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10.“Why don’t you sing in Germany?”

There’s no doubt that Lehmann considered herself a writer. Poetry, a novel, her
early autobiography, the pedagogical books, all were published in her lifetime. Her
satirical novelette On Heaven, Hell, and Hollywood can be found in this volume. In the
following pages you’ll find articles that Lehmann wrote about her experiences in
the States, a poem, and other pieces meant for publication in American

magazines.
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T heatre Arts Monthly April 1937; also Players At Work 1937 as
“The Singing Actor”

The Singing Actress Attacks
Her Part

LOTTE LEHMANN

The good fortune which enabled us to add Mme. Lehmann’s
article to this series on the working methods of distinguished
players still prevails, permitting us to announce for next month
a study of ‘ The Dancing Actor: Fred Astaire’.— Editors’ Note.

HE APPROACH to a new part in opera is a highly individual prob-
Tlem for each singer. The obvious approach is, of course, through
the music, and most singers focus their attention first upon the music
as the only real clue to the dramatic action.

This is in direct contrast to the method of approachinga song, how-
ever. In studying a song I never begin with the music, but first con-
sider the text, to which the accompaniment is, in the beginning, of
secondary importance. I build up my songs from their actual founda-
tions — the words — my interpretations flowing always from a deep
sense of the poetry in the music. It is this poetry which inspires the
composer to build up the wondrous interweaving of speech and mel-
ody that is a song; it is this poetry which inspires him to interpret the
verse in his music and to create a harmonious entity. To many singers
the poetry will necessarily seem secondary until it is recreated through
union with the music, and thus expressed more clearly and more mean-
ingfully to all the senses. But to me the actual sound of the words is
all-important; I feel always that the words complete the music and
must never be swallowed up in it. The music is the shining path over
which the poet travels to bring his song to the world.

For an operatic part, on the other hand, I always start with the
score as a foundation for the interpretation. Only from a study of the
score can there come a true emotional understanding of the dramatic
action of the opera, and it is only after I am thoroughly familiar with
the music that I immerse myself in the libretto, to study my role from
its purely dramatic aspect in order to judge whether I am suited to it.
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The singing actress must always find the clue to a character in
opera for herself. A stage director can help her, to be sure, but the
greatest stage director, the one whom one follows as a final authority,
1s the music. The singer who approaches his part, looking on the music
as of secondary importance, as though he were approaching a play
instead of a music-drama, is not only a bad musician but a bad oper-
atic artist. In the true artist there is an inherent inner capacity to
sense musical and dramatic values simultaneously, and without this
sixth sense the opera singer will never be able to give a convincing por-
trayal, no matter how much study is put into a role.

The singer who is creating an operatic part is naturally less free
than the dramatic actor. He is, to somé exten t, the slave of the music,
and must follow it and adapt all his actions to it. I have sometimes en-
vied the freedom of the stage actor, who has the opportunity of unre-
strained surrender to the character he is portraying. But when I once
confessed this to a great actress whom I admired, she answered:
‘Good Gracious! — and I envy you, who have the mighty stream of
music to carry you on, to release the underlying emotion, so that an
inappropriate gesture or a falsity of mood is almost impossible.” On
closer thought I realized how true this was. To the opera singer the
music is the basis of all stage behavior, a fine restraining force, at the
same time as it is the root of all character in terpretation.

My own acting always stems from personal experience and a men-
tal conception of what is true and beautiful in life. But when I am on
the stage I forget self and audience, everything but the role I am play-
ing and the music I am singing. For only wheh heart and mind fuse
into perfect union can one produce a characterization of poetic vitality
and basic truth.

The most rewarding parts I have played in opera have been those
-in which I could express a really vital, human quality, while still re-
taining a correct singing style. A pure singing role, however, whose
ultimate success lies only in a correct vocal and technical approach
and not in the living character, has never interested me. The parts I
have enjoyed the most have been the Marschallin in Rosenkavalier,
Leonora in Fidelio, Elisabeth in Tannhiuser and Sieglinde in Dije
Walkiire, roles of varied type; I should be sorry indeed to be limited
to Wagnerian parts.

The Wagnerian singer must, of course, suit her mood and action
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LOTTE LEHMANN

SINGING ACTRESS

With one of the world’s magnificent voices and
blessed as well with an acting ability rare among
opera stars, Lotte Lehmann, author of the ac.
companying article, is on the roster of artists at
the Metropolitan Opera House, where she sings
all too rarely, and is a bright light in the annual
Salzburg Festival productions. She appears,
above, as Sieglinde in Die Walkiire; upper right,
as Leonora in Fidelio; right, as Manon in the
opera of the same name.

186



Skall

LOTTE LEHMANN against backgrounds evocative of operatic mag-
nificence: As Desdemona in the Viennese production of Verdi’s Otello; and
as Eva, one of her many Wagnerian roles, in Die Meistersinger.

General Photographic Agency, Ltd.
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to the nobility and flow of the music, which dictates this action. In a
Strauss role, however, the singing actress must act her part freely and
with seeming inattention to the restrictions of the music. That is, per-
haps, why Christine in Strauss’ Intermezzo was, for me, the most
difficult role to prepare and sing. I did the premiere in Dresden, where
Strauss himself was present at all the rehearsals and made very clear
to me the manner in which he wanted the role to be treated. He wanted
a new vocal style, half speaking and half singing, and emphasized
that, although he had written exact notes for the part, he wished me
rather to build up my own interpretation than to adhere too meticu-
lously to these notes. As Christine I played the part of a shrew (inci-
dentally a caricature of a composer’s wife); in her scolding and tem-
pestuous moods I was required to be fully cognizant of the music and
yet to subordinate it entirely to the action and speech. I found it very
difficult to acquire this technique, but Strauss was pleased with the
results. Probably the reason this role has never become popular in
Europe is because its new singing style is completely foreign to the
usual opera technique.

To sing the Marschallin in Rosenkavalier on one night, striving for a
mellow, understanding characterization, and on the next night to sing
the youthful, passionate Leonora in Fidelio is to exercise one’s full
range of emotions. It is continual exercise of this sort from which the
singing actress and her audience benefit, the actress acquiring new
means of expressing music and drama, and affording new satisfaction
to the audience.

In every detail of performance a singing actress is dependent on the
singers who play opposite her. I have never understood the star who
enjoys playing with a mediocre cast in order to shine out the more
brilliantly himself, for the essence of any fine dramatic or operatic
production is harmonious integration of all performances. Alfred Jer-
ger, with whom I sang in Strauss’s Intermezzo and Arabella, and the
unforgettable Richard Mayr, furnished perfect complements to my
acting efforts, I found. I will never forget our Rosenkavalier rehearsals
in which Mayr, playing the part of Baron Ochs, struck the keynote of
the whole performance for me in his vivid characterization. Stage
association with other inspiring actors is a stimulation for one’s own
performance that cannot be measured. The final integration of the
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work of one actor with another comes, of course, through the stage
director.

We have come to realize the close integration between all aspects
of opera, to know that neither music nor action, nor staging, is suffi-
cient unto itself, or unto an operatic production as a whole. A practical
and effective stage director will not attempt to force his ideas on an
actress, nor will a sensitive interpreter persist in a portrayal which
does not jibe with the rest of the production. There must always be
give and take between stage director and singing actor or actress, to
bring two dissimilar interpretations into a satisfactory dramatic
balance. Most conductors concern themselves solely with the music,
but there are exceptions. Toscanini and Bruno Walter, for example,
have an eye for the stage as well as the music, and with such men as
these one hardly needs a regisseut.

I shall always remember with gratitude the man to whom I owe
the original decision to attempt Fidelio. It was on the occasion of the
Beethoven Centenary in 1926 that Franz Schalk inspired me to try
this. I trusted his friendly advice and can never forget his interpreta-
tion of this noblest of all operas, his humble, wholly forgetful musi-
cianship, and — 1 may rightly be proud to say it — his joy in my
Leonora. I have since sung the role under various conductors, but I
shall always remember most fondly Franz Schalk to whom I owe
Ieonora, Bruno Walter who led me to a deeper conception of the part,
and Arturo Toscanini who raised me above myself with his strong,
suggestive will. Schalk, if he liked a voice very much, was apt to for-
get in his enthusiasm that there are limits to a singer’s powers. Walter,
on the contrary, was careful always to eliminate the element of strain.
His deep understanding and great sympathy for the singer are perhaps
not to be equaled. The artist is continually protected by his considera-
tion, and technical difficulties of singing and nervous inhibitions alike
are easily overcome under such a conductor. When first I sang opera
under the inexorable Toscanini I was a little apprehensive. One hears
everywhere of Toscanini’s inspiring rehearsals, but also a good deal
about his lack of consideration. I had even heard that he required ten
hours a day of singing with full voice. (My hair stood on end at this
thought.) Actually Toscanini was full of consideration, always advis-
ing us to save our voices when, under the spell of his magic, we spent
ourselves too lavishly. One thing, to be sure, he demanded: concentra-
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tion — unconditional devotion to the task in hand and complete, per-
fect understanding of its scope. But no true artist could possibly re-
main passive in the presence of this passionate, almost fanatic will.
Toscanini knows no concessions, he despises all incompetence, and
where Walter overcame difficulties with understanding and sympathy,
it was Toscanini’s glowing will that wrought perfection. It is an over-
powering force that would impel one to follow him even if the Maes-
tro’s own selfless devotion to his work did not immediately rule out
anything but uninterrupted concentration on the part of the musi-
cians under him.

It may be of interest to the reader to know something of the re-
hearsal procedure for a new opera. After thoroughly studying the
libretto and music by himself the singer has several rehearsals with the
co-repetitor. It is the co-repetitor who assists the conductor at all re-
hearsals and often conducts the singers from the prompt-box at a
performance, so that the conductor can give more attention to the
orchestra. When he has thoroughly mastered the part, the singer goes
over it with the conductor at the piano for several rehearsals. Then
follow more rehearsals with the other singers, but without chorus.
These rehearsals take place on the stage with the co-repetitor at the
piano and under the direction of the regisseur. During stage rehearsals
the regisseur makes constant suggestions, since he sees the stage as a
whole, which of course the singer is not able to do. The regisseur is, as
it were, the mirror in which the unified production is reflected. Next
come rehearsals with chorus, and, finally, with the orchestra. It is
important to note that there is never a rehearsal without music, and
that the action is never disassociated from the musical background.

The physical means of proj ecting a characterization in opera — the
gesture and movement — are, of course, affected not only by the scale
of the music but (just as a dramatic performance would be) by the
scenic production and the size of the stage and auditorium.

Where there may be three or twenty-three theatres in a large city,
there is rarely more than one opera house. The opera auditorium must,
therefore, be large enough to accommodate a goodly audience at one
time. Then, too, where the theatre stage may be intimately propor-
tioned for drawing-room comedy with a small cast of characters, oper-
atic stages must be large enough to accommodate huge choruses.
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Wagner was the first composer to take the size of the opera house
into consideration and to write operas of broad universal theme to
which the sweeping and elemental gesture (which the size of the opera
héuse demands) is far more suited than is the minute and intimate
gesture of the small stage. Perhaps the reason that the public recog-
nizes a tradition of convincing operatic acting in the Wagner operas is
because of their very adaptability to the large operatic stage. The old
Italian and French operas, on the other hand, with their small scale
action, have had to be over-acted on the big opera stages, in order to
be projected across the footlights at all; and so an audience, accus-
tomed to fine nuances of acting on the legitimate stage, is often apt to
think of the opera singer as over-playing his role.

Dr. Herbert Graf’s Philadelphia production of Der Rosenkavalier
two years ago, in which the stage was cut down to proportions suited
to the action of the boudoir and tavern scenes, which are on small com-

edy scale, enabled the opera actors to play the opera with a new re-

spect for its subtle comedy values. The reverse problem presented
itself to Dr. Graf at Salzburg this past summer, however. There it was
found necessary to enlarge a very small opera stage. Dr. Graf did an
extraordinary job with the tiny Salzburg Festival stage In putting on
the mob scene and the final festival scene in Die Meistersinger. In
each case he had two-hundred-and-twenty-five people on a tiny stage,
and, since he could not fit them gracefully on one level, he built up
various levels, accommodating three times as many people as would
have been possible otherwise. -

Whatever questions of technique and problems of production may
precede the operatic performance, it has been my own experience that
in the instant of the actual singing of an opera role we are apt to forget
all technicalities. When I am giving myself over completely to any
part, I do not have time to analyze my approach or attack. I am
afraid I play the part only as I know in my heart that it must be done,
unconsciously echoing Mephisto’s advice to Faust in Goethe’s illumi-
nating lines:

Grau, teuerer Freund, ist alle Theorie —
Und griin des Lebens gold’ner Baum.

(All theory, dear friend, is drab —
And fresh the golden tree of life.)

292

191



TR ICDONEL

By LOTTE LEHIMANN
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n completely rounded performance;
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1t i not the indlvidual perfermancs,
witleh e effective; on tho contrary, |
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that very usrmony, waich g eason-
tin) for bringing tkn opara to lifa,
dalisturped. 3
1 might sav—the greatar tha .
artiat, tae greater will b his desiro-
to ba a part of the whola, vather.
than an outstanding figuru, and
cortatnly thers is mo more buautl-
tul experience In tha life af an|
Gpere singer whan tne fexling thatf
through his complete harmony with
tha ensemble ha has heen aile to
give It Inspiratinn and carry it with
Eim, lust as an ctiter cceaslons he
kimaelf has peen Inapired and ralsed
‘o & naw .svel of accompiishment
through the superlatlve perform- .
anes of a graat colleagiue.
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What a dlfZsrant world is the con-:
cart platform ¢f the Llsder singer!’
Davald of all cutward aids, with-
put the lluslona which sconery con-
veys, he standa alona nn tha bara
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urely from within himaslf, within:
the simpio and compresssd frama'
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guality of his artistie Veraonaiity, |
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audience Forgets boin itself and tha,
singer and 18 lost with oum in the
mysierious d2pihs of sometking at

ance  xelfless Aand franscendent -
that 19 the goai of the Liader
HITFOT.

