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Prefatory Note


I HAVE to offer an apology for the delay in this second volume’s appearance. To tell the truth, that delay is entirely due to a too obstinate attempt to abide by the plan sketched out in my preface to Volume I.: had I come earlier to my recent decision, these chapters would have long since lain at the reader’s mercy; for, with exception of the Supplemental Notes, they were ready for type by last July. But Herr Glasenapp’s second volume had taken us down (in the German) to the beginning of 1853—private publication of the poem of Der Ring des Nibelungen—and I was doing my best to keep fairly in step with him. However, as from about the seventh of the present set of chapters I had allowed myself considerably greater freedom, alike of exposition and construction, the work ran away with me at last; so that, by the time the major portion of my manuscript was actually in the printer’s hands, I made the embarrassing discovery that this volume threatened to extend to some 150 to 200 pages longer than its predecessor. Accordingly there was nothing for it, but to break off at an earlier epoch than that selected for the purpose by Herr Glasenapp. Luckily such an epoch presented itself quite naturally with Richard Wagner’s removal from Dresden to Switzerland, i.e. with the remission of his sentence to ‘Kapellmeistership for life’ after not quite seven years thereof had been endured. Mindful of the text “Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof,” I will venture no prophecy as to the exact boundaries of my third volume; but, for the above reason, it certainly cannot approach the limit originally intended for it.

WM. ASHTON ELLIS.

Horsted Keynes, Christmas 1901.
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The Kapellmeister.
(1843-1849.)


Was Rechtes je ich rieth,
Andern diinkte es arg;
was schlimm immer mir schien,
Andre gaben ihm Gunst.
In Fehde fiel ich, wo ich mich fand,
Zom traf mich, wohin ich zog.

(DIE WALKIJRE, act i, sc. 2.)




I.
Dresden Surroundings

Entry upon office.—King Friedrich August II.—Freiherr von Liittichau. — Frau Schroder-Devrient. — Berlioz at Dresden.— Gluck’s “Armida.”—Konzertmeister LipinskL—Mendelssohn, and Beethoven’s Symphony in F.—Mozarfs “Don Juan” and the Dresden critics.—Occasional compositions; Das Liebesmahl der Apostel.

I believe there are no such muddle-headed people anywhere in the world, as in Dresden, … Here in Switzerland I feel like a dog that has got over a whipping; by which I mean the eternal aimless, useless, body-and-soul-destroying fight with the Impossible, that I had to wage for six long years in my relations with ignorance and insolence. In Dresden, as Kapellmeister “loci,” I should have become thoroughly soured, because continually maligned, spitefully pulled to pieces, and therefore rendered powerless. … Were I amnestied to-day, and again appointed Kapellmeister to the Dresden Court, you would see how calmly I should remain in my Switzerland.

RICHARD WAGNER (Letters to Uhlig & c. 1851 et passim).

AT midday on the 2nd of February 1843 Richard Wagner was summoned to the conference - chamber of the Court-theatre Directorate to go through the usual ceremony of swearing-in as Royal Saxon Court-Kapellmeister “for life” — which, to our modern ears, sounds something like penal servitude. He himself scarcely knew how he had arrived at it. Certainly not through any personal ambition, for even the joy he felt on returning to his native soil had soon been dissipated by the state in which he found its institutions. “Paris, Dresden, or Schilda —it’s all one to me, so far as I know my own mind,” had he written just two months after his return, in full enjoyment of the natural charms of Teplitz. As if presaging the change in his outward lot, he continues: “I shudder at the thought that perhaps a tedious banal fortune may be bestowed on me some day, when—instead of hens and goats—I shall have to take pleasure in Hofraths and asses.”* His instinctive dread of fixed engagement at any Royal theatre had not been conquered by what had happened in the interval; merely it had been driven inwards. The “theatre-crew in whose hands his artistic future” lay, to which he refers even in the letter just-quoted, had presented itself in a less terrifying light through the glamour of Rienzi; and when everybody was congratulating him, it would have been strange if he himself had not at last been led away by the idea of his “good fortune.” If anything could contribute to such self-deception, it would be consideration for his worried wife. She had suffered almost more than himself through his many bufferings and roamings, and looked upon this wellnigh despaired of “provision for life “as the longed-for haven, the goal of her most audacious wishes. We may imagine how she naturally had teased him to accept the post and put an end to their “vagabondage.”

One thing was certain : if he was to venture on this new round of duties, it should be with all that thorough-going energy he had displayed even in his provincial conductorships some few years back. There was to be no doubt about it, as may be judged from the letter to von Luttichau quoted in our first volume: “reform, reorganisation of the royal band “was to be the order of the day. It is the same proud feeling of what is due alike to artwork and to artist that we meet in his declaration to Fischer, from the midst of his Parisian straits, that to him it matters less how his Rienzi is received in Dresden, than how it is given; and ten years later, in a letter from Zurich to F. Heine : “I care absolutely nothing about my things being given, but only that they be given in the way I intended; whoever either will not or cannot do that, had best leave them alone.”

According to Robert Prolss,* “It seemed as though a new era were dawning for the Dresden Opera, with the acquisition of Richard Wagner.” Quite in keeping with this comment is the letter addressed by Wagner to his friends in Paris : “People are expecting me to effect a thorough artistic reorganisation of musical matters here.” In sooth, there was much to “reorganise,” not only in the Kapelle, or band, but in the whole operatic establishment, which the apathy of Gottlieb Reissiger had allowed to run completely to seed. It needed all the fire of youth and strong conviction, to clear away the weeds : “Since Weber’s death, and especially through dissolution of the Italian Opera, the artistic means have much increased; but the spirit of their application has fallen to the crassest Philistrism,” says the young master himself. “Incited by that wealth of means, I have set myself the task of prosecuting Weber’s noble work, i.e. of helping to emancipate Dresden, musically speaking, of dealing Philistrism a knock-down blow, of cultivating the public taste for what is worthy, and consequently making its voice heard.”

Having followed our hero to his official installation, it will be as well to pause and take a glance at his surroundings. We will begin at the top, with his sovereign.

King Friedrich August II. had been a favourite with the Saxon people even before his appointment (when simply Prince Friedrich) to co-regency with King Anton at the time of the Leipzig emeute in 1830. He was not precisely a strong ruler, but full of human kindness and gifted with a fair amount of penetration. Beyond question, his avowed interest in Wagner’s exceptional gifts had a beneficial influence on the relations of the General-Direction with the composer. He had been unable to attend that first performance of Rienzi which had promptly made the unknown artist the idol of the Dresden public; on the morning of the very day of production he had fallen with his horse, and sustained a trifling injury to the knee. Nevertheless he promptly announced his intention of being present at the next, and sitting it out; to Liittichau’s protestation that he would find the opera too long, he cheerily replied, “Never mind ! A work like that must be properly heard. I shall sleep in town.” The two Princesses, Augusta and Amalie, were also enthusiastic about the work; the former had been Weber’s only friend at court, whilst Princess Amalie had earned some reputation as a poet—on this occasion, according to a letter of F. Heine’s to E. Kietz dated Oct. 24, she declared that no composition had ever produced such an effect on her, and likened it to a costly silken fabric richly embroidered with gold and pearls, a simile we would gladly see reserved for royal poetasters.

As to Wagner’s opinion of the King himself, he writes to Lehrs a few months later: “He really is humanly pleased with me,” going on to describe him as a true and simple man, with an open mind for the beautiful, “straightforward—without any fuss, like the King of Prussia—meaning what he says about a thing.” The only pity is, that throughout the whole duration of his Dresden engagement a buffer-state of courtiers and officials was interposed between artist and monarch; a wall the King himself was powerless to break through, because of Saxon etiquette. From his earliest youth, Richard Wagner had held this prince in high esteem; through all the political excitement of the time of revolution he preserved a personal affection for him; and there is very good reason to believe that Friedrich August both recognised and reciprocated it. Let one instance serve for many: when the formal cancellation of Wagner’s engagement became a necessity owing to his flight from Dresden, and Liittichau desired to base it on the warrant out against him as a “revolutionary,” a hint was conveyed by the secretary of the Royal Household that recourse should rather be taken to the clause which treated any unpermitted absence from the city’s precincts as a breach of contract.

Next to the King, so far as touches Wagner, comes the immediate chief, his Excellency late Master of Woods and Forests, Kammerherr and Geheimrath August Freiherr von Liittichau, General Director of the Court-theatre for the last twenty years or so.* “We have been told of a twenty-two-year-old hunting-lord, who, simply because he knew nothing whatever about it, was made Intendant of a theatre, and presided over that art establishment for considerably beyond a quarter of a century. One day he candidly declared that nowadays, at anyrate, Schiller would never have been permitted to write a thing like Tell” (P.* IV. 95); such is the silhouette that Wagner draws of him in 1867. In essence it is not at variance with the picture painted from quite another point of view by the obsequious Dresden chronicler R. Prolss: “Herr von Liittichau did not belong to the category of profound or high-flying natures; but he was a man of clear, calm understanding, free from prejudices, swift and firm in decision, steadfast without being stubborn, with a deep sense of duty, and kindly-inclined. Two were his standards : the honour and glory of the institute entrusted to him, and the interests of his Royal master. An idealistic bent led him to a high conception of the former,—his monarch’s sense of justice and general good-will preserved him on the whole, though not in every single instance, from a petty treatment of the latter. Seldom did he turn a deaf ear to reason, and never with conscious intent.” From which extraordinary jumble it may be laboriously gathered that his Excellency was one of those dangerous persons who “mean well,” but have an unfortunate knack of doing otherwise. He had a considerable sense of his own importance, and the eyes that looked out from under his bushy black eyebrows (referred to by Wagner in a letter to Fischer of July 1853) must have been no little astonished at the impulsive lieutenant with the massive skull who, for all his wearing of a uniform,† was not to be brow-beaten like the rest of his myrmidons,—for even Prolss records his bearing to the Dresden actors thus: “With one hand plunged in his bosom, and without a motion of the body, he poured on the culprit a flood of invectives in the politest of tones, till, carried away by rage at last, he clean forgot his never quite secure High-German, and came out with in Your name on the playbills spells ruin to the treasury; Sie treiben mer die Leite ‘naus.’“ Gutzkow, in his Rikkblicke auf mein Leben, goes still farther, telling us that v. Liittichau “would be good-natured enough at times, then suddenly become a demon.”

