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MUSICAL HOURS IN WEIMAR—LISZT AND
| 1IS PUPILS—A MATINEE AT THE HOUSE
OF THE MASTER—A BLIND ORGANIST,

1

[PROM AN OCCASIONAL CORREECONDENT.)

lfron} sultry, noisy, mal-odorous, brufal Berlin
what arelief it was to arrive at cool, cheeiful,
i sbnygztslo ‘Weimar, whose effect is of having faith-

fuils hed its face before breakfast every morn-
AingSince it Degan to be! We came to pay our de-
voirs to one of the muses who haunt the place, for
my friend was one of the musical aspirants who
go there in the summer to Liszt, and who practise
‘{he ears of their neighbors off their heads to such
~a degree that it is often very difficult for a “Liszt-
iani§,” as the Weimarese call them, to find a
| place where she can bestow herself and her piano.
‘We ensconced ourselyes in the remotest corner of
| the Riissischer Hof, where I, at least, was enchant-
ed to find, besides the excellent table d’hote, such a
cup of tea asIshould not have supposed could
| have been made out of England. TLiszt had been
away to Baireuth to the grand Niebelungen rehear-
sals of his distinguished son-in-law, and only re-
tarned the day we ourselves got there. His cus-
tom is to meet his class at four o’clock on specified
yfurnoons of the week, and also on Sunday morn-

ealled matinées, and at them he gives no instrite-
tion, and only such artists play as he invitos to
do g0,
| 4s the companion of a former pupil, I had
the piivilege of atiending threeof these Sunday
occagions. At the first one, when we entered,
music was already going on. The “Meister,” a3
he is always called, was seated at the piano play-
ing the bass of a four-handed composition of
‘Weiztmann’s, of which some young man was play-
/ing the treble, and most of the class were serried
.ﬁ;ly round the instrument that we could not
&ee him, So, fearful of making an interruption,
v%eﬁpped into the nearest chairs andjwaited, It
has been said that no one can enter Liszt’s salon
without being affected by it, and that the asser-
‘tion has some truth in it I can testify in my own
case, The two small but high rooms, destitute of
a B picture, but hung with banded crimson
draperies and set round iq'th low sofas and chairs
with the same material; the grand piano
g its graceful la'irgtb{wet closely-set piles
the floor, and the racks full of music
 few and unapparent other pieces of
the yases and dishes of flowers scat-
‘about, arranged, it is tiue, in the stiff fash-
¢ German gardener, but with a delicious
table that does not
e to form a har-

ind an ineffaceable im-

iﬁgsat eleven o'clock. “The latter occasions are’

| AsIgatthere and listened®o A plano which was
sounding under Liszt's fingers, even though only
in the bass, T could scarcely believe my own iden-
tity,—that I was, indeed, in the very home and l
|

presence of this world-renowned man. The win-
dows of the drawing-room overlook tha jnterior of
the exquisite Welmar park. Several of the case-
ments were open to this lovely August morning,
and, in the Sunday &tillness, with the masses of
the trees waving slightly outside in the summer
air, it was a glimpse of the ideal such as is seldom
vouchsafed to the common-place dweller in this
utilitarian world. As the piece concluded we
rose, the circle opened, and Liszt saw and greeted
us. His figure is alittle bent, and he begins to
show his sixty-five or more years, but there was
never a more noble and wonderful head, or a more
singular, tragic and (:‘_:lq}ng&ng face, or rather
mask, than his. The clasy dispersed ggs#y amonsz
the seats, and my friend pointed out to m=2

those whom she knew. There was Fraulein Gaul
\f Baltimore, but two years ago rosy six-
teén, and now pale with anxious study at Stuttgart
and ‘here of this most inexorable instrument,
the piano. There was little Timanhof, the Russian,
who is nsh‘nmp and even more solid than she was
8ix years ago, when at only fifteen she was one of
the best pnpilM‘s conservatory. Sitting
next to her was her friend Fraulein Rielke from Vi-
enna,with somejshare of the famous Viennabeanty,
butas delicate and fatigued-looking even in her first
youth as a New England girl. Then there were
Zarembski and May Pyiner, special pets of Liszt’s,
Mihe former a young Pole with a profusion of
flowing blonde locks and an ensemble something
like Rubinstein, the latter a New Yorker, with the
most musical face in the room, but with too te:
and strained an expression for perfect well-being
of body or mind, Mr. and Mrs. Sherwood, too,
were present, e a young composer and artist from
- Lyon, New York, she a pianist from Boston, fall of
talent both of them, butnot so anxious over their
art as some others, as her happy, brilliant s
fully implied. The strikingly handsome y
English-born but German descended and bred,
the Italian-looking Mr. Pratt of Chicago,
both of them aspirants for the composer’s crown;
the Belgian Gurick® with his French physiozno-
my (md%n iscriminating expression, and two
i ican Frauleins of German pareniage,
s of talent, but not yet, like the others,
[y for the concertroom, completed, with my
viend, the list of the artist-pupils. Beside these,
Fraulein Breitenstein, the singer, and several mu-
sicians belonging to the Weimar orchestra were
presents also Gottschal, Liszt's Weimar factotum,
and, lastly and least, sundry musical and antigua-
ted maidéns, German and English, who compose
the extreme outer edgle of the fringe of adulation
that always surrounds the great man, and who
dare do nothing more than worship him at a dis-
tance and kiss his hand when he deigns to extend
it to them in adieu.