~ua Lied fz a wenderful intar-
weavieg of word and tone. The text

TRt be gung, tharefore, as though
v were created to be racited and:
the melody asg if it a mcng’
witheut words, To ramain sochun
mils set by thie stvla of Lieder
s:nging and ver to iranaform thi
stage iotp a ;lving scena—that s the
grear task of the artlat. The mors!
rn glves of his own feching the more
ne crective in hla own right. IZ.
cne ser8 & picture which ls only |
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A Distingnished Fxponent
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Diacusses Some
Requirements

prative,
trua pit. Tho palnter must ineplra
tha pletura with hia own creative
praath, must give it the siamp of
his own perscnality, im order to
maka it a lving thlng.

Tla zapie may be said of ringing.
N5 one oan ha couvinsing who doas
ani feel deeply. Neveriholess, to ra-
maln tha mastor of one's fecling an
that !t does nnt inh'bit and hinder
tha éevelapiment of the tene ls 2
difficuly tusk. We all atrive Ior per-
faction. however anatialoable It
may ba. Parfnction, howsewver, does
nat Ue alone 1n techriqua; thls cun
oniy mnrovida ths instrument on
which tka arlist pleys. Parfection
requirea
which comed only from tha heart.
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“'hen T atudy a new Licder pro-
gram T pur 1t aslds for a few days
afrer I nave mastered 11 tachcically
and muogically, I must not fellinio
reutine which e the enemy of true
art. I want always to experience
arew whena I slng, and my fesling
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racital, I do not think at all of m¥
program, bu: rether sing other
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onn daca not coralder it

the awakening strengthi
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is *hen like & rebirth, a fresh and-

vitalizirng expariencs.

Tra road toward becoming a Lia-
der mingar ia A long one. I had to
lanrn everyihing through my own
experisnca, [ had 0 me<e my own
ottatnkes, working out my path for
myself. Certainly 7 aludied with ae-
anmpaniets, followed mureh advice,
mistrusied many warnings, cen-
gldered much waica wes traditicn-
&l, but accepted enly that whick
[ could make my own. I was al-
ways geeking and setting new goals
for mysnf.
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ins

‘n hiny the corfirmatlon of my con-
ceplien that tha Lied—always with-
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goens, smafzed from  the purely
splritual and trarnsformed lnto the
nulgebenats of reality, To conia back
to painting- delicate  water-cciors
g.va a landscapa a subtle transpar-!
aney, yer the same landacape whan |
pafated  with the :nora intense
splendnr ol oil  colors.  seems
ahanged into aomathing very dif-
farent. In the snme way, the gamse
snng can hae sung with very differ-
eht congeptions.
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Thera !s no tight or wrong way it |
riie concepticn 13 born af a decpl
ennviction. Thera 1a rothing I hate .
more than the doctrine that a aong'
must be sung in Just ona way. Art!
musr he aliva and lving feel[ngi
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ing ricnness of the heart. I do nat]
always sing & song the seme way. I
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tzinly ba no creativs artist. :

To find the measure and detor-
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e S

today theo singer whe beit repre-
gants tho style of Llader singing in
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in the opera.
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Just as the most important thing
In the opera ls to throw one's aelf!,
completely into the character which :
one reprasents, so s 1t necessary
in Lieder singing ‘o make the
words af the poem a llving crea-
tion. Paem and melody are of equal
importanca. They ars intenvoven
in ong another, flowering =28 from
a single root. In my opinton no ans
can ba a good Ileder singar whaol
cannot recita the pusm, without;
tnusis, eonvincingly. 1f I am laarn-'
ing & song, I recite It for mymeif.
Tt wag the poem which inspired the
composatr. I miiat also feel the poern
ag he relr it, in order to re-create,
the miisle. i

A Tjeder singer must be hoth poet
and musiclan in a re-craativs sense..
As Bgathoven has sald- ‘"Melody is |
the senanal life ot postry.’” So the '
singer must maks ooth melody and ’
poetry his awn, but, in addition, in |
order to bring them to glowing llte, |
he must give to them hls own sing-|
ing aoul.

L SN p S Lo Co e Sy SR e E e ko g

192

v LA

8 ETTARX

TR

4 4 de it a.



A hitherto unpublished poem by Lotte Lehmann. An English translation follows.

DREIKLANG
S,
von Lotte Lehmann

Des Dichters gluehende Gedanken

Zu Versen in einander ranken,

Aus denen seine Seele ringend spricht =
Und so entstand ein Kunstwerk: das Gedicht.

Musik bringt das Gedicht zum Toenen.,

Auf Schwingen, zarten, wunderschoenen,

Der Vers, zwiefach geboremn, klingend zieht -
Musik und Dichtung formten so das Lied.,

Das Lied jedoch soll Eueh verkuenden,
Was mir in tiefem Nachempfinden
Aus Dichtung und Musik erklang:
Ich will es Euch erzaehlen im Gesang.
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Here’s an English translation of Lehmann’s poem “Dreiklang” or “Irtiad” by

Judith Sutcliffe.

The poet’s thoughts
Interweave tendrils of verse

From which his soul speaks clearly.
And thus 1s formed The Poem.

Music brings tonality to the words,
Gently, beautitully,
And the verse, twice born, grows in sound

And thus 1s formed The Song.

Yet the song must express to you
Through the music and words
What I most deeply feel

And I will tell it to you 1n Singing.
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The following pages are too clean for Lehmann’s typing and are probably re-

worked from either her handwriting or typed pages. There is no indication of the

proposed publisher.

It is marvelous to be back in Vienna at Haster time.
The winter in America was unusually severe and long, and now
it seems as though I were suddenly transported inte blooming
spring. I think gratefully of my season in Ameriea which was
S0 enormously eventful, and I look forward to Vienna, and the
Pleasure of singing the role of "Tabuna” with my honored and
beloved friend Bruno Walter. To work on a new role with him
means for me a period full of new and splendid artistic im-
pressions and inspirations. How fortunate are we that this
conductor, acclaimed by the entire world, should have made
his headquarters at our own Vienna operal It mekes me full
of gratitude. |

And now I must speak of another great man, sn absgo-
lute super-being: of Maestro Arturo Toscanini. I learned to
know him this last winter in New York ard had the great good
fortune to sing under his conductorship on the radio. Perhaps
you do not know that radio organization is differently handed
in America than in Europe. There, large firms buy an hour of
radlo time. At this time they present a coneert of the
highest quality, in order to begin and end with a short
advertising speech. The Metropolitan Opera performance is
broadeast each Saturday ~ I am not sure whlch company it is
which bays this enormous sum, in order to advertise its
product in the intermission, The mos t distinguished and most

expensive concerts are sponsored by the Cadillae Automobile
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Company. They pay fantastic sums in order that after such a
concert, lasting about an hour, they may devote fhve moments
to speaking about their incomparable and excellent Cadillaec.
The climax for me was a concert under Toscaninj who directed
at the Radio City studie for the first time and had brought
with him his marvelous Philharmonic orchestra. I was soloist
at the concert. To see Toscanini rehearse snd direct is an
unforgettable experience. To see him stride to the dais
with rapid steps, with merely a distracted greaeting to a
wildly acclaiming publie, is to feel at once how remote is
any trace of pose or calculated effect, from this man. The
publiec is there to listen - well and good - but for him it
does not exist., He produces for himself, completely
sbsorbed in his art. And I am sure that the sounds of ap-
plause, reaching his ears, drag him back, almost protesting,
into the world of reality - and he waves his thenks briefly

.. almost reluctantly - in vivaecious Latin fashion -

relegating his success to his orchestra. The atmosphere at
the beginning of the concerts is charged with intense
expectancy. There is something of the magician sbout him -
and one senses the tense concentration of the orchestra,
meeting his donimating will with every nerve of its own
will. Three short raps on his stand - he conducts every-
thing from memory - and with the last short rap, flashing
like the stroke of a whip - he launches headlong into the

'music.
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It was glorious to sing under him and I am proud
that he attended my subsequent concerts and operatic per-
formances aml showed as much beneveolence and friendship for
me as I feel veneration ard admiration for him.

This year I sang for the first time in the
Metropolitan in company with many good friends.....whom I
was delighted to see sgain. It was wonderful to sing under
Artur Bodangky. The Metropolitan has been directed for
many years by Gatti-Casazga, for whom all members feel a
warm friendship. Gifted with exceptionally un-Italien
equanimity, his very presence is calming snd his solomhic
Judgments in prima-donna battles are mroverbial. One can
see him at.nny time without ceremony. Never before have I
seen & theatricsl mansger who cares so little sbout appearing
to be the Boss, and who really iz one.

During the season I had little epportunity to sing
at the Metropolitan, due to my many concert dates. For next
season, there is talk of "Rosenkavalier" - with myself in
the role of "The Marschallin" for the Metropolitan opening.
Perhaps they will also rovivo"Fldolio"for me, which I
fervently hope. Nevertheless, my concert activity will not
be in any way limited by the Metropolitan, for I am happy
that I am equally at home in the .concert and opora‘wcrldl
and would never give up the one for the other. Inexhauste
ible - the concert possibilities in Americal In the
provinges the prégrems must be varied and in several languages
and intermixed with arias, which I am unused to singing at

concerts..... The public of the large cities, however, is as
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understanding and exacting as in any Huropean metropolis. The
reaction to & good artistic program is a great joy and satis-
faction to any serious artist. The gigantie eoncert balls
(even in small cities) are astonishing - seating ecapacity for
5,000 to 6,000 peoplet One of the most beautiful concert
balls I have ever seen 1s in Teledo, Ohio. Surrounded by a
gallery and columns in Greek style, with a deep blue ceiling
over the hall, it is like a dark night sky, when the lights
fade at the begimning of the concert. It gave me the impres
slon of standing in one of the unforgettable classical theatpres
of Athens....

One more friendship I must mention - my acquaintance
with the anghanting Geraldine Farrar, once the favorite Star
of the Metropolitan. She 1s still so lovely that it seems
impossgible to me to address her, as one would others, by her
first neme Geraldine - snd so I ecalled her "Joveliest,".
Whoever has once seen those luminous eyes, radiating youth
and rifo,-frwn under silver grey hair, that flowerlike mouth,
a little tired, perhaps, will understand this, we were with
her for luncheon and she reminisced of an unbelievably
glor#&a palt. By the way, she admires Bruno Walter enormously
and regretted grestly that she had never sung under him., I
listened to her untiringly. .

I have left behind me in New York nany dear friends
and parting was very sad, in spite of all joyous anticipation
of Vienna. However, one should never look back, and there is
80 muech of beauty ahead of us. There is always something new
to ¥njoy - Vienns, London, Paris, vacation, Salgburg, And
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The following pages are too neat for Lehmann’s typing. It is probably a re-working

of a Lehmann manuscript by Frances or a secretary.

SUMMFRDAYS BETWEFEN BUFFPALO & MILWAUKEF,
J By Lotte Lehmann.
It is in the early part of January,1934. ‘4 furious storm

is raging and beating against the ice-covered windows of our
hotel-room in Buffalo. Our Song-Recital is advertised for the
evening, therefore the wise thing to do is to stay indoors,
where it is warm, and take things easy. Bubt - with % Hiagars
Palls so near, how could I resist the temptation to-see them at
e¢lose ranged 1 wrafped myself in furs, heavy blankets and warm
overshows and off we drove. The automobile practically fought
its way through the driving storm, that came up whistling from
the almost frozen waves of Lake Frie. In spite of the cold and
driving wind we made good headway, thanks to the good American
roads, and soon we reached the Canadian'border. And I do believe
the Palls are even more impressive from the Canadiqn side than
e on the American side. The pieture in front of us made an
unforgettable impression -~ words cannot express the beguty and
gigantiq grandeur of ghe Falls, with the tumbling, snowwhite
showexs of water turbulently falling over the cliffs, down into
the seething and sbteaming, noisily foaming waters. Underneath the
Palls there is a cellar-like tunnel with observation platforms :
hewed in, where the View of the Falls is most awesome; they seem
to fall right on top of us and we feel like pigmies in s world
cf giants. We were given heavy, high rubber boots and raincoats,
and resembled the advertisements of fishermen of the North.

Pherc was something else we saw that almost took our breath
away: We beheld the miracle of burning water! I% is a fountain

uh .
that sprays water, thoroiy drenched with natural gasses. A Spsark
A

ignites it into a living flame, which)howeve%)does not burn anything
hing.
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You may throw a scarf into this flame and remove it again un-

spoiled. It seems almest fantastic to sece a guide fill a glass
with this liquid fire. The legend tells us that the Indians fléd
in panic when they first discovered this wonder in nature; - and
later they prayed to it as if it were a God with God power.

Well satisfied with our most interesting trip, we returned
home, and after the @oncert the express train earried us south-
ward, towardg the land of eternal sunshine. However, we interrupt-
ed our trip to Havana, @mie,. by stopping off for one day in Atlaﬁta,
Georgia. Cottonfield on cottonfield, as far as the eye can see,
warmed by the Southern sun; springflowers, green grass, budding
trees - negro village after negro village with their delapidated
huts, each with its traditional verands and hammock.

The beautiful home of my friend, more beaubtiful in contrast
to the surrounding poor guarters, is located in the well-Keptﬁesé&uﬁd7
section eE—bhe-phikemwerpds. where one villa snd its surrounding
garden is more imposing than the next, all in Southern, Colonisgl
architecture. In the evening we were invited 1o ap -Gk Negro
church, where negroes sang their o0ld spirituals in s most effective
manner. My friend's cook is Prima Donna of the choir, and she arranged
this special negro musicale for our benefit. It was most touching
and very interesting to watch with what concentration these btack
faces devoted their whole attention to the singing of these beauti-
ful old hymns! As clear as a bell and peculiarly plaintive sounded
the well harmonized negro melodies through the mystical semi-dark-

dlhamdétba
ness of the old deb=m—iTvrm®e® negro-church. A beautiful old song

that they rendered, for instance, contained these lines:

I have no shoes, you have no shoes,
We all have no shoes, but when we reach heaven,
Cur white souls will not need shoes.