By many a token it would appear that von Liittichau had a dim idea of his new “Kapellmeister’s “higher standing, from the very first. A substantial difference in age, intensified by dissimilarity of temperament, made it the easier for him to play the part of fatherly well-wisher; and the bungling manner in which he carried out his master’s favour toward the impetuous artist over whom his office gave him rule, may simply be attributed to the courtier’s utter incapacity to understand the latter’s aims, and feverish haste to assert his authority in face of a superior intellect. Little as Wagner intentionally let him feel that superiority, it was inevitable that conflicting views should soon begin to strain relations which had started by no means inauspiciously; especially from the moment that certain extra-official doings of the artist’s commenced to wound the courtier in him. His wife on the other hand (Ida von Knobelsdorf, by her maiden name) was a woman of exceptional refinement, who, ever since the time of Tieck, had formed a salon of the pick of Dresden’s literary and artistic lions, and exercised an indirect influence upon the control of the court-theatre by bringing her husband into much-needed contact with men of brains. Thus he was no total stranger to the notion that the stage required a leader of literary culture and aesthetic taste, and it is the more regrettable that the sense of dignity which did not prevent his being “cowed “in the sequel by the strutting conceit of an Emil Devrient, or led astray by the false counsels of a Davison, should have made him deafer and deafer to Wagner’s sound proposals for improvement, and obstinately opposed to any really radical reform.

Such dissensions did not, of course, arise at once; and Wagner refers in letters of this earliest period not only to the partiality of his sovereign lord, but also to the marked politeness shewn him by the Intendant. Had not Liittichau to live up to the reputation of having picked him out from a round dozen of proved conductors, and forced the post on him against his will? Indeed it would have taken a very dull eye, not to note the difference between this mercurial young man and his older colleague, Gottlob Reissiger, whose Kapellmeister-callousness had so increased in course of years that even his friends the local critics could not always pass it by in silence. Wagner himself had quite a fund of piquant anecdotes to tell, in after years, about his incompetent senior. Thus at nine o’clock one evening, when by all calculations Reissiger should have still been busy at the theatre, he met him on the bridge across the Elbe; surprised, Wagner asked him, “But, colleague mine, haven’t you an opera to-night? “— receiving the self-congratulatory answer, “Have had it. Stumme over. How’s that for smart conducting?” No wonder both public and directorate soon felt the difference between the two conductors; and also no wonder that the older hand, though jovial and kindly enough by nature, soon secretly assumed a hostile attitude towards the younger. Thus we hear that whatever good work Wagner did was either misrepresented or ignored by the Reissiger clique, who had nobbled the Dresden critics, including even Carl Banck.* Reissiger’s friendship for Wagner was never more than skin-deep, and he found a highly useful ally in a certain Schladebach.† Although the animus of Schlade-bach’s reports was sufficiently patent, the wideness of their circulation contributed no little to damage Wagner’s credit as conductor, and, by way of contrast, to promote the interests of his stolid colleague. All the same, according to Gutzkow, Reissiger still “preserved the mien of indulgent father, affectionate friend, with every thought for others’ weal, even for that of Richard Wagner if this or that had but lain in his power.” The same authority goes on to say that “the Saxon art of dissembling” had become a positive virtuosity in this somewhat piously inclined and outwardly amiable philistine: “In his heart of hearts he hated what he would have given the world not to—seem to. He had no desire to seem envious, and tried to conceal the fact that the Schiffbruch der Medusa, his latest opera, to him was the equal of Tannhauser” and so on.

On the other hand the little group of Wagner’s warm friends— Tichatschek, Fischer, F. Heine—had recently been increased by the appointment of August Roeckel to the subordinate post of “Musikdirektor.” A son of the well-known tenor and impresario, Prof. Joseph Roeckel,* he was born Dec. i, 1814, at Graz; accompanying his father on his artistic tours both at home and abroad, he had closely followed the politics of the age. In Paris, barely sixteen years old, he had been through the excitement of the July-revolution. Personal acquaintance with men of the people such as Lafayette, Laffitte and Marrast, had left an abiding impression on him, an enthusiasm for their ideals. “The next few years,” as he says himself, “threw me into the company of Spanish and Portuguese refugees, whose accounts still more inflamed my hatred of hypocrisy and arbitrary rule,—a feeling not likely to be softened by the sight of multitudes of Poles driven forth from their fatherland after the most heroic struggle.” In England, whither he followed his father in 1832 as chorus-master of his operatic enterprise, the spectacle of the great Reform movement was played out under his very eyes: “I learnt how the most radical changes in the State might easily and peacefully be carried through, when once the Government recognised its position as public servant and honestly fulfilled the duties thence arising.” Thriven to manhood among the liberal institutions of this country, August Roeckel returned to Germany about the time of Wagner’s engagement at Riga, going first to Weimar to complete his training as conductor and pianist under the guidance of his uncle J. N. Hummel. Here he obtained the post of Musikdirektor, and thereafter held a similar appointment at Bamberg, where he married the daughter of F. Lortzing (a cousin of the composer). He had now been summoned to Dresden in a like capacity, after sending in the score of his opera Farinelli. In our previous volume we have referred to the weight attached by the Saxon Court to the question of creed; in a letter of Wagner’s to Lobmann (Riga) of Dec. 9, 1843, we read: “Even before I received my appointment as Kapellmeister, Rockel had already been proposed and as good as accepted as Musikdirektor, particularly on account of his being a Catholic—which was of importance because of the Church, where we have to work in common.” A lively friendship soon sprang up between our hero and this bright young man, some eighteen months his junior; a friendship recalled by Wagner in later years, as follows: “After all, there was something in it, when we two were thus together. … To myself I often seem a ghost come back to earth, and still converse with you in thought quite a la Dresden rambles “(letters of April and June 1862 to A. R.). Nevertheless, as Mr H. S. Chamberlain justly remarks in his Richard Wagner, “Roeckel was quite incapable of understanding Wagner’s views,” and it was only the keen enthusiasm of early manhood, and “that breath of quickened life which stirred in Germany during the revolution-period, setting even humdrum natures in a state of exaltation,” that masked their radical diversity of gifts and aspirations.

Of greater importance, so far as concerns his art, was Wagner’s uninterrupted intercourse during this first Dresden winter with Wilhelmine Schroder-Devrient. Even in his youth this incomparable artist had made a lasting impression on him : inspired by her, he had written and composed his Liebesverbot; and her study of the part of “Adriano,” still more of “Senta,” offered occasion for many an exchange of live ideas. As he says in 1851, “The remotest contact with this extraordinary woman electrified me; for many a year, even down to the present day, I saw, I heard, I felt her near me, whenever the creative impulse seized me.” At his re-encounter, or rather, his first real acquaintance with her in Dresden she was already past her eight-and-thirtieth year, and verging on the decline of her splendid powers. Thirty years later, in his Actors and Singers (1872), he paints a picture that will serve for her monument to all time: “Upon the boards the character she represented, and that alone, in private life she was entirely herself. The possibility of pretending to a thing she was not, lay so unimaginably remote from her that its very absence stamped her with that gentility for which Nature had so markedly predestined her. In dignity and ease of carriage she might have been the model for a queen. Her lightly won, but dearly tended education often shamed the beaux esprits of various nations who came to pay her homage; she would playfully introduce them to each other in their respective tongues, thereby plunging them at times into an embarrassment from which she alone could extricate them. Through her wit she could cloak her culture in the presence of uncultured sirs, for instance our Court-theatre In-tendants; but she gave that wit free rein among her equals, as which she gladly looked upon her colleagues of the theatre, without a touch of pride” (P. V. 227). Alfred von Wolzogen has much the same to say in his Life of her: “Among comrades and colleagues she was as full of fun, as she was tactful and restrained in good society. … Unassuming in her intercourse with her own sex, she was a very queen to the men of every rank, up to crowned heads themselves, who lay at her feet; making them the playthings of her slightest whim, now proudly challenging, now coldly repelling, and anon attracting them by every feminine charm.” As Wagner continues, “She was passionate, and therefore was she often duped; but she was incapable of taking vengeance for the meannesses put on her. She might be swept into unjustness of opinion, but never of action. Unsatisfied by a life of teeming change, her boundless heart was all compassion; charitable to the point of royal lavishness, to her the griefs of others were the only griefs unbearable.” This we may substantiate by an extract from her private diary: “To-day I stood godmother to the child of journeyman Lorenz, and saw human misery in its most lamentable form. God! how is it possible for human beings to live like that? The most terrible lack of everything! How wickedly we sin, when we complain and feel dissatisfied — we have only to turn our eyes that way, to count ourselves quite happy. And yet, who knows if that poor woman on her truss of straw is not happier than I: she has a husband, to tend, support, and shelter her; she has her children—what is left to me?” (A. v. Wolzogen’s Wilhelmine Schroder-Devrient, p. 290). This is the sorrow to which Wagner refers as “running through her life. She never found the man completely worth her making happy. And yet she yearned for nothing so much as the tranquil pleasures of domestic life, which her perfect gift as manager and hostess would have made as home like as refined.” Daughter of the great but notorious tragedienne Sophie Schroder, she had married an actor, Karl Devrient, by whom she had four children; but the marriage had proved infelicitous, and was dissolved in 1828. At the present time she was victim to a still worse fate, her passion for a good-for-nothing Saxon officer, von Doring by name : the infatuation had begun in 1842, and before long she sacrificed to this blood-sucker both health and property; for close upon seven years he dragged her from one starring engagement to another, only to squander her earnings on the gambling-table. This wretched mesalliance arose almost under Wagner’s eyes, and it revolted him that the woman’s splendid heart should imagine itself contented by such a union; yet the illusion was only half-complete, and “nothing but that matchless double-life upon the stage could make her forget what she often deemed a life’s path missed.” The whole problem was sadly instructive to him, and just as he himself has said that this artist “had the gift of teaching a composer how to compose, to be worth the pains of such a woman singing,” we may surmise that she also taught the dramatist how to read the secrets of a woman’s nature. May there not be echoes of the Schroder-Devrient even so late as in his Kundry?

