. She has at
command every nuance of tone, from the most tender breath-
ings to the greatest fullness of power, and she knows how to
avail herself of it in a masterly manner. She has lost, it is
true, the brilliant fluency of voice which was formerly so much
admired in Dresden, but she retains still enough of it to enable
her to give every vocal ornamentation with ease and elegance.
The only thing I miss in her singing is the shake, which in
the present day is so much neglected. Moncade is a singer
with a fine chest voice, and a tasteful though not a very feel-
ing execution. Besides them, Prince Frederick of Gotha sang
an air, and a bass singer a couple of Buffi.

I have again been twice to Sirletti’s music parties. A
week ago some parts of the Requiem were repeated and the
Halleluja; but the rest of the evening was wholly devoted to
Marcello’s Psalms. With regard to the latter, I find my for-
mer opinion still more confirmed. In the fine edition of these
Psalms, there is also a biography of Marcello, in which the
reason is given for his relinquishing theatrical compositions,
to which alone he had previously devoted himself, and taking
all at once to sacred music. On visiting a church in a retired
part of Venice, he had the misfortune to fall through a badly
covered opening into one of the subterranean dead-vaults, and
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remained there a long time before his cries for assistance were
heard. This accident induced so serious a tone of mind, that
ever after he would write nothing but sacred music.

I have again been to Ruffini’s music parties also, and
heard a tragic opera by a young and early deceased compo-
ser, who had much native talent but evinced also a complete
deficiency of study. The singer showed to more advantage
in this opera than in the one they gave previously; but the
orchestra was just as unbearable. I sat next to the formerly
so celebrated singer Crescentini (but, who is said to have now
wholly lost his voice, although he is scarcely fifty years of
age), and I had the satisfaction to find that his opinion upon
the present state of music in Italy agreed in every respect
with mine. His conversation evinced the highly cultivated ar-
tiste, free from the trammels of prejudice. He deplored that
at the present day the good school of vocal music, the only
one in which Italians had distinguished themselves, had be-
come more and more rare every day, and upon his last re-
turn to Italy (I think he had been in Paris) he had found so
frivolous and bad a taste, that it no longer bore the least trace
of the former simple yet noble style of his time. To him,
also, who had heard much good music in Germany and France,
the insipidity and incorrectness of modern Italian music are
abominations. '

December 23.

Now that the festival of Christmas is approaching, begging,
with which one is plagued here at all times, will be carried
on on a large scale. Wherever you go, you are greeted with the
cry of “Pleasant holidays!” and you are then expected to pull
out your purse. This system of begging occurs, it is true, in
Germany at New Year, but is by no means so general as here.
For instance, the servants of all the nobility and gentry at
whose houses have shewn yourself, if but once, come to beg of
you; and indeed at other times as well, foreigners are laid
under contribution by them. If you have paid the master a
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visit, the servant comes the next day and asks you for a pre-
sent. As one cannot give less than three Paoli, it becomes a
dear amusement to deliver many letters of introduction here.
The poor devils are certainly very badly paid, and must re-
sort to such a system of begging if they would not starve.

Yesterday Meyerbeer and his mother arrived here. He re-
ceived a letter in Florence from Carl M. von Weber, and read
to me from it the gratifying intelligence that my Opera ‘“Faust”
had already been twice performed at Prague with marked ap-
probation.

December 25.

Last evening we were present at a service in the Six-
tine chapel preparatory to the approaching high festival. I
bad anticipated something very effective but I found myself
very much mistaken. The illumination was by no means ef-
fective, for the chapel was soon so filled with the smoke of
the tapers that you could not see distinctly ten paces before
you. Instead of the four-voice Psalmody which I had hoped
for, the singers of the choir recited merely a rather long Li-
tany of prayers in unmisono, without any melody, something as
the following:

To listen to this for almost half an hour without interruption
was the greatest musical penitence .that I ever endured. At
length, in the midst of a silent prayer, we were refreshed by
a four-voiced solo, in which the splendid soprano-voice before
alluded to was again remarkable. But immediately after this,
the monotonous chaunt was again resumed, and now we thought
it preferable to work our way through the compact crowd
at the expensc of great exertion rather than to endure it any
longer.