201




oW s scen® to us their childish desire tc have a white soulld

°

-r

The following morming we awoke in Miami. The blue PFloridsg
8ky in it%s silken beauty spread its glamcur over thousands of palm
trees and flower-covered gardens - in other words we had arrived
in a land of warm summer. It seemed a shameée that we had very little
time to spend in Florida, as the schedule of the asirplane leaving
for Havana was timed to the arrival of the train. An enormous
four-proppeller hydroplane awaitédps, sparkling and glistening, as
it rested on the edge of the mirror-clear water, in the benign sun-
shine. There was room for at least 38 passengers; it was equipped
with most comfortable armchairs placed near enormous windows, that
permitted a gorgeous view. Amid deafening noisé, the silver-winged
bird slowly arose out Qf an immense wave, that for the moment dark-
ened everything, causing something like twilight inside the plane.
Below us we saw the chain of islands stretched out from Miami %o

: connected
Key West, the farthest point of Plorida, cleverly es®#Fixried by a
railroad- a masterpiece of technic. Before we knew it, we saw below
us the GUYlL of Mexico, and a short two hours later, we descendedin-
to Havana. And immediately the gaily colored picture book of Havana
was opened up before our eyes. FYainted as if by the magice® hand
cf the artist, this fairyland called Havana appeared before us:
Coloriul masses of black, yellow and white faces, gleaming white
dresses, parascls, enormous hats worn by Spaniards, naked shining
negroe-bodies, covered with colored rags instesad of c¢lothing...
deafening noise everywherel! Wildly gesticulating men are carrying
an immense flag with the Cuban colors. Music, strident music every-
where! Miguel Gomez, Havena's former President, had returned with
us on our airplane. Some months before, he was banished from Cuba,
and escaped serious danger to his life by fleeing, but now he was
received with open arms and joy everywhere. Hardly did.he step off
the plane,

before he was SurroundedbylenthuSlaSts and raised upon
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upon the shoulders of admirers, so that all might see %he
Slender, small figure of their new lesder. opeechless we remaine&
at the pier, taking it all in, but suffering from the mest unbear-
able heat. Iy black coat was so out of Place, that I seemed to
have come from g masquerades therefore, as scon as I reached the
hotel, it was banished in the farthest corner of the large wardrobe,
together with all @ other wearing apparel that seemed to exude
warmth. The Hotel Nacionale lies directly on the open ocean. The
view from our windows is overwhelmingly beautiful, but two immense
holes in the walls of my room are silent witnesses of the heavy
shooting during the Revolution, that almost demolished this beauti-
ful hotel. Work is going on steadily in an effort to erasdicate all
the damage done. There are very few people in the Hotel at present;
in fact there are very few visitors in Cuba, due to the fear of the
revolutioh that has lasted for months. However, now everything is
quiet and calm again, and if shots are fired thru the city, they are
to express joy-~ and how else can Cubans express their plesasure gnd
happiness at having a new president than by shcoting¥l- At noon
we sat in the grand pillar hall (the dining room).In front of us
were. | -
%EéaaQL Tows on rows of palmtrces, flowers, the occean and sunshine~
sunshine flooding and beautifying everything. The very thin white
dress I was wearing secemed almost too warm; we had completely forgot-
tenrh;t somewhere in the world there was winter with snow, ice and
terrific storms, and Niagara Palls,covered almost completely with
icicles. Here we enjoyed hot summer-dsys and all the pleasures that
they bring. Not a cornmer in Havana ﬁhat we did not investigate.
Could there possibly be mmEk anything of importance in Havans and
Surrounding towns that we missed? I doubt it; our new-found Austrian

compatriots spread out all the beauties of Cuba as if on a magie
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carpet, They founded a new Austrian Club or Sbciety,-and to
my delight I was made the first honorary member. Their friendli-
ness and kindness in making our visit to Havana so interesting
énd beautiful, shall ever remain in my membry. Fach in turn tried
to do his or her best to make our stay a memorsble one: Long auto-
mobile trips inland, charming and unstinting hospitality - I can't
begin to describe how kind they were and pleased to again see
new Austrian faces and hear tales of the old homeland. I can't
remember ever having told so many "tales of Vienna"as I did %o
my compatriots in Havana.

There in Havans it is impossible to go to sleep nights,
what with the beautiful sky covered with millions of stars, hanging
low, everyoﬁe walking, talking, singing and shouting, %the only thing
to do is to Jjoin in the throng of people standing in the streets
shoulder %o shoulder kzxshsw with negroes, chinese, cubans, spaniards:
all having the same rights, so different from the South of the U.S.A.
where there is such a difference made between black and white. To
escape the crowd you may sit in one of the many outdoor restaurants
or cafes, and watch the panorama pass before yoﬁr gyes: In the.back—
ground the enormous Capitael of white marble, in the foreground an
overflow of automobiles and humanity. An orchestra of llulatto-girls
plays Cuban melodies: to our ears toneless, shrill, peculiar -rhythms
without melody - noises produced with brass instruments, contrap-
tions of cocoanut-shell and bamboo-sticks. Hundreds stand closely
pressed together, listening to this would-be music. The police
may try to chase them away and keep a clear thorofare, but %o no
avail. They may move a few steps, as if they were leaving, only
to stand still again and listen rapturously. There are powdered
and rouged colored girls a&n white dresses, suspicious locoking young

men and dirty children in rags. Tou don't dare to look at these
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ragamuffins. Should they catch your eye, they.immediately start
begging, and they are born comedians. They twist their eyes,
gnash their teeth and appear abject creatures of misery. 4ll
know the one Pnglish phrase, useful to their business, learned
from earliest childhood: Mister, one’cent. Although warned by my
friends Bot to pay any attention to them, I cannot withstand their
pleading. And now begins the handing out of pennies; again and
again I have to have money changed into penniés, but I simply
cannot refuse those pleading eyes and oubtstretched hands. They
notice soon that I like them and they immediately inform all their
comrades. Babies, the cutest lLittle devils, hardly able to speak,
come up with oubtstretched hands, pleading:iMitta, a cent. And how
pleased they look, how they roll their eyes, and how sweetly they
smile, showing their glistening teeth, when the cent disappears
in their filthy little fists. There is a Cuban boy, who looks
very much like Jackie Coogan: his shirt is in rags, dramatically
thrown over one of his dirbty shoulders; around his waist he has
a piece of rope in a vain effort to hold what is left of his trousers.
He comes back again and again, thinking I do not recognize him. And
again and againm I hand him a cent, just to see his eyes light up.
If only he didn't think it necessary to mske those deplorable faces,
as if he were dying of starvation, each time he appears. All the
other boys seem alike to me because they are black, while my "Jackié“
is distinetly white, therefore easily recognizaﬁle. A% last he feels
he ought to repay so much kindness, and he starts dancing the rumba
in dead earnest, but after that he almost demands a cent. Then there
waé a coal-black negro-boy who came with his Hother, a very well-
dressed woman. He got his penny without begging and smiled charming-
ly up at me. After awhile he had to go home, so he placed his little

Slaek e on be il and with gestures informed me that he was

205




-7 -
going home.  He looked up at me so hopefully and with such antieci-
pation, that 1 could not refuse to give him another cent -~ and then
what Jjoy and what a smile played on his face! - Then there was one
who d4id magic tricks and very skillfully too. I really admired his
ability, but what attracted me was his face, nat the face of a five-
year old child, but that of a grown rascal: the tough winking of his
eyes, and the nonchalance with,which he blew cigar smoke through
his nose! However, little "Jackie” remained My favorite, although
I never saw him after that first day. As my accompanist, Erno
Balogh, who likes his little joke, said to me,"With all the cents
you gave him, he took & resteure in Miami."
On the day that our President Roosevelt recognized the new

Cuban Fresident, all Havana lost its head. There was as much shooting
as in wartimes. In the early morning they started in with their
machinegun~fire, as a sign of Universal joy; all day long blank
bullets were shot into the air, and in the evening, outside the cafe,
there was so much noise that it was‘i&possible to hold a conversation
with someone sitting close to you. THe Capitol was illumined from
top to bottom - a most impressive sight. Bubt when revolver shofs
were added to the harmless popguns, we found it better Ho returnm %o
our hotel, and I did not feel safe until I was tucked into bed, under
the mosquito-netting, altho the big holes in the wall were not en-
couraging. I say under the mosquito-netting, because the first night
I slept without that protection and the thousands of bloodthirsty
mosquitoes did their worst. | '

Each new day brought more exciting experiences. One day we made
a gorgeous sutomebile trip intoc the country, paest dozens of poor

negre-villages, with sights interesting enough to shoot with my

ever-ready moving-picture-camera. WWe passed whole forests of bamboo-
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sticks, huts covered with straw, palmbtrees and wild growing
parasite plants. Naked negro-children sucking sugar-cane, lying
lazily in the sun. Gorgeous big pineapples lyingaround as if care-
lessly thrown away, whole branches of bananas, costing but a few
cents, gigantie lobsters, all kinds of tasteful sea-food costing
not more than ten cents a piece. And yet you see hundreds and hund-
reds of such poverty-stricken people who haven't even these few
cents. One can't imagine the poverty that exists in these inland
villages, and under what conditions these poor people exist! The
eternal sun with its tropical climate enables these poor negroes
to live anywhere- a hovel seems enough protection.

We drove through the ill-kept estate of the Insane asylum,
consisting of several houses. It was amaZing to see that most of
the inmates were negroes - gitting at their grated windows, with
black noées pressed against the grating - a most depressing sight!
We drove very slowly, and suddenly a harmless, fat negress'jumped
up on the running board and talked and talked vehemently. e could
not understand what she said, but her eyes sparkled dasngerously,
~and her hands fumbled in front of our faces. "She asks five cents
admission", said our friend and guide, Herr von Namatny. I was so

rightened, that I handed her a much bigger amount, and then I feel

<

Hh

sure she thought me crazg, because with a yell of joy she jumped
off the running-board and waved to us to come in the house with her.
It goes without saying, that we drove off in a hurry.

But on the same trip I had another narrow escape and thanked
God for the speed of our motor-car. I had gathered a bunch of
children together for a shot with my camera. They came closer and
closer, watching the softly purring machine. They came from all
Sides naked or in rags. Frightened, I ran intc the car, where they

followeqg me. They clustered around the car like bunches of
grap
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10lding on to the car and‘us with their filthy hands and bodies...
all arocund us wide-cpen doll-eyes, glistening teeth, shouting:
"Mister, one cent.” We threw out on the street whatever change
we had. The kids fell over each other to get the money, while that
gave us a chance to drive off in a cloud of smoke and specd, thank-
ing wof for the escape. A4s I looked back I saw a crowd running
after us with oubtstretched hands and shcuting. I sincerely wished
I had a purse filled to overflowing~with pennies for those poor
humans.

A dip in the ocean after all that excitement and heat was
grestly appreciated by us all, although the water was lukewarm
and herdly refreshing therefore. However, the bathing pavillion
is most beautifully arranged and layed out, and lying in the shade
of a palmbree, surrounded by peace and snow-white sand, I btried
to remind myself that we were in the month of January and that
somewhere in the world there was ice, sleet and snow.

Phe two Concerts I gave for the Societe ProArte, made me
realize that in spite of the continucus revolutions, the peotle
"there still love and appreciate music and art. The audience was
enthusiastic, g;ateful and warm in their praise. Speaki of ws
np accompanist Mr Balogh and myself will never forget the experience
of appearing in Havana. In fact we felt as if we were in a steam-room
verforming, and after the Concert we were all in. I must admit that
after the last group of songs on my crogran, I had a greater desire
for a shower than an'overwhelming ovation.

We disliked leaving Havana ana especially our newfound friends -
of the Austrian Society. They came with us to the airport and
watched us take off, waving to us unbtil we disappeared on the horizon.

Havens itself disappeared like a dream. A few hours of grace in

Miami, which gave a worthy finish to our holiday. We reached liami
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towards evening, still intoxicated from the colorful unreality

-10~.

"of the setting sun sinking into the ocean, shedding all the coclors

of the rainbow over the islands at our feet, The whole world beneath
seemed steeped in pastel-colored glass and as if drawn by a mystical
painter's hand - & vision fantasticallyAand beautifully unreal.
And now back on llother earth, we drove through Miami and liamiBeach.
Hever have 1 seen such ﬁasteful luxury, waste and beauty crammed into
g few hours of admiring wonder. Homes and Villag, that only an
Indian Mahsrsadjga of fabulous wealth, could imagine. Falmtrees on
palmbtrees, endless rowsS on rows of flowefs in the wildest profusion,
a picture of beauty and splendor. e feste& in the beautiful Hotel
Plamingo. Under immense palmtrees, filled with big cocognuts, we
relaxed in a hammock. ®he chirping of crickets, the perfume of
flowers permeating the air, the sound of the running fountain some-
where, sometimes, as if lost in a dream the sound of a plsyful wave
% 1,i-»~r,ﬁ3{f?f<f {f—?_ ;
on the beach, shining glow-worms in the alr and disappearing in the
grass, all this is an ideal frame for us %o rest and‘dream in. And
yet it is January - unbelievable.

. But we must leave, we must go back to snow and ice and
Milwasukee. After 51 hours on the train we reach liilwaukee. It is
bitter cold and we are cold clear through to the marrow, in spite of
warmest clothing. Of course it is January and %to be expected. It is
winter and in the middle of winter. To dream of palmtrees and
eternal sun is beautiful. Bubt why be sad or angry; After each dream

ne matter how besutiful, must come the awaxening.

sk ook ok o o o ok ok ok ok 3 % ok o ok ok ok sk koK
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This article doesn’t seemed to be from Lehmann’s typewriter and has been edited

to some extent, as if for publication.



















Lehmann wrote this article about Salzburg (and especially its Festival) possibly for
the July 1937 issue of Harpers Bazaar. Their archives however reveal no Lehmann

articles. The English translation appears in 9 pages.