The effect on Wagner, at the period of which we now are writing, was what the French term “troublant.” There was a strange fascination, purely on the intellectual side, about this enigmatic being, and the genius she had exhibited in the embodiment of his Adriano and his Senta made him doubly anxious to write a work expressly for her, a piece that should emphasise the two aspects of her character. This is his avowed reason for harking back to his cast-off sketch of Die Sarazenin,—and this, we may note in passing, was the nearest approach he ever made to writing with a view to one particular impersonator. In hot haste he completed the full scenic draft,* but the Schroder-Devrient did not care about it: “One typical feature of my heroine may be thus expressed—The prophetess can never more become a woman; but this artist, without putting it in so many words, would not give up the woman. Only now can I rightly appreciate her instinctive judgment, now that the circumstances which brought that instinct into play have been obliterated; whereas their utter triviality so jarred upon me at the time that, looking from them to the artist herself, I could not help regarding her as caught in the toils of an unworthy desire” (P. I. 321). Apart from this, her ten-years contract with the theatre was drawing to a close; it expired in fact on the first of April 1843, and neither side betrayed the smallest inclination to extend it. Herr von Liittichau considered he had borne long enough with her “growing self-will and extravagances,” whilst the artist herself was in no state of mind to bear meekly with any more lectures. It was not until almost another year had elapsed, that she returned to Dresden, where she had meantime been found irreplaceable.

Having given a general idea of the master’s regular surroundings —his background, so to speak—we may proceed to the occasional, commencing with a visit paid to Dresden by Hector BERLIOZ for the purpose of conducting two vocal and orchestral concerts made up of his own compositions. In a feuilleton of the Journal des Debats the French musician says, “The ceremony of Wagner’s swearing-in and official presentation to the band took place on the second day after my arrival, and the first exercise of his new authority consisted in the support of myself at rehearsals, which he fulfilled with zeal and great readiness.’’ He describes the young Kapellmeister’s condition at this entry on his new appointment as one of “intoxication with joy.” For his part, in a letter to Lehrs, Wagner merely speaks of the grief he felt at the failure of this venture of the “unhappy man,” to whom the undisputed success of Rienzi and the Hollander was plainly an abomination. In fact the keynote of his subsequent incomprehensible hostility toward Wagner is audible enough in Berlioz’ utterances even of this date: he praises him as man of letters, to avoid acknowledging his genius as musician. Having attended one performance of the Flying Dutchman and one of the second portion of Rienzi (acts iii to ν—see vol. i, 354), he says he was pleased with Rienzi’s prayer and the Triumphal March, but characterises the latter as “a free and well-constructed imitation of the magnificent march in Spontini’s Olympiad.”* After a single hearing of either work, he blames them for too frequent use of tremolo; its continual recurrence without any concomitant idea worth speaking of, according to him, betrays a certain mental torpor on the author’s part! As to Wagner’s conducting of both operas, he praises his unusual power and precision; but so little of the true dramatic instinct has Berlioz in him, that he can find nothing better to say of the Schroder-Devrient than that she was far more in her place as Senta than as Adriano Colonna, since the part of a youth “no longer fitted her already somewhat matronly figure.” His antipathy to this great artist is so pronounced that even with regard to her embodiment of Senta he talks of little beyond her “artificial poses “and “constant speaking, instead of singing, the emotional passages “(a gross exaggeration of an occasional trick referred to by Wagner on pp. 136-7 of the Prose Works, Vol. III.) Oddly enough, he singles out for special honour that impersonator of the Hollander who himself confessed that the part did not suit him, attributing to him “a pure and perfect talent, that made a very deep impression on me.” Nevertheless, though he repeatedly speaks of the Hollander as a work in two acts— he admits that both operas have merit, and extols the twofold gift of their creator; concluding by saying that the King of Saxony had felt the same, and, when he made the composer of Rienzi his Kapellmeister, art-judges might aptly have repeated to His Majesty the saying of that old sea-dog Jean Bart to Louis XIV. when he made him Admiral of his fleet, “Sire, you have done well.”

The performance of the Flying Dutchman distinguished by the presence of the French composer must have been the fourth— in the first week of February—and consequently the last for many a year (see vol. i. p. 353). It was further attended by an eventual friend of the German master’s, Frl. Eliza Slomann, better known by her marriage name of Frau Wille, daughter of a Hamburg ship-owner. In later days Frau Wille tells us: “I made Wagner’s acquaintance at Dresden in 1843 at an evening-party in the house of Major Serre, subsequently founder of the Schillerstiftung. It was a momentary encounter, but Wagner’s image stamped itself upon my memory; the slender mobile figure, the head with its breadth of brow, its piercing eyes and lines of energy around the small closed mouth. A painter, who sat beside me, drew my attention to the square projecting chin, as if chiselled of marble, which gave the face a quite peculiar character. The wife had a pleasing exterior; bright and talkative by nature, she seemed to enjoy being in company. The husband was of great vivacity, self-conscious, but winningly natural. I had seen the Hollander the day before; Frau Schroder-Devrient was in thorough harmony with that fabular realm the master’s poem and music laid open to us. Hector Berlioz was in Dresden at the time, conducting his fantastically grand creations. Rienzi, too, I saw in all its glory on the stage; Tichatschek, with his splendid voice, was imposing as the Tribune: rich was it all, full of fire, and arousing” (Deutsche Rundschau 1887).

The first new production under Wagner’s official control was that of Gluck’s Armide, given with great circumstance on Sunday March the 5th, the name-day of the King.* He had applied himself with most painstaking enthusiasm to the rehearsing of this opera, and the result was a performance of rare perfection: “Whoever had the good fortune to be present,” says an eye-witness,† “will never forget the effect of this wonderful music, unheard till then in Dresden. Seldom can this masterpiece have been put with such finish upon any stage.” It was the first opportunity our hero had had of presenting a work of Gluck’s, and the means at command were so excellent that he had the satisfaction of seeing his intentions carried out to the full. As he says in his letter to Lehrs of April 7, 1843: “Everybody was enraptured with my reading of this music, so distant from our age, with the nuances I got both orchestra and singers to observe.” During the performance itself the King, an ardent devotee of Gluck’s creations, sent him a message conveying his especial thanks in terms of warmest praise. In addition to the conductor’s remarkable penetration into every detail, alike musical and dramatic, Frau Schroder-Devrient, the gifted representative of Armida, and Tichatschek, the knightly Rinaldo, were at their best. Armide became a favourite with the Dresdeners at once, and filled the house repeatedly—down to the Devrient’s departure.

The new conductor’s energy soon communicated itself to the members of his Kapelle, both young and old; under his imaginative lead the band began to take a keener interest in its work, replacing its traditional routine by life and individuality. On the other hand, all the courtesy shewn by Wagner to his older colleague could not hinder Reissiger from treating him and his successes with obvious jealousy. Even in the orchestra there gradually arose an opposition, on the part of persons who had acquired a more or less decisive dominance under the old remiss regime. Chief of these was Konzertmeister (in other words, first violin) Lipinski. During the first Rienzi rehearsals this eminent Polish virtuoso—whose intensity of tone, brilliance of execution, and eloquence of expression, formed a distinctive feature of the Dresden band—had declared himself a warm enthusiast for the new work and its author; as F. Heine writes to E. Kietz on Oct. 24, 1842, “Those to go farthest are Tichatschek and Lipinski, especially the latter, who can find no words strong enough to express his delight.” Nevertheless, it would seem that he felt his virtuosity less shackled by the lazy beat of Reissiger, which permitted him to take both rendering and tempo completely out of the hands of his nominal chief, and we shall soon find him actively intriguing against the new conductor.*

Meanwhile we have to record a visit paid to Dresden in the Spring of 1843 by MENDELSSOHN. The occasion was that of the annual Palm Sunday concert for the benefit of the pension-fund of the Kapelle. The famous Gewandhaus conductor (recently distinguished by the King of Prussia with the title of “General-musikdirektor,” in conjunction with Meyerbeer) had been invited by the committee of this fund to conduct his oratorio Paulus, and had graciously accepted. The concert appears to have been a distinct success, and, for all his antipathy to the class of work itself—”that sexless operatic embryo,” as he calls it once— Wagner wrote an appreciative account of it.* To judge by this, he would seem to have been anxious to span the gulf that separated him from the Leipzig idol, whose aims and objects were so different from his own.† But this occasion itself must have proved to him how deep that gulf was, as witness a reference in his essay on Conducting (1869). It was a tradition of these concerts that the regulation oratorio should be followed by a symphony; the symphony to follow Paulus was Beethoven’s in F, conducted by Reissiger. Now Wagner long had suffered from the dragging of the Allegretto scherzando of the second movement and “the unflagging obstinacy with which the Tempo di Menuetto of the third is turned into a re-enlivening Landler, so that, when all is over, one hasn’t the remotest notion what he has heard,” and had expressed his views in this regard to Reissiger. So “I spoke to Mendelssohn about the said dilemma, telling him that I believed I had arranged for its setting right by my colleague of those days, since he had promised me to take the Menuetto slower than of wont. Mendelssohn quite agreed with me. We listened. The third movement began, and I was horrified to hear the old familiar Landler tempo once again. Before I could express my annoyance, however, Mendelssohn was rocking his head in approval, and smiled to me. That’s capital ! Bravo !’ So I fell from horror into stupefaction. Reissiger was not so much to blame for his relapse into the ancient tempo, for reasons I will presently explain [the necessity of thoroughly re-studying the movement, to find a rendering to suit the tempo]; but Mendelssohn’s insensibility inspired me with the very natural doubt whether the thing presented any difference to him at all. I fancied I was peering into a veritable abysm of superficiality, an utter void” (P. IV. 310).

In spite of these dispiriting impressions, Mendelssohn’s sojourn of several days in Dresden, for the rehearsals and performance of his work, afforded many an opportunity for continuance of the relations commenced during Wagner’s brief visit to Leipzig last autumn. The composer of Rienzi now occupied a different position towards the generally-flattered man from that of eight years back, when he had tendered him the manuscript of his juvenile Symphony and felt himself “a very bungler” in comparison : “Merely four years younger, yet only just making a toilsome beginning; whereas the other was a finished musician already, and socially could put us all into his pocket.”* Now he gained a closer insight into the peculiar nature of this social polish; it remained cold and glassy, never, so far as concerns himself, to be warmed into any kind of human or artistic comradeship. “In familiar intercourse Mendelssohn was charming; but in more general company it was astonishing with what vanity he strove to centre all attention on himself, positively huffed if anyone else came in for a share of it” so says a warm admirer of his, J. Nordmann. Insofar as Wagner reaped a similar experience of him, even at this date, to his sincere regret he could not blink the actual cause. “I know on good authority,” he writes soon afterwards to Lehrs, “that Mendelssohn—who also means to compose an opera—is more than jealous of me; and the Leipzig clique, unconditionally subservient to him, scarcely knows what sort of face to pull at me.—The asses ! God grant that Mendelssohn may soon bring out a clinking opera; there’d be two of us then, and two could manage more than one !” Still was he hoping for co-operation, or rather, honourable rivalry, with his coy antagonist of Leipzig; nothing would have pleased him better, than a whet to his own productivity in the shape of a competing dramatic musician. Most certainly that resurrected article—whatever its origin or aim—shews not the smallest “jealousy” on Wagner’s side, any more than does the wish expressed so heartily in the letter just-quoted: small-mindedness is the last thing to be found in a genius of his calibre.

