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[We are permitted to print the following extracts
from & private letter, dated Leipzig, March 11,

1877.]

Thursday evening T heard the grandest mu-
sical composition in the world, performed by
the finest orchestra in the world—the Ninth
Symphony at the Gewandhaus. It was the
only Gewandhaus Concert I have attended, and
will be the only one of the regular winter se-

ries I shall be able to hear, as I shall he at |

Dresden next Thursday, when the last is to be
given. It is quite unnecessary for me to tell
you much about the Gewandhaus Concerts, for
everybody who knows anything of the history
of music knows all about them, how Mendols-
sohn was long the manager of them, how al-
most every one of the great German composers
bas been in some way connected with them,
how they have always been identified’ with
what is highest in musical composition and
execution. The Gewandhaus Concerts are
strictly independent of the Conservatory,
though it is almost always the case that the di-
rector of the Concerts (now Reinecke) is one
of the Conservatory professors -and that most
of the Gewandhans perfurmers are eonnected
with the Conservatory. The Concerts are sup-
ported by the state, the receipts for tickets go-
ing but a little way towards meeting the expen-
ses pf the great orchestra, almost any member
of which would be a concert master outside
Leiprig, and many of whom have been such.
The Gewandhans saloon is small and with the
adjoining room not able to hold more than a
thousand people. Nearly all the seats in the
large saloon are held by regular subscribers—
the F. F. L's—who are as sure to _be at the
concerts regularly as at dinner. I meet peo-
ple-who have not missed & Gewandhaus Con-
cert for fifteen years. The only sents sold to
the pablic are at the end of the lurge saloon
sud in a small saloon which opens by folding
doors into the large hall. But every seat is
perfectly good ; the acoustic properties of the
place are as phenomenal as the poor ventilation,
and the concert is as if in your parlor. The
concerts are given on successive Thursday ev-
enings, twenty each winter, ending at Easter.
The rehearsals take place on Wednesdsy morn-
ings, and as they are simost as good as the
concerts themselves and the expense of sttend-
ing them is but half as great, they are nlwnys
fall. It is not easy to get tickets for the con-
certs when the programme is speciully attrac-
tive. I got my own for Thursday only through
the good offices of an acquaintance who lives
with the Secretary of the Couservatory, an
American, by the by, who has pased the high-
est examination in a class of seventy, in the
Conservatory.*

*It is worth mnoting that quite half the Conservatory
students are Americans or English.

The Ninth Symphony was the second part
of Thursday’s programme. The first part con-
sisted of a new concert picce. called Zion, for
chorus, baritone solo and orchestra, by Gade
—its first performance—and an air from Mo-
zart, sung by Fran Pescha-Leutner, which was
new to me. Gade'’s work has many extremely
fine parts, it was evidently received with great
interest by the musical people, was much ap-
plauded, and is sure to find its way to Ameri-
ca. Madame Leutner's tones are as strong and
pure ani het vocalization as wonderful as when
she visited us.

I bad heard the Ninth Symphony twice be-
fore—once given by the Harvard orchestra and
the last time by Theo. Thomas. I feel unwill-
ing to make any comparison of Thomas with
the Gewandhaus, because my musical know!l
edge is 80 unscientific, and especially becauase I
see that the real reasons for the great difference
in the effect of Symphony on me, in my differ:
ent hearings of it. are alinost entirely subjec-
tive. Only upon hearing the different orchee-
tras on successive evenings or at times near
together could I make a compuarison worth
anything to myself or worth following out for
you. This said, it is right for me to say that
1 have never heard masic rendered in a manner
that seemed to me so absolutely perfect as on
Thursday evening—so delicate in shadings. so
just in proportions, so precise in intelligence,
so immediately the expression of the compo-
ser's thought. I shall not attempt to discuss
detail, though I was tempted to speak specially
of the marvellous execution of the second part.
The teuth is—though of course the truth is
more of Beethoven than of orchestra—that per-
fection scemed cver to be growing more perfect
from first to last, becoming most oppressive
just as the first premonitions of the chorus ap-
pear in the instrumentation. Surely in all mu-
sic there is nothing so great as this fourth part
of the Ninth Symphony. The theme has beea
perfectly worked out, completely exhausted, —
yet the great sout is still surcharged with feel-
ing, and only innovation upon ordinary sym-
phonic form can give expression lofty enough.
The orchestra is almost still under the new
demands.  The great thought struggles for
life, and yet is all complete. It is soft calm-
ness, it is deep trembling, it is soaring—we
know not in which the highest joy consists.
The melody takes perfect form, it rises to full
ltrength and now the strings all tremble, al-
most shriek, in the height of inspiration and
the glory of vision. And yet more, wood and
iron, trumpet and viol, there are not enough.
Man must speak immediately, and above the
orchestra the full chorus pours, to end—as
such could only epd—in love and God :—