Salzbdburg

Wie gut ist der Gedsnke, dass in unserer Zeit -
einer Zeit wirtschaftlicher und politischer Wirren =
noch soviel Scechnsucht in den Henschen uwebrig geblie-
ben ist, Sehnsucht nach Schoenheit, nach der Welt,
Gie Jjemseits aller Realistik liegt: der Kumst, Und
s0 kommen alljachrlich Teusende von allen Enden der
Erde, um Musik zu hoeren, Schauspiele zu geniessen,
Kunstwerke mu sehen. Festsplclstaedte uebgrbieten
sich in ihren Gaben - und unter iinen ist die allexr-
lieblichste unser Salzburg. Der Anstrom der intexr-
nationalen Gesellschiaft ist so gross geworden, dass
des restspielhaus sich als viel zu klein erwiesen hat.
Und 50 wird es um~ und susgebsut werden: das haes:-
liche graue Entlein wird ein stolzer Schwan sein «e.
Salzburgs groesster Frotektor, Freund und - last not
least « Hagnet Toscanini setzte sich im vergungenen
Herbst mit grosser Zaehigkeit fier diesen Gedanken
ein - und was er einmal will und wuenschi, darf nicht
nur STunsch und Gedanke bleibem: alsc wird das Haus
Jetzt neu erstehen ... Der Zuschauerraum fasst die
jdlenge der lenschen nicht mehy, die Buehne, klein und
primitiv, genuegt nicht mehr den wachsenden Ansprue-
chen an die Scene. Beinahe muesste ganz Salzburg
ausgebaut werden, um alle die Fremden, die in dichten
Scharen herbeistroemen, gut unterzubringen ... aber
das 1st nur ein schlechter Scherz, denn diese bezsu-
bernde Cebirgsstedt moechte ich nicht um ein Atom en-
ders sehen, sals sie ist - - und Pliz fuer moderne
Riesenhotels gibt es Gott sei Dank auch nicht ...
Dass die teuren Hotels ausverkauft bis zum Dech sind
in der Hochsaison, ist ein erfreuliches Zeichen des
Golilstendes ... Denn die Preise sind ganz betraecht-
lich hohe. Im Winter schon muss man seine Ziumere und
Fohnungsbestellungen machen, wenn men sicher gehen will.

Besonders
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 Besonders Ziumer mit Bed sind eine Raritaet und dem—
entsprechend hooh bewertet ... Und es ist ratsam,
Billets fuer die Vorstellungen fruchzeitig reser=
vieren zu lassen - nur shmungslose Neulinge fragen
an der ﬁbenﬁkaase nach einem puten Flatz an einem

elaaben en denen die Festspialseit ueber—
fest alle ein Heus in Balshnrga Heehe, um wenigstens
suf Ctunden dem grossem Trubel der festlich bewegten
Stadt entfliehen zu koennen und ung trots k@emisx—
ter Arbeit die Illusion der Soumerferien zu bewalhrel...

Alle sind wir uns dessen bewusst, dass Hoechste
leistungen erwartet werden und geboten werden muessen.
Deshaldb ist fuer uns diese Zeit iumerxr eine Zeit gros—
ser imspannung, Aber wiy werden getragen von dem Low
thusizsmus des wirklich kunstgeniesscnden Publikums,

Es ist eigentliich immer spamnend, durch die
Strassen zu gechen: man tyiffit lexruchumtheiten sus ale
lexr Velt. Café Bazar, Café Tornsselli - beide bekannt
als Treifpunkt aller derer, die schen wollen und ge~
sehen werdon wollen .. Fast jeder trasegt dis ente
gueckende landesuebliche Tracht: die Damen das Dirndle-
kleid und die ileryem den Salsburger gruenen "Janker®
mit kurzen Hosen. DBeim Sporthaus Lang und den anderen
Trechiengeschaeiten ist ein Betriedb wie in eiaenm Bienenw
bhaus. Immer wieder beue lmstexy, nacii sltem Vorlagen
geselchnet, tauchen auf, iumer wieder neoue Farbschate
tierungen, neue raifinierte Kleinigkeiten, dle dde
staedtische lame in ein gilerliches Dirndl verwandeln
Bit "welmsionig echten®™ Strohlmeten, wie sie die Baue
ermnaedels auf der Alm beim Heuen tragen «.. Im letsten
Soumey hatte Lang ein nesues Muster krelert: kleine
Botive aus dem "Rusenkavalicy”. Ich hebe ein reiw
‘sendes Gartenkleid davom. Aber such prachtvolle ure

| alte
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alte echte Stoffe findet mam in den Tracht :
ten: Bauerntuecher in verblasstien Brokattoenen, Schuerw
gen in unwshirscheinlich praechtigen Farben, zerschlise
sen und germmerbt - Bauernschmuck sus slten Gold und
S5ilber. Vie wunderbar und kostbar die echten alten
irachten sind, koante men im vergsngenen Sommey suf
der ot. Gilgner Hochzeit sehem, die einer der Hochew
punkte der sommerlichen Sensationen war: in jedem Jahy
wird dem aermsten Brautpoar einer a’ltewgearssenan
oeaterreichischen Familie die Hochgeit sus ‘dem Herna
Semmigg-?oada gerichtet. Dle Stiftung ist zum
wdenken an die edle Gattin unseres iSundeskanzlers
gagmé,mt worden, die durch ein furchtbares sutoun=
glueck sinem blueLenden Ledben entrissen wurde. Da:
Brautpear, das so gluecklich ist, suserwachlt zu were
den, war im vorigen Soumer in S5t. Gllgen am Golfgangsee
snsaessig. Halb Salzburg ms zuy Hochgeit, suf der
der mdaakamler selbst und Hinister Pernter die
uzeugen waren. Der Ersbischoff von Salzburg traute
daa:unge raer, ich sang in der Eirche die schocnen
Sibelworte: "Wo Du hingehst, da will auch ich hin-
gehen, * |
- Geld, eine Hobmungseinrichtung, Geschenke -~ alles
wurde den Beiden szutell, die ihr Glueck koum fassen
konnten. Unseehlige Trachtenvereine kamen aus dem
ganzen Salskmnmergut - und es gluehte nur so in der
warmen Soumersoune von leuchtenden Farben und prune
kenden Goldhauben ...
ich hatte ein Haus in St. Gilgen semietet und
machte die ganzen sufregenden Hochzeitsvorbereitungen
mit, als 0b sie mich selbst angingen. Ein pazr Tege
vorher nackte, der Landeasitte gemmess, der "Hoche
geitslader” nmit dem Bracutigam und einem Zeugen die
Runde: er traegt einen ho.en, mit Baendern geschomeck-
ten Stock in der Hand, sein Hut ist wie der des ISrseu-

Ldgsus
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tigams mit Blumen und Baendern verziert = und nae
tuerlich sind alle Drei in Festtracht. Hiersel, der
"Lader®, sagt in jJjedem Haus ein langes Gedicht suf,

in dem er den Gast eindringlich ermasbnt, nur je nicht
schuechtern im Schenken zu sein ..« Ein besonders
langer Vers warnt vor heufereien ... Uir verspra-
chen ihm, zu kommem und alle Halmungen zu befolgen ...
in jedem Hause werden die Drei natuerlich mit Vein
und Turstbroten bewirtet = und der Hiersel sagte,
vertraulich mit den listigen Jugen Mnker*: "y .
san frubh kumsa, denn abends da ham ma sovuel g'soffen,
dass m2 uns net zur Frau Kammersaengerin traun tacten.”
Wir lachten selr und schenkten ihnen fleissig ein =
und sie zogen mit verdaechtig leuchtenden iugen ab
trotz der frue.en Horgenstunde ... In dexr Tuer dyxehte
sich der Zeuge, der junge sruder des Braeutigams, um
und sagte beinalie klseglich: "Des halt' ja kan Hensch
aus, des Gesaufe ..."

Der Braeutigam seh suf meinem Fluegel Bilder von
Zoscanini und Walter stehen, erkannte sie sofort und
sprach devon, dass c¢r sie uebers Radio gehoert habe.
Das ist so genz typisch fuer Oesterreich, fuer dieses
durch und durch musikslische volk: dieser gang eine
fache nolsfaeller, oisher der Alleraermste im Urt,
fing sn, voll Interesse ueber lusik zu sprechenl ...
ich glaube nicht, dass men noch irgendwo in der selt
diese tief eingewurzelte Liebe zur Umsik in einem Volk
findet. lmsik ist cben ein Teil ihres Lebems, es ge=-
hoert dasu, ist Hotwendigkeit.

Dexr Wolfgemgsee ist einmer der schoensten der Scenw
gruppe im salskanmergut. Wir besuchten oft das am
anderen Ende des Sees gelegene Lt Wolfgeng, in dessen
alter Kirche ein ueberwaeltigend schoener Alter stelit -
und am Seegestade das beruchmte "VWeisse Roessli®. Han
geht dorthin, um suf der Lreitem [ ecterrasse Kaffee su

SrADECR
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trinken = eine der "cesterreichischen Jausen" ange=
sichts des weitem, Llauen Sees, auf dem die Iegelboote
wie weisse Schmetterlinge schweben und die eifrigen
Dampfexr immer von Heuem unzsehlige Henschen an den
Landungssteg bringen, alle in Lunten Bauerntrachten,
viele "Dirndin® mit rotgefaerbten laegeln und platine
blonden Hasren, mit rubinroten Lippen, mit hoben
ceckelsandalen,; mit breiten Beucranhueten, mit
gmllan Schuersen - - ein Durcheinender von/ Stadt
und Land, bunt wie das Gewirr dexr Sprachen. EKeine
Nation fehlt! Und wenn ein beksnnter Vagen irgend-
eines “"Stars® durch die schmalen Gassen fachrt, so
wird man von ihm in allen Sprachen zu einander spre-
chen ese
| ¥ir hatten in St. Gllgen einen herxlichen Blick
ueber den See hinweg - uns gegenueber lag der Schafe
berg mit seiner ragenden Spitsze. St. Gilgen war leiw
der nur ein wenig zu weit fuey mich, die ich durch die
neu inscenierten Heistersinger viele Probem hatte und
s8¢ durch das viele Hin- und Herfelren manche Zeit
verlor, in der ich mich baeite asuszuhen koennen.

Fuer doen konmenden Sommer hebve :ch mir in grosse—
serer Naehe Salzburgs eine Villa mit schy grossem
Garten gemietet. Ich werde erst in allerletster Stun-
de eintreffen koennen, denn von U. 8. A. aus pache
ich den "kleinen Unmweg®™ ueber Australien, um nach
Cesterreich Bu gelangen ... deine Eongerte enden in
Australien gerade so, dass ich mit dem nsechsten
moeglichen Schiff erst kurz vor begiun der Festspiele
in Genua lande und nach Salsburg fliegen muss, um wew=
nigstens eine Probe fuer die Erceffmungsvorstellung zu
haben. Der gesirenge Msestro wird, fuerciite ich, boese
sein - und ich muss versuchen, ibn mit einem besone—
ders guten Fidelio zu verscehnen ... Hoegen miy alle
Goetlter gnaedig seinl! In diecsem Jahr singe ich nicht

sicdexr
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wieder die iva mit ibm, die reizende daria Cebotari
nimnt meinen luts ein, waelrend ich zun ersten dal
die Graefin in italienischer [ prache unter dalter
singe. Ilch freue mich gansz besonders auf diese Figaro~
suffuehrung, in der rinza der Figaro sein wird. it
Bruno Walter zu singen, ist ein Getrsgenwerden suf
behutsanen lisenden. it Toscanini zu singen, ist ein
bedingungsloses Folgenmuessen, und iumper wieder wie
die atemrsubende Semsation einer Premiesre ... Schade,
gass ich in diesem Soumer nur die beiddn mdalimrw(
stellungen mit ilm habe! Auch der Rosenkavalier steht
wieder auf dem Spielplan - Knappertsbusch, der stuer—
wmisch wie kaum ein anderexr Uien eroberte, wird dirie
gleren. Ich sang die Harschallin schon in Vien untex
seiner prachtvollen Leitung und freue mich nun suf die
erncute Zussumenarbeit.

Richard Hayr aber, der unvergessliche Ochs von
Lexchenau, liegt auf dem altem, poesieumwobenen St.
Petersfriedhof -~ und viele licnschen, die den beruehnt
schoenen, historischen Friedhof besuchen, werden an
seinem Grabe stehen bleiben und in Yehout dieses wune
derbaren Kuenstlers gedenken.

Jedoech der Tag in mburg ist ausgefuelli wie
our denkbar - niemand hat Zeit zu laengerem VerweileBa..
Das Leben pulsiert in schuellen Tempo - Feststismung
laesst keine trourigen Gedanken sufkommen. Da geht
mon von Reinbards "Jedermaon®™ - der nicht mehr wegz.-
denken ist sus dem alljachrlichen Spielplan - von sei-
nem "Faust” mit dem erschuetternden Gretchen der Wessely -
zu einem Toscanini-fonzert, cinem Walter-Abend - einer
teingartner-vVorstellung ... Da sieht nan auf der Strasse
Chal japins prachtvollen Kopf die Henge ueberragen, une-
ben ihw sein bildhuebsches Jovchterchen. Da ist einerx
der Thimligs - vielleicht gar die immer scheue und in
sich verschlossene Helene Thimig, Reinbards Gattin ...
Da sind die schoenen Toechter von Hruno ¥zlter ... Da

ist
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wieder die iva mit ihm, die reizende idaria Cebotari
nimnt meinen :luts ein, waebrend ich zupn erstem sl
die Graefin in italienischer [ prache unter Salter
singe. Ilch freue mich: gans besonder: auf diese Figaro—-
Auffuehrung, in der rinza der Figaro sein wird. it
Bruno ¥alter zu singen, ist ein Uetrasgenwerden suf
behutsauen laenden. Wit Toscanini su singen, ist ein
bedingungsloses Folgenmuessen, und iummer wieder wie
die atemraubende Semsation einer Premicre ... Schade,
dass ich in diesem Sommer mur die beiddn Fideliovor- |
stellungen mit ibm habe! Auch der Rosenkavslier steht
wieder auf dem Spielplan - Knappertsbusch, der stuere
misch wie kasum ein anderer Uien erobeorte, wird diriw-
gleren. Ich sang die Harschallin schon in Vien untex
seiner prachtvolilen Leitung und freue mich nun suf die
ernoute Zussnmenarbeit.

Richard Hayr sber, der unvergessliche Ochs von
Lexchenau, liegt auf dem altem, poesieumwobenen St.
Petersfriedhof - und viele Hoenschen, die den beruehnot
schoenen, historischen Friedhof besuchem, werden an
seinem Grabe stehen bleiben und in VYebout dieses wune-
derbaren Kuenstlers gedenken.