Through a curious but characteristic economy of writing-material, that article on Mendelssohn’s S. Paul is connected with two other events in this first half-year of office, the one artistic, the other unpleasantly personal. On the back of its manuscript is to be found a syllabus of the Liebesmahl (here styled the “ Gastmahl”) der Apostel, and further—turned the other way about—the tail end of the draft of a letter actually despatched to von Liittichau on April 27; whilst the rest of the letter occupies another sheet of paper, on the back of which, again, is to be found the whole of the prose sketch for the Liebesmahl, dated “21. April 1843.” A strange combination, and a little difficult for the chronicler to disentangle. However, as the Liebesmahl was neither performed nor composed until two or three months later, we may give our next attention to the letter to von Liittichau. It will be remembered that the production of Gluck’s Armide for the first time in Dresden had proved highly successful, and was followed by several repetitions. In the case of that opera Wagner naturally had no local “traditions” to contend with; but when it came to Don Giovanni, towards the end of April, the case was very different. He seems to have been allowed but one rehearsal. Armed with the true traditions derived from Dionys Weber (see vol. i. 140), he did his best to rectify the reading of his predecessor; but what else could be expected, than that the performance should fall rather flat in comparison with what he had effected in the earlier instance? What he did not anticipate, however, was that his subordinate, the leader of the violins, should impugn his authority and take him to task in presence of the Intendant himself—a singular instance of that “lack of discipline “to which Wagner had alluded as one of his reasons for not submitting to a trial-year (ibid. p. 356). The triangular interview appears to have been somewhat stormy, terminating in the abominably humbling stipulation that, for the present at least, the Kapellmeister should follow, not lead, his band! Our only wonder is, that Wagner did not at once send in his resignation. Instead of that he sends von Liittichau the letter above referred to, which, as it throws a flood of light on the situation within three months of his official appointment, we shall quote in extenso :—

YOUR EXCELLENCY was good enough yesterday to accept from me a promise to strive so to arrange my attitude towards the Konigl. Kapelle, for the time being, that it should give no further occasion for complaints on its part, whether grounded or groundless; moreover for the present, and particularly in your absence, to alter nothing in the locally-accepted tempi etc. of older operas, even though it should go against my own artistic convictions; without that hindering me, however, from using my best endeavours in the study of new operas to obtain the utmost finish. To that promise—whose faithful fulfilment will in all probability remove the misunderstanding recently arisen—I deem needful, after calmer reflection, to add a few explanations; alike to make Your Excellency better acquainted with the nature of most of the charges brought against me, and to vindicate myself as artist more thoroughly than was possible to me yesterday, when I must admit that I was stung by several of Herr Lipinski’s insinuations into forgetting the outward decorum due to Your Excellency’s presence, whereas his constant hasty interruptions prevented me from calmly and deliberately setting forth that needful vindication on the spot.

After a thoroughly harmonious and artistically enthusiastic cooperation in the rehearsals and performances of the opera Armide, what has chiefly embittered Herr Lipinski, in common with other members of the Konigl. Kapelle, against me, was undisguisedly enough avowed by him before Your Excellency : namely, envy of the praise accorded me on all sides, notwithstanding that I have never accepted it without transferring the largest share to the extraordinary collaboration of all the forces in our Opera. I surely have no need to point out to Your Excellency how far this feeling of envy has worked, with Herr Lipinski and his following, to cloud and warp their judgment of me. Since the performances of Armide I have had nothing further to do with the Kapelle, beyond the rehearsal of Don Juan : but, whereas there was no hole to be picked in the result of my labours till then, the performance of this opera—characterisable as a failure, for reasons with which I have nothing whatever to do—has been seized as a convenient opportunity for attacking my control; and a pretext has been sought in changes which I am said to have introduced to a far greater extent than is really the case. Herr Lipinski disputes my right and artistic authority to effect such changes, and takes his principal stand on the infallibility of previous readings of the older operas, without adducing any other argument than that of hallowed custom. To dispose of that assertion, I will merely advance one fact: when I was commissioned by Your Excellency to conduct Euryanthe [the “trial” performance of January last] the widow of the immortal creator of that opera invited me to an interview, at which she implored me to bring this music at last to the public’s ear once more as Weber had desired, since distortions of tempo and so forth had gradually crept in, which, to those who still plainly remember how Weber had repeatedly taken it, very often gave a false idea of whole sections of the work. For exact information as to the tempi intended by Weber she referred me to Mad. Schr. Devr., who, as she knew, had retained a faithful recollection of the first performances under Weber; Mad. Schr. Dev.’s accounts fully confirmed the views of Fr. v. Weber. By this Your Excellency will perceive how an opera, got-up at the same place with the same Kapelle under the composer himself, can materially depart in twenty years from the first true reading; and I now ask, who shall be adequate guarantee for faithful preservation of the traditions of an opera that has been given here for the last 50 years, and never under the composer’s lead?

In presence of Your Excellency yesterday Hr. Lipinski further levelled at me the irreproachability of the work of the konigl. Capelle. That this was but a phrase on his part, through whose employment he hoped the easiest to vanquish me in the eyes of Your Excellency, to me is beyond all doubt, as I have repeatedly learnt Hr. Lipinski’s expressions and views with regard to the state of the band : on the contrary, he is at one with me that in certain regions of our orchestra, as in the second violins, the horns, the first trumpet, and many a second wind-instrument, the playing is not always what it should be, —the execution of the individual virtuosi in our Capelle I naturally except. Now, if Hr. Lipinski himself does not believe in this irreproachability, why does he fling it in my teeth on an occasion and before a personage where it might easily tend to my harm?—As a fact, however much Hr. Lipinski gave himself the air of speaking solely in the interest of a good cause, I cannot but believe that he came forward merely in his personal interest, out of a feeling of wounded vanity, however cleverly he managed to confound it with the general. Therefore I charge Hr. Lipinski with disingenuousness, and, beyond many warnings I have received as to the falseness of his character, I mention here a proof of it that occurred to myself only the other day, and which might have sufficed completely to enlighten me in his respect.—After Hr. Rockel had made his debut in church with a Mass of Morlachi’s, on my way home I spoke with Hr. Lipinski, who expressed himself about that Mass as follows : “What a miserable patchwork ! We must set a cross against it, so that it may be laid on one side and never come out again. How can a man perform such stuff?”—Scarcely had I parted 50 yards from Hr. Lipinski, than I met Hr. Rockel, and upon my upbraiding him for having chosen this Mass for his debut, he replied : “Why, my God ! It was the very Mass Lipinski particularly recommended to me for my first appearance ! “What does Your Excellency think of such a man?

Nevertheless I am aware that even people of such a character may be the ornament of an art-institute like the Konigl. Capelle, owing to their other distinguished faculties, and on the other hand that it is very rare to find all excellences of character and mind united. 1 also, though I know myself free from such coarse defects, have to reproach myself with hastiness and a hot-blooded temperament, and therefore cannot complain if I have now received a lesson, which in any case has this advantage for me, that it snatches me out of an error, namely the error of taking people for my friends on their own profession. I know now, of a sudden, what road I must pursue, by little and little to reach a goal that, in the ardour of my zeal for the cause, I had imagined to be close at hand; and consequently I promise Your Excellency, more particularly in my future association with Hr. Lipinski, entirely to forget the disconcerting experiences I have had to make of his character as man, and simply to keep the artist before my eyes, as which I certainly can never deny him my highest admiration. Nevertheless, I venture to point out to Your Excellency the sense in which the complaints of Hr. Lipinski are to be understood, and humbly beg you by appreciation of my counter-plea to shew me that I am so happy as to have retained Your Excellency’s esteem; for only in the consciousness of its priceless possession can I have the courage in time to come, when my position toward the Capelle shall be better established, to seek Your Excellency’s most emphatic protection against individual attacks.

With this the Lipinski episode may be said to have closed, so far as concerns complaints to head-quarters—at anyrate for a good long time to come; but it is surely more than a coincidence, that the first open declaration of war by Dresden Criticism should have been pinned to that same performance of Don Giovanni: strangely enough, in the very journal of Laube’s that had published Wagner’s Autobiog?’aphic Sketch so recently. In that spirit of “impartiality” which German papers interpreted for many years as an open door to personal malice, the Elegante soon printed a spiteful anonymous article entitled “A letter on a performance of Don Juan at the Dresden Court-theatre.’’ The tone adopted, to be sure, is scarcely that of violent hostility, but the “young Kapellmeister” is treated to a severely condescending lecture, on the strength of a remark that had slipped from his mouth at rehearsals anent the Paris orchestras. “For a long time since,” begins the superfine critic, “I had not attended a performance of ‘ Don Juan’; painful experiences of the treatment dealt out to this and other of Mozart’s works on most of our stages had deterred me. Yesterday, however, I was attracted by the hope that the young Kapellmeister would have aroused a better spirit. I have no doubt either of his good will or the earnestness of his endeavours; of both he has given honourable proof with Gluck’s Armide,’ each successive performance of which he conducted with even greater insight than its predecessor.” Perhaps, then, Wagner cherished a special antipathy towards Mozart?* No; the critic declines to entertain that suspicion—it was enough to have advanced it—but finds the key to the fictive enigma in Wagner’s prolonged residence in Paris. “In Paris it is a universal fault, when rendering German compositions, to take slow tempi much too slow, and quick ones much too quick; and this was the fault into which Herr Wagner fell, from beginning to end of the opera. … The tempi taken by him yesterday were the French ones,” and so on. The acme of absurdity is reached when the anonymous wiseacre accuses Wagner of taking refuge in the apology: “In Paris one takes the tempi so-and-so.” We cannot expect this travelled gentleman (and Lipinski had made a tour or two) to have read anything so insignificant as “The Virtuoso and the Artist” — which appeared in the Gazette Musicale of October 1840—with its scathing satire on the performance of Don Giovanni by the Italians in Paris (F. VII. 117-20); but at least he might have recollected Wagner’s signed news-letter to the Dresden Abend-zeitung of May 24-28, 1841, where he says, “I can’t quite remember what the singers, dancers and machinists of the French Grand Opera did with our ‘Don Juan’; they sang, acted, danced, machined and sceneried with such enthusiasm, that at last I fell asleep, and in my dreams I saw the two accurst Black Knights” (P. VIII. 122). But the critic lets the cat out of the bag at last, with “I must add, however, that in many numbers the Kapellmeister could not what he would; he would take one tempo, the singers another, and there was no alternative for him but to give way.” One would have thought that sufficient explanation of the blurred effect, without having recourse to the ridiculous fable of “Paris tempi” and the gossip of the footlights.—On this occasion the Abendzeitung had the pluck to stigmatise the lucubrations of its Leipzig contemporary as “very bitter, and for the most part only half true”; yet they became the starting-point of persistent efforts to lower Wagner’s conducting in the estimation of the public, and force one who had commenced as a general favourite into the unenviable position of the leader of a coterie.