Never before iad I [End myself oneof snchapal-

pltatw%ly musical ¢ Y, 1O ore s0
realized the expenditure of an's life.
~Amid these young ures, gir concert-
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050 whose similar triumphs are all
To them the least of his musical

d be av%o . To him they are all as
ed and rthless in comparison with
hich the world bestows on creative
nd which has long. begn his only
L Liszt rarely plays now, not even
3 : ppreciative  audience,

room trimphs all beforeé them, moved about the
i

The whole ra accepted music is such a worn-
out emotion to him, thathis only pleasure seems to
be in reading over néw compositions for four

hands, of which he takes one pait, or for two instru-
ments, of which he plays the piano accompani-
ment. o As the devourer of current literature
lances at every book and magazine that comes in
is way, £o does Liszt skim through the reams
‘of new music that are sent to him, in the hope of
¥ coming across a ilcam of original talent—of some-
new—in short, of a musical “szensation.”

Never was there a man who so gives one the im-
pression of being utterly blasé, and yet of having
still an immense resdurum of vitality and com-
manding energy which has not found an adequate
scope. Like a caged lion he walks up and down
restlessly among his pupils, all of whose “gyes
wait upon him,” and makes here a littile jest, there
a trivial remark, yonder a sly sarcasm, until we
wonder how much of real earnestness there is be-

“hind that face with the Voltai(flan smile, which is at
IM"I’[’L‘L‘«( such variance with its powerful, tragic features

N

and sqguare, iron jaw.

At last he asks Fraulein Rielke to play. She
ﬁoes to the piano and dashes off his “Gnomen

eigen” (Fairy Rings), in a very fairy-like manner
indeed; but it is an intensely hazardous thing, and
she is £o nervous that she loses a good many
notes. They don’t show,however; and as the con-
ception of the %ieeg is riiht Liszt :ippears satizfied.
Then he calls the little Russian, Fraulein Timan-
hoff. This young lady has been in trainin,

ever
since she was six years old, and has studie

with

guttural English when I asked her if she were
ﬁaining a_great deal from Liszt, “C, the master
oesn’t tell to me nothing for Iknew it all myself
before I came to him.” She is Liszt’s Eronounced
favorite this summer, and she is asked to play
every Sunday, to the consuming jealousy of most
of the rest of the class, who would not,
as a whole, give her their suffrage as
the first artist amon them, by any
biit . She sits down with the most complete
ta -froid, and !glags . a “Touvelle melodie” of
' Ru ein, of which Liszt is very fond. Itis an
uisite a ocom%ositlon‘, a veritable “song
out words,” and she plays it in a way so mas-
_that my friend and 1 whisper to each other
that if she is equally great in br t music she
8 indeed a consummate artist, Rubinstein him-
could notrender it better. Every nuance of
e innumerable dations of sor-
R i
01 8" experience and disap-
steal out from under the assured fin ega
a?ﬂdbf%é with h% light
R ~often seen er-
j)\,_lg'which west of the Rhine I think no
¢ head would dare! Every few bars she
€5 composedly to the mas who
. her at the other end of his
Lizz aiwa%a looks at his listeners him-
is omne of the thingg he makes his
‘“Throw g‘a!}a&;" will ery, as he
" di t00 tﬁ:aidly ovt.i%r_ the key%.
y thing to learn say, an
i “check” than Dokt of
ey f avy

< most o
it is a valuable concert-
ery one will : t who re-

the greatest masters, even to Tausig and Rubin-
stein, o that, as she naively said in her preity

e

members how effective used to be Gottschallls
half-lifted glance and the faint glimmer of his
gmile ag he turned them upon his audiences,

We all appland the T imanhoff, and Liszt takes
two or three turns about the salon. Butsomething
has annoyed him, and he must vent it on some one
before he can be perfectly serene. As he passes
by our chairs he mutte alluding either to us or
to some others who came in still later: “They
come in here as if to a hotel, and do not even
s_alute me,” This cuts ‘my friend, who,
like all the resf, adores her mastersto the qui
she ‘]‘umps up, and, rushing after Kim,
hand: “Why, Herr Doctor, it was only beca
were afraid of interrnpting )
until the music was over. We were afraid of in-
terrupting you!” He mollifies instantly at her
earnestness, and, patting her shonlder, smiles and
says in German, “All right, all right!’ and she
returns to herseat. But it was the one drop too
much. The associations of this room, where she
had spent so many happy and exciting hours two
years previously, had almost overcome her as it
wasg, and now the teaxpiwelled up and kept brim-
ming quietlg over foi* the next half-hour. She
could mot bear it that on this first day Liszt
should ever seem fo misunderstand her! But the
incident was Liszt all over, and go I give it. If
anything puts him out, he must find a victim imme-
diately, guilty or innocent. When he has drawn
blood, he is appeased. My friend was disgusted
with herself, for Liszt hates tears. He loves smiles
and jollity.