Jedoch der Tag in Salzburg ist susgefuellt wie
aur denkbar - niemand hat Zeit zu lacngerem VerweileB...
Das Leben pulsiert in schunellun Tempo - Feststimmung
laesst keine trourigen Gedanken sufkommen. Da geht.
mon von Reinbeards "Jedermson®™ - der nicht mehr wegz.~
denken ist sus dem alljachrlichen Spielplan - von sei-
nem "Faust" mit dem erschuetternden Gretchem der Wessely -
zu einem Togscanini-fonzert, cinem Walter-Abend - eimer
fteingartner-Vorstellung ... Da sieht wan auf der Strasse
Chal japins prachtvollem Kopf die Henge ueberragen, une—
ben ihw sein bildlmebsches Tocchierchen. Da ist einer
der Thimigs - vielleicht gar die immer scheue und in
sich verschlossene Helene Thimig, Reinhards Gattin ...
Da sind die schoenen Toechter von Bruno ¥alter ... Da
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ist die Tenzmeisterin Wallmenn - du ist sogar Marlene
Dietrich in ¢inem totschicken Salsburger weissen Ree
genmentel und giftgruenem Lzuernbut ... Und die Aute-

pa gagn&s vo Cadillacs, -i, s Lingolns -
a:éggggh ik angzﬁié dagr atauaﬁadaa

denge der Hmiarkgpmw % der Zufehrtsstrassen
stehen - und beli de Bxuaek:, “die in hunxan. ‘
flatteinden Flaggenschauck so recht der Rdhmen dleses
allabendlichen festlichen Vagensufzuges 15t ... Ele=
gunte Freuen hsben ihr Dirndlkleid gegen kostbare ”ff /
bendgewaender vertauscht ... Pelzse, Brillanten c.» i
rabendeapes .+ Vor dem Festapiﬁgr
hous steuen sich dis Wagen. Die Zufuhrt ist beschiwer=
lich in den ecngen straasgg kinigen "Prominenten® ist
es erlaubt, vor der Bucinentuer zu heltem. Jeder kemnt
Toscaninis und Walters grosse Cadillacs ... Die Henge
mdraengt die Uagen. lalter gﬁiguiéphes Logcheln
fuer sie auch in aller ﬂatazagd Arbveit. is ist
50 Teil ae £s Wesana, dass er garnicht anders kann,

% ?.4{ D AL 0l o
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i%u - Lfinsteren Gesicht
| stuern aa,{antwi dan‘Phntagxaphan,
komut boese wie ein suernEnder Gott in e tuer, wenn

Y . i
man ihn belaestigt hat. Er lebt ganz J xtarjeééérayx

Smnsation, basst und verachitet sie und ist unglueck=
lich, dass er selbst die groesste Sensation der Musike
welt geworden 18t ... Gute Husik will er machen, nichts
weiter ... Er liebt Salasburg, liebt das ocesterrveichiscle .
Land, liebt die konzentrierte Arbeit, das fuchlbare

eben nach Volleniung um ihn herum. &r, der selbst
volléndung ist, will nickits als dicsen Fillen nach Voll-
_endung splicren - das macht iln gluecklich. Aber das

JP’Vf-ﬁzuu'unﬁ,Bman Glanz der Festspiele, Neugier des Pu=

ST o sty BitSen wm AnSeErenns, Photogtashen = das alles
hasst er sus lerscpsgrund. Es macht iln eansionig, uﬁng
R 4

\x§\ 

""‘4""\

t- sein. Tosecanini ist O L 9uliee |

\.
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er nicht puenktlich beginuen keann. Und fast nie kamn
das geschehen: die Auffahrt ist zu beschwérlich. Doktor
Eerber, der Leiter der Festsplele, sieht imuver wieder
besoxrgt suf die Ulr, greift immer nervoeser nach dem
ek » Boron Putom, der Prasesident der Featspielp, 7
wed *”‘Iéaengamohu Blicke mit ihm, wenn der :
besagt: "Segen des agms doppelt schwierige mtahrt,
Verspaetung heute ‘erhebiich f’f " Kerber murmelt einen
echit salsburgischen Fluch uebef’Balsiursischen "Schmueid-
regep® und geht herunter, nach dem Rechten zu sehen.
iein Gott = das Haus ist seit ﬂmten sozusagen bis
zum Dach ausverksuft - und wie langsam fuellt es sich =
Jetzt, wo e¢s lacngst begomnen heben muessté! Kerber
welss, dass der grosse licestro Min siea: %3 ?‘9& .
kleinen Dirigentenzimmers stebt, duester und sﬁtmhr-
dich » dexr Taktstock tenzt in der nervoesen Hand .
Han welss nie recht, was nochggescheben kann e« Ker-
ber stelit dexr Mﬂtm auf der Stirm trotz seines
sur Schau gatzagem gemuct
geht ja doch immer alles gut -

cus, Wh ahgebmem wird durch eine kurs

O‘W Geate ... Und dacn: Busik ... Und danns eben

Togscanini an Pnlt ses iuf der Buekne berrscht groesste
T2 s Lo

\ Spannung. Leinsdorf, des Maes mémmnmar

’:'tmrc}e.

itet, begleitet,
mufmeﬂ, ist inmer % r in dar Noebe, lumey
mrsbmzt. Und 3&&&: Abend ist das so: wir stehen

verstehen und fuehlen ﬁf*‘ ’_ ATy '
Genius, der die Werke & s 310 Besits der Velt
sind = einer Welt olne Grenzen .

Spaet zur Hachtzeit aber, weun Salsburg schleeft
mmm?em&tmmmmm Abend
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Never fear, you don’t need to unscramble this page. The following page offers you

the final English translation. This page does provide some 1dea of the translator’s
work.

¥ 'XQ Thas

Howe2oel }e—the—-%ﬁeegh% that in o t:une - a time of economic and political confusion -
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The reference to the Constance Hope Associates tells us that this was one of the
many ways that the agency hyped Lehmann in the States. At first, this offended

Lehmann, but soon she learned the need for such efforts in the huge country.

FRQﬁcf GJ;sétnce Hope Assoeclsntes, Inc.
f‘ :

L 875 Fifth Ave., VAn. 3-0096

i i ¢ ] " "Saga of Salzburg"
by LOTTE LEHMARN

Translated from the German
(by Catherine Hoffman)

It is good to realize that in this present time - a time ofveconomic and
politicael comfusion - there etlll remains in human beings an aspiration toward
besuty, toward that world beyond the practical and realistic: the world of
arts We see it every year in the thousands "ho come from all the ends of the
sarth to hear music, to enjoy the thestre, to see works of art in the famous
FPestivel cities, Among them, and the loveliest of all, is our Salzburg. Unce
Salsburg waa a tiny place. But the international influx of visitors has become
so great that the festival theatre has now proven inadequate, The space for
the sudience is no longer sufficiant, the stage, amall and primitive, no longer
meots the demsnds thalt are being made upon it. But it #ill be rebuilt and en-
largeds the ugly grey duckling will be & proud swan..s..For Salzburg's great-
oat patron, friend and - last but not least - its magnel, Toscanini, champions
the csuse, What Toscanini once wishes or thinks must not long remain wish and
thought, 8o there will be a new opers house for Salzburg in the near fubture.

It would seem thet almost all Salsburg would have to be improved and en-
larged to accomodate the visgitors who stresm here in such nusbers., But that
is just a foolish jest! I should not 1ike to sce this enchanting mountain city
one iota different from what it is - and I thank God there is not much room for
ultre-modern tourdst hotels, Of course, at the height of the season the better
hotels are jamned to the roof- a pleaging sign of prosperiiy when one considers

- gt the prices sre exirenely high. 0ld hends st Festival-going meke thelr
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room reservations and eating arrangements the winter before, for rooms with bath
are a btreasured luxury and reserved for a select few; and of course everyone
wante to find a plsce vhere there is good Austrian cooking; They know too that
they must meke early regervations for the performaﬁcea -~ only the uninitiated
would presume o ask at the box office for good seats for the gala evenings, of
shich there are many during the f%stival seagon. We participating artists
usuelly rent houses in the vicinity of Salzburg, in order to withirew for a few
hours at least, from the confuslon of the hectic festival city and te preserve,
in spite of our concenbrated work, the illugion of a summer vacationesss

We are all conscious that perfommances of the highest order aée expected
of us in Salzburg, and that we must give of our best. Consequently, this is al-
ways a time of some strain for us artists. But we are also constantly buoysd up
by the enthusiasn. of a truly aprreciative and art-loving publie, and by the
vitel, sincerely musleal mood of the place.

It 13 alwaye amusing to walk through the little Salzburg streets: One
meots celebrities gathered from all over the world. The Cafe Bazar, Cafe
Tomaselll - both are known as rendezvous of all thowe vho wish to see and wish
to be sean....;&lmast everyone wears ths locel pessant costumes the women the
dirndl dress and the men the green "Jackerl" of Salzburg, with short breeches.
There i3 a beehive of activity at the local psssent modistes, the sporting goods
gtore of Lanz, and bhé other peasent clothing stores. There one finds & new -
thrill each days ~ some model designed after an old pattern, somze bright new
color or some “elegant® novelty to danorate‘thcsa "wehnsinnig echten® (wildly
suthentic) straw hats the city ladies have copied from the hats the peasant
girls wear in the sunny pestures ai harvest time.....lbast summer Lsnz crected a
naw patternt tiny motifs from scenes of "Roseskavalier", I have a chaming

garden dress of this materisl.
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In the peasant shops one finds also some rare old materisls: Pessent shasls
in faded brocades, aprons of still magnificent colors (though the fabrice are
often threadbare), peasant jewslry of old gold and slivers

We had s chance to sdmire some of these old things last summer ab the St.
Gilgen wedding which wes one of the highpoints of the season's festivities., The
governuent has established a chaming customi Esch year a fine wedding ias glven
Lo the poorest engaged couple from an 0ld established Austrian family. The fund
for this annual wedding perty is sstablished in memory of our Chencellor
Schuschnigg's wife, who was killed in a dresdful autémobile accident, and is
known 28 the Herma OSchuschnigg Fund. We were fortunate last summer,‘for the
bridal couple which was chosen lived in our own little village, St. Gilgen on the
Wolfgengsee. Half of Salzburg came to the wedding, and Chancellor Schuschnigg
himgelf and Minist er Pemnter were the witnessecs. The archbishop of Salzburg
married the young couple in the chureh, and I sang for them the beautiful Bibli-
cél text, "Whither thou goest, there will I go also".....lonsy, housefurnishings
and other gifts - all ware b&stowaa upon the joyous pair, who could hardly be-
lieve thelr rare good luck. Countless peasant hordes arrived from throughout the
Salskammergut.' Bach local pessent groﬁp wore its particular costume, or "Iracht®
a8 they call 1t - and the shining colors, suthentic old fabries eand sparkling gold
headdresses glittered in the wars summer SUNShinG..ses

I had rented a house in Sty Gilgen and took part in all the exeiting pre-
parations for the wedding as actively as if it had been in my very owm family. A
few days baforé, according to the country eﬁstom, the official "Inviter to the
Wedding" made the rounds, accompanied by the bridgfnom and a witness, All three
were in holiday attire, thelr hats decorated with flowers and ribbons. The wit-
ness slso carrvied a stick from which hung festive streamers. It is not fitting
among the peasants to mail apn invitation. You are only properly invited to a

wedding vhen you are personally bid to the ceBemony by word of mouth. So, with
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due formality, we listendd to Hiersel, the summoner, as he recited a long poem, in
delightful diaslect; in which he almonished the guests not to be hesitant sbout
glving presents. An especially ilmpressive verse warned ageinst sll brawls. We
promised him to go and to follow sll his advice carefully., HNaturally, the three
were rigaled in every house with wine and "wurstbrot™ (sausage sandwiches), end
Hiersel conflded to me, winking slyly, -~ "We come here early because by evening we
have drunk so much we might disgrace ourselves before the Frau Kamm@rszugarin.

Laughingly, we refilled the wine glasses many times, and in spite of the
carly morning hour they withdrew with suspiciously shining eyes, At the door the
witness, the younger brother of the bridegroom, bturned around snd said slmost des-
pairingly, ~ "How will 1 get through all this drinking today?®

During the visit the bridegroom saw standing on my piano pictures of Toscanini
and Walter, recogniszed them immedlately and seid how much he had enjoyed thelr ’
conducting over the radio, HNow that 1s so typical of Austria and its thoroughly
musical peoplet - this simple woodeutter, the poorest men in the villsge, spesking
enthusiastically and intelligently sbout musie., I don't believe that anywhere else
in the world does one find such a dsaplyhrooted love of musie in the common people,
Busic is o vital part of life in the Salzkammergut. It belongs to life., It is o
necessityd ,

The Holfgangseag on which our house was located, is one of the most besubiful
of the group of lakes of the Salzkemmergut. We often visited the 1ittle villsge of
8t, Wolfgang which is situated on the other end of the lake, in which thers 18 an
0ld church with a most besutiful alter and, on the lake shore, the famous "White
Horse Inn®. On its broad terraces one enjoys the "Rustrian Jause" - afterncon
coffee - looking’out over the wide blue lske where the sailboats float like white
butterflies, The busy steamer is slways depositing new guests on the landing step,

all bravely attired in peasant costune, Young women with reddened nails, platinum
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blonde halr, ruby red lips and high~heeled sandsls, sport broad pessant hsts and
bright peasant apronsy a strenge mixture of city and country, variegated as the
econfusion of speech that prevails. Every nation is mpra,aénted, it saems! And
vhen a familier car of one of the Salzburg "Stars" drived Ghrough the narrow
streets, there is a babel of comment sbout it in all languages.

From our home in St, Gilgen we had a wonderfu! view across the lake, Up-
posite us lay the Schafberg with its often-climbed peak., But St. Gilgen wes a
bit too far from Salsburg for me, as I had rehesrsals each day becesuse of the
newly produced ”ﬁeistersingsr’, and for the coming summer I have rented & villa
with a large garden, much nearer to Selzburg, I errive only at the va:c;y lagt
minute, for this yesr I make the trip from the United States to Austiris ith
just & 1little detour, via Australia, in April, May snd June. By concert tour
in Mustrelia is erowded with engagements to the last possible moment, so that
only by & complicated changing of boats can I arrive in Genoa just before the ve-
gioning of the Festival. Then I must f1y to Salzburg in order to have st lesst
one rehearssl for the opening performance. The severe Maestro will, I em afraid,
be angry at such terdiness and I will héve to try and appease him with an sspee-
iall y good "Fidelio". Hay the gods be kind to me! I will also sing the
"Countessa™ in "The Marrisge of Pigaro" under Bruno Walter in Itslian for the
first time. I am very heppy sbout this performenee, in which Bzio Pinze is to
do the "Figaro®, To sing with Hruno Walter is to recelve patient musical guid-
ance, ‘0 be led along sasily by his ever-stimulating direction. To sing with
Toseanini is to follow, to conform unconditionally to his every musical wishj
and every p&rfemaaeé with’him has the breath—-takihg sensation of a premlere,

It is & pity that I have only two performences of "Fidelio" with loscanind this
gunmers "Der Rosenkavalier® is also on my ncheduls, - directed by Dr.
Knappertsbusch, the conductor who has tsken Vienne by stom. I heve sung thé

"Sarschallin® already under nigs baton and am happy at the opportunity of orking
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#ith him sgain. Bubt vhen I think of "Rosenkavalier®, I thidk.inatietivaly of
Richardiayr, that unforgettsble "Ochs von Lerchenau" who lies in Salzburg in the
old snd memorable cemetery of 5%, Peter. Many people who visit thabt femous and
hallowed spot now stand st his grave and think in sorrow of that artist vwho was
so vitel a part of the Sslsgburg Festivals.