In the middle of May, Reissiger obtained leave of absence to mend his health, presumably affected by Armide, and left his colleague to shift as best he might. Wagner therefore had the whole of the musical duties in theatre and church to attend to, save for the solitary assistance of the deputy-conductor, Roeckel. In addition, he had lately taken on another arduous task: soon after entry on his Kapellmeistership he had yielded to the solicitations of Professor Dr Lowe, its energetic president, and become “first Liedermeister” to the foremost of the Dresden choral unions, the “Liedertafel “founded in 1839. This honorary engagement involved not only guidance of the regular vocal practice of the union, but also contribution as conductor and composer to its occasional festivities. For the summer of 1843 there was to be held in the capital a mass meeting of all the Saxon male-choral unions; last year’s had been the first attempt at such a thing in Dresden, following the example of Switzerland, the Netherlands and Rhineland; this year Prof. Lowe was ambitious of making the affair still more distinguished. From this sort of performance, to use Wagner’s own words, his predecessors had always “stood superiorly aloof”: not only did he declare his readiness to undertake its control, in conjunction with Reissiger and Musikdirektor Muller (of the older Orpheus union, Dresden), but consented to write a special composition—that Liebesmahl der Apostel, the sketch for which we already have met on the back of the Lipinski-letter.

Meantime another festivity was under way, the unveiling of a bronze statue by Rietschel in memory of King Friedrich August I. One would scarcely have thought that this monarch merited immortalising, after his truckling to his fatherland’s arch-enemy, Napoleon; but the Court deemed otherwise, and Friedrich August II. commanded Wagner to write a festal hymn. A second composition was entrusted to Mendelssohn; but in a national ceremony of this kind the arrangement of the whole performance very naturally fell to the “Royal Saxon” conductor. On the 7th of June 1815, not a fortnight before the battle of Waterloo, Friedrich August I. had returned to Dresden, after a compulsory absence of nearly two years; the anniversary was chosen for his monument’s unveiling. Facing the statue, for which a site had been chosen in the middle of the Zwinger enclosure, an ornate box was erected for the royal family, with raised seats to its right and left for the higher officials, members of the Diet, and other deputations; the rest of the courtyard lay open to the public. Guilds and crafts marched on in solemn procession, with banners and insignia; the monument was flanked by eight-and-fifty damsels clad in white and decked with oak-leaves, the number corresponding to the years of the “lamented” monarch’s reign. Wagner had selected an imposing choir of 250 male singers from the pick of Dresden’s choral unions. Firing of cannons, fanfares of trumpets, and cheers from the assembled crowd, greeted their highnesses on their arrival in the Zwinger,- then arose the strains of the unaccompanied Festival-hymn composed by Wagner to words supplied by advocate Hohlfeldt. An oration by Cabinet-minister von Nostitz und Jankendorf preceded the act of unveiling; whilst the ceremony was brought to a close with Mendelssohn’s chorus. In a letter written soon afterwards to sister Cacilie, Wagner refers with satisfaction to the circumstance that there had been only one opinion, namely, that his simple heartfelt composition had entirely eclipsed the complex artificialities of Mendelssohn; he also mentions a gold snuffbox received from the King as a souvenir of the occasion. This royal present looked like a beginning of the fulfilment of the Devrient’s prophecy at their first re-encounter in Dresden, when she jokingly consoled him for his loss from the gangway of the Dreadnought by predicting that, so soon as ever Rienzi became known, he would receive more gold and silver snuffboxes from the Princes of Germany than he had pockets to hold them. Nevertheless, it was to remain the solitary representative of its class for many a year.

Scarcely was he through with the ceremony, than he had to bethink him in all seriousness of that composition he had promised for the Choral Festival. We have seen that the prose-sketch of the Liebesmahl der Apostel was dated April 21*—since when, what with Reissiger’s absence and the Zwinger function, its author appears to have not had a moment to spare. There was barely a month remaining, before the day fixed for performance I so the prose must be turned into verse (a matter of but little change) and the music composed in a fortnight, to leave a couple of weeks for copying out, study and rehearsals. Writing to Cacilie, in that letter just-mentioned, he says his nerves have been so overtaxed that he has “often sat down and wept for a quarter of an hour at a stretch.” And this was the Royal Kapellmeister whose wonderful “good fortune” was so envied by so many! Why, as yet he hadn’t even been able to settle down in a home of his own, and was lodging just now in a modest furnished apartment at No. 9 Marienstrasse, first floor; not until the coming autumn did he propose to move into more commodious quarters, in the Ostra-Allee.† Even for the fitting-up of his future abode he saw himself obliged to count on Providence, despite his court-appointment; as he had enough experience of furnishing on the gradual-payment system, in his earlier engagements and latterly in Paris, Minna took it upon her herself, without consulting him, to obtain a substantial loan from a friendly actor by the name of Kriete— friendly even in times of greater trouble later on—whose “secret furniture-assistance” is joked about by Wagner in a letter of this selfsame summer. But all that had been a few weeks since, for at this time of slaving in the broiling heat Wagner was left a bachelor in Dresden; Minna had already departed for a holiday of at least three months at Teplitz, to which she had taken a great fancy, Joining forces with his mother, she had installed herself in the same house, Zur Eiche, the married pair had occupied last year—”less,” as Wagner says in his letter to Lehrs of April 7, “for sake of an actual cure, than to enjoy in full independence the charming situation and the healthy air.”

With the end of the month the days of festival approached. From the upper and the lower Elbe, the Lausitz, Erzgebirge and the valleys of the Mulde, cohorts of singers trooped into the Saxon capital, with colours flying and bands playing. Rehearsal followed rehearsal, and on the afternoon of July 6 the festival proper began with a sacred concert in the Frauenkirche, at which the Liebesmahl der Apostel formed the closing number. A chorus of 1200 men, upon a raised platform occupying almost the entire nave of the church; behind them a concealed orchestra of 100 instruments—such a thing had never been heard of in Dresden, or for that matter, in all Germany. With so large a mass of singers a gradual lowering of pitch is always to be looked for; Wagner had therefore taken the precaution at rehearsals to employ two harps to sound the keynote from time to time, an expedient he found so effectual that he retained it for the performance itself. To heighten the dramatic effect of the Voices from Above, “Be comforted, for I am near you, and my spirit is with you,” he had this passage sung by about forty picked singers in the cupola of the dome: a daring stroke of genius much enhanced by sudden entry of the orchestra (invisible, and until then unheard) at the Disciples’ words: “What rushing filleth all the air ! What sounds ! What voices !” Of course all the Schladebachs in the town stood aghast at what they called a barefaced piece of realism;* but wherever the young master looked, when the performance was over, he was greeted by his host of singers with rousing cries of Vivat I and Hurrah !

Even now he was not to be allowed at once a well-earned rest. Reissiger indeed had returned for the festival, yet Wagner’s last ounce of strength was claimed for stage duties. On the nth of July, after but one rehearsal, he had to direct a performance of Lucrezia Borgia in Italian, for sake of a touring tenor; as we may imagine, with no little attendant confusion. The 13th was the first day of a four-weeks leave of absence, and he devoted its morning to writing Cacilie that letter from which we have already borrowed various details. From it we learn that Minna had returned to Dresden about the time of the festival, but had been so prostrated by the loss of her brother, aged twenty-five, that all benefit from her Teplitz “cure” had been undone, and there was nothing for it but to pack her off again as speedily as possible. We also read of his shock at the sudden death of dear good Lehrs, his unwavering attachment to the friends still left behind in Paris, and his aspiration to see them gathered round him soon in Germany. Immediately after writing, he himself departed for the grateful quietude of Teplitz.

Thus ended the first half-year of Richard Wagner’s Dresden office. We have followed it somewhat more closely than we propose with its successors, since it contains the seeds of all those thorns and thistles that hindered him so terribly in the pursuit of his creative work. True, the poem of his “Venusberg “(still the tentative title of Tannhauser) lay already finished, as we read in that letter to Lehrs of April 7 so often quoted; but, save for a few occasional jottings, its music was not to be definitely commenced before November. With regard to the manner of its composition, however, he had quite made up his mind: there was to be no more thought of Paris with this production, as once with Rienzi. Poor Lehrs, in the last letter he ever wrote him, still harped on the notion of a success at the Paris Grand Opera, though Wagner had abandoned all such ideas long before quitting France: “Say nothing more of Paris,” he replies, “I must turn my back on it to all eternity. We opera-composers can not be European : it must be either French or German. One sees what harm a harlequin like Meyerbeer is doing us,—half in Berlin, half in Paris, he turns out nothing good for either. Least of all in Berlin: how abominably things stand there, is past describing; that’s what comes of hanging out one’s cloak to catch all winds, like friend Giacomo. Things will go slowly, but go they will and must: however, not another word about Paris!”



* Fragment of a letter to Lehrs in Paris, dated June 12, 1842. There is an exactly-corresponding passage in one to Uhlig of Sept. or Oct. 1851 : “My desires :—a cottage, with meadow and little garden ! To work with zest and relish,—but not for now. When every German theatre shall tumble down [and so on]—Repose, repose !—Country, country ! A cow, a goat etc. Then—health—cheerfulness—hope !—else all is lost ! “

* Geschichte des Dresdener Hoftheaters (Dresden 1878), a work abounding in the most carefully-recorded details, though Gutzkow has rightly twitted the author for his toadying to the authorities who had allowed him the run of their archives. This must be remembered, when we come to Prolss’s references to von Luttichau.