This morning early we at length saw the head of the
catholic church in the highest ecclesiastical pomp perform
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mass in the church of St. Peter. The high altar under the
dome, divested of its habitual covering, was radiant with gold
and precious stones; the clergy and cardinals, habited in their
richest gold-embroidered stuffs, the body-guard in their splen-
did uniform, the Swiss guard in their bright polished old Ger-
man armour, in a word all converted with the pope contri-
buted to render this service the most splendid spectacle ever
performed in a church. For more than a theatrical spectacle
it was not to the surrounding crowd: not a sign of emotion
or spiritual elevation was to be seen among the many thou-
sand spectators! The appearance of a spectacle got up for
amusement was more especially given to it by the circumstance
that for the accommodation of the high personages who were
present — the king of Spain, the queen of Etruria, the princes of
Prussia, Gotha and others — a sumptuously decorated box had
been erected, and, that upon the amphitheatre the fashionable
world of Rome was present in full dress. A singular contrast
with this splendour was presented by the rags and dirt of
the riff-raff of the Roman populace who had pressed to the
very step of the high altar. As the “service’” became tediously
long, and what the singers sang was neither very interesting,
nor could be heard distinctly for the noise in the church, we
preferred to take a walk, as the weather was so mild and
bright, but returned in sufficient time to the church to see
the procession, which forms the close to the whole perfor-
mance.

In front moved a detachment of the body - guard, behind
these the Cardinal’s hat was carried upon a sword; then came the
Cardinals, and lastly the Pope seated upon a richly decorated
sedan or throne borne by eight priests; on either side of him
two large fans of white ostrich feathers; then all the clergy,
and last'y the remainder of the body-guard and Swiss guards.
During the procession, the Pope, a venerable old man of 75, on
whose pale and interesting face the exhausting influence of fre-
quent fast and of the long fatiguing service were very distinctly
visible, bestowed with a feeble motion of the hand his blessing
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upon the people. But the latter shewed during this no sign of

- .devotion; not a knee was bent; there was laughing and loud

,'talki,ng during the whole service. The procession passed out
- through a side chapel into the Vatican. The immense size
of the church could be first rightly seen to-day, from the
mass of human beings which it held. It was full half an hour
before they could make their exit through three large doors.

December 27.

Yesterday, at last the theatres were once more opened;
after being closed six months. At the Argentino theatre, the
largest and handsomest, Rossini’s ‘“Tancredi” was performed,
at the theatre Valle, a new Opera buffa by Signor Pietro Ro-
mano, called “Il Quiproquo.” As “Tancredi” is an old opera,
the first night of which is not more interesting than the suc-
ceeding ones, Meyerbeer easily persuaded me to go with him
to the Valle theatre, while my wife and the children, with Ma-
dame Beer, went to the Argentino theatre. Before the opera
a farce in prose was given, imitated from our German “Probe-
rollen.” Then came the first act of the opera, the text of
which we soon recognised as an adaptation of the “Nowveau
Seigneur de Village.” The subject, though spun out somewhat
too much, was neither so stupid nor so wearisome as those
of most Italian operas. But so much the more insipid and
common -place is the music. Signor Romano has taken the
now so much admired Rossini as his model, and so closely
imitated him, or rather copied him outright, that the pit called
out every moment “Bravo Rossini!”’ With that his music is so
incorrect, that an ear accustomed to a pure harmony cannot
hear it without disgust. Nevertheless that was no injury to it
here, but much more so its want of fire and noise, the last
of which the Italians are as fond of as the French and Ger-
mans. Once only, after a duet, the pit called out the encour-
aging and joyful “Bravo Maestro!” for which he immediately
made a most profound bow. All the rest was listened to with
coldness, and at the conclusion of the opera neither approval
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nor displeasure was expressed. The singers were by no means