But days in Selzburg are unbelievably full. BHo one hes time for dreaming
too longe Ldfe pulses in rapid.tempo»and the Festival mood permits of no sed
thoughts. One goes from Reinherdt's "Everyman® (which is an essential part of
each year's program) to his "Faust" (made more moving than ever by the Gretchen
performence of ?aﬁia Wessely) to a Toscanini concert; a Walter soiree; &
VWelngartner perfomence.....0n the street one glimpses Chaliapin's splendid
head towering sbove the crowd, and beside him his pretty daughter, There is one
of the Thimigs, -~ it is the every-shy and retiring Helene Thimig, the #ife of
Seinhardt, And there are the lovely daughts of Bruno Walter, Here is the bsllet
nistressyp Wallmenn, There is even Marlene Dietrich; in s ravishingly chic vhite
raincoat, and violent green pessant hats.ees

In the evenings there is a regular parade of sutomobiles.....Cadillece,
folls Royces and Lincolns compete for the aduiration of the crowd which lines the
streets near ﬁha Faatnpialhaus, brimmﬁﬁg over onto the famous bridge tahst crosses
the river Selzach, The bridge, bedscked with many-colored banners that flutter
~ gally in the breese, 1s a fitiing approach for the festive procession of cars ;
which crosses it eacﬂ evening on the way to the performnance....«The dirddl dresses
have been exchanged for thrilling evening frocks...thers are furs, jewels...
enchanting summer evening wraps. The cars must stop long before they aporoach the
Pogtgpielhaus, for it is impossible for them to gét through the narrow streets.

Only & few prominent p=ople sre privileged to drive all the way to the entreance.
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Of course everyone recognizes the big Cadillac cars that belong to Toseanind
and Walter. As they arrive the cars are immediately besesiged by admiring hordas....%’ale
Walter, in spite of all the pressure of his work, slways has a werm smile for them,
This cordiality is so much & part of his being that even when he is most harassed,
he cennot be other than understanding and benevolent to his public., JYoscanind, as
he enters the Festsplelhaus, is hurried and sloof, He rushes through the eager
mob, his face averted, avoids the photogrephers, and if the throng has annoyed him,
arrives at the stage door fuming like a wrathful god. He lives completely with-
drawn from notoriety, hates and despises the sensationsl, and is sad that he him-
self happens to be the greatest sensation of the musical worlde....He wishes to
meke great mugle, and nothing elses..ssle loves Salzburg - he loves the Austrisn
countryside, and he thrives on the concentrated work and the intense striving
toward perfection which he demands from those associsted with him, He, who him-
self is perfection, will not tolerats anything except perfection in the srtists
about him, That is his driving force. But the superficisl glsmour of the
Restival, the curiosity of the publie, the autograph scekars, the photographera
all th'ea«; he hates bitterly. It infuriates him if he cannot begin on tims. But
he seldom cenl - ....For this is unpunctusl Austria, and the approsch to the
Fogtspielhaus 1s far too inconvenient,

Dr. Kerber, the dfirector of the ﬁ‘estival, glances anxiously st the clock,
and reaches nervously for his telephone to get the latest report on the house.
Baron Puthon, the President of the Festival, exchanges an anxious look with him .
when he recelves the report "lhers will be considersble delsy this evening, due
to the difficulty of driving through the rainy streete®....Kerber surmurs a
typleally Salzburgian curse on the SBalzburg "Schmuerleregen" (Lace Rain), -
then goes domstairs to try to speed things up. "Heavens! The house hes been
completely sold out for months and yet it fills so slowly. The curtain should

have gone up long agol"™ Kerber knows that upsteirs, in the tiny conductor's
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room, bthe great Maestro is pecing up and down, gloomy, derk and menacing. The
conductor's baton danees in hig nervous fingers. One never knows shat me nay
do next...eln spite of his oubtward good humor, .Kerber is feeling very anxious
(telltale beads of sweat stand out on his forshesd)....But in the end it is the
usual triumph. Toscanini enters and interrupts the thunderous applause which
greebs him, with a short, almost .d&fensive gesture, And then - Music., At
lsst Toscanini tekes command...«0n the stage the greatest tension provails.
Leinadorf, the highly telented "treuer Gesell",devoted co-worker of the HManstro,
who prepares the rehearssls, who accompanies the singers at the piano, and who
is ever ready at the prompterts box, is there, eager to help at any moment. And
it is the same st evei-y performance ~ we walt on the stage expectant and tense
ag though sach time it were the first psrformance,

Then over the walting throng in the conecert hall swells the sound of great
misic, and people of eve y nation understand the incomparable spesch of genius
which mskes great musical works the possessions of the entire world - & world
without frontiers,

Lete at night, vhen Sslsburg is asleep after an exciting day and festive
evening, and h#s become once again the enchantingly sweet and stilled old eity,
I fency there floats through the narrow, winding passageways & pale formt Can
it be the noble shade of Mozart, Salzburg's immortal 50Necese?
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No English translation of Lehmann’s “Bruno Walter” is available.

BHUNO WALTER

l. Der Onerndiricent

Da lag eilnes Tages ein Kontrakt fiir die Royal Opera Coventgarden in
Londcn auf meilnen Friihsttickstisch in Wien., Es war im Jahre 1924. London
war immer welne Sehnsucht gewesen,seit ich elmnal als junge Anfédngerin
(im Jahre 1914) im alten Drurylans Theatre unter Sir Thomas Beacham die
"Sophie" im "hosenkavalier" gesungen hatte,fiir Clalre Dux elnsplngend.
Damals hatte die grosse,glanzvolle Stadt einen unsusl8schlichen Eilndruck
auf mich gemacht und weine sehnsiichtlgen Gedanken waren oft und oft

zu dem in seiner Schmucklosigkelt imponlerenden Hause zewandert,das
alljdhrlich inm Frithling die bertlmtesten Namen der Husikwelt vereint:
Das Coventgarden Opera House. Eadlich kam nun cain Ruf dorthin auch zu
mir! Und doch,es war eine Bedingung im Kontirakt,dle schwer erfillbar
schien: Ich sollte die "Marschalllu singen, Ja,fas Engagenent warxr
hauptséichlich auf dlese Rolle konzentriert,Ich hatte sie nleualis o
gesungen,nicht einmal studiexrt,sondern hatte seit elnlzen Janren dle
Rolle der"Sophie" muit der des "Oktavian" vertauncht.lis war wenlg Zelt
Zzu wirklich sorgfdltiger Vorbereitung - und dass eine solche mehr denn

Je ndtig war,sagte mir der Name des Dirigenten,unter dem der“Rosenkavaller"

als Er8ffnungsvorstellung der Salson gegehen werden sollte :Bruno Walter.

Ich war i1hum bisher noch nie begegnet,hatte imner gewtlascht it ihm
Singen zu didrfen -und hier nun war die grossartise Gelegenneit,dle 1ich
mir nicht entgehen lassen konante. Ich nahi die Chance,sSaxgte Zu,und
stlirzte wnich 1an das Studiwa der "Marschallin." B8 war nicht leicht, in
so ldcherlich Xkurzer Zelt dliese Rolle 2zu lernen: Ich stand als elns
der wmeist beschidftigten sSéngerinnen im Repertolre der MWiener Oper

und stuhl mir sozusagen jede Stunden:es Studiums,
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Als ich Bruno Walter in der ersten Ensembleprobe in London traf, kanm
mir dle Kilhnheit melnes Unterfangens erst so recht zum Bewusstsein.

Ich war nicht einmal musikalisch sicher,die zanze Partle war uameschlif-
fer und noch nicht mein eizen.Und hier sah ich am Xlavier den Kinstler,
der wehr als je eln Anderer tlefste Durchdringung des Charaitters der
golle forderte und vor dessen fanatischem Willen,ein lebendines Wesen
zu gastalten,keine leere Opermrolle,lch uich schon von Anfeng an als
unzuldnglich fuhlte.Hitte ich nur nehr Zoit gehabt! L5 ver wirklich

sine uaentschuldbare Selbztiberschitzung,dass ich dieses verlockende

Engagenent angenommen hatte,wissend,lch konnte nicht ueln Bestes geber.

3runo Walter war nlcht zufrieden mit mir.Ich fthlte seirien missbilii-
genden Blick mehr 21s elnmal zu mir schwelfen,wenn ich floer eine
schwisrige nusikelilsche Phrase stolperte,und ich begann,mich zu

firchten vor dlesen durklen Augen,in denern ich nichte als Missfallen las.

Schliesslich gestand Lchh ihm,dass ich dle “Merschallin® noch nis
gesungen,aber nlchts gesagt hatte,nur,um wieder im Coventgarden Opera
House 2u 3singzen- und last not 1ea8t;m1t ihm singen zu ditrfen. Ich
glaube nicht,dass ihm diecses Gestdndnis gefiel. Fiir Lhn gab e¢s kelne
rrwdgungen persdnllcher Natur,wenn es sich wu eine kinstlerische Frage
drehte.Er theérsah stirnrunzelnd die SituationiEs war zu apdt,sine
Aenderung zu unternshmen - viellelcht hatte ihm auch meine Stinmer
gefallen - jedenfalls half er nir durch intensive Arbeit zu einéﬁ
gchnen kErfolg.

Dleses,unter elnen ungtinstlisen Stern stehende srste 2 -s.ximentreffen
war der Anfang elnsr meln Laben pneddlich berelichernden freundschaft.
Kinstlerlsche Arbtelt mit Bruno Walter,die mir durch Jahre vere¥nnt war,

wurde ein unsrsch¥pflicher Born der Inspiration fir mich.Ich habe
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viele weiner-Partieen mit-thm-gesungen - in Wien,Berlin,London,Paris.

Und dss gezenseltige Verstehen hatte fiir mich etwas Einziges und Beisplel-
loges. Wenn man mich fragt,wer mein pgrés.ter Lehrer gewesen 1st in meiner
langen Opernkarrfére,sage ich 1mﬁer ohne Z8gern:Bruno Walter.

Er hatte wie keiln Anderer die Fédhickeit,dle Individualitét dss dJdarstel-
lenden Kttnstlers hersuszuheben.Es ist immer eine Gefahr fttr den Leltenden,
-8elne elgene Persdnlichkeit,ohne so zu wollen, auf den K#nstler zu ver-
pflanzen, dexr ihm aus grosser Bewunderung herzus vielleicht such dann
folgen wtrde, wenn das eigene Fnpfinden endere vege diktlerte.

Bruno Walter wer zu sehr Theatermensch durch und durch,um nict die
Vielfédltlgkeit zu lisben,dle aue den verschiedesen Narurenr sausstrahlt.
Ja,nlchts entztickte ihn mehr als Probleme inm Augcruck,in der Auffassung.
Ich glaube,es hidtte ihn t8tlich gelangwellt ,mit Menschen zu arbelten,

die aus unfruchtbarer Lldsse ihrer Psrcénlichkeit hersus widerspruchslose
Sklaven seines Willens waren.Gewlss,es relzte ihn,den ainmermtlden Erweckep
aus leeren lMasken lebendige Wesen zu schaffen.Aber er wusste funlen, dass :
unter der Oberfldche technisch guren Singens,unter der Heunung unge-
schickter Gesten,eln cmpfindendes Wesen wa Ausdruck rang. Da konnts Walter
Wunder wirken. Jenn ater alles nur Obarflidche war,nur Stimme,nur Technik,
1itt erywie Jeder Schdprfer lelden muss,der seinem Geschd3pf nicht den
lebendigen Odeuw einhauchen kann.

Wenn ich elnser Cpernvorstellunz Bruno Yalters pelwohnte,bedauvsrts Lch

das 1thu zujubelnde Publikum beinahe: Diese llenschen hatten nur das fertige
Werk gehdri,aber hatten nicht die Freude arlebt, es unter seiner Direktion
entstehen zu sehen. Diese kdstliche Ziselierarbeit,die in den grossen
Schwung der Aufftthrung untertauchte wie die Milliarden Wasgertropfen in

elnen Strom -die war es,die so Vollendetes schuf.
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Walters Entzticken am Aufbau einer Rolle,einer Szene,war beisplellos. Er
war ein Theatermenn voll Phantasie,er liebte es,immer neue Wege zu gehen,
konnte mit Uberraschend jugendlichem Enthuslasmus Uber Oovernszenen
sprechen,die in Routine erstarrt und verstaudbt waren,und dis er neu und
interessant zu gestalten verstand,allein schon im kurzen Uariss elinss
Gesprécheds.uas war [tir mich dberhaupt das Wunderbare an Walter: lan
brauchte mit ihm nur zu svrechen - und der Regilsseur war elgenitlich
berfluscig.. Er entwickelte rasch und bildhaft klar seine Auffassung
elner Szene,nehn Gegenguregungen. entzilckt entgezen,baute mit blitzenden
Worten das Theater iberzeuszend auf - ein Theater,in dew allus ledte

und atmete,und in dem eher ein Fehler tolesriert wuras,als tote Routine}
degseen grimmiger Feind er war. Schablonenhafte GlAtte,trauriger Hrcatz
fttr elutvollesg Erleben,war ilhm verhasst., Er winscrte Perfextion - aber
er verzieh viel eher einen musikalischen Fshler,als e¢in kaltesg un-
enthusiastisoches Herz.

Ieh entsinne mich elnes sehr bezelchnenden Gesprédeiles 2Zwloschen 1,
einer recht guten,dusserst korrskten und unrihrbar kalten Sidnzgerin,und
mlr. Ich hatte mir eln paar Ungenauigkeiten zuschulden Lomaen lassen

und elltc zu Walter nach dem ersten Akt,uws mich zu entschuldilaea.