Liszt now goes down on his knees on the floor,
and rummages under the piano among the music.
‘When he has found what he wants, he sits down
and accompanies Fraulein Breitenstein in some
songs by Meizdorf, a former pupil of his. The
song, the voice and the expression are beautiful;
but no veice can be beautiful enough to a stranger
to atone for the fact that Liszt is accompanying!—
is playing second where we wish him to be first;
to {'e alone, ““the one and the only.”” The songs
finished, Zar®mbski plays Liszt’s arrangement of
Schubiert’s March most beautifully, and after it
Liszt tries with him a duet from manuseript of the
young man’s own composition; but I was not far
enough in the music of the quure to be able to
seize a single definite idea from it, and I did not
hear any one else gay that they had. The mafinée
-cloged .., with Tiszt playing an, iminensely
long and uninteresting thing for flute and
piano with the leading ﬂnte-i)layer of the Weimar
orchestra. How in the world he could bore him-
gelf and the class with a stupid composition, which
was written for nothing in the world but to show
off’ the difficulties that coul/d be performed by the
flute, I could notimagine. Probably to do the

erformer a kinduess, for within certain limits
}I).‘iszt seldom refuses a favor. The player was ac-
complished, but he lost his place or broke down
§ al times, and then Liszt with a smile and an
* would cover it with one of his marvellous

lenzas. “No one will ever egual Liszt-with his
Tollin ges and his fiowery trebles,” said my
frie: terward of him with a sigh. At the end
he swept the poor flutist off into infinite space
with@a little laugh and a single scale, which em-
raced the.entire lkey-board and seemed impossi-
ave been performed by detached human
8. There was no break between the notes.
just a swi—s—h—J As much the token of
approachableness as circle which Apelles
with a single stroke,—“his mark.” Then
a. said to my friend in Freneh: “In
eg, in the groves,—the flute goes well
i
or two afterwards we met Lisztin the
irain of pupils, factotums and

w
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:tfg:%‘;sivgidistmw admirers, and he told us to be




gure to go 1o an organ coneert which a blind or-
anist of only eighteen or twenty was fo give the
ollowing afternoon at the S'.’l('h-l\,ll'('ll_l'. “It 1s
only ten grogeh n,” gaid he, holding up his fingers,
and of course we would have been only too glad to
o to please him, had it been ten times as much,
%\m went accordingly to the church at five o'clock,
and found Liszt and his train just going into it,
He seateds himself in a pew with Timan-
hoff om .. one side, and Rielke on the
othe%rost of the fringe aoccommodat-

ingitself at due proportional distances. The first
thfn% was an arrangement for organ from Liszt’s
“Holy Elizabeth,” a subtle and patheti¢ composi-
tion, expressive of the asceticisin and mysticism of
the middle ages, and to me very beauti-
ful, The other organ pieces were Bach’s
fantasie and fugue 1n  G-minor, Thiele's
famous theme and variations, and, as
a finale, Bach’s Toccata—surely the most wonder-
ful expression of the joy and aspiration of nature
toward a Creator to which the mind of man eyer
rose. All these tremendous compositions wera

iven in the most masterly manner—better than I

ad ever heard them from the hest organists in
‘this country, and I never was more grateful for an
unexpected pleasure than for this beautiful hour
which beforehand I had SlH)DOSell would be just
| endurable only. ILiszt had dreaded it him«yc]g, as
* he had remarked to my friend that blind musiciang
often came to him, but that they were rarvely true
artists, the disadvantage against them being too
great. But no youth could have accomplished
tmore than this one had done, and Liszt sat with
cloged eyes and tranquil, almost transfigured, look,
listening as if he really on;oyed it. After it was
over and all were outside again, the organist (whose
"name, unfortunately, I cannot remeémber) came
down to speak to Liszt, led by his poverty-stricken
litlle mother in black. It was hard to believe that
that elgght, pale, insignificant-faced boy, with his
sightless eyes, was he who had been pouring out
upon us those glorious surges of sound, and as I
coun up how little he must have made ont of
his at*ten groschen apiece” (twenty-five
cen ed that he were the organist of one
the ‘Tich churches in our large cities, whose
gplenaid organs go half-dumb under the hands of
tyros, : ZERO.
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