sure of their parts, and were continually making mistakes. & -

Madame Georgi, the prima donna, who in the previous car-
nival had been the favorite of the public, did not please much
yesterday, and had the annoyance of seeing the seconda donna,
who certainly did not sing badly, called forward after her
aria in the second act, an honour which had not fallen to her
lot all the evening. She shewed her displeasure at this by
singing the rest of her part with the utmost indifference and
and with half-voice only, by which however she injured the
last finale very much, and was perhaps the cause of the opera’s
going off so coldly, and of the report which prevails in the
town to-day, that she had not given satisfaction. The orchestra,
composed for the most part of the professors (!) who had
played at my concert, played crudely, incorrectly and without
any sort of difference between piano and forte.

This morning there was another private music party at
Count Apponyi’s. Nothing else scarcely was sung but things
from Rossini’s operas, of which a terzette, from “Elisabetha,”
if I am not mistaken, pleased me most, on account of the ex-
cellent treatment of the voices. The more I hear of Rossini’s
compositions, the more I am disposed to join in part with
the general opinion, which pronounces him the most dis-
tinguished of modern Italian composers, and as a reformer of
the taste in operatic style. Mayer may nevertheless with pro-
priety be excepted, who has, if not so much imagination as
Rossini, yet, certainly, more knowledge and wsthetic feeling.
That the latter is wanting in knowledge of harmony, delinea-
tion of character, sense of the difference between the serious
and comic style, and of propriety, I observed already in Flo-
rence, after hearing the ‘‘Italiana in Algeria.” Rossini, how-
ever, has devised some quite new things, although they are not
necessarily good because they are new: for instance his “flowery
song,” as Meyerbeer very characteristically calls it, which in
reality is nothing more than that the passages hitherto sung on
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one vowel are sung with a series of syllables, as in an aria in
the *Italiana’:

EEC: .

or in a duet between a tenor and a bass in the same opera,
where the part for the second voice is very unsingable and
more like an orchestral bass than a singing bass: *

2 -
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Alleyro moderato
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Every time such little tricky passages occur, and are well
executed by the singers, as to-day by Moncade especially, the
auditory breaks out into an ecstasy of applause which causes
Italian music to degenerate more and more into a mere tick-
ling of the ears and both singers and composer; become every
day less capable in use of working upon the feelings; so that
I may say without exaggeration, that of all the compositions
we have yet heard in Italy, I have not experienced the least
emotion, with the exception of one or two passages in the
“Testa di bronzo’’; and of all the singers we have yet heard,

*) As I do not know the text, I have appended dots for the syl-
lables.
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Madame Hiser alone, in a duet from the old ‘“Passione” of
Paisiello moved me for a few seconds.

Likewise new, and first introduced by Rossini, is the way in
which the speaking passages in the Opera buffa, hitherto usually
written in one tone, or at least at very close intervals only,
and formerly always given legato, are provided with syllables,
as for instance in the beginning of the above duet:

et P e L, ,
. .Allegro ;noderato. ’ ) ) ’
i e—y—1

- o Wb r 8 Py L
P e -
L = v v 1] L=
== =

Well known as this commencement is (it resembles the
beginning of a finale in a quartett of Haydn in E flat-major):

yet his method of giving it with the different syllables of the
text in this manner is quite new; but whether good or not,
is stillf the question; to' me it always sounded as though tra-
vestied, as if, for instance, a song which admits of a feeling
execution were executed upon a singing instrument and for
fun’s sake so caricatured that it excited laughter instead of
emotion. At any rate no instrumentalist of taste would play
the above song staccato.

The following and similar crescendo passages are also pe-
culiar to Rossini, they appear in almost all his musical pieces,
and the Italian public are thrown into ecstasies by them; for
instance, in the overture to the “Italiana.”