* He replaced von Konneritz in 1824, and retained his position until 1862.

* For the future, references to Richard Wagners Prose Works will simply be indicated by a “ P”; not out of deference to the humorous protestation of a critic that “P. W.” is the recognised abbreviation for Pearson’s Weekly, but to economise space.—W. A. E.

† In the letter to Lehrs of April 7, 1843, we read: “I often have absurd expenses: now I’ve got to have a court-uniform made, which will cost me about a hundred thalers. Isn’t it idiotic?” There are two or three ironical allusions to this uniform in the Letters to Uhlig etc. (written in exile). Strangely enough, Wagner would seem to have preserved the clothes as a memento of his bondage, for Frau Wille relates the following little scene as having taken place at Zurich in 1853 : A few Saxon friends were at supper in his lodgings, when Wagner slipped away from table, to return in his Court Kapellmeister uniform, his back duly bent, his hands deferentially rubbing each other, his lips pursed to a sarcastic smile; with the choicest humour he greeted all present, then turned to his wife, ‘’ Eh ! Minna, it was fine enough, and I pleased you then. The only pity is, poor wife, the uniform became too tight.”

* Cf. Dr Hugo Dinger’s article in the Mus. Wochenblatt 1890, p. 376.

† Dr Julius Schladebach, originator of the Universallexikon der Tonkunst (continued by Bernsdorf), author of several vocal compositions, died August 1872 at Kiel. From his pen came wellnigh all the outward-bound reports on musical affairs in Dresden for many years, contributed to the Neue Zeitschrift, the Elegante, the Dresden Abendzeitung, the Teutonia etc., etc., generally above the cypher “W. J. S. E.”—in German type I and J are identical.

* At the revival of Beethoven’s Fidelio in March 1806 Joseph Roeckel sang the part of Florestan, and thus became intimate with the great master. In the years 1829 to 1835 he successfully introduced German Opera into Paris and London, with Schroder-Devrient, Wild, Haizinger et al. as singers, and his brother-in-law Hummel as conductor.

* See Prose Works VIII.

* As a fact, Wagner always was only too glad to declare his predilection for this work of Spontini’s. One memorable evening at Wahnfried (July 5, 1878) he asked young Anton Seidl, then acting as his amanuensis, to play the Triumphal March from Olympia to the little company assembled; as Seidl displayed some reluctance, he fetched the pianoforte-score from the bookshelves himself, and rendered first the march and then the overture in his own instructive fashion, albeit joking constantly about the noisy sameness of their build.

* A souvenir of this period exists in the shape of a sheet of paper bearing the words “Domenico li 19. Febrajo dirige Richard Wagner,” referring to the music in the Catholic church, the conducting of which he shared with Reissiger and Roeckel.

† M. Ftirstenau in his anonymously-published sketch of Joseph Tichatschek (Leipzig, S. Heinze, 1868).

* In a letter of May 1841 the Bohemian composer W. H. Veit refers to his “very charming reception “in the house of the “Violin-prince Lipinsky, who lives in fact like a prince of the blood.” The state of Dresden, only a year before Wagner’s arrival, Veit characterises thus: “Everybody here is fair to the face, and intrigues behind the back; even the great Lipinsky a little, especially against violinist intruders, all of whom he snuffs out. Reissiger is said to be the most amiable of beings, but quite devoid of character; the others all dance, more or less, to the piping of this pair; and lastly, the lot of them dance to the pipe of the Court.” Such was the snug little nest into which poor Wagner, with his straightforwardness and sincerity, had tumbled unawares.

* The destination of this little article is not quite manifest, for it does not seem to have been printed at the time. In 1886 the manuscript emerged at an auction, but again was lost sight of; till finally in 1898 it was rediscovered at the Berlin Royal Library and a copy taken for the Bayr. Blatter of Jan. 1899. A translation of the full text will be found in Prose Works VIII. 279-80.

† Not that Wagner ever denied Mendelssohn’s specific musical gifts : “He was a landscape painter of the very first class,” as he once remarked in course of conversation (June 17, 1879). “The Hebrides-overture is his masterpiece : everything here is marvellously subtly seen, finely felt, and reproduced with the greatest art; the passage where the oboes soar through all the other instruments, like a cry of the wind over the waves of the sea, is of extraordinary beauty. Calm sea and prosperous voyage also is beautiful, and I’m very fond of the first movement of the Scotch symphony; no one can find fault with the composer for making use of national themes. His second themes, however, his Adagios, where the human element should step into the foreground, are certainly much weaker.” Where Wagner considered that Mendelssohn had been hurtful to the spirit of German music, was that, instead of keeping to his speciality, he was made a type for every order, a type of prettification, “as though to give a modern soothing-syrup to Music scared by Beethoven” (H. v. Wolzogen, Erinnerungen an Richard Wagner pp. 31-2).

* H. v. Wolzogen, Erinnerungen, p. 32.

* Of this, in fact, he was afterwards accused; so that, when in 1846 it came to an attack by a man of the standing of Carl Banck, he felt obliged to protest in an “open letter,” the full text of which will be found in Prose Works-VIII. pp. 204-14.

* A translation of this will be found in Vol. VIII. of the Prose Works. The Liebesnahl not entitled an “oratorio,” but a “biblical scene for mate voices and grand orchestra”; its subject is the Pentecostal descent of the Holy Ghost.

† See No. 5730a: in Oesterlein’s catalogue of the Wagner-museum, an agreement entered into with the landlord Dr med. Flemming on March 23, 1843.—Wagner’s first abode in Dresden, end of July 1842 to Spring of 1843, had been No 5 Waisenhausgasse, near the Seethor. Soon afterwards the ramshackle one-storeyed house, built in the rococo period and tumbling to pieces, was pulled down; three houses were erected on its site, $a, $b, 5c. In $b dwelt Alexander Ritter later on, and there received a letter from Liszt with the jocular address “Hern A. Ritter, Waisenhausstrasse Des dur,” i.e. “D flat major.”

* See Appendix.




II.
Representations Without

Meyerbeer and Berlin.—Spohrs kindness; the Hollander at Cassel and Riga.—Other theatres applying for the two operas.— Johann Kittl; Or Pasinelli; Gustav Kietz and the parrot.— Reprise of Rienzi.—Consultations with the directorate.—Leipzig cross-currents, emanating from the Conservatorium.—The Hollander at Berlin : Berlin opposition.—Publication of the pair of operas at his private risk.—Rienzi at Hamburg.

I was deceived at first by the not altogether unreasonable assu?nption of a speedy pecuniary success of my operas, through their extension over all the German theatres.

RICHARD WAGNER.

THE extraordinary initial success of Rienzi inspired Wagner’s intimates with a peculiar anxiety. It finds naive expression in a letter of Ferdinand Heine’s to friend Kietz in Paris: “Rienzi has quite eclipsed the Huguenots. I’m afraid that Meyerbeer, whose influence alike in Paris and Berlin is of enormous importance for Wagner, will end by turning green with envy. He’s a Jew, and what is more, a voracious few !!!! “

Since Wagner’s settling down in Dresden, his relations with the doubtful patron of his Paris period had come to no open rupture. Meyerbeer’s promise of a Berlin production of the Dutchman was still unfulfilled, but the almighty one still gave himself the air of a benevolent protector, and so recently as the 6th of April had written him that that opera would come out in Berlin within a month, i.e. in May. Wagner conveys the information to his Paris friends next day, qualifying it, however, with serious doubts. The latter, to be sure, were not so much directed to the reliability of the maestro himself, as to the competence of the Berlin Opera, over which the composer of the Huguenots had now been presiding for a year as Royal Prussian General-Musik-direktor. Wagner’s doubts were realised : the month of May, in fact the whole of 1843, passed by without another word about the Hollander.

Meanwhile he had won a far sincerer friend and favourer of his work in the person of Ludwig Spohr, who, much as Berlioz in Paris, in general held aloof from the musical world surrounding him. Last summer, some time before the actual rehearsals of Rienzi, the older master, then verging on his sixtieth year, had stood upon the Dresden stage at the same time as Richard Wagner; knowing his shyness toward every innovation in the province of his art—for Spohr had no sympathy even with the Beethoven of the second period—and humbly conscious of his own present “insignificance,” Wagner had purposely kept in the background. The greater his astonishment when barely half a year thereafter, without the faintest hint from his side, the management of the Court-theatre at Cassel sent him a request to hand in the score of his Flying Dutchman for immediate production. Spohr had attended a performance of the work at Dresden in the interval, and derived the most favourable impression : “I believe I know my mind sufficiently,” as he expressed himself in a letter soon afterwards, “to say that among the dramatic composers of our day I consider Wagner the most gifted; at least his endeavour in this work is addressed to what is noble; and that prepossesses nowadays, when all the world is bent on creating a stir and tickling the ears of the crowd.” With such exceptional zeal and affection did he apply himself to the rehearsing, that the Cassel public was prepared in advance for something quite out of the way. The mounting, especially of the third act, left nothing to be desired, and Wagner later on commended it to Weimar as a model; whilst the orchestra under Spohr’s own lead excelled itself. So that the first Cassel performance, June 5, 1843—with Biberhofer in the title-role—enjoyed a well-earned triumph, notwithstanding the sarcasm of the Leipzig Signale : “Two imposing ships, steered with marvellous dexterity across the stage, roused great enthusiasm.” But Spohr was not content with having scored a marked success for his protege; to Wagner’s surprise and delight, he wrote him a letter expressing the great pleasure it had given him to light on a young artist who, as one might see in everything, meant seriously by his art. “The greybeard Spohr,” writes Wagner ten years after, “remained the only German Kapellmeister to take me up with warm affection, promote my works according to his best ability, and keep true and friendly to me under every circumstance.” In his reply of June 10, 1843, he pours forth all the gratitude of an overflowing heart: “I was distressed at having sent my wife already to the baths at Teplitz; not to be able to embrace her in my first joy at your letter, to me was almost a pain.” With touching modesty in presence of an honoured senior, he continues: “Though the public here in Dresden had showered on me demonstrations of approval and esteem, I could not but remember that equal demonstrations had already been shared out to people and for doings to which I must unconditionally refuse my artistic regard. But two words from you—nay, the most active and eventful proof of your sympathy ! that is a case where I must take good care to guard myself against becoming vain and losing my head entirely.”