¢¢ 8eid umschlungen, Millionen!
Diesen Kuss der ganzen Welt!
Briider, @ ber'm Sternenzelt
Muss ein lieber Vater wohnen.”
‘Was it not a stroke of the highest genius—

call it divine inspiration, if you like—that led
Beethoven to choose this song of Schiller's for
this place 1* And who but Beethoven was
worthy tn use the song for music 1+

The lady who was with me at the Gewand-
haus remarked that the symphony filled her
with sadness, and that this was true not only
of this particular symphony, but of almost all
great music, whatever its character. This I
quite understand, and the feeling isone which
to agreat extent {share. I was even myself op-
pressed by a subtle sadness amidst the grand-
est bursts of gladness in the symphony. But
why is thisso ! Tt is through nothing objec-
tively real in the music. To the Greek this
feeling could never have come from the Ninth
Symphony. He conld have been moved by it
only to joy, could have respoaded only to the
symphony’s objective truth. The feeling is
rooted in that great undercurrent uf subjeetiv-
ity which has come into the world chiefly
through Christianity, which has turned the
heart of man into a theatre for apiritual trage-
dies, made life a consciousness of great antith-
esea, filled the soul with an oppressive sense of”
imperfection and of infinite possibilities unre-
alized and hardly apprehended. This part of
life, the real life of all of us who feel and think,
isstirred by everything, almost alike by black-
est sin and highest beauty. All excellence in
art intensifies spiritual .longings. As great-as
the poem is, the picture, the statue, the sym-
phony, so steep is the slope to satisfaction.
We leave the LaocSon in »edness unutterablie,
we rise from Faust in a trance, wé turn from
the Transfiguration in tears, and our hearts are
still when Beethoven sings of God. And nat-
ure, too, moves us in the same way. The still-
ness of morning, the robin on the elm, the
brook in the woods, the air of summer noon,
the forests of autumn, the falling snow, the
Atlantic and Niagara, the mountains in the
west, the glow of sunset, the procession of the
stars, all are charged with meluncholy, all

speak of our sins and our sorfows, all tell of

what we are not and know not. Yet do they
this first and chiefly ! And is this all-absorb-
ing subjectivity the ground of highest man-
hood ! It is more than first, it is second, but
it is not third. There is surély *‘ a more excel-
lent way.”

While speaking of music, T must not farget
to tell you that [ have heard the **Magic Flute”
twice within ten days. This has been a great
treat. I do not remember that the opera was
given at all in Boston during my years there,

*Fifty-one years ago this month, the Nioth Bymphony
was performed at the Gewandhaus for the firat time.
The Leipzig newepaper said, the next moraing, that the
work was worthless, though the author was
ably a great composer. It ¢t allowed meritin the | 2d part, .
but said it was completely neutralised by the length of
the part. The 4th part was as best only the meckery of
devils over human joy!

t Last week I visited the house at Gohlis, jast heyond
the Rosenthal, where Schiller lived and where he wrote
the Ode to Joy.
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and my only acqnaintance with it was throngh
concert pieces. It is 4 charming work, full of
sweet and graceful melodies. It is admirably
rendered here, and it and Gluck's ‘‘Armida,”
have been the events of the season at the op-
era. Every Satarday we hear the famous
Thomas Choir, at the Thomas Kirche. Thisis
a large choir of boys and young men, known
to every musical student as having once been
under Bach’s management and as being superi-
or, far, toall organizations of similar character.
It devotes itself to the highest class of sacred
musie. On Saturdays it gives two pieces (gen-
erally without even organ accompaniment), and
on Bundays it sings alternately at the Thomas
Kirche and the Nicolai. The Saturday con-
¢terts gre one of the Leipzig notions, and the
church is always full.