)—aR
i ANER
L)

J“

F )

Y ry
4 i 4
& LY

]
T
gt

i

I

bad

b

TTe




Comi-  » | AL R, |
p— ¥ TP} —
B B e ——1
Violini. 2 g z .
e = Fs ===
‘; .‘u_r_-l
P;P N .\\
Basso e Viola.
5 '?! Qit— 7 %
)
PP
N A R
= =
d—— 1=
cresc - - - - -
! ——F2 ~—] —
o/ - QS .
cresc - - - -
Fo -t T
1 3 ﬁg

cresc - - - -

In this manner it continues for a while, until at length
at the strongest forfe, the public break out into a furious clap-
ping of hands and shouts of “Bravo!” In fact it can so little re-
sist such a crescendo, that even the luckless imitators of Rossini,
like Signor Romano in the opera last night, understood how
to draw down a storm of applause by it. That such passages
are frequently very incorrect and offensive from the passing
notes occurring in them, it is not necessary for me to remark;
even in the celebrated cavatina from ‘“Tancredi,” so enthusi-
siastically admired throughout Italy, and which was also sung
to-day, there are in the very first bars the most hideous-sound-
ing octaves, between the bass and the second hautboy, that I
ever heard.
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The first result of my judgment of Rossini is, therefore,
that he is by no means wanting in invention and genius and
with those qualifications had he been scientifically educated,
and led to the only right way by Moeart’s classical master-
pieces, he might readily have become one of the most distin-
guished .composers of vocal-music of pur day, but, as he now
writes, he will not raise Italian music, but much rather lower
it. In order to be new, Rossini departs more and more from
the simple and grand style of song of former days, and does
not reflect that in so doing he wholly robs the voice of its
charm and advantages, and actually debases it, when he far-
ces it to execute passages and fioritures, which every petty
instrumentalist can produce much purer, and especially much
more connected, because he has no need to express a syllable
every time on the third or fourth note. With his “flowery
song,” however much it may please, he is therefore in a fair
way to make a clearance of all real song which is already
now very scarce in Italy, and in which the despicable horde
of Imitators, who here as well as in Germany pursue their
pitiful calling, are doing their best to assist him.

1 PR N

December 29.

Last evening I went with Meyerbeer to hear “Tancredi”
at the Argentino theatre. I never wetnessed a more wretched
performance. The singers, with the exception of Paris the
elder, are very mediocre; the prima donna, the younger Paris,
is yet quite a beginner, the basso was frightful, the orchestra
worse than in the smallest provincial town in Germany, and
in a word, it is an assemblage of folks such as had all Italy
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been ransacked for the purpose, it would have been difticult
to find worse. God help the composer whose work falls into
such hands! They disfigured it in such a manner that one can
no longer recoguise it. The only one person who distinguished
herself, was the elder Paris, who, in the part of “Tancredi,”
displayed a powerful, healthy contralto voice and a cultivated
execution. It would be unjust after such a representation to
pass judgment upon the opera, and the more so, as several
passages were omitted and others substituted. The ballet
which was given between the acts, was quite of a piece with
the rest: a serious ballet executed by a number of grotesque
dancers! But among these were some men, who made them-
selves remarkable by the power, and agitity and by springs of
all kinds.

During the last week we have again seen many interest-
ing things; the museum of the Capitol, in which the dying gla-
diator and several Egyptian statues pleased me most — the
latter less remarkable for artistic beauty than for singularity;
the picture gallery in the Doria palace, which contains among
many other remarkable pictures, four beautiful handscapes by
Claude Lorrain; another gallery in the Colonma palace, in
which hangs an extremely beautiful head of Raphael; the hand-
some and richly decorated churches of Santa Maria Maggiore
and St. Giovanni in Laterano, &c. From the portal of the
latter one has an extensive view in the direction of Albano,
which with the ancient aqueducts, which the eye can follow
for miles, and other remains of ancient Roman architecture,
possesses much romantic interest.