Another outside theatre had snatched precedence from the Cassel stage by just two days : that at far-away Riga, the control of which still rested in the hands of Johann Hoffmann. The first performance there took place on June the 3rd (May 22, Wagner’s birthday, Russian calendar), Dorn conducting, Karl Gunther playing “the Dutchman,” and Dem. Kohler “Senta.” A glowing account was despatched to the Neue Zeitschrift: “Our latest sensation has been the production of Richard Wagner’s Flying Dutchman. Riga, so far as I am aware, is the first city [apart from Dresden] in which it has crossed the boards. During his stay here Wagner had lived in too unpretentious quiet to raise any special expectations, and perhaps no town has been more spoilt, or more effeminated by Bellinian and Donizettian music, than just this Riga; but—what a reception! Even in the first act a storm of applause burst forth at the first, and still more the second performance, difficult though it was to find a loophole for it in the close-knit numbers. Every number of the second and third acts was received with loud expressions of delight. … Such a reception, hardly to be awaited under the said conditions, can only be explained on the hypothesis that the public had intuitively divined what was clear as day to the musician, namely that it here had to do with a talent that meant to give it something different from Italian milk. … May the Flying Dutchman prove a signal that we soon shall be wholly redeemed from weary wandering on the alien seas of foreign music, and find the happy German homeland.”*

Something akin to the hope thus piously conveyed from Riga must have inspired the young composer when he wrote from Teplitz to F. Heine : “That this opera has won itself friends not only in Dresden, but even at Cassel and Riga, appears to me a weighty indicator that we have only to write as our inborn German sense dictates, making no sort of concessions to a foreign fashion, but simply choosing and treating our subjects as suits ourselves, to be surest of finding favour in the eyes of our countrymen even with such venturesome things. Thus we perhaps may gain once more a native German Opera; and all who despair of it, and hanker after foreign models, might take example by this Dutchman, which assuredly is so conceived as never a Frenchman or Italian would have dreamt of conceiving it.” Yet another, and a less impersonal hope might well be fostered by these Cassel and Riga experiences : that of a rapid circulation of his works throughout the theatres of Germany. Wherever he looked, he could see how these stages at last had come to find their foreign wares discredited, with one French opera after another confessed a failure. Even to leave a feeling of patriotism in the breast of Directors out of the reckoning, might not the general aching void prove the very vacuum for his own productive energy to fill? With one eye on such an eventuality, amid all his other occupations in the last few weeks or months at Dresden he had undertaken the laborious task of so reducing and altering the score of Rienzi that it might be decently given in one evening, even at a second-rate theatre; since he felt justified in building more substantial hopes on this dazzling work than on the Dutchman. As to the latter, the harm he had suffered from a year’s procrastination at Berlin was to be emphasised by an unforeseen fatality: during the night of August 18 to 19 the Royal Opera-house of that city was completely burnt out. On the other hand, he was taken aback by a request from the administration of the Imperial theatre “near the Karthnerthor” in Vienna to write a new opera expressly for its coming season.* It resulted in nothing,—we are unable to discover why. Perhaps the offer was never very seriously meant; anyhow, Wagner dismisses the subject half a year later with the remark, “I declined it; I hate that Donizetti city.”

Other towns seemed more in earnest. From Hamburg director Cornet had applied for Rienzi, with a view to a starring engagement of Tichatschek’s;† and even Leipzig, in spite of its opposition clique, did not appear shut off as yet. Konigsberg held out a promise,‡ and whilst Prague and Dantzig were in treaty for the Flying Dutchman,§ still smaller theatres desired to prove by example that Rienzi w&s by no means that “monstrous opera “on which the powers of their singers and bandsmen must necessarily shipwreck. Thus we find a contemporary paper saying that Rienzi has been accepted for the little theatre of Halle, and “is being squeezed together by the composer to suit its forces.”| The last, most singular announcement is only to be accounted for by the fact that brother Albert was then engaged at Halle as actor and stage-manager, after having completely lost his singing voice; but he went away to Bernburg, and the Last of the Tribunes was spared compression into the strait-waistcoat of this tiny stage. Unfortunately, however, the hopes aroused in other quarters hung fire for the most part; to some extent, because the difficulties of inscenation had been exaggerated; to a greater, because the title-role required a tenor of staying power beyond the ordinary.

At Dresden itself the enthusiasm of Tichatschek ensured the Tribune a splendid representative; yet, since the Devrient’s departure, there lacked a fitting Adriano. How was Rienzi to be resumed in the coming season? This question worries Wagner on his holiday,* which he has scarcely begun than he writes to his former “Irene,” Henriette Wiist, a flattering billet-doux inviting her to take the role of young Colonna in the autumn. “Dear Fraulein Jette,” he begins, in that wheedling tone which always won him the hearts of his artists, “If you won’t sing my Adriano, I shan’t bring you anything;—but if you will, you not only shall have the music sent you very soon, but a charming wedding-present into the bargain.” The note is signed in the same bantering manner, “Your Richard Wagner who is fond of thee”†

The weeks at Teplitz flew only too quickly by, and it is impossible to ascertain whether they bore with them any more definite commencement of the music to Tannhauser. Just before resuming his duties, Wagner took his wife with him to Prague, on a flying visit to his old companion Johann Kittl, who in May had been appointed Director of the Prague Conservatorium, in succession to Dionys Weber and above the heads of numerous competitors, among them even Spohr and Molique. Prague had long enough been held beneath the thumb of narrow Classicism, under the regime of a musician who refused to follow Beethoven any farther than his Second Symphony, and was just beginning to respond to the warmth of younger blood; yet the first months of KittPs office-bearing were sufficiently trying, and he sometimes lost heart. It was Wagner’s friendly task to restore him to self-confidence, and inspire him with fresh courage for the fray.

Returning to Dresden in the best of spirits himself, he found that the brief summer-season under Reissiger and Roeckel had been almost exclusively devoted to Italian Opera. On August 31 he resumed his baton with the Schweizerfamilie, but we have no intention of following him step by step through the monotonous repertory of those days. Already he was plunged heart and soul in his nascent Tannhauser, and found the public clamouring for nothing but a revival of Rienzi—an impossibility during the absence of Tichatschek, who had just obtained his leave. To satisfy the general craving, he consented to conductor Hartung’s arranging several pieces from the opera for his military band; thenceforth they became the main attraction of the garden-concerts on the Bruhl Terrasse, and never failed of an electrifying effect. Nor was this the sole attempt at popularisation, engaged in less for sake of the master or his work, than because the middleman invariably finds such enterprises profitable. A member of the Dresden band selected a theme from the Rienzi ballet-music, to work it up into a ‘ morceau de salon’; as it was one of the least important in this episode—thrown off at Riga with no particular care—Wagner asked in amazement why this theme of all others had been chosen, and received the original reply, “Because it’s the only one in 6/8 time.”

At the end of September, 1843, Tichatschek returned from his starring tour, and joined with Wagner as “Brautfuhrer “(bride-escort) at the marriage of “Fraulein Jette” to Hans Kriete. Since Henriette Wiist had consented to undertake the part of Adriano in the approaching renewal of Rienzi, the “charming wedding present” was now forthcoming—an artistic butter-boat of Bohemian crystal, from Prague or Teplitz. In days gone by the young bride had sung his earliest Scena and Aria at Leipzig (see vol. i. 132); old friendship therefore prompted him to deliver a speech, mingled of seriousness and “side-splitting humour,” at the wedding-banquet. Indeed, the recollections of his comrades of this period represent him as “Playful as a child, exuberant of spirits, prone to the wildest frolics. Up to every kind of mummery, he crept under the table, barked like a dog, and generally played the fool”—not on this particular occasion, let us hope.

Speaking broadly, in spite of many a care not yet disposed of, and many a sign of enmity beginning, this winter of 1843 to 1844 was the most hopeful, and consequently the happiest epoch of all his Dresden embroglio. Since his return from Teplitz he had moved into an unassuming but comfortable home in the Ostra-Allee (No. 6, second floor), for which he paid a yearly rent of 220 thalers, the equivalent of about 33 sterling. An advance-fee of 202 marks-banco for Rienzi, paid him by Hamburg in October, not only contributed to the furnishing of his new apartments, but seemed to him the foretaste of a regular income from his works. His first half-year’s salary had been encroached upon by claims from former days of impecuniosity, but now it looked as if his luck had really changed. At no time did he express himself so positively satisfied with his situation; all the trials recently passed through seemed about to bear their due reward. As he writes to Lobmann, Dec. 9, “An honourable appointment for life, in the most charming of cities and under the most agreeable relations; distinguished by my King and all the public in every way—I can look calmly forward to the spread of my operas, and take time for new works.” More he did not ask from the world, and at no time did this desirable state, both inner and outer, appear more surely grounded. True, he could already say with perfect truth, “No longer can I take a journal into my hands without the certainty of finding myself snarled at or torn to pieces “; yet the position of his works did not strike him as directly imperilled thereby, for he continues: “That will probably go on for a while, until my operas have made the round; these gentry will then be obliged to hold their tongues.” But in Dr F. S. Gassner’s Zt. f. Deittschland’s Musikvereine of 1844 we read these words of J. P. Lyser’s: “Wagner is in the heyday of young manhood; we may therefore hope that he will long be spared to work for our Opera with his present energy. That he should lack of neither covert enviers nor overt foes, is natural enough, with a character so determined. Yet the number of friends who honour in Wagner the gifted artist and the hearty valiant man, is not small. He knows it, rejoices in it, and goes his way unmoved.”

Among the closer friends who gathered round him, besides Tichatschek, Roeckel, Fischer and F. Heine, one of the earliest and truest was Dr med. Anton Pusinelli, a young physician who resided near him in 1843.* On the occasion of a serenade with which the artist had been honoured by the Dresden Liedertafel, Pusinelli had approached him for the first time, and acquainted him with his devotion. “It was a presage of Richard’s greatness that drew me to him from the first; for I had not yet understood him,” he wrote in one of his last letters, adding: “The epigoni have less trouble!” He soon entered into friendly intercourse with Wagner — beneficial to both sides,—became his careful medical attendant, and proved an ever ready counsellor in many of the outward difficulties of the artist’s chequered life. Though their paths diverged ere long, the friendship of these two continued for close on five-and-thirty years, down to Geh. Hofrath Pusinelli’s death at Dresden, April 1, 1878. Shortly before his decease the Hofrath became the Dresden representative of the Bayreuth Patronatverein, and it was a peculiar grief to him that, his bodily ailments increasing, he was unable to do as much for it as he would have liked; Wagner had sent him the manuscript of the Parsifal poem to read, and one of his latest messages to the master conveyed his hearty thanks for “this fresh achievement of the German Spirit’s.”