Er stand vor sezinn des zwelten Aktes auf der Buhns lam Gesoprdeh mnlt

der ervdmten SHdagerin.lch zing 2u ihm und sagte,elpn Theaterjargon

fir ungenauds Singea gebrauchend:“Verzelhen Slet Ien habe wileder .a-al
schrecklich ggschwommen!” Meine Kolleglin sah entsetzt lialtexr an,elin
Donneruetter erwartend,acer er warf mir einen lédchelnden plick zu und
sazte zu ilhri'ian nuss aber gestehen,dle Lehmann schwamm wmlt ganzer
Seelte..s"Mecine Kollegin war tlberrascht:"Das sagen Sie,der Unerbittliche,
vor dou wir zittern?'"Walter glng mit einem Scherzwort weg,ater lch welss,
was er hitte antworten wollen:"Der wahre Kinstler hat Gutes und DBdses

in sich.Fehlerles ist nur das mschanlsche Instrument. Ich zZlehe ein
schlagendes Herz vore.e.."
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2. Bruno VWslter am Klavier

Ein Wohltdtigkeltskonzert brachte mir erste Begegnung mit Bruno Walter

em Klavier., Fs war der Auftakt Zu einer langen Reihs von vnvereesslichen
Liederabenden mit ihm, in denen flir miech das Konzert selbst ebenso wie die
Vorbereitung dazu eine Quelle reiner Freuden bedesutete.

Ich habe mit nervorragenden Bezgleitern gesungen -aber ein Konzert umit
Halter war iwner etwas zanz Besonderes.So wie Festsplele sich heraus-
heben aus dew Lauf der rusikalischen Veranstaltungen elines Jahres, m8gen
diese =uch noch so schén und hochwertig seln, co waren die Liederabende
mit YWalter am xlavier Festspiele fir xzich,

Wie verstand er, ein Iied eurzubauen,&s in ein Drama Zv verwandeln,ihm
atenreubendes Leben zu geven,onne Jemals den Grenzpfad za Uherschraiten,
der von der Reinnelt des Liedes in die erdﬁgbundena Reglon der Opern-
dranatilc flthrti

Dag war das Gehelmnls des Zusammenklingens,als er und ich un& auf dem
#Busserlich begrenzten Gebiet des Liedersingens trafen - dusserlich

beprenzt,innerlich toerstrduend in uwnendlichen Ausdrucizareizhtun.

Ich habe in Liedersingen viel von Bruno dalter gelernt,viel Anregung
enpfangen und -wag mir fast wlchtiger ist ~bestdtigung meiner €clgenen
Ueberzeugung.

Wee T"tr Erinrerungen:Die alljihrlichen Liederubende in den Salzburger
Festsplelen!Tyoty ell'seliner e¢rgchéplenden Probenarbeit Tfand er immer Zeit
Zu diesenr schon traditionell gewordenen Konzert,das im Jdozarteuw stattfand
und fir mich selbst “mein olgenes Festsplel® in den Festspielen bedeutete.
Oft hatten wir nur Zeit Fir eine einzige kurze Verstdndis wagsprobe - und
Halter wehrte Fragen ab:'yir verstehen uns schon-ich nuss it 1Ay nlicht
alles doppelt uwnd dreirfach durchnehimen..." Aus diczenq Sichverstehen
erwuchs ein Zweilklang,in dem das Klavier SBang und die Stimme in die

Topflut des Instrumentes tauchte,als sein sie eine Quelle,aus der die
Tdne rauschten. Es war dle Urquelle "Harmonie."
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3« Bruno Walter : Der Mensch

Aus Wglters Gesicht sprachen zwel Wesen: Die schdne,geistig bewegte
Stirn, die dunklen Augen,aus denen orientale Schwermat,tiefstes Versenkte
sein una Durchdringungvleuchteten,zelgten den Uberst r8nenden dsilchbtuag
seines Gelstes,seiner genlalen Seele, Die scharfgeschnittanen,weiten
Nasenrllgcl waren Zeugen glithenden Temperamentas, der volle,sensitive
Mund verriet Genussfreudizkeit und war uaschattet von Melancholie,
Seltsan verdnderte sich dieseg Geslcht,wenn Yalter ldchalte.S5¢in leb-
hafter Sian fur Hunor spilelte wn dle Augen,dic pldtzlicn das nach innen
gesehrte Verlorensein in Strahleade Helterlkelit Vervandeltei,
Liebanswﬁrdigkeit war der Grundzug von ﬁ&lters esen.Die Orchester,

die unter ihn splelten,liebten lhin.Er hatte Jerstdndnis Gt die
Schwierigkeiten,Veror nie die Geduld,nachte keine Szeuen.Und darun
folgten sie inhm freudig und nit Flapgebe, Sein angsborencr Chnarae legte
8lch verséhnend und uwnwiderstehlich zuch Uoer ein wort ,das Lhoffnungen
Zersclrte.,

Ich entsinne mich cines Jdngers, deu ecine liclle nach derp aadersn abe
genomuien wurde - salbstverstandlich,und das kaan ich nicht genuy
betonen:nur aus réin kinstlerischen Erwlizubgen heraus. ar war zu Walter
gegancen,un sich zu beschweren. "Was sagte Yalter?"fragte ien 1 hri,

"Oh,exr var wie ein Vatexr zu Lir,und nalm uir eine andere Rolle WeE, oo "

Das war sehyp charakteristisch.Unfﬂhig,ein hartes Wort zu sagen,unkleidete
er auch eine Ablehnune mit dep ihn elgenen Vlruwe uné verstidndniasvollen
Freundlichiceit,

Wie sovicle Henschen in hervorragenden leltenden Stellunzen,war erp
innerlich voller Abvehr allen Jenen gegenliver,die imaey wleder mit
Bitten und Gesuchen Zu ihm kamen.Viellelcht War es elnes der Geheimnlsse

unserer nicht nur stnatlerischen, sondern auch persénlichen Freundschaft,
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dass ich nie etwas von i1hm arbat.BEr selbst wollte die Linstler wdhlen,
die inmm gerielen,und mit denen zu arbelten sch¥nferische Freude flir ihn
war. Ein eich an lhn Herandrédngen hatte Kelnen Sinn. it wunderbarem
Ruor durcnschauvte €r e€xr die Aﬂthanun en der Schmelcnhler -und wir haben
oft Zusammen Uber eine Sdngerin gelacht,dle ihim nachstellte,und wenn sie
ihn unglicklicherwelse erwischte,ihn nmit enthusiastischen Worten der
Anbetung uberschilttete,die er,h8flich lichelnd,anhdrte,dabcl verzweifelt
einen Wegz zur Flucht suchend

Man konnte mit Walter lachen,wle uit kelnenr Anderen.Es war ein Huror,

der tlef in shknem schatteahalf zwlespaltigen Wesen lag,win Hunor, der
8lcn nicnt lm BErzidhlen von WikiZzen zelzte,sondern der snontan aus Elgen-

aten leuchtete umd wlrate und gut und sonnig war.

o

Da3 Leoen war hart zu Bruno Walter und machte dzn zutlegts Frledliebenden
zum ruheleoson Wanderer.fy hat Deutschland,das Land celner Geburt,innnig
gelliebt.ss war das alte Doutschland der Dichter uvnd Denker.dcu seline

Seele zu eizoan war.Batwurzelt,von brutaler Gewalt vertrleben,wunrde er

Franzose,un dann seine Zugehdrligzkeit zu elrncr daumals bald ebenso ge-
knechteten Nation ilt dew freisn und uvnbertinrber demokratisclien Amerika

zu vertauschen,dlssecx Hafen der Kultur und des frelen Menschentuns.,

Doch der Leldgepriifte hatte viel mehr zu erdulden:Bs srscheint wile ein
wundersuass walter nicht zugrunde ging,als ihm e€in Hber allss gelliebtes
Wesen aul' schreckliiche 'velse entrissen wurde. Aber er war wis der Vogel
Phoenlilx:br stlieg leuchtmnd aus der Asche auf und bLreltete selne Schwingen

aus.Aus unsagbaren Leid schien necue Kraft 1n seine Seele zu flute

Seine Cattin warde oft missverstaanden,denn ihre Zereltschett,ihn zu
beschlitzen, zu warnen,ihre feuriz ergevene Treue,waren immer Ausvriiche
des Kampfes. Scharfe Worte verletzten manche,und anlcht viele fithlten

hinter der Hsrbhnslt lhres Wesens das aufrichtlge,gute llerz,
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Sie starb nach langem Leiden,das er hingebend mit l1lhr ertrug.3ein Lebens-

abend wurde verschdnt durch die unwandelbare Liebe und Hilfe selner
Tochter Lotte und durch das Gltick einer Freundschaft mnit einer frau,der
er verbunden war durch lebenslenge Lrinnerungen.Er gab sich mehr und
mehr einem tief wurzelnden Glauben hinider Anthroposophie. Er fihlte
sich geleitet von dieser ihm innig bewussten Macht und gab in vielen
Plattensufnahmen der Wzét elne k8stliche Erbschaft. In erhabzaen

Klénven schenkie er wleder,was &r von elner héheren Gnade emvfangen
hatte,in Freuden und in Leiden. Denn Freud' und Leld waren dle Wurzel,
aus der sein glithendes schaffen erwuchs, - dac Schaffen und das Lrleben.

Mir Walter hieses esiMuslk.

1933
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One page is 1n the original German followed by the whole article by an unknown

translator.

108 CANINI

von Lotte Lehmann

Er ist wie die Flamme, die glueht und leuchtet,
so lange sie existiert ... Man kann ihn sich nicht
vorstellen als einen Mann, der mit dem Alter muede
wird des brennenden Fanatismus', muede des nimmer-
rastenden Schaffens - ruhesuchend, resignierend, ab-
schliessend ... Dieses heftig pulsierende Blut wird
ihn immer ruhelos machen - dieser Daemon Musik, dem
er sich mit Haut und Haar verschrieben hat, wird ihn
nie freigeben bis zum letzten Atemzuge. Denn die Mu-
sik ist fuer ihn keire guetige und holde "Frau Musica®" -
sie ist eine gnadenlose, urgewaltige Gottheit, der er
verfallen ist und der zu dienen immer wie ein Kampf
ist, ein erbittertes Ringen, ein schwer erstrittener
Sieg eeo

Der Maestro ist bekannt als unerbittlich. Aber er
ist es vor allem auch sich selbst gegenueber. Die bei-~
spiellosen Triumphe, die er in aller Welt feiert, koennen
ihn nie in seinem Urteil beirren. Er legt den hoechsten
Masstab an sich selbst und an alle, die mit ihm arbei-
ten. Er verlangt das Aeusserste, da er das Aeusserste
gibt. ©Seine Besessenheit hat etwas Ergreifendes und Er-
schreckendes. Es gibt kaum einen Kuenstler, der nicht
vor ihm zittert. Ich habe mich sus Angst vor diesem
sagenhaft unduldsamen Maestro gestraeubt, mit ihm zu
singen ... O - diese nie wieder gut zu machende Torheit!
Aber th hatte soviel von seiner Strenge, seiner finste- -
ren Konzessionslosigkeit gehoert, dass ich eine Eva un-
ter ihm in Milano refuesierte ... Ich sah ihn zum ersten
Male = ein Jahrzehnt spaeter - in einem New Yorker Reci-
tal. Niemand hatte mir von seiner Anwesenheit erzaehlt -
aber mitten in einem Lied sah ich ploetzlich den bekann-
ten und markanten Kopf ... Mir blieb buchstaeblich der
Ton in der Kehle stecken ...

Einige Zeit darauf wurde ich fuer eine Radiostunde

engagiert.
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TOECANIRI

by Lotte Lehmann

He 1s like flame, which glows and blazes as long as
it exists... One cannot imagine him asz & man who &g he
grows old wearies of burning fanaticism, of unremittind
creative activity - seeking repose, giving up, coming to
& halt,.. That violently pulsing blood of his will always
make him restless -~ that daemonic master, Music, to whom
he has bound himself body and soul, will never let hin
free to his lést breath, For to him mudic is no kindlv,
graclous "Lady Husica", but a merciless, prepotent
divinity under whose power he hasg fallen, and whose
service 1s as it were a perpetuval battle, a bitter struggle,
& hard-won victory...

The Maestro is known as inexorable. But he is
inexorable chiefly toward himself. His unexampled triumphs
the world over can never cloud his judgment. He applies
the highest standard to hiwmself and to all who work with
him. He requires the uttermost of otheré because he gives
his vttermost himself. He is like & man possessed, and
this quality in him has something stirring and frightening
about it., There is scarcely an artist who does not tremble
before him.¥For fear of this fabulously impatient Maestro I
set myself against singing with him - Oh, that piece of

unredeemable idiocy! But I had heard so much about his
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Toscaninl = 2.

severity, his gloomy uncomnromisingness, that I refused
to play Eva under him in Milan... I saw him for the
first time - ten vears later - at & New York recital.
No one had told me he was there - but in the middle of
& song 1 suddenly saw the famous, striking hesd... The
note 1 was singing literally stuck in wmv throat,

Some time later I was engaged for a radio hour. Con-
ductor: Arturo Toscanini, To my surprise he was very
kind and gentle in the plano rehearsal - but in the
orchestrae rehearsal I found out again what it was to he
afrald... I kept thinking: "Well then, 1f he shouts at
me just cne single time in such a rage as he'swan wiﬁh
the orchestra now, I won't be able to sing ﬁ;ﬁfﬁﬁ;k note,"
Perhaps this imwmoderacy in anger is part of the Italian
temperament. Yet to me there is alwaves somebhing tragic
about it in this remarkable person, for 1t comes from a
passionate longing for perfection., Whatever might be a
hindrance on tmiz“rs&d, down which he stormg like a noble
thoroughbred horse straining every nerve, is to him a
torture, a usekess waste of time,.. Inadequacies on the
part of the artists working with him incense him exactly
as does importunate admirvation on the part of hie adoring
public. His violent desire for undisturbed concentration
has made him impatient avgnfggﬁéverymdéy trifles: he
can't find something or other - his baton, or the pictures

of his family, which he puts up in his dressing room back

stage -~ end at once he flies into & white-hot fury... He
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Togcanini - 3.

feels his thoughts, which are music, and then more music,
have been disturbed, and be suffers from the diszturbance
as from some physical torment.