On Sunday evening, the weather being very clear, we as-
scended the dome of St. Peter’s church. The ascent is at first
by a footway of a spiral form without steps as far as the
roof of the church. Arrived there once fancies one’sself again
in the streets of a town, for the ground is paved, and a num-
ber of houses, some of which are inhabited, together with nu-
merous small and large cupolas, prevent a view into the dis-
tance. But if you walk up to the gigantic statues over the
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portal of the church, you then see at how great a height you
are standing. The pavement of the square in front of the
church looks like a minute mosaic, and the people little pup-
pets creeping about upon it. On looking up to the dome from
here, it looks like an enormous isolated building; from the
first interior gallery one has also to mount to a cousiderable
height before one arrives at the second, where the first swell
of the dome begins. The view from these galleries, particu-
larly from the second, down into the church is quite sui gene-
ris, and makes one positively shudder. The hundred lamps
which burn right under the dome at the entrance of the sub-
terranean chapel, seem to mingle as in one flame, and the
human beings below appear like moving black spots. From
the second gallery one then ascends between the inner and
exterior dome by wooden steps up to the lantern, from which
one has again a view down into the church that makes the
head turn. From here a flight of winding stone steps once
more leads up into a tolerably large chamber situated in the
top of the lantern, and thence at length ascending an iron
ladder, one passes through the shaft to the ball, which is large
enough to contain from twelve to sixteen persons.

The foolhardy can ascend yet higher, by a ladder out-
side the ball, up into the cross, but we were quite satisfied
with having been as high as the ball. The view from the ex-
ternal galleries is magnificent and varied beyond description.
Below, proud Rome with its inummerable palaces, ruins, co-
lamns and obelisks; around it the villas.

In the distance the mountain near Tivoli and Albano,
above which are seen the peaks of snow-covered mountains,
and far away on the west the Mediterranean, which at the
time of the day we ascended the dome looked like a fiery
stripe in the distant sky. After we had long enjoyed this
entrancing view, we descended and found that two hours had
passed very rapidly in the ascent of the dome.

We also went up the high column on the Piasza Colonna,

and from its summit, which rises high above all the houses,
SPOHR, Autobiography. I. 21
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' _enjoyed one of the finest views of Rome and its immediate
environs.

December 30.

I have acquired the conviction that the Italians, even in
modern times, are not wanting in natural abilities for the study
of the fine arts, and indeed, that on the whole they surpass
therein the northern nations. Almost all their singers have
a happy ear for intonation, and the faculty of immediately
seizing and repeating a melody once heard; although but very
few of them, even among the theatrical singers possess what
we call music, and most of them scarcely even know their notes.
At the last musical party at Apponyi’s there was a Canon of
Cherubini’s to be sung, in which Moncade who, as I had been, told,
is one of the singers who cannot read musie, although formerly
a theatrical singer, was solicited to take a part. As he willingly
assented to sing something that he did not know, I immediately
thought that in his case at least what I had heard was untrue.
The Countess first sang the slow melody consisting of eight bars
and Moncade repeated it note for note with all the little or-
naments which she had added. But when his part began, he
could get no farther: nevertheless, he did not permit himself
to be disconcerted, but sang away by ear, which certainly some-
times did not sound much like music by Cherubini. When, how-
ever, the third singer, who also had no music before him, be-
gan, after his first simple entry in the second part, also to
compose, such confusion and discord arose that they were ob-
liged to leave off. Both singers declared very ingenuously that
they had hoped, they would have accomplished it; like the
Englishman who, when he was asked if he played the violin,
replied: “It is possible, but I have never yet tried.”

Among the lower uneducated classes of the people, a re-
markable genius for painting is by no means rare here, which
is awakened by the early contemplation of the public works
of art. In this manner the attention of the painters here has
been attracted for the last year and more by the extraordinary
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-artistic talent of a lad in the streets. This boy, without ever
having had the least instruction, draws large historical sketches
in charcoal upon the white walls of the houses, and there is
scarcely a street in which some of his artistic work is not to
be seen. ) :
Sometimes he chooses for his subject a Madonna, or some
legend, at others a Roman triumph. But in no one instance
has he ever copied from any existing subject, or even repeated
himself; his fancy constantly creates something new. Some of
these sketches excite the greatest astonishment by the rich-
ness of the composition, comprising frequently more than thirty
or forty figures, and by the correctness of the drawing. The
most remarkable to me is the certainty with which he throws
off and depicts his ideas. You see no double stroke in the
.contours — nothing wiped out — everything stands there at
once clear and prominent. When he draws he is always sur-
rounded by a crowd of people, who look on with gratification
at the skill he displays; but he is so deeply. engrossed with
his work, that he heeds neither the surrounding spectators
nor their remarks. I have been told that Canova took this
lad, with the view of developing his talent; but that regular
kind of life did not all please him, and he soon ran away.