Another and still younger friend was Gustav Kietz, aged seventeen at the time of their first acquaintance, the talented brother of Wagner’s old comrade in Paris. Gustav—whom we shall constantly meet during the next few years—was then attending the Dresden Academy, to learn sculpture under Prof. Rietschel. His first visit to Wagner had been paid in the Waisenhausgasse, just before the production of Rienzi; he was received with the heartiest welcome, and only blamed for not having introduced himself earlier. All Wagner’s attachment to his Paris friend, all his gratitude for the latter’s many proofs of faithful sympathy, were transferred to this young man, who soon became his special protege, and whose letters to his elder brother (now in the possession of Frau Prof. Elisabeth Geisberg, Gustav’s daughter) are filled with enthusiasm for Wagner’s works, his person and his home. “I have seen and heard Rienzi” says an early one; “never has music so transported me, as this.” Again, he relates his impressions of the Flying Dutchman, the music of which he “almost prefers to Rienzi”; the animation with which Wagner had conducted; and the tempestuous calls for the author. Another time he tells of his visits to the Wagners’ apartments, “I like going there; they’re glorious people. The other day Mme. Wagner told me they had sent you money, that you might come back at last. On the 8th of January [i.e. after the third performance of the Dutchman Wagner had dreamed of you, and cried out in his sleep : ‘ Shame on you, Kietz ! Keep faith with yourself, for mercy’s sake, or nothing will come of you’—then she had woken him up.” At first young Gustav was afraid of vexing the master by calling too often; but upon hearing his reason one day, after the removal to the Ostra-Allee, Wagner told him, “That’s nothing, dear Herr Kietz. We must fix one day at least in the week, for you to come to dinner; if you’re able to come oftener, especially of a Sunday, when we’ve always something good to eat, the better shall we be pleased.” From that time forth—according to Kietz’s reminiscences dictated to his daughter—he became a regular weekly guest at Wagner’s table down to May 1849. As a typical instance of Wagner’s disinterested kindness to young people (denied in blindly hostile quarters), and since this friendship formed a feature of the whole of the master’s Dresden period, we will quote in his own words the account given by Gustav of his footing in the Wagner household :—

“I felt infinitely happy with him and his dear wife; they did everything in their power for me, a homeless orphan, to make me feel at home. He took me in particular under his educational wing, interested himself in my questions, roused me on every side, and lent me volumes from his library; in short, I owe him a lifelong debt for what he was to me in youth. The hours spent in his house are the brightest of my younger days; more cordial with every week of intercourse, he was ever stimulating, and full of bubbling humour. As to ‘good-feeding,’ too, both did their best for me. ‘Kietz must grow fat, wife,’ he would say and put the best and biggest pieces on my plate; and an occasional feeling of over-repletion was the only disagreeable I ever experienced at their hands. Sometimes a sister of Frau Minna’s (Natalie) and Wagner’s niece Johanna were also table-guests; the latter always called me her Ganymede. Frau Wagner was a sympathetic soul, most amiable and kind at heart, though she later looked askance at her husband’s regardlessness of sacrifice in the pursuit of his ideals. To her, after all their cares and want and struggles, the sure position of a Royal Kapellmeister was everything; he, on the other hand, was never so regardless of anyone, as of himself. — Their musical duets were very comical, when he would play the pianoforte while his wife supplied a clarinet accompaniment, which she was very clever at imitating with her mouth. Often, if I arrived before the dinner hour, Wagner was still busy shaving in his room, singing all sorts of snatches of light opera between the strokes, such as ‘ Wenn mir dein Auge strahlet’ and so forth; or he would suddenly call through the open door, ‘ Kietz, we haven’t any children yet!’ Beloved domestic pets were Peps, a kind of spaniel, and Papo, a parrot who was allowed the freedom of an open perch, and whom I loved to tease till its feathers bristled. If Wagner wasn’t ready when the soup came in, Frau Minna would order ‘ Papchen’ to call its master, and the bird would cry ‘Richard! Freiheit! Santo spirito !’ to his perpetual amusement. During our meal, Papo would imitate the sound of a creaky door so accurately that I always fell into the trap and looked round for the intruder, to Wagner’s huge delight. As soon as he came into the room he made straight for the bird, bent his head down, and the parrot would thrust its beak between his wide shirt-collar and his neck, caressing its master. But whenever I came near it, Papo would ruffle up its plumage, to no small surprise of Wagner, who knew nothing of my passion for teasing it.”*—We shall return to Gustav’s reminiscences when we reach the performance of the Ninth Symphony in 1846, but must now get back to business.

At the beginning of November Wagner sent the score of the Hollander to Prague, to director Stoger, who had held out hopes of its speedy production there. At like time he writes to friend Kittl: “You’ll keep an eye on the performance, won’t you? If the basso is good, one of my main conditions is fulfilled; the Grosser will be all right;* only, on the part of the bass it needs much good will as well, for his role is exceedingly difficult— particularly in a purely musical respect. As for the mounting, I have referred Stoger to the machinist of the Cassel Court-theatre, who will give him the best and most practical suggestions. But you must also take the conductor, Herr Skraup, in hand† he, too,fmust have a specially good will, and later on much patience, more particularly with his orchestra; the violins have devilish hard things to play. Give Skraup my compliments and kind regards. —The most sensible thing you could do—would be to compose an opera yourself as soon as possible, to give me the opportunity of repaying you in kind at Dresden. How are you off for a text?” We shall discover later how Kittl was off for a text (cf. vol. i. 345);|but the production of the Hollander, originally contemplated for the month of December, was put off and off, until at last the score came back unused. The actual first performance at Prague did not take place till thirteen years thereafter (Sept. 1856). To be sure, it then was for the beginning of a “Wagner week,”—but too late to counteract the advantage gained in the interim by an established opposition.

On the 19th of November Rienzi, rehearsed anew, was once more set before the Dresden public. Frau Kriete played Adriano with her wonted ability, while her former role, that of Irene, was undertaken by a younger singer, Frl. Wachter. In its new setting—with the orchestration revised as already mentioned —the opera ran through another eleven performances in the twelvemonth,‡ two of which were devoted to the first part, i.e. the unabbreviated first two acts, under the title of RienzVs Grosse. The Dutchman, as observed before, had been laid on the Dresden shelf; in any case it would have been out of the question, so far as the composer was concerned, to revive it in the absence of Frau Schroder-Devrient while the other, or rather the principal character could be entrusted to no more satisfactory a representative than its first exponent. In general, however,—whatever under-currents may have been secretly at work—Wagner seems to have been sailing in smoother waters just now, as regards his official relations, and willingly took part in the numerous sittings of the managerial committee, only too anxious to help the theatre out of its chronic state of muddle. Among other measures, he was able to get a resolution passed, that “all singers who have touring-leave provided in their contracts shall henceforth take it at one and the same time.” This was to put an end to the absurdity of losing first one’s tenor, then one’s prima donna, and again one’s bass, in the height of the season, with the result that a work already rehearsed, and even definitely announced, had to be suddenly dropped, not unfrequently for ever. “Whether all our singers, especially Tichatschek and the Schroder-Devrient, will accommodate themselves to this necessary regulation, is certainly a question,” remarks J. P. Lyser in Gassner’s magazine (1844—cited antea), “but we shall hope that, to its own honour and in the interest of the whole institution, our Court-theatre Intendanz will suffer no rebellion here, but enforce obedience to Wagner’s arrangements.” A missive to Frau Kriete will shew how glad the Generaldirektion was, about this time, to throw its burden on his shoulders: “Most valued friend, would you do us (for I write in the name of a much-harassed Direktion and Regie) the great kindness to sing Agathe to-morrow, in order that the only opera feasible under present circumstances, the Freischutz, may be given? Since Norma cannot be, and the Daughter of the Regiment is also impossible through the Gentil-uomo’s illness;* Czar and Zimmermann, the Wildschiitz etc., are rendered impossible by gaps in the cast; moreover, since other operas, such as the Dame blanche would be declined by Tichatschek without a rehearsal—for the moment there remains nothing for us but to appeal to your obligingness, not to leave us entirely stranded. Or have you any other proposal to make? It would be very welcome. My God, when a Regisseur is ill, a Kappellmeister has terrific cares ! “

Meantime Leipzig had been renewing inquiries about Rienzi. For months the question had often been raised, why Leipzig itself did not mount Wagner’s operas, “each of which has more grit in it than a whole dozen French or Italian novelties.” Somehow there had been no intelligible answer under Ringelhardt’s rule; but with the approaching transference of his directorship to Karl Christian Schmidt it became more and more definitely noised about that Rienzi would be “one of the first operas to come out under the new management.”* In the composer’s own birthplace it was doubly natural that people should look for a performance of the most successful opera of recent days, a work that continued to be acclaimed in the sister-city with an enthusiasm at least equal to that of its original reception. Nevertheless the expectation proved illusory; in influential regions it found as little favour as formerly the Feen and the Liebesverbot, and not so long ago the Hollander despatched from Paris. Nor was it entirely the Director’s fault. Under the undisputed sway of the Gewandhaus conductor and his satellites, a considerable counter-current had made itself felt among the musical bigwigs of the town. As Wagner says in the Appendix to Judaism in Music (1869), “Erewhile an actively distinguished factor in our German life through its university and important book-trade, Leipzig was learning even to forget the natural sympathies of local patriotism so willingly evinced by every other German city.” In April 1843 the Leipzig Conservatorium, founded by Mendelssohn, had been opened with much ceremony, and the Hebrew master’s flock espied in it another point of union; for his appointment as Royal Prussian General Music-Director, shortly before, had simply spun an extra aureole around his head, without necessitating any length of absence from Leipzig and the circle of his worshippers. Even Robert Schumann, who at first had followed a very different line from that of Mendelssohn, alike in his journal and his compositions, had been drawn more and more beneath the subtle influence, little as his admiration for the general idol was rewarded by any deeper sympathy with his own creations. Schumann was enrolled as teacher at the Conservatorium, but could not stand it for more than a year. He did not give it up because he wanted to remove to Dresden, but removed to Dresden because Leipzig had become insufferable: in fact, after parting with his Neue Zeitschrift, there was no sure guarantee of his support in Dresden at the time he moved there (1844). At a charity-concert given by the Kapelle in the Dresden Court-theatre on the 23rd of December, 1843, he had conducted his Paradise and the Peri*;
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