On Tuesday evening the *‘ Elijah " is to be
given here, the Gewandhaus orchestra doing
the instrumental work. The amount of good
music one hears here can hardly be told, and
the cheapness of it takes a Bostonian's breath
away. The student’s seats at the opera—cor-
responding to the English pit or the last ten
rows of seats in our parquet—cost twenty cents,
and an oratorio or a Bach concert, with the
Gewandhaus orchestra, costa only a mark—say
25 cents. The Thomas Choir concerts are
free. The Gewandhaus Concerts are all that
are at all expensive, and these cost but three
and four marks—the rehearsals but half that
sum. What would not all this be to a dozen
musical stadents whom I know at home ?. And
my own appreciation of my privileges is surely
very real and my gratitude great.

For Dwight’s Journal of Music.
Travelling Concert Troupes as Educators.
BY JOHN O. FILLMORE.

However discouraging te Eastern musi¢-lovers
may be the fact that artists are not well supported
even in New York and Boston, we who live in the
West ought to be able to feel that we may greatly
profit by the necessity of travelling which seems to
be laid on the members of.the Mendelssoha Quin-
tette Club, and similar organizations. At least,
those of us who love music, who believe in the pow-
er of the best music to make its way among the peo-
ple, wherever it is properly presented, and whoare
laboring with all our strength to bring whomsoever
wa can to a real love and appreciation of the best
composers, would like to feel that, whenever a com.
pany of Eastern artists comes among us, they will
give us really artistic renderings of the best music,
to our real edification. We certainly do feel that
we have a right to expect this. There are teachers
scattered all through the West, who do their best
to lead their pnpils to Beethoven, Schumann, and
all that noble company, and who really succeed in
doing 80, in a multitude of cases. They give their
pupils the best music to study; they cultivate a
taste for it; they seek to develop an intelligent, dis-
criminating love for it. The greatest Iack they feel
is the almost total want of opportunity to hear
great compesitions interpreted by artists who make
it their business to interpret them. The teachers
are generally overworked, and in no condition to
do justice to anything beyoud a very small reper-
toire ; the performanoce of their pupils is, of course,
for the most part idadequate. They look therefore
t) the travelling artist to meet their needs, and that
of their pupils, and, it must be added, of the masic.-
loving public; for, wherever pupils study great

composers, parents at home gradually acquire a
love for good musio, and snon find, to their own
surprise, that trash does not please them as it once
did. The travelling ar‘ist, therefore, has it in his
power to render a great service to Art; to supple-
ment the work of the laborious, conscientious teach-
er, to reinforce his teaching by example, and to
kindle enthusiasm for the best music. Nothingcan
bhe of mare importance to musical culture in Ameri-
ca at this juncture, than that travelling violinists,
pianists and vocalists shall be real artists and art-
lovers, shall have an earnest purpose to edncate
their audiences and be helpful to them, and shall be
above the vulgar temptation of stooping to clap-
trap. Of conree it must be admitted at the outset
that the path of virtue, in musical mattars as else-
where, is a difficult one. The travelling musician
plays to miscell audiences, posed largely
of uncultivated people, totally ignorant of good
music, and, what is worse, totally void of any desire
to know it, or to improve themselves in any way,—
people who go to a concert-room simply to be
amused, and to whom any other oonception df a
concert than that of an * entertainment ” would be
utterly strange. In playing to such people, the
really earnest musician labors under a two-fold em-
barrassment, and has a double temptation to give
them only what they will like best, regardless of
what will benefit them most ;—he has taken to trav.
elling because he was not well supported at home,
and must please his audiences in order to make a
re-engagement probable, and ho finds it terribly up-
hill work to play good music to an unsympathetic
audience. He remembers an excellent and author-
itative saying about casting pearls before swine,
and since, whenever he plays the best music, he is
not applauded, or the appl is, at best, but faint,
he concludes, in disgust, that the public are swine
after all, and must have aothing but swill. Far be
it from me to underrate the difficulties which such
musicians have to meet, or to fail to put myself in
their place, or to cond their shortcomings too
severely. Bat I firmly believe that, in many cases,
the discoursgements are, after all, more apparent
than real: that artists only need to respect them.
selves and their art to make others respect both ;
and that noisy applause, or the lack of it, is no in-
dex to the pl e of the audi or the perma-
nent effect produced. T have been for nearly nine
years a music teacher in a western town, one so
small that I know personally a large proportion of
its concert-goers. I have carefully studied this
public; have been instrumental in getting outside
musicians here, and have watched the effect of their
cuncerts. I think my experience warrants me in
holding some positive opinions on this subject ; and
I have thought that a statement of the results of
that experience might be useful. The most import-
ant concerts given here within the past three years
have been two by the Mendelssohn Quintette Club,
one by Mme. Urro, one by Miss Julia Rive, and one,
a few weeks ago, by the Boston Philharmonic Club.
Let me briefly state the character of their pro-
grammes, and their effect upon the public.