January 1. 1817. oL

The new year has begun very unpleasantly for us. This
morning Emily was taken suddenly ill. The doctor thinks.she
will have the scarlet fever; should that be the case, we shall
be obliged to postpone our departure for Naples, which we
had fixed for the 7th, for at least a fortnight. Added to .the
annoyance of remaining here yet longer without any object and
in anxiety, is that of being compelled to see our fellow-coun-
trymen with whom we had contemplated making the journey
together depart alone, and that also of missing the opening
of the St. Carlo theatre at Naples, which is to take place on
the 12th. To console ourselves for the latter we shall mean-
while hear the new opera of Rossini, which he is writing for the

21%
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Valle theatre, and the début of Madame Schinberger at the
Argentino.
January 8.

Not only Emily, but Ida also has caught the scarlet fever,
and now for a certainty we shall not be able to leave before
the 20th. Both children were very ill for some days, and my
good Dorette has been extremely alarmed and anxious. I have
kept up my spirits und amused myself in inventing some puzzle-
canons and have now began to write a new solo-quartett.

I should so much have liked to make Rossini’s acquaint-
ance; but before he has finished his opera this is quite out
of the question. The impressario, in whose house he lives,
neither permits him to go out nor to receive visits, so that
he may not neglect his work. Should his opera not be brought
out before our departure, I shall probably not be able to see
him.

January 18.

The children have recovered sooner than we had anticipated,
and we have fixed to leave for Naples the day after to-morrow.

Last Thursday I went again to Sirletti’s, and yesterday
to the morning concert at Count Apponyi’s; at neither place,
however, was any thing played worth particular notice, with
the exception of a fine quartett by Mayer and a duet from
a comic opera of Fioravanti. Mayer is remarkable for scru-
pulously correct harmony, regularity of rhythm and a good
treatment of the voices in part compositions, and surpasses
therein all modern Italians. The duet out of Fioravanti more
particularly interested me from the circumstance that it is also
adorned with the modern so-called “flowery song,” from which
I find that Rossind is neither the first nor only one who
makes use of it. 1 begin moreover to judge him more favour-
ably, as long as he does not venture beyond the limits of
comic opera, and when his music is as gracefully executed as
by the Countess Appony: and Moncade.

* *
*
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On the 20th January we left Rome. The Campagna di
Roma is as little cultivated on this side as on the other; the
road as far as Albano derives nevertheless much interest from
the many antiquities seen on the way. The numerous remains
of three or four old Roman acqueducts give a particularly ro-
mantic aspect to the country round. One of the acqueducts,
which was less injured, has been repared in later times, and
still serves to supply Rome with water upon this side.

While our vefturino was baiting his horses at Albano, I
ascended the mountain upon which the lake of Albano is si-
tuated. The view across it towards Rome is exceedingly beau-
tiful. Below at one’s feet is seen the lake with its high pre-
cipitous banks thickly covered with trees and underwood; upon
the right a long building, the use of which I do not know;
to the left, upon the high steep bank, Castel Gandolfo, and
in the extreme distance the mass of houses of Rome. The
form of the lake and of its high precipitous banks indicates
plainly that it has been formed by the falling in of a burnt-
out crater.

The road from Albano to the little dirty town of Velle-
tri, where we took up our first night-quarters, presents a great
_ variety of scenery.