Remarkable, and as if in contradiction to his violent
temperament, are the great sxactitude and sense of order
which are ®r 2 particularity of his., No one iz farther
from being "a genine in untidiness®, On the contrary: he
loves to be well-dressed and faultlessly tailored, and
has an ingrained feeling for distinction. He loves his
family tenderly and iz alwavs surrounded by hie wife and
children., He 18 =carcely ever to be seen without his
kindly sweet-nstured Bignora Carla. This deep-rooted
senge of family is of course definitely an lItalian trait.
But otherwlse there 18 nothing "typical” abowt this person
who ig a strange anéd uynique phenomenon ag an artist - not
comparable to anvone or anything - alwavs interesting -
alwave astonishing and fascinating one anew,

The Balzburz Festival now has the good fortune of Ie
counting the Masstro among its "stars", What's more he
would never forgive me if he knew that I had just called
him & star... Nothing is more hateful to him than that
concept. 8o I have committed a mortal sin in wusing it -
but I can't do otherwise than say, which is true, that
he is the shining central point of the Festival, that
the fact that he is a sensation, which he detests, dogs
his footsteps, that no primadonna, no matter how world-

famous, no tenor, no matter how spoilt a darling of the
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Togcanini -~ 4.

public, can withstand his popularity... Popular -- no,
that's not the right word: people are too much afraid
of him to be able really to love him.,. The public is
afraid of him too: sometimes when at the beginning of
a performance or of a concert he comes to the stand
and his reception by the audience seems to him to exceed
a pleassnt polite greeting, he breaks off the applause
with a single lordly gesture. They &all know that 1t
mekes him angry if thev go on clapping and calling out
contrary to his wishes, And they are afraid of putting
hinm in a rage... 1f one didn't know him one wight believe
1t was sheer caprice that makes him so violent about
having his own way., But actually 1t is nothing more than
impatience at being disturbed in that condition of quiver-
ing concentration in which he finds himself whenever he
has anything to do with wusie. Ouvutwardly completely under
control, he vibrates inwardly at the highest nervous ten-
sion - for now evervthing is subject to his will: now he
is at once to serve and to rule, to conguer and to surrender..
Three short sharp taps of the baton, which at such a -~
moment is like a foll of steel In the small energy-freighted
hand - the music begins - the world is éngulfed, for hinm,
and for snyone who can experience the highest fulfillment
of music...

Ye who are luckv enough to work with him in Salzburg
have at times gone Xx¥l through fire and water with him be-

fore some of these performances. We have seen him sombre
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and despairing, have trembled to see him shale his head
and breathed again when he smiled,,. He is at all
rehearsals. He watches evervthing. For us there is

no such thing as "walking through a part® in rehearsal,
but he does allow us to sing at half-voice, top spare
Qur étrength. Everyone had told me the contrary about
him, and I was very much afraid of his legendarvy lack
of consideration. To my great and joyful surprise how-
ever he himeelf sdvised sparing our voices. That is
the sole concession he makes, Otherwise he demands
absolute concentration in every rehearsal, absolute in-
tensity. It doesn't even occur to one to walk through
the part: he emanates such magic force, one iz so much
in the power of his fanatical will, that no true artistf
can help being carried away, and even hardened old
troopers wake up, and are plunpged in a flery zxreamxaz
current of surging artistic experience,..

But he 1s terrifying when he is silent - when he
sits there in an angry withdrawn silence and looks at
us full of contempt, &g if we were enemies.,.. I have
been through rehearssls with himg when hé drove us all
half mad with that silence of his. Something has
irritated him - something has disappointed him., And
now he 1s in anguish, exhausted, sitting there beside
the plano in a passivity which in hiw is doubly unbearable,
We hesitate - look at once another questioninglv - exchange

despairing glances with the stage panager - hasty whispered
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questions go from one to another: "What's the matter
with him? What is he angry about? If only he'd say
somethingl.es®

But he persists in that silence, behind which
looms a volcano of rage that may break out over our
heads at any woment... Finally 1 take courage, go up
to him and ask: "What Is 1t, Haestro?"

Bilance...

"ire vou displeased with us?®

Ellence. ..

"Then tell us what welre doing wrong.”

at that he raises his eyes with a tragiec expression
of hopelessness:

Mjanca i1 fucco..."

Sew anecdoteg about him keep cropping up and making
the round of the theatre: that he can burst into tears
of deapair when something doesn't suit him... that he
leaves rehearsals and has his chauffeur and factotum
Emilio drive him far away where he sits somewhere in a
lonely village inn, disgusted with life and full of
loathing for so0 many shortcomings... They tell stories
about hig shyness in attending large parties and offictlal
receptions,... about his often tragi-comic outburszts of
fury from which the orchestras thst play under him are
the chlefl sufferers. Of these he makes one single
marvellous ringing singing instrument,.. 1 once heard a

grav-haired musician In the orchestra sav, after rehearsal:
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Togcanini -~ .

"He treats ue like schoolboys. You'd like to hate him
if vou didn't have to worship him..." But how could
gnvone hate him? It is the work alone that he serves.
Aind when he ig angry at the performance of & gingle
person or of a group, it is always on account of the
work and never has to do with the individval. In his
wugic he frees himself from any personal tie,

In private 1life he is an extraordinarily siample,
glightly shy, childish &nd kindly person. He loves
his friends, who are Just as subject to nis personal
charpe as iz the whole musical world to his artistrve..
When he is separated from them, he does not write to
them, and fzxkrxrzzk shows an irresistible surprise
that anvone might expeet to hear from him... "But I
nevey write.." 1 have heard him say to his friends in
answer to a gentle reproach, &and that must be taken for
explanation, excuse and penitent confession... But it
is accompanied by & completely disarming smile - &and
they forgive him, having never been angry with him...

Near Balzburg the Toscanini family lives in a very
guiet and secluded house, The “family“'means children
and grandchildren - he must have them all around him...
Lote of friends come and go - and I can't imagine that
the Haestro hag much Quiet in his quiet sequestered
house, His family is jJust as well known in Salzburg as
he is himeelf. 4And Pitiu, the little old griffon,

inseparable from Bignora Carla, is a popular Salzburg
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Toscanini -~ 8,

_ Besgides,
pergonality, /ENEXHASHERE fate has found 1o him & com-

pensating instrument of justice: Pitiu has neither fear
nor reverence nor admiration for ths Maesgtro..lnstead
he avenges all of us who itresble so before him: he yelps
at him with the most extreordinary lack of respact,
indeed, he goes gso far as to bite the man we all fear
in the leg... Toscanini is enchanted by this fearless
Siegfried in the form of - may Signora Carla forgive
me! - a rather ghabhy little cur...Apparently it does
his soul good to meet with so much bristling hatefulness.
He stretches out hisz arms to him and calls "Amore miol® -
and that is the signal for & convulsive sccess of rage on
the part of tﬁ@ little beast, Then Toscanini goes to
lures hiw on more urgently.

Bitiw and/rejakesxhimimararinsistamiiyz ¥ith high-pitched
angry velps Pitiu sets to biting the Maestro's trouser-
legs, until the Bignora takes her darling in ber arms and
vconscl@s him for all thesge sallies against his little
angry old heart... She loves him tenderly, and he would
diff}fcr his mistress. Once 1 took a snapshoi of Gignora
Carla with her Pitiu in one srm and my sweet little
Pomeranian, Jimmy, on the other - and she sald, quite
amazed and a little anneoyed: "But Jimmy looks much hand-
somer on the picture than Pitig..."

Pitiu, 1 love all dogs, and I love vou too. But
you're no beauty... Your mistress thinks vou're beautiful,
and yet you're jJust an ugly little lump when you lie there

on the cushiens of the beautiful big Cadillac...
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Toscanini - 9.

Evervone knows the Maestro's car even from a die-
tance, It's as if a king were riding through the towm,
the people crowd sgo to snatch a glimpse of him next to
the chauffeur Emilio where he always sits... Photographers
lie in wait for him, while foolhardy autograph hunters
stand with their books out, like swords from the scabbard,
beside the stage door of the Festgpielhaus. Emilio clears
the way for the Maestro, who hastily passes straight
through people, irritated, embarrassed, in a fit of
immediate vexation, Last vear an old lady sent me her
autograph book with & heart-rending plea for Toscanini's
autograph: perhaps I might succeed in getting it. So I
went firmly into the lion's den, where I found Emilio
and sald to him in an off-hand way: "Emilio, please give
this book to the Maestro. I1I'm asking for his autograph.”
Emilio looked at me as if he doubted of my sanitv...

"l can't do it,™ he sald with resolution, "the
Maestro would strike me dead..."

4t that moment he came in the door. He saw the book
in my hand, took it from me, turned over the leaves, found
old names, old memories, smiled gently and yieldingly and,
with the pencil that had been cleverly s&uggl@a into his
hand, obediently and unresistingly wrote "Arturo Toscanini®
in the book...

Emilio and I exchanged a look of understanding, and I
triuvmphantly left the room, & victor...Just the same it

was vnusual to find him so pleasant before a performance:
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Toscanini - 10,

ordinarily his inward excitement makes him pale and ab-
gtracted; he stands nervously in the doorway of his
dressing-room, which is very badly placed because of
the narrowness of the building. Everyone has to pass
his door; it's one continual restless coming and going.
Bu

e 3

they all pases by with a reverential greeting; no

one addresses him: they all know that he hates any
distraction when he is about to comduct. Usvally he

has his aid and support, Eric Leinsdorf, with him, his
particular protege, who always prepares the scores of

the operas for him and plays the plano at all rehearseals,
If anything is said, it's about music only - and almost
solely about the work which in a few minutes is to be
wakened to new life by the hand of the Maestro... It ig
always like & release from almost unbearable tension

when the call-boy comes and glves the sgignal: "Evervthing
ready...". With rapid steps, despite his extreme short-
sightedness, the Maestro hurries down the stairs. Applause,
the lights dim, three gharp taps on the stand...the musie
beging...

Ch, may the world be granted many more vears in which
to hear the brusque accent of that magiec wand in his handl
deny years more in which to be borne through the heights
and depths of human experience by the music which this
miraculous man transmits to us as if it streamed creatively
from him himself in the instant of its renewel,..! Humanity,
which loses itszelf In strife and wrangling over wealth and

possession, over power and precedence, needs prophets such
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ag he of a pure and ¥perkzxzxxks flawless beauty in
which the good of all the worlds merges in sounding

harmony!
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This was written before Lehmann developed her Goering story found in a chapter

of its own. It’s also before her Post Script to Midway in my Song, which I append.

I

#|
FRONs WWMMM

545 Fifth HaTaCa  VaS-0096
(Bitth Berens)
10 THE EDITORs

- Hme. Lotle Lebmann, Viemese goprens of the
WMWWMmtmmmw
for two yeurss In this artlcle, weition by Mue.
Lehmamn herghls, a&m&mumhwmlaﬁamwi%
mmmmammmtatumﬁmm
in politicel matbora,

Article by Lotte Lelwssan
(Translated from the CGerwm)

Todeme Lelmann, vy den’t you sing in Gemany®, is the
stereolyped wueation of practicully every interviewer, fod T alwsys nake
the sume Peplye«s™ prefer not to dlsouss that owestion. T sm am artiat
@nd bave nothing %o do with politics. I do not telk of things I do mot
understond, so please spave me polilicsl cuestions,”

Probably my Boglish is not clear enough — for the nesxt
Mxm&@mmmmmmmthszmmu
of what I bovwe sald an the subjects Since the gilmoe in videh T had hoped o vetive
has not been successfil, I mouw an thevefore resorting to cador, :

mmmmmmmmmammmmm
xvﬁ.ngmgum. They merely suggested it to me snd tried to mele clesr st
uﬁtﬁat&m&wﬁﬂ%wlmtwﬂ;mnwwm&%h
sing guly in Germany, Under these smditions, the nost peserous offers were
msde in ovder % eugage me for the Bevlin State Opers. I ms o pevson who wme -
Tortumately always mmmmwmamwmzthth
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wm&nmnmmamnmmhmmwmw
u-,mmt:mmwm.mummmamwmm
1 whsh to Mlfill ny engagements "8n Wings of Seng,® the world over, I again
gtated thet T am, and wish to'wemain, sn intemationally-sinded artist ——an

1 bave never considered, in my concert programs, that Prebms
mmmmmwmxmwww-mmmmu
Mendelssohm on Aryem, I make music, end music is my world — o world fer
Lovelder, uove dmaclate, md far move blossed then =1l the polities
on carthe Husic brings nstions together, politdies divides thems, Music is
Godts gift, pelitics is mea's works This cowntry where I was born end grew
wp will slweys Pemain my homelsnd even though I em forbidden 1t. inalria, %oo,
whidh speaks my mother tomgue, sod which is now my homeland, I dearly love.
Tt 45 enough to be sble to sorry the grest muslc of homeland in the form of smge

It 4s diffioult for me to belleve that there is o lend in
which T s “undesiveble.® From the world in which I live no husen tongue
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Here 1s the Postscript to Midway In My Song that Lehmann added to her
autobiography. At this time the Nazi regime had annexed Austria and harshly

enforced many of their racial laws.

Postscript May 1938

“This book of my memoirs was written before Germany annexed
Austria.

“My blood 1s German, my whole being 1s rooted in the German soil. But
my conception of art is different from that of my country.

“I cannot serve politics. I can only serve that which always has been and
still 1s the mission of my life. I cannot paint political boundaries on the
measureless ways of the art world. I will not, and cannot probe whether the
people to whom I give my art are good or bad, believers or unbelievers; nor
does it interest me to what race they belong or to what politics they
subscribe. I want to be an artist—mnothing else. I want to live in my world
which 1s more beautiful and loftier than all man-made countries or all states,
my world of music. I want to sing the songs that I love, without questioning
to what race the composer belonged. God put music into my heart and a
voice into my throat. I serve Him when I serve music. I no longer
understand the land of my birth.

“And I who was born a German, and who was bound to Austria with the
bonds of deepest love—I1 stand now at the door of America. I want to
become an American citizen. I am sure that I shall find my third home here
and that I shall not again need to wander. I want to become a good
American. But that which was my beloved Homeland will live on for me in

my songs.”’
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