The Mendelssohn Quintette Club played, on both
occasions, good programmes; the second being
much better than the first. The first was played to
an overflowing house, (owing largely to accidental
circumstances), and was in all respects, appsrently,
a most encouraging success. The second was
played to a very moderate-sized audience, and was,
to all appearance, much less warmly received. I
think the Club were much discouraged by their sec-
ond reception ; that they regarded it as decisively
against their superior programme, and felt that they
could not safely repeat the experiment. The pub-
lic too, I think, regarded this d t as a

failure, comparatively, and 1 felt this more keenly
then snybody else, since it was on the strength of
my representations that the Club had ventured to
play a much better programme than usual. T had
found, to my surprise, that the strictly classical
compositions, which the club had played in their
first concect, had made the best impression on the
public, and I was satisfied- that a programme more
largely made up of these elements would be suc-
ceseful. Further observation and reflection, and an
increased knowledge of the public, has only con-
firmed me in the opinion T then held. T do not
believe that any great part of the apparent ill snc-
cess of the second concert was dne to the classical
character of the programme, but mainly to two
facts ;—first, that there were too few solos, and sec-
ond, that Miss Kellogg, who sang some Schumann
songs, and who had before made an excellent im-
pression, was in very bad voice, had to give up en-
tirely the next day, in fact,—and so disappointed
the public.” At any rate my conversation with av-
erage people, of no musical training, has forced me
to believe that they enjoyed the best music most,
(though they did not applaud noisily, because they
did not feel like it;) thiat the Club in thoroughly
respected and believed in here, and that they wonld
be well received and supported here now. The
only thing which prevented their engagement this
season was a previons engagement with the Boston
Philharmanic Club, the date of whose concert would
have conflicted with theirs. On the other hand,
this last-named club played a programme, & large
part of which was sheer trash, and hardly any of
which was of any musical significance. For exam.
ple, Mr. Weiner's flute solo was a medley, contain-
ing “ Home, sweet home,” * Yankee Doodle,” and
“0 Susannsh.” I was corions to know how this
would impress the thoughtful part of the public,
some of whom had complained that artists would
not play simple things which they conld understand.
I believe I apeak the exact truth when I say that
the feeling with which all the better portion of the
sudience regarded this performance was one of
mingled disgust and contempt. They had become
familiar with the potion that artists were above
that sort of thing; no artist had done it here be-
fore, and the incongruity of it was keenly felt. I
took pains to ask men who had grumbled at classi-
cal programmes whether they liked this concert as
well as those of the Mendelssohn Quintette Club,
and I invariably got a negative answer. It is not
tno much to say that people felt that the playing of
such a programme by artiste involved degradation
of themseives and contempt of their andionce. More-
over, they find it hard to believe that a man who
is willing to play “ O Susannah " in a concert is not
a quack rather than an artist,—one who prefors
playing claptrap for the sake of the applause of the
small boys in the gallery to playing good music for
the edification of intelligent people.

Mme. Urso played last year a respectable, but not
a classical programme. It was well received. Miss
Rive played two whole Sonatas of Beethoven, the
Appassionate, and the one in Eb, Op. 27; three
pleces by Chopin ; the Marche Fusebre, the Scher-
%0 in Bb minor, Op. 81, and the Rondesu in Eb;
three by Liszt: Spinning Song, T March,
and 2nd Hungariaa Rhapeody, and Tausig’s arrange-
ment of “ Man lives but once.” This is as good a
programme as she would have played in Boston,
and it was thoroughly enjoyed. People said to me
afterwards, * I never got much out of Beetheven
before, but I thoroughly enjoyed the Sonata Appas-
sionata.” Moreover it was felt to be a compliment
to her audience that she would assume that they
desired to hear such things, and people like to be

ha

limented. I am sure the public here entertain
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