On the second day we crossed the Pontine marshes, which
extend from Velletri to Terracina, a distance of four and twenty
Italian miles. We did not find them so desolate and barren
as we expected, for one has always a sight of the mountains
on the left, and here and there of even a few patches of culti-
vated land. The numerous herds of oxen, buffaloes, swine, and
in the dry parts, of sheep also, give some life to the} unformity
of the level. But houses are of rare occurrence, and the in-
habitants have always a pale unhealthy appearance. In the heat
of summer the exhalations from the marshes are very dangerous,
even to travellers who do but cross them, particularly if they
abandon themselves to sleep, to which one is greatly induced by
the uniformity of the road. Only last summer a young lady
who could not resist the disposition to sleep inhaled death here,



— 326 —

and was carried off by a malignant fever three days after her
arrival in Naples. Such cases are not unfrequent in summer.

At Torre a tri ponti, a solitary hostelry, all the inmates
of which looked as if they had just risen from their graves,
we dined, and had very excellent meat, and roast ducks and
geese, of which there are swarms in the uncultivated parts of
the marshes. :

Terracina, where we arrived at night-fall is most charm-
ingly situated. The town stands upon a wild rocky eminence,
but we stopped below at a very excellent inn close to the sea.
From our windows we had a view of the sea, and on the following
morning enjoyed the magnificent sight of the rising sun. Close
below our windows, the waves broke with considerable noise,
although during the previous day the wind had not been high.
The air was as mild as after a warm summer’s day in Ger-
many, and in the evening late we saw the fishermen launch
their barks through the surf by moonlight, to cast their nets.

On the next morning we had to pass through the most
dangerous part of the whole journey, from being the most in-
fested with banditti. This part is between Terracina and Fondi,
where the road lies through a thinly inhabited country and
almost always between masses of low bushes in which the
scoundrels easily conceal themselves, and can shoot down tra-
vellers and their escort from an ambuscade without being per-
ceived. It is here where the most robberies are perpetrated,
and but recently only some travellers were again attacked.
But the government has at length taken earnest measures to
suppress this. We found several hundred peasants employed
in cutting down all the bushes on both sides of the road and
burning them; and we met several strong detachments of sol-
diers, sent out to hunt up the banditti in their fastnesses.
From twenty to thirty have already been brought in and hung
up with little ceremony. On this side of the Neapolitan frontiers
we met a picquet of soldiers at intervals of every quarter of
an hour, which bivouacked on the side of the road and sent
out patrols during the night.
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At Fondi, a poor dirty looking hole, where we were al-
most torn to pieces by beggars, we saw the first gardens of
lemons, pomegranates and oranges. We took a walk through
the town and were delighted with the sight of the splendid
trees, which were loaded with the finest fruit. In the gardens
and in the market we saw fine fresh vegetables, such as cauli-
flowers, savoy-cabbages, carrots, &. But at noon the heat
was so great, that we were obliged to seek the shade.

We passed the night at Molo di Gaéta, also a small town
situate close to the sea. From the windows of our inn in the
evening we saw the fishermen put out to sea by torchlight to
fish. Between Molo and Santa Agata we saw a great number
of evergreen shrubs and plants, which do not grow even in
the north of Italy, and upon the rocks several kinds of aloes,
such as we grow in greenhouses. Several other shrubs which
ure also indigenous with us were already in their first leaf.
On the road-side the air was perfumed by the violets, and the
fields with the blossoms of the beans.

Capua, where we passed the last night of our journey, is
a handsome town with fine buildings. We supped in the even-
ing with two Austrian officers, who told us among other things,
that they did not bury people in Capua, but threw them down
a hole about a mile from the town, which was unfathomly
deep, but was believed to have a communication with the sea,
as after some lapse of time one could hear the bodies of those
who where thrown down fall into the water.

The road from Capua to Naples is the most uninterest-
ing of the whole journey. Nothing else is to be seen on either
side of the road but high mulberry trees and pendant vines,
both now without leaves. At two o’clock in the afternoon we
at length arrived at the long-wished for Naples, and found a
lodging which had been already engaged and prepared for
us by one of our fellow-countrymen.

Exp or THE First VoLUME.





